
 

 

 

 

 

 

GRUENE HALL 
 

Written by 
Alan Nafzger 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
214-875-1305 
Alan.nafzger@gmail.com 
 



FADE IN: 
 
INT. GREENROOM – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
GARY P. WISEMAN (80) is a very old man. He is the 
attraction of a motley band of country and western 
performers. He is surrounded by immature kids – DONNIE 
(20), ROBERT (21), JOHN (24) and KELLY (17). Backstage, the 
band’s children are nervously pacing and occasionally one 
of the band members walks out to glance at the crowd.  
 
Gary is reclining, with a cowboy hat over his face, calmly 
waiting for the concert to begin.  
 
The four young men are all staring at a reproduction 
hanging on the wall - W.H.D. Koerner's "Hard Winter". It is 
a fairly famous painting of a cowboy on a horse in a 
blizzard. 
 
John nods to the painting.  
 

JOHN 
You ever been that cold? 
 

ROBERT 
No.  
 

DONNIE 
Not me.  

 
KELLY 

One time, Wichita Falls, it was 9 
degrees and the wind was blowing. I had 
the flue and was out of gas. I had to 
get out the truck and pump the gas. I 
was miserable.  

 
They look at the kid like he is a wimp.  
 

JOHN 
So what are you trying to say?   
 

Kelly is speechless. 
 

JOHN 
Putting gas in your truck. That is 
nothing like the suffering of a real 



cowboy on a horse in a blizzard. Maybe 
miles or days away from a fire. Might 
be dead pretty soon.  

(chuckling) 
Pumping gas… 

 
EXT. DANCE HALL & STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Outside we see at sign, “TONIGHT COUNTRY LEGEND: Gary P. 
Wiseman”. 
 
INT. DANCE HALL & STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
The crowd is fairly thin. A single ROADIE (35) is setting 
up the equipment. There is a disc-jockey playing country 
dance tunes warming up the crowd. Three or four couples are 
dancing. Mostly people are chatting, drinking and waiting 
for the live music.  
 
INT. GREENROOM – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 

JOHN 
Old man, how long you been workin’ 
these dive bars? 
 

KELLY 
I don’t know this place is okay.  
 

ROBERT 
I seen nicer. 
 

DONNIE 
What are ya’ll talking about; he was on 
television. 
 

ROBERT 
Black and White, yea. 
 

JOHN 
When was that? 
 

Gary wakes up. Takes the hat off his face and sits up.  
 

GARY 
1972.  
 



DONNIE 
That was color, right.  
 

JOHN 
Bars like this? 
 

GARY 
Since 1957.  
 

JOHN 
Shit! 
 

DONNIE 
You must have been a kid.  
 

GARY 
Yep. I was in the 7th grade.  
 

DONNIE 
Damn.  
 

GARY 
My daddy didn’t want me to go. But my 
mom took me.  
 

DONNIE 
Heheh!  I’d like to have seen that one.  
 

JOHN 
An elementary school teacher in a bar 
back then must have been a scandal.  
 

GARY 
Not really. She sat at a table up 
front.  
 

KELLY 
So you didn’t get nothing thrown at 
you? 
 

GARY 
Something like that.  
 

JOHN 
What about your daddy? 
 



GARY 
He was a church deacon and stayed out 
in the car.  
 

KELLY 
Boy howdy.  
 

GARY 
But he told her to come out there and 
get him if there was any trouble.  
 

KELLY 
That is a good story.  See, I told you 
boys we’d learn something playing in 
this band. 

 
CUT TO black and white: 
 
INT. COTTON CLUB SALOON - LUBBOCK - 1957 
 
There are four grown MEN and a boy on stage. The men look 
comfortable but the BOY (Gary) is nervous and stiff in 
appearance. There is a conservative woman, dressed 
something like Joan Cleaver, sitting watching the band 
perform. She is enjoying it immensely. There is a fight and 
she is jostled around a bit.  
 
The front man for the band stops singing but the band 
continue to play. He motions to the back of the room. 
 

FRONT MAN 
Hey can we get some help up here. These 
two boys need to go outside.  

 
Some bouncers arrive and herd the still fighting men 
outside. They don’t stop the fight but sort of shove them 
out a fire exit door.  
 
The front man resumes singing. 
 
The boy on stage looks afraid his mom is going to pull him 
out of there. But she doesn’t. They continue to play. 
 
RETURN TO: 
 
INT. GREENROOM & PATH TO STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 



The roadie opens the door and waves for them. The stage is 
ready and the show is about to begin.  
 
The young band members are on the stage before Gary is out 
the greenroom door. Gary gets off the couch like he is 80 
years old. Only a few in the crowd applaud. They take their 
instruments and do the sound check.  
 
INT. HALLWAY TO THE STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary is escorted down the hall by the club manager but is 
stopped in the hall by a very pretty FILLY(16). Cute 
frisky. Bubbly.  
 

FILLY  
Mr. Wiseman? I’ve wondering. What does 
the “P” stand for? Gary P. Wiseman on 
all the posters and the albums have 
your middle initial. What does it stand 
for? 
 

GARY  
Potsqualli.  
 

FILLY  
(chuckling) 

What? 
 

GARY  
It’s native American. Fierce war 
Comanche chief back in my family line 
somewhere. 
 

FILLY  
Like your great grandfather? He was an 
Indian chief?   
 

GARY  
Great great great grandfather. I think. 
 

FILLY  
I’d have loved to have met him. 
 

GARY  
He would have killed you.   
 

Gary looks at the whole girl.  



 
GARY  

On second thought, he would have let 
you live. For a while anyway. 
 

FILLY  
Oh. Wow!  I knew there was a story in 
there somewhere. Amazing. 
 

MANAGER 
Girl, run on.  This man is working. 
 

FILLY  
Daddy! I want to know what is going on.  
 

MANAGER 
Later okay? 
 

The girl exits the back stage area and walks out 
on the floor.  

 
MANAGER 

Gary. Your middle name is “Paul”. 
 

GARY  
Well I know that. But it adds to the 
act. Don’t you think? 
 

MANAGER  
 (chuckling) 
American Indian. I never heard such a 
tall tail.  
 

GARY  
Show business.  
 

MANAGER 
Yeah, I know. She will post that on the 
internet. I get it.  
 

INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary arrives on the stage and the sparse crowd applauds. 
Clearly he is the reason they are there.  
 
Still, the kids in the band are thrilled. They all want the 
limelight or they wouldn’t be on stage.  



 
Gary sings a few songs. The crowd dances and applauds.  
 

GARY  
Wow. Thank you. 
 (beat) 
I appreciate that. It always feels good 
to hear. 

 
Gary strums his guitar and smiles. Big smile. 

 
GARY  

Man, those were the good ol’ days. 
Literally! You know what I mean? 
 

Everyone chuckles.  
 

GARY  
Well you can’t dwell in the past. My 
band won’t let me.  
 (beat) 
And now we are gonna play the new 
stuff.  
 (to the band) 
What three in a row?  
 

It is a rhetorical question.  
 

GARY  
Here is a song we just wrote what? Last 
month? 
 

JOHN 
Last year. 
 

GARY  
Oh, what do you know that was last 
year? Man time flies when you’re…  
 (beat) 
… old like me.  
 

The Gary and the crowd both chuckle. They expected him to 
have said, “having fun”. 

 
GARY  

One, two, three…  
 



They begin a new song. It’s not really all that impressive. 
But the band seems to like it. Clearly they have tired of 
the old standards from Gary’s long career.  
 
The crowd looks a bit disappointed. They expect the old 
classics.  
 
Gary forgets the words to the song… Maybe he is having a 
mini-stroke. He is in a daze. The band continues to play 
but they begin to look worried.  
 
Gary comes out of the daze and moves over to the side of 
the stage. There is a large bucket with iced bottled water. 
There are some beers in there and some soda bottles too. 
Gary grabs a water and chugs it. The band plays on. 
 
Gary returns to the stage area. 
 

GARY  
You ever had a frog in your throat? 

 
The audience chuckles and show a good deal of 
understanding. 
 
He has simply forgotten the words, but fakes it was an 
issue with his voice. The band is skeptical, perhaps he has 
forgotten the words before, but they smile and seem to 
agree when Gary turns to them for support.  
 
Gary is sweating profusely. 
  

GARY 
(to the band) 

Ya’ll want to do that one over again? 
(to the crowd) 

That was just like we rehearsed it in 
mom’s garage. 

 
The band almost never answers, Gary IS the leader, so they 
just stand there.  
 

GARY  
No?  I think maybe you are right and we 
should get on back to business. 

 
Gary scans the song list taped to the stage floor in front 
of him.  



 
Gary skips down a few songs.  

 
GARY 

  (muttering) 
No. No.  

 
(to the band) 

How about ‘For Old Times Sake’?  
 (to the audience) 
From 1989?  

(beat) 
You remember that one? 

 
The crowd applauds. 
 

GARY 
Funny, you listened to the radio back 
then?  Ya’ll was just babies back then.  

 
They don’t play the new songs. Gary is afraid he won’t 
remember the words. He is obviously more comfortable 
playing the old ones.  
 
A song or two... 
 

GARY 
Thank you all. We are going to take a 
break and we will be right back. There 
are some bathrooms in the back. Have 
some nachos from the kitchen. There is 
a bar and frankly I need a drink. 

 
The DJ plays some music. Gary exits the stage and walks 
directly to the greenroom. On the way he grabs another 
bottled water. Most of the crowd steps to the bar.  
 
The band members grab beers and go mingle with the crowd. 
The band plays big shot. They all seem to find women or 
groups of people that want to talk to them. John finds the 
bar and begins in on the hard liquor.  
 
Gary finds a recliner and collapses into it. He spills the 
water on his crotch and it falls spilling more on the 
floor. Gary is too exhausted to pick it up. Gary is staring 
at the ‘Hard Winter’ painting. 
 



When the break is over the band members (partly drunk) 
enter the greenroom. Gary is napping.  
 

JOHN 
Old man. 
 (half beat) 
Old man! 
 (half beat) 
Wake up. Break is over.  
 

DONNIE 
He’s pissed himself. 

 
He wakes up. There is drool on Gary’s lip. He takes a 
handkerchief and wipes it off.  
 

GARY 
It’s water. I spilled the water on 
myself. 

 
He takes the handkerchief and tries to dry his pants.  
 

JOHN 
You forgot the words.  

 
GARY 

Don’t worry. I know the words to the 
other songs.  
 

KELLY 
He’s right. He only has trouble with 
the new songs.  
 

JOHN 
Old man, we are not going anywhere with 
those. 
 

KELLY 
You need to stop calling him that. It’s 
Mr. Wiseman or Gary. 
 

GARY 
They brought me this far. 
 

JOHN 
It’s a bar.  
 



GARY 
Well, you been eating steak every night 
ain’t you? 
 

JOHN 
Fine. But we’ve been talking about 
this. Tomorrow we are going to light 
out of here. 
 

The roadie enters the room.  
 

GARY 
Where you think you’re gonna go? 
 

JOHN 
Nashville.  
 

GARY 
Good luck with that. 
 

ROADIE 
Ya’ll going somewhere?  
 

Gary drops his pants and slowly climbs into a new pair. He 
tips over almost and the roadie grabs him to prevent a 
fall.  Changing the belt is a major ordeal. Gary is of 
course very old. This takes an inordinately long time. 

 
JOHN 

Yep. 
 

ROADIE 
After the gigs? 
 

Silence. 
 

ROADIE 
What about the gigs? Three more dates. 
 

JOHN 
Forget that. With all due respect, when 
you can’t remember the words and you 
piss yourself.  
 (beat) 
We aren’t waiting. We are going 
tonight. 
 



ROADIE 
You bunch of disloyal cocksuckers! 
 

JOHN 
What? 
 

ROADIE 
You don’t walk out on a man in the 
middle of a tour. 
 

JOHN 
You’re crazy. He’s an old has been that 
can’t get the job done. It’s 
embarrassing. 
 

ROADIE 
If you leave… Fuck you! Fuck you all.  
 

KELLY 
No, let’s not leave. What is another 
week? 
 

JOHN  
Nashville. Let’s go. 

 
GARY  

They asked me to wear a black hat. Can 
you imagine that? 
 

KELLY 
What did you do? 
 

GARY  
High tailed it back to Texas, of 
course. 
 

JOHN  
He won’t make another week. He needs to 
be in a hospice.  
 

KELLY 
Ain’t that for people who are dying? 
 

GARY 
I ain’t dying. I just got a little 
confused. I spilled my water.  
 (long beat) 



See I’m all better. No big deal. Right? 
 

JOHN 
Old man.  
 

ROADIE 
What did you call him? 
 (beat) 
You called him “old man”. 
 (half beat) 
I’m going to kick your ass you snotty 
little kid. 
 

The roadie hits John. He is sure to have a black eye the 
next morning. John gets up but the others have to pull the 
roadie off John.  

 
JOHN 

That did it. We are out of here now. 
Right now. 
 

John looks around to the others. 
 

KELLY 
Can’t we finish the night? 
 

JOHN 
No. Get your stuff and get in the van. 
We are leaving out.  

 
John takes a step to the door. He turns to make sure the 
others follow.  
 
Long beat. 
 
They reluctantly follow. All but Kelly. He hesitates but 
finally does join them. 
 

KELLY 
 (to Gary as he exits) 
Sorry.  

 
After they leave. 
 

ROADIE 
I shouldn’t have hit him. 
 



GARY 
No, I think it was pretty much 
appropriate. I appreciate that.  
 

ROADIE 
Well… 
 

GARY 
I took a great deal of joy watching 
that. 
 

ROADIE 
But the show. 
 

GARY 
This isn’t anything. 
 

ROADIE 
What are you going to do? 
 

GARY 
Play, of course. 
 

ROADIE 
By yourself?  
 

GARY 
Just me and my guitar.  
 

ROADIE 
You don’t need them? 
 

GARY 
This has happened before. 
 

ROADIE 
To you? When? 
 

GARY 
I don’t know when, but one time in 
Dallas and another time in Utah.  
 

ROADIE 
Well, you think you can do it? 
 

GARY 
Yea. Let them go.  



 
ROADIE 

Nashville, what a joke.  
 

GARY 
No more talent than they got, those 
steak dinners will few and far between.  
 

ROADIE 
I better make sure they aren’t stealing 
our equipment.  

 
Just changing pants has exhausted Gary and he sits again. 
 

GARY 
Let them go. 

 
INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
The band is stealing some of the equipment. 
 

ROADIE 
Stop. That is our amp. 
 

JOHN 
It’s not I paid for part of it. 
 

ROADIE 
You paid for that one.  

 
The roadie points to a tiny “toy” amp.  
 

JOHN 
Bull shit!  

 
ROADIE 

Lying, piece of manure thief.  
 
There is a fight between John and the Roadie, this time at 
center stage. This fight is longer and more violent. It is 
onstage and most of the crowd is awed. They move toward the 
stage like it’s a rock concert.  They try to reason who and 
why? Others in the crowd cheer. No one gets up on stage to 
break it up.  
 
The bouncers are at the back of the room and struggle to 
get through the crowd. 



 
The band tries to pull John off the Roadie but aren’t able. 
The fight breaks some equipment (drums and a guitar).  
 
Finally, the bouncers from the back of the room, climb up 
on stage and break up the fight. John has won this fight 
and the roadie is rather bloody. But the equipment is not 
stolen.  
 
John agrees to leave without the amplifier but will not go 
without a large whisky bottle he has there on stage. 
 
The crowd boos the band as they leave out the emergency 
exit. Most of the crowd leaves just after the band.  
 
A few are fans are disgruntled.  
 
Lets say just for clarity’s sake there were 500 people in 
the nightclub and only 100 remain.  
 
INT. GREENROOM – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary is sitting in the chair again spaced out and staring 
at the winter/cowboy painting again. 
 
The bloody roadie enters. Goes to the sink. Washes his 
face.  
 
The young daughter of the manager brings the roadie some 
ice in a plastic bag for his face. 
 

GARY 
What happened to you? 
 

ROADIE 
That bastard John was going to take the 
amp.  
 (half beat) 
Loading them up when I got out there.  
 

Gary is a bit surprised.  
 

GARY 
Low down. 
 



ROADIE 
Total bastard. And them others are 
almost as bad.  
 

GARY 
Maybe they got a point.  
 

ROADIE 
Stealing and abandoning a contract 
isn’t a point. 
 

GARY 
They gone? 
 

ROADIE 
Yep.  
 (beat) 
You want me to tell the manager we 
can’t go. 
 

GARY 
No. 

 
Gary slowly rises; his legs are very shaky and at 80 his 
muscle tone is gone. Back pain. Gary notices the manager 
out in the hall looking in the door and he tries not to 
look so feeble.  
 
Gary gives the manager the thumbs up.  
 

GARY  
 (to the manager) 
I’m good. It’s not a problem. 
 (to the roadie) 
Put a stool out on the stage there in 
front of the mic. My legs are little 
shaky.  
 (to the manager) 
Can I just play? 
 

MANAGER 
Sure. You think you can? 
 

GARY 
Of course. 
 (beat) 



If they don’t like it you can pay me 
for the set we just performed and 
nothing more.  
 

MANAGER 
Yes, yes. Of course. 

 
EXT. TEXAS FARM TO MARKET ROAD – NIGHT 
 
It is a beautiful summer night. But as they drive the 
weather becomes cold. Rain and sleet pelt the van. A gust 
of side wind almost blows it off the road. John who is 
driving is technically drunk. The others are confounded by 
the strange winter weather.  
 

JOHN 
It’s ice.  
 

DONNY 
What? 
 

ROBERT 
I’ve never seen anything like this. In 
Texas at this time of the year? 
 

JOHN 
Where did this shit come from?  

 
John is doing everything he can to keep the van on the 
road. They barely miss a deer, slip and slid and almost end 
up in the ditch. 
 
Later, they have a blow out and must change the tire in the 
sleet.  
 
Getting back inside the van, they notice the road it 
completely iced over. 
 
They get rolling again and a car approaches them, but they 
appear more drunk than John ever. The approaching car is 
weaving.  
 
As the two cars approach, the oncoming car is in the wrong 
lane and John must swerve into the ditch to avoid a head-
on-crash. But it is more than a ditch it is a serious 
ravine. The van falls to the bottom and the band members 
are killed.  



 
The rain and sleet turn into snow.  
 
MAGICAL REALISM: Before a cowboys dies he briefly endures 
something like the Koerner painting - a blizzard.  
 
INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary returns to the stage. The applause is sparse but grows 
when Gary picks up his guitar. They understand he is going 
to continue to play.  
 
The audience is much smaller now but very loyal.  
 
The bar staff, cooks, bartenders and waitresses have been 
rushing left and right servicing the crowd. Now they are 
able to stop working or slow their work so they can listen 
to the music.  
 
INT. TABLE #1 – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 

MAN 
Of course he’s an old man and shouldn’t 
be subjected to that kind of bullshit.  
 

WOMEN 
He has been performing his entire life 
and these people they know it.  
 

MAN #2 
The art, I mean the songs he has 
produced is legendary.  
 

WOMAN #2  
My parents love him. My grand parents 
said they remember him.  
 

MAN#2 
When?  
 

WOMAN #2  
They said they saw him before they were 
married.  

 
INT. TABLE #2 – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 



We see two senior citizens. They look out of place but 
their presence illustrates the depth of Gary’s following. 
Young party goers in love with the classics and the sober 
elderly.  
 
INT. DANCE HALL – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
The manager and his daughter are standing watching 
intently.  
 

FILLY 
(to her father) 

That bandleader is a real ass-hole. 
Dad, don’t hire him again. 
 

MANAGER 
I won’t. 
 

FILLY 
Not ever! 

 
INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary tunes the guitar and then smiles really big.  
 

GARY 
My band just left out of here in that 
piece of shit van… 
 

The crowd chuckles.   
 

GARY 
What that’s not all. They’re headed for 
Nashville.  
 

The crowd laughs with Gary.   
 

GARY 
It’s the wrong side of Memphis if you 
ask me.  
 (beat) 
Some would say they are headed for hard 
times in the land of plenty. 
 (beat) 
But good luck, Audios Amigo. 
 



REAL COWBOY 
You don’t need them ass-holes anyway, 
Gary! 
 

The cowboy is a mature man but he looks a little sun 
weathered and tired. He maybe a ‘real’ cowboy. He is 
sitting at a table with three gorgeous young women.  
 

GARY 
Cowboy, you look like a big old red and 
white Hereford bull hanging out under a 
shade tree cause his work is never 
done.  
 

COWGIRL 
We love you, Gary! 

 
The lights prevent Gary from really seeing much of 
anything. 
 

GARY 
Me? I tell you it has been a long long 
time since I heard that. And she wasn’t 
near as pretty as you are.  

 
The crowd cheers.  
 

GARY 
No band. But, I still got my guitar and 
I still got my boots. What else could I 
possibly need? 
 (long beat) 
Except my hat. Where is my hat? 
 

Gary has forgot his hat in the greenroom. The 
roadie holds it up just off stage. The roadie is 
taking care of it.  

 
GARY 

I’ve had a problem with beautiful women 
coming up and running off with my hat.  
 (half beat) 
Is that crazy or what? 
 (half beat) 
Normally that would be okay, but I 
can’t hardly catch them anymore.  
 (half beat) 



Lost more than a few hat that way. You 
know what I mean? 

 
Gary performs a song and the crowd appreciates it. They 
were dancing before with the band but now they just listen.  
 
Gary plays another song.  When it is over, Gary makes eye 
contact with the roadie. 
 

GARY 
Hit that cymbal over there.  

 
The band members have taken the drum set but in their haste 
have forgotten a cymbal and stand.  
 
The Roadie motions “me”.  
 
The roadie hits it. And the crowd chuckles. 
 

GARY 
I just hate for anything to go to waste 
don’t you. 
 (beat) 
Well, it has been just sitting there.   
 (beat) 
Sort of like a good looking woman in a 
place like this… and she ain’t dancing…  

 
Gary has tons of charisma the crowd is a bit drunk but they 
appreciate his sense of homespun humor.  
 
One more song (romantic), however brings them out on the 
dance floor. The manager’s daughter and a young man are 
totally into it. Dancing to the old country tune seems to 
put her in the mood. There are a series of shots of the 
various couples kissing and dancing closely.  
 
The roadie stops a waitress. 
 

ROADIE  
Get Gary a water and make it look like 
a drink.  
 

The roadie gives her some money.  
 

ROADIE  
Bring me a whiskey. 



 
At the bar, a cute waitress orders a water in a glass. She 
puts a lemon and a plastic stirrer in it. 
 

GARY 
Gee, I just noticed those guys stole my 
song list. The list of songs I had on 
paper right up here.  
 (beat) 
Well, I tell you what. You run up here 
so I can understand what you want to 
hear and I’ll play it.  
 (beat) 
Heck, I’m drunk. I’ll play anything. 
 

The crowd cheers; they drunk but loving it. 
 
The cute waitress brings Gary his drink (water).  
 

GARY 
Oh, just what the doctor ordered. If 
this music business won’t drive a man 
to drink, I don’t know what. 

 
Gary winks and smiles at the roadie. It is all part of the 
show designs to promote the bar sales. 
 
Gary is taking requests from the audience. 
 

GARY 
Seriously, what you all want to hear? 
 (beat) 
Hell, if I don’t know it, I’ll just 
make it up. 
 

Someone shouts out a song. 
 
INT. TABLE #3 – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Two couples are sitting at a table. 
 

MAN #3 
What? 
 

MAN #4 
He can’t do that? 
 



MAN #3 
He’s been doing this something like 60 
years he has had 100s of songs. 
 

MAN #4 
He can’t remember them all? 
 

MAN #3 
If he misses so much as a single word, 
I’ll buy the next round.  

 
Gary sings the song flawlessly. 
 
INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 

GARY 
I was playing in London one time and it 
was late and this big Rastafarian guy 
about 6’8” and about 240. Not an ounce 
of fat on him. He comes up to me and 
says in a thick British accent. ‘Man, 
play some reggae.’ I said ‘friend’, 
cause he was huge. I said ‘we’re a 
country and western dance band.’ He 
said, ‘if you don’t play reggae I’m 
going to throw you through that 
window.’ And I think he would have. So, 
I played something like this… 
 

Gary plays a reggae version of one of his songs.  
 
INT. TABLE #2 – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 

 
SENIOR CITIZEN 

Honey, you remember when that song came 
out?  
 

SENIOR CITIZEN WIFE 
It was when you were working in Saudi 
Arabia. 
 

SENIOR CITIZEN 
Man, I will tell you I’ve never been so 
lonely in my life.  
 

SENIOR CITIZEN WIFE 
Brings back memories? 



 
SENIOR CITIZEN 

I didn’t think I would EVER see you 
again.  
 

SENIOR CITIZEN WIFE 
Oh, honey. You did; we are here after 
all these years.  

 
INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 
Gary sings his signature song.  

 
INT. TABLE #1 – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 

 
WOMAN #1 

That was better without the band.  
 

MAN #2 
I think you are right.  
 

INT. STAGE – GRUENE HALL - NIGHT 
 

GARY 
Well folks, I appreciate you coming out 
to see us…  
 (chuckling) 
me… and putting up with all the 
hostilities. You’d think it was 1864 
wouldn’t you? 
 

The small audience cheers. 
 

The manager of the bar meets Gary at the wing of the stage.  
 

MANAGER 
That was legend. I’ve never seen 
something like that. You don’t need 
them anyway.  
 

GARY 
Well thanks. 
 

MANAGER 
This has happened to you before huh? 
 



GARY 
I’ve been in a few tight spots before.  
 

MANAGER 
Listen Gary. Can I ask a favor?  I know 
it’s been a long stressful night but 
would you mind signing some autographs?  
 

GARY 
Sure. I always do. I just need a chair.  
 

MANAGER 
Right this way…  
 (beat) 
Oh, I have your money.  

 
They stop walking.  The manager counts out thirty $100 
bills and hands them to Gary. Gary counts out fifteen and 
calls over the roadie; he hands those bills to him.  
 

ROADIE 
What?  
 (beat) 
This is way too much.  
 

GARY 
Well, you know how this works. I take 
half and the band takes half. And 
tonight YOU are the band. 
 

ROADIE 
Well, this is too much. You are the 
band tonight, my loyal friend.  
 (half beat) 
Wow. Thanks.  
 (beat) 
What do you want me to do with all the 
stuff?  
 

GARY 
Just pack it up and we will get 
something to drive tomorrow.  

 
The Gary and the roadie both put the money in their 
pockets. The roadie returns to packing the equipment.  
 



Gary sits at a table and everyone files out past him. Many 
congratulate him. Some simply smile their approval. Many 
stop for autographs.  
 
The manager and his daughter are standing behind Gary.  
 

MANAGER 
Come back. 
 

DAUGHTER 
8 to 10, two for one drinks. Every 
night.  

 
The roadie packs everything and stacks it in a neat stack 
on the side of the stage.  
 

GARY 
We can leave that here until tomorrow, 
right? 
 

MANAGER 
Sure of course.  
 

GARY  
I’ve got to get a van or something 
tomorrow.  
 

MANAGER 
The van belonged to the peckerwoods? 
 

GARY 
One of them ya.  
 

MANAGER 
Well, we will find you something. I 
know some people.  

 
The roadie files past. 
 

ROADIE 
Anything else Gary? 
 

GARY 
No, that’s it. 
 



ROADIE 
You guys will bring him over to the 
hotel? 
 

MANAGER 
Of course. 
 

ROADIE 
I’m going to the motel. I’ll see you in 
the morning. 
 

GARY 
Hey, thanks for everything.  
 

ROADIE 
You are welcome. My pleasure.  

 
The camera follows the roadie outside into the parking lot. 
It is a nice Texas summer night. The stars are bright and 
there is a bright moon. 
 
Later… 
 
Gary and the daughter and the manager are leaving for the 
parking lot.  
 

FILLY 
What a beautiful night! 

 
MANAGER 

Want the top down? 
 

FILLY 
Yeah. 

 
Filly and the manager get to their car and put down the 
convertible top.  
 

MANAGER 
Gary, we need to take you to the motel. 
 

GARY 
No, I think I’m going to walk.  
 (half beat) 
It’s just down the street.  
 



MANAGER 
Come on, get it. There is room. 

 
GARY 

I have this song on my mind. I need to 
air it out a big. You know what I mean? 
 

FILLY 
Really we don’t mind. 
 

GARY 
That’s sweet but I’m fine. Doctor said 
it’s good for me to walk anyway. 

 
MANAGER 

 (to daughter) 
He’s writing a song. Give him some 
space. 
 (to Gary) 
Well, okay.  

 
The parking lot is empty. The town is empty. 
 
Filly and her father pull out and stop next to Gary who is 
walking toward the motel. 
 

FILLY 
Hey hero. You gonna be okay? 
 

GARY 
Yep. Just going over there.  
 

Gary points to the motel. It is some distance away but we 
can clearly see the bottom half of a neon sign that says 
“Motel”. The top half of the neon sign has burned out and 
we aren’t clear what the name of the motel actually is. 
 

FILLY 
Okay, cause we will. You can get in 
here.  
 

GARY 
Thank you anyway, young lady. 

 
FILLY 

Okay, bye. Enjoyed the show. 
 



MANAGER 
You think he is okay? 

 
FILLY 

Seems okay. But, maybe we should make 
sure he gets over there. 
 

MANAGER 
I think he will be okay.  

 
They zoom off in their car.  
 
From Gary’s POV, there is a coming winter storm. It is much 
like in the painting in the greenroom. Of course, it is in 
Gary’s imagination.  
 
Gary looks at the motel down the street and sees the bright 
neon MOTEL sign. He begins to walk. Slowly the storm 
intensifies first the wind and then the rain and then sleet 
and snow. Gary is suffering from the cold, just like the 
cowboy on the horse in the painting.  
 
He looks back toward the Gruene city water tower. It is 
obscured by the storm.  
 
He is under stress but trudges on toward the motel. His 
health comes into question. His vision becomes blurry. His 
legs are wobbly.  
 
Finally Gary collapses.  
 
He looks out and sees an old rusted Texaco sign.  
 
No one is out at this time of night. The nightclub is on a 
rural road, very small town. No one in either direction. No 
cars. No police. No stop sign or signal light. It is 2 am 
and Gary’s body is soon covered with snow. Apparently he 
has succumbed.  
 
EXT. MIDDLE OF THE ROAD - MORNING 
 
The snow is gone. Actually, it appears to be a summer 
morning. Gary is laying face down in the same position he 
was in last night. There are birds and butterflies. The 
side of his face is pressed flat against the pavement. But 
then his eyes open and the rusted old sign he saw last 



night is painted and appears brand new. Everything in the 
old rundown area/town is painted and looks new.  
 
Slowly Gary rises and makes it to the side of the road. 
 
He looks at the road. There are a few cars in the distance. 
An nice freshly painted ‘57 Chevy pickup is coming down the 
road. There is a Hereford bull in the truck bed. There are 
wood sideboards. Inside the truck is a farmer and his son. 
They wave at Gary as they pass.  
 
Gary looks very disoriented. He looks to the motel. He 
looks back at the dance hall. He is paralyzed somewhere in-
between. He sits there a very long time pretty much all 
day…  
 
Gary finishes the trip to the motel but is exhausted and 
sits on a bench in front. 
 
In the clear light of the day, we can now see the name of 
the motel on the sign. “Hotter than Hell Motel” 
 
Each door in the motel is painted smoking hot red. 
 
EXT. MOTEL – MORNING 
 
Several notable guests arrive and check into the motel. 
 
CHARLES DARWIN arrives in a 19th Century Victoria horse 
drawn carriage.  
 
ADOLF HITLER and entourage arrive in a Mercedes-Benz W31 
type G4. 
 
GEORGE CARLIN and SADDAM HUSSEIN get out of a 2002 
Mercedes-Benz. Laughing and joking. 
 
LENIN, MARX and MAO arrive in a rundown smoking and oil 
burning Lada. 
 
CHARLIE SHEEN and two adult film stars arrive in a black 
stretch limo.  
 
LANCE ARMSTRONG bikes up and enters the motel. 
 
MICHAEL JACKSON arrives happy and waving at imaginary fans.  
 



Outside, Gary sits and contemplates. Inside, the MOTEL 
CLERK’s name badge says “Lou” and resembles someone named 
Lucifer. 
 
There is some activity back at the dance hall. Several cars 
pull up. The sun is beginning to set. 
 
ELVIS PRESLEY and PRISCILLA drive by in his 1964 gold 
convertible Cadillac Eldorado Vanity plates “EP PP”. 
Friendly, he waves to Gary.  
 
Gary gets up walks back to the dance hall. His gait is much 
improved. He walks like he is 40 years old. 
 
EXT. SIDEWALK - DANCE HALL – DUSK 
 
Gary notices the sign from the previous night is still up, 
“TONIGHT COUNTRY LEGEND: Gary P. Wiseman” 
 
Gary walks past Elvis’ Cadillac that is parked directly in 
front. We notice the “VIP parking” sign.  
 
There is a mysterious white horse tied outside to a 
hitching post. There is a sign on the post “Traveller”. The 
horse is such a fine specimen, many people, entering the 
hall, stop to admire it. 
 
LYNDON BAINES JOHNSON is there on the sidewalk outside the 
hall, shaking hands and working votes.  
 

LBJ 
Howdy, folks. I’m Lyndon Johnson and I 
would appreciate your vote next 
Tuesday. 

 
LADY BIRD arrives in town. Vanity plates “LBJ LBJ”. She 
drives by the town’s general store. And then by the motel. 
She drives looking/scanning the town for Lyndon. She spots 
him in front of the dance hall. 
 
She has a sandwich for him.  
 

LADY BIRD 
Why Lyndon, your hand is bleeding.  

 
Johnson looks at his right hand. It is raw from shaking 
hands all day. 



 
LBJ 

Sure enough; it is.  
 

LADY BIRD 
Well, no wonder you’ve been out here 
all day. First, over at the motel and 
now over here at the dance. 
 (half beat) 
You need to stop for the day and come 
home. Let me wrap that up for you.  
 

LBJ 
Sure, Lady Bird, but just a little bit 
longer.  

 
Gary stands on the sidewalk hesitating. He is watching the 
people entering. He tries to glimpse what is going on 
inside. We can hear faint music from inside the hall.  
 
EXT. STAGE - DANCE HALL – DUSK 
 
PAPPY O'DANIEL and the DOUGHBOYS are on stage. Pappy will 
open the live music and then introduce the acts as the 
night develops. 
 

PAPPY 
Howdy folks. So glad to see you here in 
Gruene Hall tonight. I’m "Pappy" 
O'Daniel and these are the Light Crust 
Doughboys.  
 

They play “Pass The Biscuits, Pappy”.  
 

PAPPY 
I’m hopin' you folks enjoy what I call 
that good old-timey music. ‘Cause 
tonight we got it for you. 

 
DOUGHBOYS 

Pass the biscuits, Pappy. 
 

They play “The Yellow Rose of Texas”.  
 
EXT. INSIDE - DANCE HALL – DUSK 
 



Elvis speaks to a young woman in line who is on her cell 
phone. She is distracted and not moving toward the 
entrance.  

 
ELVIS  

Ma’am, excuse me. Can you move…. 
 
The YOUNG WOMAN annoyed turns quickly. She sees that it is 
Elvis and faints dead out cold.  
 
Several of the NIGHTCLUB STAFF revive the young woman.  
 
Elvis chuckles and moves up in line.  
 
The young woman has a particularly satisfied look on her 
face when she regains consciousness.  
 
With every shot there is a different man taking tickets at 
the door - PETER FALK, PETER SELLERS, PETER FRAMPTON, PETER 
TORK.  
 
In front of Elvis in line is WILLIE NELSON and he hands 
Peter Falk his money/ticket. Falk hesitates but allows 
Nelson inside.  
 
Peter Sellers taps Peter Falk on the shoulder and takes his 
place behind the counter. 
 
Elvis hands Falk his money/ticket.  
 
Out front Gary notices more than a few paparazzi gathering.  
 

FESTUS 
Fells, I’m gonna kindly ask you to step 
back. You don’t want me to call the 
Marshal.  

 
Marylyn Monroe arrives and gets out of a white limousine. 
Vanity plates “MM JFK”. 
 
She waves and the photographers work. She eventually shows 
her ticket to Peter Frampton and walks into the dance hall.  
 
KEN CURTIS (Festus from Gun Smoke) is an off-duty sheriff’s 
deputy moonlighting as security at the hall. 
 



Gary doesn’t have a ticket, but when he enters and gets in 
line Curtis instantly recognize him. 
 

FESTUS 
This way Mr. Wiseman. You come on in 
here friend. You are the star 
attraction tonight.  

GARY 
I think that was last night. 

 
The Curtis unhooks a stanchion and gestures for him to 
enter.  
 
Gary is reluctant but skirts the line and enters the dance 
hall.  Gary glances at Peter Tork, who is now collecting 
tickets/money. Tork approves, gives a respectful gesture 
and smiles at Gary. Waves him in.  
 
INT. TABLE #8 – DANCE HALL 
 
Once inside the hall, Gary will meet and visit with several 
notable characters. 
 
ROBERT E. LEE is at a table with several other dignified 
CONFEDERATES in uniforms. They are looking over a map. Gary 
stops to look at the map.  
 

GARY 
Hello Gentleman. Ya’ll lost? 

 
The confederates are cold and do not answer. They look dead 
serious. There is a long beat. 
 

GARY 
Oh. Sorry. That was a dumb question. 
Well carry on.  

 
DAN RATHER and a cameraman arrive at the table. They stick 
a microphone and a camera in the face of Robert E. Lee. 
 

DAN RATHER  
The yankees they swept through the 
South like a tornado through a trailer 
park. Any comment? 

 
The confederates shift their glare from Gary to Dan Rather.  
 



Gary meanders along. 
 
INT. STAGE – DANCE HALL 
 
HANK WILLIAMS is on stage performing.  
 
INT. BACK CORNER – DANCE HALL 
 
In the corner resting is an IRISH WOLFHOUND. There is a 
particularly “tough” SCOTSMAN sitting at a table.  
 

GARY 
A dog? I didn’t think they let dogs in 
here.  

 
SCOTSMAN  

Gelert. The dog is mine.  
 
There might be a fight if Gary objects.  
 

GARY 
Okay. Nice animal. Good to see you out 
tonight. Gonna be a nice party I think. 

 
INT. BAR – DANCE HALL 
 
Gary pulls up to the bar. The bartender is MARK TWAIN. 
 

MARK TWAIN  
 (to other drinker) 
Sacred cows make the best hamburger.  

 
Twain travels down the bar to fill a glass with whisky for 
Gary. Instinctually and robotically he refills the glass of 
everyone at the bar. 
 
At the bar, on Gary’s right are DALE EARNHARDT and JANIS 
JOPLIN. 
 

JOPLIN  
Fast cars excite me.  
 

EARNHARDT 
There is nothing like 200 mph on the 
back stretch.  
 



JOPLIN  
Well, are you sure about that? 
 

EARNHARDT 
Oh, I get it. Well yes there is that. 
 

GARY 
Here’s to great sex! 
 

JOPLIN  
Sex? 
 (beat) 
I was talking about performing.  

 
Both men (Gary and Dale) give her a strange look.  
 

GARY 
 (whispering to Earnhardt) 
Isn’t sex number one on everyone’s 
list?  
 

EARNHARDT 
 (gesturing to Janice) 
Perhaps not.  

 
Joplin tries to explain. 
 

JOPLIN  
Performing in front of 400,000 people.  
 

EARNHARDT 
Better than television? 
 

JOPLIN  
Fuck TV. And Fuck the people that watch 
it! 
 (beat) 
On stage, I make love to thousands of 
people; and then I go home alone. 
 

EARNHARDT 
What is the purpose of that? 
 

GARY 
Here is to show business! 
 



JOPLIN  
There you go, I will drink to that. 

 
They all down their shots. 
 
On Gary’s left are several members of LYNYRD SKYNYRD. They 
are drinking at the bar — RONNIE VAN ZANT, STEVE 
GAINES, CASSIE GAINES.  
 

CASSIE 
 (mockingly) 
“Shut up and get on the plane?” 
 

RONNIE 
Why so bitter? 
 (beat) 
You are in a better place now. 
 

CASSIE 
Well your well wishes and your feelings 
are about as much good to me right now 
as a brand new microwave. 

 
STEVE 

Ya’ll hush up. We've been this close to 
death before, we were just too drunk to 
know it. 
 

CASSIE 
I recon the price of being sober is 
being scared out of your mind. 
 

STEVE 
When it comes your time to go, ain't no 
good way to go about it 
 

RONNIE  
Ain't no use in thinking bout it here 
when it is over and done.  
 

RONNIE 
There comes a time for everything 
And the time had come for you to shut 
your mouth and get your ass on the 
plane. 
 



GARY 
What exactly happened? You feel like 
sharing something with me? 
 

RONNIE  
Screaming engines, shooting flames 
Dirty needles and cheap cocaine 
 

Steve holds up his shot glass. It’s a toast.  
 

STEVE 
Some gal's old man with a gun 
To me it’s all the same. 
 

RONNIE 
Living in fear's just another way of 
dying before your time. 

 
GARY 

Dead is dead. 
 
Gary toasts Lynyrd Skynyrd. 
 
INT. MECHANICAL BULL – DANCE HALL 
 
LANE FROST was a teenager when Charlie’s Angels was on 
television. He is teaching FARRAH FAWCETT how to ride the 
mechanical bull. She has climbed up on the bull and he is 
standing beside her. 
 

FROST 
Hold the grip here tight with your 
dominant hand, hold the other hand up 
in the air for balance.  
 (beat) 
You are left-handed? 
 

FAWCETT 
Yeah. 
 

FROST 
I didn’t know that. Me too. 
 

They smile, Frost is wearing braces on his teeth. They are 
obviously flirting with one another. 

 



FROST 
When the bull jerks in one direction, 
your free arm moves in the opposite 
direction to help you keep your 
balance.  

 
Frost is hands-on with Fawcett. It can be a rather erotic 
scene. Fawcett is clearly enjoying it.  

 
FROST 

Squeeze your legs tight against the 
bull,  
 

FAWCETT 
My legs? 
 

FROST 
Yes ma’am. Squeeze tight. 
 

Fawcett chuckles. Frost tries to ignore it.  
 

FROST 
…but keep your upper body loose.  
 (beat) 
Your upper body needs to be loose so 
you can sway like a tree in the wind. 
For balance. Your lower body keeps you 
on the bull.  
 (half beat) 
Remember that this is a balancing act, 
not a show of strength.  
 (half beat) 
Move back and forth, side to side, with 
the bull, rather than trying to power 
against it.  
 (half beat) 
If you’re about to fall off, you might 
want to try jumping off instead.  
 

FAWCETT 
That what you do? 
 

FROST 
I don’t know if I ever road that well, 
but generally I got off interestingly.  
 (half beat) 



You ain’t got to make 8 seconds, you 
know. Just jump off then you feel done. 

 
Fawcett looks nervously around. Of course, this has drawn a 
crowd. I know Debra Winger rode the bull in Urban Cowboy, 
but this scene can potentially be better. I require it.  

 
FROST 

Ready? 
 

FAWCETT 
 (sexy grin) 
Uh huh. 
 

Frost nods to the bull’s controller, who slowy starts the 
machine. Fawcett does really well and slowly the machine 
speeds up. In the end, of course she falls off and lets out 
a sexy little squeal.  
 
Fawcett gives a spectacular show, flying off and landing on 
the mat. The crowd laughs and applauds. 
 
Frost runs over to pick her up. He holds her in his arms.  
 

FAWCETT 
You’re married? 
 

He nervously releases her. 
 

FROST 
Yes ma’am. I am.  
 

Long beat. 
 

FROST 
Sometimes I feel like tearing out my 
hair. Everything was so… good. 
It was the last thing from my mind, 
that something like that would happen, 
especially when I had such a nice wife 
at home.  
 (half beat) 
It makes me mad, because I think, 'She 
never did anything wrong'.  

 
INT. TABLE #7 – DANCE HALL 
 



PATSY CLINE is at a quiet table with CHARLIE DICK. She 
remarks that she has the night off and wants to enjoy the 
show. 
 

GARY 
Ms. Cline? Can I ask you something? 
 (beat) 
I sure hate to interrupt your privacy.  
 

CHARLIE DICK 
Get on with it.  
 

GARY 
Are you going to play tonight ma’am? 
 

CLINE 
I’m not I’m sorry. Me and Charlie we 
want the night off. You know.  
 

GARY 
Well, that is perfectly understandable. 
I just wanted you to know how much I 
admired your work.  
 (beat) 
I’m was a performer myself.  
 

CLINE 
We know.  
 

GARY 
Well, not big like you. But I pretty 
much played little honky-tonks like 
this one.  
 

CLINE 
Well there isn’t anything wrong with 
that. We both feel more comfortable 
sitting here than anywhere else.  
 (beat) 
What about you? 
 (half beat) 
You are performing tonight. 
 

GARY 
No ma’am. I got separated from my band 
and well, I was never really up to 
Nashville standards. 



 
CLINE 

Honey, Nashville doesn’t have any 
standard but ‘how hungry you are’.  
 

GARY 
Yeah. I learned that.  
 (half beat) 
Well, I will let you go back to 
whatever you were doing.  
 

CLINE 
Thanks for stopping by the table. Take 
it easy.  
 

GARY 
I will ma’am. Thank ya. 
 

INT. STAGE – DANCE HALL 
 
Pappy O’Daniel introduces GEORGE JONES and he takes the 
stage. 
 
INT. TABLE #6 – DANCE HALL 
 
There are a few people gathering around a table. Gary joins 
a few MODERN ERA SOLDIERS standing watching – from the two 
World Wars and Korea. A Vietnam era veteran is there also. 
They are all standing around listening to the ALAMO 
DEFENDERS debate. 
 
The table looks like a scene from John Wayne’s The Alamo 
(1960). JOHN WAYNE is there. It is a large table and the 
whisky is flowing freely.  There are JIM BOWIE, DAVY 
CROCKETT, JUAN SEGUIN, AND WILLIAM TRAVIS. 
 

BOWIE 
It was just not militarily sound to try 
to stay and defend such a worthless 
fort.  
 

TRAVIS  
To have bolted from the Alamo would 
have been cowardice.  
 



BOWIE 
It’s not about looking good for 
posterity it about winning. What you 
had us do was not smart. 
 

TRAVIS  
It is no wonder we were overrun. You 
sir, your attitude is defeatist.  

 
SEGUIN  

Think about it. Texans (white men or 
brown skin natives) always have fought 
better on horseback. We should have got 
out of there and harassed the Mexicans 
good - denying them food and water – 
until...  
 

CROCKETT 
Hindsight is 20/20. 
 

BOWIE 
After all, the Alamo lacked adequate 
amounts of both powder and bullets from 
the beginning, and especially after 
thirteen days of siege. 
 

TRAVIS  
You men are forgetting one thing.  
 (beat) 
The sacrifice. Choosing never to 
surrender nor retreat. I know for a 
fact the only reason some of you are 
sitting here right now is because of 
that sacrifice. 
 

BOWIE 
But who is saying the sacrifice 
actually lead to the founding of Texas? 
 

CROCKETT 
You know what I find strange is not the 
heroic struggle to the death, however 
much in vain. What is interesting that 
with such diverse backgrounds we all 
united in a common decision. 
 



TRAVIS  
It’s the moral example we died for.  
 (to John Wayne) 
I mean right? John? 
 

WAYNE 
Hey, leave me out of this. You guys 
died for whatever reason.  
 

Everyone looks disappointingly at Wayne.  Long 
beat. 

 
WAYNE 

Okay. The truth is, it's a miracle you 
men stayed as long as you did. You were 
tired, hungry, frustrated over the poor 
conditions and the lack of the promised 
pay, and bewildered because the people 
of Texas did not turn out in mass to 
come to your aid.  
 

The men look at Wayne for a very long beat.  
 

WAYNE 
Why are you looking at me like that? Is 
that out of character? 
 

There is a long beat. The men continue to look at Wayne. 
Each Alamo hero is contemplating and judging. Wayne would 
have never said that… he probably would have sided with 
Travis. He was very moralistic. This dialogue by Wayne is 
something like a throwing a wrench in the works. It is only 
rhetorical and adds some unpredictability to the night. 

 
TRAVIS  

There was little to do but watch and 
wait for the end.  

 
INT. TABLE #5 - DANCE HALL 
 
GORDON WOOD, TOM LANDRY, JIMMY JOHNSON, DARREL ROYAL are 
passing around a football play drawn on napkin. Each one 
seems to edit it and improve it.  
 
The waitress clears the table of several drawn on napkins. 
She takes them to a trash and inside we see hundreds of 
discarded napkins. 



 
INT. TABLE #4 - DANCE HALL 
 
MARILYN MONROE, JANE MANSFIELD, SELENA and LADY BIRD are at 
a table. Girls night out. Selena and Marilyn get up to 
visit the ladies room. 
 
INT. TABLE #3 - DANCE HALL 
 
The Challenger crew is playing poker - MICHAEL J. SMITH, 
DICK SCOBEE, RONALD MCNAIR, ELLISON ONIZUKA, CHRISTA 
MCAULIFFE, GREGORY JARVIS, JUDITH RESNIK. 
 
INT. MEN’S RESTROOM – DANCE HALL 
 
STEVIE RAY VAUGHN (SRV) is standing at the urinal. Singing 
“Willie the Wimp”.  
 
Gary walks in and the only free urinal is between Willie 
Nelson and Stevie Ray Vaughn.  
 

WILLIE NELSON 
Stevie is that you over there?  I tried 
to play your music one time and I made 
it about 20 seconds and then my arm 
cramped up and then nothing after that 
happens, man. 
 

SRV  
 (to Willie) 
Really?  Thanks man.  

(to the Gary) 
 
Gary approaches the urinal. 
 

SRV 
(to the Gary) 

Gary. 
 

GARY 
Me? 
 

SRV  
Yeah, you man! 
 (half beat) 
Come by the table; I want you to meet 
some people.  



 
GARY 

You know me? 
 

SRV  
Hell yea, I know you.  
 

GARY 
How? I never was really all that big. 
 

SRV  
Fuck the radio. You paid your dues, 
just like everybody in here. 
 (half beat) 
Come by the table. 
 

GARY 
Uh… okay. 
 (half beat) 
Be right over. 
 

Stevie Ray Vaughn and Willie leave the men’s room 
and a bit later Gary follows.  
 
Marilyn and Selena are entering the ladies room 
as the men are leaving the men’s room. Selena 
stops dead in her tracks.  
 

SELENA 
Stevie? 
 

SRV 
Yeah.  
 

SELENA 
Oh. My gosh.  
 (half beat) 
I want to tell you something. I was 
listening to bands like Poison and 
Motley Crew and then I heard your 
music; there was a regime change of 
posters on my bedroom wall. 
 

SRV 
Really?  Well, let’s dance. 
 



SELENA 
Oh, yes. Ask me later. Okay? 
 

SRV 
Okay. 
 

SELENA 
Don’t forget. 

(half beat) 
Right now, I have to pee. 

INT. MEN’S RESTROOM – DANCE HALL 
 
Gary washes his hands and splashes water on his face. He 
looks in the mirror and straightens his clothes. 
 
INT. TABLE #2 – DANCE HALL 
 
Stevie is sitting at a table with FIVE TEXAS BLUES LEGENDS.  
 

SRV  
…but between sets I'd sneak over to the 
black places (always somewhere near) to 
hear you guys. It got to the point 
where I was making my living at white 
nightclubs and having my fun at the 
other places.  
 

Gary approaches.  
 

SRV  
I want you to meet my friends. 
Lightnin' Hopkins, Houston's Third 
Ward. 
 (half beat) 
T-Bone Walker, he’s from where I’m from 
Oak Cliff. 
 (half beat) 
Freddie King, Chicago but don’t judge 
him to harshly. He was born here.  
 (half beat) 
Albert Collins, Leona, Marquez, 
Houston. 
 (half beat) 
Larry Davis. Little Rock. 

 



GARY 
Sure I know most of you boys. Heard you 
anyway. Good to meet you.  
 (to SRV) 
This is something like a club. Huh? 
 

SRV  
Well, yeah man. Sit down. 
 

SRV kicks the empty chair back from the table.  
 

GARY 
Sure.  

 
Gary sits down with the Texas blues players.  
 
INT. STAGE – DANCE HALL 
 
Pappy O’Daniels introduces BOB WILLS and his band. They 
seem to be the headline band as the crowd seems to reach 
its peak of excitement. They play several songs.  
 
BUDDY HOLLY dances with Lady Bird. 
 

HOLLY  
Think it over what you just said. Think 
it over in your pretty little head. Are 
you sure that I'm not the one. Is your 
love real or only fun? 
 

LADY BIRD  
Think it over, yes, I’ll think it over.  
 

HOLLY  
Maybe baby? 
 

Lyndon Johnson dances with Marilyn Monroe.   
 

LBJ 
What do you want with those nasty 
Kennedy boys? They are just trouble. 
Let me take care of you. 
 

MARILYN  
Why Lyndon I’m shocked. No one ever 
took care of me.  
 



LBJ 
I can give you what you need.  

 
MARILYN  

Mr. Khrushchev just told me the same 
thing.   
 

Marilyn nods in the direction of a table where NIKITA 
KHRUSHCHEV and FYODOR DOSTOYEVSKY are drinking vodka.  

 
MARILYN  

He offered me my dream – the part of 
Grushenka in a film.  
 

LBJ 
I can beat that darling.  
 

MARILYN  
Why you think I’m naive; don’t you? 
 

LBJ 
Give me some time, cause once I set my 
heart to something, I don’t give up.  
 

MARILYN  
Lyndon, you are such a bull-shit 
artist.  

 
Just as the Texas Playboys are wrapping up their set. 
 

TOMMY DUNCAN 
One last number, before our headline 
act is out here. 

 
The STAGE MANAGER approaches Gary.  
 
INT. TABLE #2 – DANCE HALL 
 

STAGE MANAGER 
Gary you’re are up next.  
 

GARY 
What? 
 

STAGE MANAGER 
This is their last song. 
 (half beat) 



You’re next. 
 

GARY 
Can’t. I lost my band.  
 (beat) 
This is a little embarrassing. I’m not 
a real headline act. I was for maybe a 
year when I had that hit. These people 
in here are some of the most talented 
people that ever lived. I can’t play 
tonight. 
 

STAGE MANAGER 
Your band? They are back stage waiting. 
 

GARY 
I doubt that; they are half way to 
Nash…. 

 
A mysterious woman, LACEY (79) enters the bar. Gary’s jaw 
drops. Ken Curtis escorts her to a table upfront.  
 

GARY 
Hang on.  

 
Gary makes a beeline to her table.  The stage manager calls 
out to him as he walks away. 
 

STAGE MANAGER 
… and the management says you ARE the 
finale.  

 
INT. TABLE #1 – DANCE HALL 
 

GARY 
Lacey? 
 

LACEY 
Gary? 
 

GARY 
What are you doing here? 
 

LACEY 
I heard on the radio. Well you are 
playing, right? The sign is out front. 
 



GARY 
I don’t think so. 
 

LACEY 
Well they said you were playing. I got 
out of the house and drove here. 
 

GARY 
I’ve not seen you since… 
 

LACEY 
Since we were teenagers. 
 

GARY 
Kids. 
 

LACEY 
You took Leah Tate to that junior 
league dance.  
 

GARY 
I knew that was a mistake. Worst 
mistake of my life.  
 

LACEY 
Why did you do that? 
 

GARY 
Honestly, she asked me. And I’m dumb. 
 

LACEY 
I have to tell you we were bitter 
enemies.  
 

GARY 
Funny story there… You want to hear it? 
 

LACEY 
Don’t you have to perform? 
 

Gary’s band begins to set up the equipment. He glances away 
from Lacey for a second. John waves as him like nothing 
ever happened.  

 
GARY 

Later. Maybe. 
 



LACEY 
I came to listen to your music.  
 (beat) 
But okay, I’ll listen. It was 60 years 
ago but I AM curious.   
 

GARY 
She called me at 2 in the morning.  
 (half beat) 
I didn’t know who she was, my dad woke 
me up handed me the phone. I was still 
half asleep. She said, “Do you know who 
this is?” I didn’t but I said I did.  
 

LACEY 
Yes. 
 

GARY 
She gave me this sad luck story about 
how her date was sick and she needed a 
date.  
 (half beat) 
You know me…. Well you knew me. I’m was 
such a sap.  
 

LACEY 
And you agreed to go?  
 

GARY 
Pretty dumb. She gave the address and 
the next night. I go.  
 
And you didn’t know who she was? 
 
But the minute she opened the door I 
knew who she was. 
 

LACEY 
You knew it would cause trouble. 
 

GARY 
Well it did, didn’t it? 
 

LACEY 
Well you were a gentleman. It was too 
late to back out on the porch.  
 



GARY 
I knew she would parade that around at 
your school that she stole your 
boyfriend.  
 

LACEY 
She did mention that you two had a good 
time. 
 

GARY 
She might have been enjoying it. I was 
dying there.  
 

LACEY 
We never really spoke after that. But 
you never came around.  
 

GARY 
Well, I was dumb. I heard you started 
dating other people. I was jealous. 
Mostly drunk after that. 
 

LACEY 
I know. My girlfriends said you went 
crazy.  
 

GARY 
That is mild.  
 

LACEY 
You should have come back around.  
 

GARY 
I didn’t have the guts to repair 
things. 
 

LACEY 
Your pride was always… 
 

GARY 
Not anymore. I learned my lesson but 
obviously it was too late.  
 

LACEY 
It’s never too late. 
 



GARY 
I was worn down. I couldn’t jump 
through any more hoops. 
 

Lacey is speechless. There is an awkward moment.  
 

LACEY 
Go play me a song. 
 

The stage manager is standing there. Waiting impatiently. 
 

GARY 
 (to the stage manager) 
Bring me my first wife.  
 

LACEY 
I heard you didn’t marry. 
 

The stage manager returns with a guitar.  
 
Gary gestures to the guitar and puts the strap over his 
shoulder. But he doesn’t rise from his seat.  

 
GARY 

My first wife.  
 

LACEY 
Oh, that’s cute. 

 
GARY 

Second and third wife they are up on 
stage.  

 
Lacey looks the at the guitars on stands on stage.  
 
Gary tunes the strings on his first wife. He looks on stage 
and his band. Donnie, Robert, John and Kelly are there 
tuning their instruments. Waiting to begin. 
 
The stage manager returns with a microphone and mic. stand. 
 
Gary sings a song. A very personal song for Lacey. She is a 
bit embarrassed but enjoys it. 
 
They stop the chatter and listen to the serenade. Slowly 
the crowd leave their tables, stand and crowd around as 
Gary sings.  



 
At the end of the song, the crowd is enthusiastic and moved 
by the display. They politely clap. 
 
Tears are in both Gary and Lacey’s eyes. She is obviously 
his long lost love. People understand.  
 

GARY 
You want to hear another?  
 

LACEY 
Another. 
 

GARY 
Sure. There are more than a few with 
your name on them. 
 

LACEY 
I wrote a song about you just what… 
maybe two years ago. 

 
Gary is going to sing another song for Lacey but she 
protests. 
 

LACEY 
No. Up there silly. Up on the stage. 
These people want to see you up there. 

 
Gary steps up on the stage. Each band member smiles and 
welcomes him like there wasn’t any dispute.  
 
Gary is fired up. He always had a great smile but now with 
his teenage sweetheart in the crowd he is beaming x 10.  
 
Someone in the crowd shouts out a request for Gary’s 
biggest hit song. The crowd roars in approval. They have 
been respectful for the previous performers, drinking and 
chatting at tables, few dance. But the crowd REALLY shows 
their appreciation for Gary and just enjoy the music. Many 
dance. 
 

GARY 
What? That ol’ song?  

 
Gary grins.  
 



GARY 
What do you want to hear that one for? 

 
The crowd protests. 
 

GARY 
Okay, hang on. I got to put myself back 
in that place. 

 
Gary contemplates. He makes eye contact with Lacey. Very 
long beat.  
 
Gary and the band play his trademark song.  
 
The dance hall is packed. Dance floor elbow to elbow. Wild 
appreciation for Gary and his art. 
 

GARY 
Thank you. I appreciate it.  

 
FADE OUT 
 
 
 


