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Four lines of text appear over a black screen, one after the

other:

"HOW TO PLAY GUITAR LIKE JIMMY PAGE

STEP 1: BUILD A FOREST IN THE LISTENER’S MIND.

STEP 2: POPULATE THE FOREST WITH ALL TYPES OF ADORABLE

WOODLAND CREATURES.

STEP 3: BURN THE FOREST TO THE GROUND."

The opening chords to Led Zeppelin’s "GOOD TIMES BAD TIMES"

strike out.

INSERT TITLE: 1985

INT. TAG’S GARAGE - DAY

The music continues as we enter a small open garage, guitar

cases, amplifiers, and cables strewn about. Pictures of

various hair metal bands watch over the four MUSICIANS

playing the song, whom we can only see from the waist down.

The Robert Plant impersonator stops singing to pick up a

RINGING PHONE, revealing a sexy, sweaty TAG WHISTLER (24).

His long blond hair sways freely around his

DRAGON-embroidered leather jacket.

TAG

Hello?...Oh hi Mrs. Maddox! Yeah

Johnny’s here...What?! I’m sorry

you have to speak louder!

Tag continues shouting without trying to quiet the others.

TAG (CONT’D)

I’ll tell him...you sure you don’t

wanna keep talking with me?...I

just enjoy our conversations is

all...Well you’re a lovely

lady...Okay, bye Mrs. Maddox,

pleasure talking with you.

He hangs up the phone and turns to the band.

TAG (CONT’D)

Hey John, your mom says dinner. And

also that she thinks I’m sexy and

wants to have my future children.

JOHN MADDOX (22) with a mop of brown hair and facial scruff,

stops playing his solo and turns to glare at Tag.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Come on man!

John begins packing up his guitar and cables.

TAG

I’m just the messenger.

John grins and grabs his bike leaning on the wall, slinging

the guitar over his back before climbing on.

JOHN

I’ll see you burn-outs later. Tag,

try not to drown yourself in Jack

before seven.

As he pedals off EDDIE RICHTER (22), the bearded and brawny

drummer, makes a BDUM-TISH sound on his drums.

TAG

He didn’t say anything about weed

did he?

The skinny SIMON SIMMS (18) perks up from behind his bass.

SIMON

No he did not.

They both smile as Eddie starts bashing away.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

A quick montage of John biking through the mostly empty

summer streets of Flint, Michigan:

A) Overgrown shrubs.

B) Abandoned houses.

C) Kids playing basketball.

D) The still active General Motors plant.

The city is dying, but somehow retains its industrial charm.

INT. GM ASSEMBLY LINE - DAY

EARL MADDOX (50), sporting a hard-hat and blue General

Motors jumpsuit, attaches a door to an unfinished car’s

frame. He looks towards a clock as a signal BLARES through

the room, stepping away after finishing his task.

(CONTINUED)
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A FOREMAN catches Earl just before he reaches the exit.

FOREMAN

Earl, you have a second?

He follows him into an office.

INT. GM OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

FOREMAN

Have a seat.

Earl takes off his helmet and sits with a GROAN at the desk,

his large frame making the chair CREAK with stress.

EARL

What’s going on, Frank?

FOREMAN

We have to cut back your overtime.

EARL

To how much less?

FOREMAN

To none.

Earl clenches his jaw for a moment.

FOREMAN (CONT’D)

I know you want-

EARL

Want? No, I need the extra time. My

littlest doesn’t go to college

unless I get that overtime.

FOREMAN

Earl, they’re firing guys left and

right. I can’t justify giving it to

you when men who’ve been here

twenty years are getting thrown on

their asses.

Earl sighs.

EARL

We done?

FOREMAN

Yeah.

Earl gets up and reaches for the door.

(CONTINUED)
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FOREMAN (CONT’D)

You got an older boy, right?

Earl turns back as the Foreman leans in.

EARL

Yeah?

FOREMAN

They’ve been replacing union

members with younger guys who’ll

work for twice as cheap. If John

wants to do it, I could probably

get him a job. Might be enough to

cover tuition between the two of

you.

Earl smirks.

EARL

Believe me Frank, if I could get

John to get a real job I would’ve

done that years ago.

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - DAY

John shuffles a deck of cards as SUSIE MADDOX (18), his

small and sprightly sister, looks on skeptically. The house

around them is small but cozy. A teenager’s nightmare.

JOHN

The key to this game is telepathy.

SUSIE

Seriously?

JOHN

If you can read the other person’s

mind, you can conquer Go Fish.

We hear the front door OPEN off-screen.

SUSIE

And how do I do that?

JOHN

It’s simple really-

MARLENE (O.S.)

Dinner! Come on Susie, John!

They head into the kitchen, joining a slightly-plump MARLENE

MADDOX (42) and the newly-arrived Earl.

(CONTINUED)
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SUSIE

(sarcastic)

Come on Mom! John was about to show

me how to read minds!

Marlene smiles as everyone sits down at the table. Earl

twists his body, trying to watch the living room TV behind

him, as John grabs some bread in the middle of the table. He

tosses it into his mouth before Marlene can shoo him away.

MARLENE

(annoyed)

John.

JOHN

What? I’m hungry.

He chews open-mouthed and pops his eyes wide, much to

Marlene’s displeasure and Susie’s delight.

EARL

(without looking)

John.

John swallows, and the family bows their heads for prayer.

MARLENE

Dear Lord, we thank you for this

bountiful food we are about to

receive. We also thank you for

Susie’s recent academic success,

and that John continues to be drug

free despite consorting with

hoodlums.

John rolls his eyes at this comment as Susie almost laughs.

MARLENE (CONT’D)

Amen.

Everyone digs in as Earl clears his throat.

EARL

So, John, what’d you do today?

JOHN

Oh, just another Saturday for me.

Woke up around 2, watched some

cartoons, and then was jamming with

the guys for a few hours.

(CONTINUED)
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EARL

Real productive I see. You know I

was planning on doing some work on

Betty tonight if you’re interested.

JOHN

You gonna let me drive her?

EARL

Your birthday’s not for another few

months. But why don’t you call that

friend of yours, Eddie. He can

probably teach both of us a few

things. We’ll have ourselves a...oh

what do they call each other

nowadays?

He looks at Marlene for guidance.

EARL (CONT’D)

A dude’s night in?

Susie spits out milk laughing.

SUSIE

That’s definitely not a thing.

JOHN

Yeah I’ll pass. Besides Mick needs

me at Xanadu by seven to start

setting up.

EARL

Well call in sick one time, god

knows you spend enough time at that

dump.

JOHN

The Clash are playing tonight, I’m

not gonna miss that to screw

wingnuts on an old Camaro with you.

Earl’s normally stone-faced disposition flashes with hurt.

EARL

Well if you’re gonna spend so much

time at your job at least get one

that’ll go somewhere-

As he says this John checks his watch, then stands quickly.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

I’m late I gotta go.

John gets his guitar out of the corner and kisses Marlene’s

cheek, fighting Susie’s protests to ruffle her hair.

SUSIE

(sarcastic)

Thanks.

EARL

Roadies don’t get promoted, John!

Marlene stares at Earl, displeased. He tries looking to

Susie, but she’s equally upset with his tirade.

EARL (CONT’D)

(to Susie)

What?! I’m doing this for you.

SUSIE

Oh great, now John can hate me too.

She pushes away her food as Earl looks at Marlene.

EARL

One thing the commies got right,

free schooling.

EXT. XANADU - NIGHT

John parks his bike underneath a large neon sign outside

that reads "XANADU", and enters the crumbling rock palace.

INT. XANADU - CONTINUOUS

The walls are lined with pictures of Michigan glory-gone-by;

Grand Funk Railroad, Ted Nugent, Bob Seger. John crosses

under a torn-up, beer-stained banner proclaiming "WELCOME TO

XANADU, MICHIGAN’S GREATEST SHITTY DIVE BAR!"

John disappears backstage, reemerging with a small amplifier

he plugs into. Jimi Hendrix’s "LITTLE WING" spills out as

his hands begin to move over the neck fluidly, his eyes

closed as he plays from feel alone. He’s good.

As he starts the solo, he’s interrupted by WHOOPING.

TAG

Whooo, yeah! Fuck you Jimi!

(CONTINUED)
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John opens his eyes to find Tag, smiling and somehow still

sober, climbing over the counter to his usual post at the

bar. Tag pours himself a drink, while John stops playing to

set up for the opening band.

MICK (O.S.)

A little early to be making

yourself a cocktail, Whistler.

A giant of a man, MICK LIFESON (50s), limps down the stairs

from his second floor office. Long black hair and a graying

beard, he’s a relic of the flower-power generation who

clearly did a few too many ’shrooms in his time.

MICK (CONT’D)

God knows we need you sober for

what’s probably our last big show.

You know how low a percentage I had

to take to get those British

fuckers here? Pour me one, you

should never drink alone.

Tag perks up at hearing something that isn’t Mick’s usual

drivel, and grabs another glass for Mick.

TAG

They’re on their way out. Can

hardly call it a big show without

their original guitarist.

MICK

The name’s all that counts. Who’s

opening for them.

TAG

Pantera.

MICK

Pantera? Sounds like a queer

mountain cat. Metal?

TAG

Yeah, they’re pretty good.

MICK

Of course you love ’em. Why can’t

you be more like Johnny over here?

Johnny!

John comes out from backstage wheeling a gigantic amp.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Yeah?

MICK

You ever heard of Pantera before?

JOHN

No, I don’t listen to shit music.

MICK

(to Tag)

See?! Boy has taste.

Tag throws back his shot and stares at Mick.

MICK (CONT’D)

Alright, I’m sorry. Just promise me

no fighting tonight, okay?

TAG

Sure.

MICK

I mean it Tag! No fucking fighting!

INT. XANADU - LATER

The rock club is now packed, as some PATRONS sit at the bar

while others stand in the pit watching the opening band.

It’s an unusually good night for Xanadu.

Two young METALHEADS, with poofy hair and tight leather

jeans that just scream douche metal, talk at the bar loudly.

METALHEAD 1

These guys suck man, I can’t wait

till we get to LA and show these

product jockeys up.

Tag overhears and moves to refill their drinks.

TAG

Oh yeah, what’s waiting for you out

there?

METALHEAD 2

Music competition, man. Geffen

Records is offering twenty thousand

dollars and free studio time to the

winner, there’s like a hundred

bands gonna enter.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 10.

METALHEAD 1

(to number 2)

Yeah, and we’re gonna come out on

top!

They high five. Tag grins, amused.

TAG

Yeah, what’s your band name?

METALHEAD 1

You sure you can handle it dude?

Steel Vagina.

TAG

(sarcastic)

Wow, sounds like you guys got it

all figured out.

METALHEAD 1

What’s it to you, faggot?

They lean in, ready to trade blows. John, who’s been on the

side of the stage watching the band, rushes to the bar.

TAG

I’m sorry?!

METALHEAD 1

You heard me, you Bowie-looking

motherfucker!

John steps in before it goes any further, leading Tag away.

JOHN

(to the Metalheads)

Just have your drinks, okay guys?

Metalhead 1 starts to take a drink, then stops.

METALHEAD 1

Yeah that’s it asshole, go sing

Dancing Queen with your Swedish

friends!

TAG

Alright that’s it!

Tag turns around and slugs Metalhead 1 in the face, who

crumples to the ground. Tag jumps over the bar and continues

pounding away, as John watches dismayed.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Shit.

INT. JAILHOUSE - NIGHT

A DEPUTY leads a hand-cuffed Tag out of a cell, as he turns

to talk to his cellmates.

TAG

Until next time, gentlemen.

A burly SHERIFF leads Tag to the counter, unlocking his

cuffs and retrieving his stuff. John waits nearby.

TAG

(to John)

How was the show?

John can’t help but grin. The Sheriff places Tag’s box on

the counter, containing his coat and aviator glasses.

SHERIFF

This is the last time, Tag.

TAG

Aww admit it, you guys love having

me over!

He turns to smile at the unamused Deputy.

SHERIFF

I’m serious. You end up in the back

of a squad car one more time and I

guarantee the judge will give you

years behind bars, not a few

nights.

TAG

Well then I’ll just have to keep

myself out of trouble, won’t I?

He puts on his glasses and throws his jacket over his

shoulder, exuding a bravado John can’t match as they exit.

INT. JOHN’S CAR - NIGHT

John gets in the driver’s seat of his mom’s old station

wagon, Tag on the passenger side. They sit in the dark.

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

Where to, boss?

JOHN

I don’t know, you wanna go knock

over a liquor store?

TAG

Yeah, that could be fun.

John smacks the steering wheel.

JOHN

What the fuck man?! You gotta take

this seriously! I don’t want to

find a new lead singer because

you’re locked up in county.

TAG

Don’t worry about it.

JOHN

What do you mean don’t worry about

it?! You always fight, always have

and always will.

TAG

Don’t worry about it! I’m not gonna

be here to get locked up, and

neither are you. Look, before I

knocked that zipperdick out, they

were talking about a music

competition in LA. Twenty thousand

dollars and free studio time. We

could win that!

JOHN

No we couldn’t.

TAG

Yes we could! You’re a great

guitarist and I’m, obviously, a

fantastic singer. Let me take us to

the top!

JOHN

What about Eddie and Simon?

TAG

They’re good enough. Besides,

nobody gives a shit about the

rhythm section.

John smirks.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 13.

JOHN

I’ve heard about some of the

guitarists who went out there, I

can’t play like they do. There

probably isn’t any skin left on

their dick because their hands move

too fast when they’re jacking it.

TAG

Johnny, remember when I told you to

take Michelle Collins drinking by

the lake instead of asking her to

the school dance?

JOHN

(reluctantly)

Yeah.

TAG

Well what happened?

JOHN

I got laid.

TAG

You got fucking laid! You would’ve

gotten a handjob in the bathroom

without me. Now stop being a wimp

and come with me. Fucking Los

Angeles! Land of pussy and glory,

manifest destiny, all that shit. We

can get famous and get out of this

fucking town once and for all!

John thinks for a second, tempted.

JOHN

My dad would never let me.

TAG

Fuck your dad! He just wants to

control you.

John sighs. He doesn’t have an answer.

TAG (CONT’D)

Fuck it, you’re being a pussy. Just

take me home.

John starts up the car and they drive off.
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INT. JOHN’S CAR - LATER

John pulls up to Tag’s shitty, room-for-one trailer home.

Tag starts to get out of the car.

JOHN

Hey, wanna warm up in the garage

before we head to Maxie’s?

TAG

(still pissed)

Yeah, sure.

Tag gets out and walks inside. John looks on dismayed

through the window as Tag goes to the kitchen and pours

himself a drink.

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - DAY

John sits on a couch, playing along as Thin Lizzy’s "COWBOY

SONG" spins on a nearby record player. Marlene knits while

Earl lies underneath the kitchen sink, trying to fix it.

EARL

You know at this point I’d prefer

it if the goddamn sink just fell

apart and squashed my fucking head!

MARLENE

Earl!

EARL

Sorry.

MARLENE

(to John)

You know I really like this, much

softer than some of your other

records. Is this that Jimi Hendrix

you like so much?

John smirks.

JOHN

Not quite.

The song gets significantly noisier as John continues

playing. Earl puts down his tools and walks over, pulling

off the needle abruptly.

(CONTINUED)
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EARL

Can’t hear myself think. Marlene

you wanna put on one of yours?

John glares at him.

MARLENE

Earl it’s fine, John needed to

practice. Besides it was actually

quite pleasant.

She smiles at John.

MARLENE (CONT’D)

Sort of.

Earl tosses the vinyl roughly at John, moving towards a

cabinet full of older records.

EARL

How about some Billy Preston?

John packs up his guitar angrily and heads to the door.

JOHN

I liked it better when you worked

weekends.

EARL

Oh stop being such a pissant-

John SLAMS the door before Earl can finish. He sighs and

looks back at Marlene.

EARL (CONT’D)

Any requests?

INT. GAS STATION - DAY

John walks in, past aisles full of the typical

not-really-food crap: spinning hot dogs, Tab, Doritos. Simon

lays on the counter, an unlit joint in his mouth.

SIMON

Who is it?

John punches Simon in the chest on his way past.

JOHN

It’s me you lazy fuck.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON

Ah fuck, you on your period?

John grabs two beers out of a fridge and makes his way back.

JOHN

Just the usual shit. My dad’s been

ragging on me again.

SIMON

You going to the party tonight?

JOHN

I don’t know man, can we

concentrate on the gig instead?

SIMON

Just trying to plan ahead.

John leaves without bothering to pay.

EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

John heads around the side of the building, to an auto shop

where Eddie lays underneath a car repairing it. John sits

next to him, sipping his beer.

JOHN

You hear Tag’s grand idea?

Eddie continues WRENCHING.

EDDIE

What, the one where we move to

Colombia and become drug lords?

JOHN

This time it’s LA. He wants us to

drive two-thousand miles to enter a

music contest.

Eddie stops and sits up next to John, wiping his hands.

EDDIE

Admit it, you like the sound of

that just as much as he does.

JOHN

Maybe. You and Simon are ready to

move out there then? For good?

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE

I don’t know man, not sure I really

wanna play music for the rest of my

life. But I know one thing.

JOHN

What’s that?

He looks at John.

EDDIE

You do.

He smiles and they sip their beers.

INT. MAXIE’S - NIGHT

The four bandmates stand on stage at Maxie’s, a small bar so

divey the only thing missing is chickenwire.

JOHN

Alright, you guys wanna play my

song to start?

TAG

The one about Miss Davis?

JOHN

Yeah. The only one I’ve written.

Simon and Tag look at each other.

JOHN (CONT’D)

You guys still didn’t learn it?

SIMON

We ran out of papers and needed

something to smoke with.

JOHN

So you used my lyrics?!

Tag wraps his arm around John as Simon and Eddie prep their

instruments.

TAG

Johnny, look at our wonderful crowd

tonight.

John looks at the pitiful assortment of drunkards and

burnouts, getting antsy waiting for them to start.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 18.

TAG (CONT’D)

These are not the type of people

who wanna hear original music.

John sighs and straps on his guitar.

JOHN

So Free Ride then?

Tag grabs the mic, shouting at the crowd.

TAG

Who wants to hear some Edgar

Winter?!

They go nuts as John rolls his eyes.

INT. HOUSE PARTY - NIGHT

Something best forgotten like Starship’s "WE BUILT THIS

CITY" plays loudly in the background. A shirtless bald guy

finishes a keg stand and screams, coated in a layer of beer.

The house is packed with jean jackets and track suits run

amok. The GIRLS group themselves into circles of neon and

goth, vibing disdain as hard as possible.

Tag and Simon sit on the couch, ripping a large bong, while

John and Eddie talking to a PARTY GIRL in the corner. They

look out of place amongst their peers.

PARTY GIRL

So, why are you all sweaty?

JOHN

Sorry, we were playing at Maxie’s-

PARTY GIRL

Wait, I totally saw you guys there

last week!

JOHN

Really? Doesn’t seem like your type

of place.

PARTY GIRL

Yeah I know, but they were having a

karaoke night, I just had to go!

She sways and sings the chorus to Madonna’s "LIKE A VIRGIN".

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Oh yeah, I remember that night.

John takes a sip of beer to cover his grin. Suddenly Tag

slides in and puts his arm on the wall, leaning over to

expose his muscled abs.

TAG

What’s going on, pretty lady? Why

you wasting your time talking to

this loser?

John rolls his eyes.

PARTY GIRL

What’re you talking about?

TAG

Oh nothing. There’s just this

sweet-ass music competition in LA

that we could totally win, but he

doesn’t wanna go.

PARTY GIRL

Oh my god that’s so cool!

(To John)

Why don’t you wanna go?

TAG

(mimicking)

Yeah John, why don’t you wanna go?!

JOHN

(to Tag)

You’re a dick.

John leaves the group.

PARTY GIRL

(to Tag)

So, you guys are like, in a band?

TAG

Yeah, I’m the lead singer. And you

know what they say about lead

singers, don’t you?

Tag grins at Eddie.

TAG (CONT’D)

Huge vocal chords.

(CONTINUED)
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John stands by himself, watching Simon smoke more weed and

giggle on the couch. Suddenly two EIGHTIES BROS wander over,

their conversation invading his personal space.

EIGHTIES BRO 1

Dude, I had the craziest thing

happen to me man.

EIGHTIES BRO 2

What happened, duder?

EIGHTIES BRO 1

Dude, so I was working my shift at

D&Ws, and this super fat chick

comes up to the register. And I’m

all like, ’Aww man, this is gonna

take forever!’ Cus, you know, fat

chicks eat a lot and all.

EIGHTIES BRO 2

Yeah, totally.

EIGHTIES BRO 1

Totally. So I’m bagging up all this

ladies’ stuff, and then I finally

finish, and look up to see this

super hot chick standing there

behind her!

EIGHTIES BRO 2

Awww no way dude!

EIGHTIES BRO 1

I know! And she’s looking right at

me!

EIGHTIES BRO 2

Awww sweet man! You get her number?

EIGHTIES BRO 1

Naww duder, I just played it cool.

Bagged up her stuff, and as she was

leaving I said ’Have a nice day’.

EIGHTIES BRO 2

Awww man dude, that’s so major! I’m

so fucking jealous you work there!

John can’t take it anymore, downing his beer and grabbing

two more as he exits.
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INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

John stumbles in and heads towards his room. Earl, awakened

by the sound of the door SLAMMING, gets up from in front of

the TV and moves to face John, turning on the hall light.

EARL

What time is it?

JOHN

I don’t know.

Earl rubs his eyes and peers closer at John.

EARL

You drunk?

JOHN

(smiling)

Not nearly as much as I should be.

Earl slaps John on the cheek.

EARL

You wanna end up an alcoholic piece

of shit like your friend Tag?!

John stares back at Earl.

JOHN

Maybe. Least he thinks I’m a good

guitar player. When was the last

time you came to see me play?

EARL

Enough of this crap. Me and your

mother talked, and we decided that

you’re taking a job at the plant.

Frank told me he could get you-

JOHN

What? I’m not working at the

fucking plant with you.

EARL

Yes, you are. My overtime got cut,

we need the money for your sister

now more than ever.

JOHN

What a great excuse for you to get

me to stop playing. Because music

is such a waste of time, right?!

(CONTINUED)
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Marlene and Susie enter the hallway, overhearing the noise.

MARLENE

What’s going on Earl?

John moves to his room, brushing past her.

JOHN

I’m leaving.

MARLENE

John?

EARL

What’re you doing?

INT. JOHN’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Susie follows him as John walks into his room, grabbing a

duffel bag and filling it quickly with clothes.

JOHN

Dad’s right, I’m being selfish.

SUSIE

What’re you talking about John?

JOHN

There’s a music competition in LA,

they’re giving twenty thousand

dollars to the winner.

SUSIE

I don’t understand.

JOHN

This is the only way I know how to

get the money for you.

SUSIE

You don’t have to do this.

John finishes packing and grabs his guitar, facing her.

JOHN

You were always way smarter than

me. Can’t wait to see what you do.

He hugs her before heading towards the front door.
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INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Marlene tries to hold John back, but he moves her aside.

MARLENE

John!

EARL

Hey!

John turns to face Earl.

EARL (CONT’D)

You can fuck up your own life as

much as you want. But your sister

needs you.

JOHN

(shaking his head)

You’re a real asshole, you know

that?

John storms out.

EARL (CONT’D)

I’ll see you in a few weeks!

EXT. JOHN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

John gets his bike and pedals away furiously.

EXT. TAG’S HOUSE

John hops off his bike and runs up the steps to Tag’s

trailer home, BANGING on the door loudly. Tag eventually

comes to the door, without a shirt and groggy.

TAG

What?

JOHN

Fuck it, let’s do it. Let’s go to

California!

Tag grins.

TAG

You grew some stones on that walk

home didn’t you?!

Tag punches John in the chest, and they hug.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Also, I need a place to sleep

tonight.

TAG

Uh-

The Party Girl comes to the door in her underwear.

PARTY GIRL

Tag, what the fuck?! I said I

wasn’t doing a threesome!

Tag ushers John inside as they laugh hysterically.

EXT. SIMON’S HOUSE - DAY

The band members finish packing a dinky hatchback, stuffed

full with various equipment and their luggage. Simon runs

out of his house, clutching car keys as MRS. SIMMS, large

and ornery, lumbers out after him.

MRS. SIMMS

Get back here!

SIMON

You can’t stop me mom!

MRS. SIMMS

Oh yes I can! Come here so I can

squash your head in.

Simon turns to face her.

SIMON

Me and my friends are gonna go to

LA to live out our dreams! You’re

just gonna have to accept that.

Mrs. Simms growls.

MRS. SIMMS

You take the car, don’t bother

coming back.

She goes back inside, SLAMMING the door, as Simon turns to

the guys and jingles up the keys.

SIMON

Early graduation gift.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE

But you’re not even graduating.

Simon shrugs as Marlene pulls up in her car, approaching

them with Susie in tow.

JOHN

(to himself)

Oh shit.

(to Marlene)

Mom, I’m going! Please don’t try to

stop me!

Marlene scurries over to him.

MARLENE

I know, I know. You just left in

such a rush we wanted to make sure

you got these.

She hands John a bag filled with records, some old and some

new: Duke Ellington, Billy Joel, Black Sabbath, Pink Floyd.

SUSIE

(grinning)

I couldn’t stop her from adding

some of her own.

MARLENE

I just figured maybe you could

expand your musical horizons while

you’re gone.

John grins, and hugs her.

JOHN

Thanks mom.

MARLENE

Just be careful. And don’t tell

your father I was here.

John smiles even bigger and looks at Susie, putting his

fingers on his temples.

JOHN

What number am I thinking of?

SUSIE

Seven?

John smiles and hugs her.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

You’re a natural. Bye Susaphone.

SUSIE

You better have some good stories

for me when you get back.

JOHN

I wouldn’t worry about that.

INT. SIMON’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

John piles in the backseat of the car, everyone else waiting

for him. He watches his mother and sister from the window as

they pull away. Simon notices the records.

SIMON

(to John)

Dude, I don’t think my eight-track

player can handle those.

JOHN

You really jonesing to hear my

mom’s Jazz records?

SIMON

Oh yeah, love me some Brubeck!

Everyone laughs as they pull away.

EXT. XANADU - DAY

The hatchback pulls up in front of Xanadu which, like a lady

of the night, somehow looks even shabbier in the daylight.

Tag and John lean out of their windows, calling out.

TAG

Mick! MICK! OLD FUCK!

After a pause Mick opens the door and slowly hobbles over to

them. He’s either fresh out of bed or severely hungover.

TAG (CONT’D)

Jesus, not looking so hot Mick.

MICK

Nothing a few hours kneeling over

the toilet won’t fix. What do you

want Tag?

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

Look, me and John are leaving for a

while, don’t know when we’ll be

back. You oughtta hire somebody

else in the meantime.

MICK

You’re leaving right now?! You know

a little advance notice would’ve

been nice, what am I supposed to do

if we have a big show?

Tag looks up at Xanadu, doubtful.

TAG

I think you’ll be ok.

Mick follows Tag’s gaze, then turns back.

MICK

Yeah, I guess I’ll manage. Well,

there’ll always be a job for you

here. Both of you.

JOHN

Thanks Mick.

John and Tag get back in the car as Simon starts the

ignition. Mick steps back as the hatchback tears away,

leaving Xanadu and the rest of Flint, Michigan behind.

INT. SIMON’S CAR - MOVING

Simon pulls out a bong and places it in between his legs,

lighting it as he steers with his knees. He takes a hit and

passes it to Tag, who willingly obliges. Tag leans into the

back seat and shoves the apparatus in John’s face.

TAG

Your turn.

JOHN

No thanks.

TAG

I wasn’t asking.

John looks at Eddie, who shrugs.

EDDIE

There are worse vices to have.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 28.

TAG

C’mon Dorothy. We’re not in Flint

any more.

John shakes his head and grins, grabbing the bong as Tag

turns up the radio. John takes a sloppy hit as the opening

chords of Deep Purple’s "SPACE TRUCKING" blast out.

He hands the lighter back to Tag, who takes it and re-lights

the bong, pushing John to take another hit. John finishes

and falls back into his seat, smiling stupidly.

MONTAGE - VARIOUS LOCATIONS

We see scenes from their journey to LA as the music remains:

A) The car passing midwestern landscapes (the Chicago

skyline, Iowa cornfields, the Rockies, Las Vegas, etc.)

B) The hazy interior of the car as John and Tag argue about

music while Simon smokes more and Eddie drums on the seat.

C) Simon and Tag waiting outside a liquor store. Suddenly

John and Eddie haul ass out of the store, carrying a keg, as

the OWNER chases after them. They stuff the keg into the

backseat and hop in, barely getting away in time.

D) Another hazy interior shot of the car, as John and Eddie

stuff cheetos into a sleeping Tag’s agape mouth. Tag wakes

up and coughs them up as John and Eddie crack up.

END MONTAGE

INT. SIMON’S CAR - LATER

The music dims down slightly as we hear the band in the

midst of a discussion.

JOHN

You’re sure your cousin is cool

with us just showing up there?

TAG

Don’t worry man, he’s a roadie for

Mötley Crüe. He’s not even home

most of the time, said we’re

welcome to crash there whenever.

EDDIE

He have a drum set we can use?
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TAG

Don’t think so, he was always more

of an axe man.

JOHN

We’ll need a practice studio then.

We should pool money for food and

supplies too.

Simon and Eddie reluctantly pulls out their wallets, handing

their money to John.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Tag?

Tag sighs and hands his over. John sticks the combined wad

of cash into the glove compartment.

TAG

Personally I think it could be

better spent on essentials.

JOHN

Essentials?

Tag grins.

TAG

Beer and women.

SIMON

Guys I’ve been giving this a lot of

thought. I think we need a better

band name.

JOHN

Simon we don’t have a band name.

SIMON

Exactly!

EDDIE

He’s got a point, we should figure

this out before we get there.

JOHN

We gotta have a "the" in the name.

TAG

No way, that 50s shit is so

outdated!

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 30.

SIMON

I’m with John on this one. Why not

something like, The Stoners.

JOHN

We are not naming the band The

Stoners.

TAG

Alright, how about White Panther?

JOHN

We’re not a metal band! No mythical

creatures!

TAG

Panthers are real!

EDDIE

How about Dante’s Inferno?

TAG

Ugh, be lamer Plato. Switchblade!

SIMON

The Time Machine!

TAG

Steel’s Caress!

SIMON

The Disco Nazis!

JOHN

Guys, guys! I’ve got it.

John points to a giant billboard advertising the movie Red

Dawn. It reads: "THEY PLANNED FOR EVERYTHING...EXCEPT THE

WOLVERINES!" The guys smile at each other. Perfect.

We see a final overhead shot of the hatchback, trucking

towards the Los Angeles skyline, as the music fades.

EXT. SUNSET STRIP - NIGHT

The anachronistic hatchback slowly makes its way down the

Sunset Strip. Bright neon lights flash the names of

legendary rock clubs, monuments to the gods of Rock and

Roll: the WHISKEY A GO GO, the VIPER ROOM, the ROXY.
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Van Halen’s "RUNNING WITH THE DEVIL" spills out of a bar and

fills the street with menacing optimism. Tag hangs his head

out the window, CAT-CALLING various women as John looks up

in awe at the clubs.

TAG

We’re fucking here!

Tag spots a blonde, expensively-dressed VIXEN on the side

walk and points excitedly through the windshield.

TAG (CONT’D)

Holy shit! Look at the girl!

John and Eddie lean forward to get a better look.

JOHN

I don’t think she’s a girl.

TAG

(worried)

You think she’s a drag queen?!

EDDIE

No, look how she handles herself.

She’s not a girl. She’s a woman.

Tag laughs and sticks his head back out the window.

TAG

(to the Vixen)

Hey, woman!

The Vixen turns and looks at them.

TAG

I wanna be on you! Let me have your

children!

She gives them the middle finger and disappears inside a

bar. Tag laughs and shakes Simon.

TAG

Fuck man! We’re fucking here!

John smiles, unable to resist Tag’s enthusiasm.

JOHN

Where’s your cousin’s place?

Tag pulls out a slip of paper and reads it aloud.
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TAG

Uh, 11770 Foothill Boulevard.

JOHN

Alright, where the fuck is that?

Tag shrugs.

TAG

(to Simon)

Park right here.

JOHN

What’re you doing?

TAG

We gotta get directions, don’t we?

Besides, I’ve been cramped up in

this piece of shit for too long.

Simon pulls the car over and cuts the ignition.

SIMON

Are you sure I can park here?

TAG

(getting out)

Yeah, why not?

The rest of the band follows and stretches their legs.

TAG (CONT’D)

I’m gonna go find someone to ask,

you guys do whatever you want. Lets

meet back here in an hour.

JOHN

An hour?! Tag the competition’s in

two days, we gotta practice. What

do you need an hour to do?

Tag grins and backs away, turning to jog down the street

towards the bars and women. As the others slowly follow,

Simon peers down an alley and spies a green cross on a sign.

He silently breaks away from the trio and moves towards it.

EXT. SUNSET SIDEWALK - CONTINUOUS

Eddie is entranced by beauties of a different type, rumbling

around him in various colors and makes: Ferraris, Lambos,

Stingrays, Camaros.
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Finally he spots a black and gold ’78 Pontiac Firebird

parked nearby, and can’t resist ditching John to approach

the owner, JAVIER, who leans on the hood smoking a

cigarette.

EDDIE

This your car?

Javier turns to his FRIENDS and laughs.

JAVIER

Last time I checked. Which aluminum

piece of shit you drive hillbilly?

Eddie keeps staring at the car, unfazed.

EDDIE

Nothing like this. V6, 105

horsepower. Can make the quarter

mile in fifteen flat?

Javier’s impressed.

JAVIER

Yeah something like that.

EDDIE

A phoenix rising from the ashes of

her own exhaust.

Javier laughs and sticks out his hand.

JAVIER

You’re weird man. Javier.

EDDIE

Eddie.

They shake.

JAVIER

Wanna see what’s under her skirt?

Eddie grins, as Javier gets inside and pops the hood. Eddie

opens it and stares, smiling ear-to-ear as neon light

bounces off his face. Christmas morning.
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EXT. SUNSET STREET CORNER - SIMULTANEOUS

Distracted by the clubs, John stands looking for the others.

Suddenly he stops and focuses on a girl across the street.

No, a woman.

FIONA TAYLOR (26), blonde hair and mirrored sunglasses, pops

her gum, bathed in the warm light of an arcade. She dresses

a couple decades late, but still makes the girls around her

pale in comparison.

She enters the arcade, while John sprints to catch up.

INT. HEAD SHOP - SIMULTANEOUS

Simon enters slowly, his mouth hanging open as he takes in

the assorted drug paraphernalia. A WEED MAIDEN with a

Jamaican beanie and dreadlocks watches him from the counter.

WEED MAIDEN

Can I help you?

Simon turns to answer her as Bob Marley’s "IS THIS LOVE"

comes on the store’s speakers.

SIMON

Uh, hi. You wouldn’t happen to know

where I could buy some-

He looks around nervously.

SIMON (CONT’D)

(whispering)

-weed, do you?

She smiles, smitten with his innocence. He smiles back.

INT. ARCADE - SIMULTANEOUS

The music continues as John walks through the aisles

hurriedly, passing acned teenagers, flashing lights and

classics like Tron and Space Invader.

He finally spots Fiona on the far wall, playing Ms. Pacman

with intensity. He approaches but remains silent, pondering

what to say.

FIONA

If you’re gonna make some crack

about playing Ms. Pacman instead of

the male version, just save it.
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John looks around, unsure if she’s talking to him.

JOHN

Uh, what?

FIONA

Everyone knows the original sucks,

they completely overhauled the

graphics this time around. And if

you can’t handle the red bow that

single-handedly differentiates

mister from misses, then you

probably don’t have the moxie to

escape from ghosts with your balls

intact anyways.

JOHN

Moxie?

Fiona loses the round and finally turns to face John.

FIONA

Well?

John stares at her, unsure of what he’s supposed to say.

FIONA (CONT’D)

Alright, well I’m done so it’s all

yours. Sorry, I just didn’t take

you for the Pacman type. You look

more like a Frogger kind of guy.

She starts walking away but John runs over, trying to stay

in front of her as he backpedals and talks.

JOHN

Wait, I don’t play video games.

FIONA

Then why are you in an arcade?

JOHN

Well I saw you and-

FIONA

Oh great. Listen, you’re very cute,

you have this whole rustic look

going on and it’s almost working

for me. But I’m not-

JOHN

Well I’m a musician. I play guitar.

Fiona stops walking and starts laughing.
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FIONA

Does that work on the girls back

home?

JOHN

Kind of?

FIONA

Do you know where we are kid?

JOHN

Kid?

FIONA

This is Los Angeles. The Sunset

Strip. You can’t take two steps

around here without running into

someone who thinks they’re a

musician.

She moves to the exit, chuckling as John tries to keep up.

JOHN

Yeah but I actually am. There’s a

competition in two days-

FIONA

Geffen Records?

John’s surprised that she knows.

FIONA (CONT’D)

I know all about it. And you’re not

gonna win.

JOHN

Well, how do you know that? You’ve

never even heard me play.

FIONA

You’re absolutely right. But

there’s hundreds of bands trying

out, odds are you’re fucked. I just

think it’s better not to get your

hopes up, you know?

JOHN

Well what if I prove you wrong?

FIONA

Oh by all means, please do. I’ll be

the first to congratulate you.
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JOHN

So you’ll be there?

Fiona finally stops on the steps leading back to the street.

FIONA

Yes. I’ll be there. And I’ll be

watching.

She walks into the now-raining street.

JOHN

(yelling after her)

Wait, what’s your name?

She doesn’t stop to turn around.

FIONA

Fiona.

JOHN

Don’t you wanna know mine?

FIONA

Not really.

John smiles, head over heels.

EXT. SUNSET STRIP - NIGHT

John, Eddie and Simon huddle under a canopy near the car.

JOHN

What time is it?

Simon squints at his watch like it’s in spanish.

SIMON

Uhhh.

JOHN

Jesus. You high?

SIMON

Maybe.

John sighs and looks up at the rain.

JOHN

Fuck it, he knows where we’re

headed. He’ll find his way.

They approach the car as John finds a wet parking ticket.
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JOHN (CONT’D)

Great.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The trio approach apartment "RK" warily, minding pieces of

plaster falling off the walls as they carry their bags. John

knocks on the door lightly, half expecting it to fall over.

RANDY (35) throws open the door, staring at them with

bloodshot eyes. His balding head glints in the hall light.

RANDY

What the fuck is this?! Billy said

I could pay next week! And by the

way, that was nowhere near a kilo.

John and Eddie look at one another.

JOHN

Uhh, we’re friends of Tag. He said

we could stay with you for a while?

RANDY

Tag? Who the fuck is- oh Tag! Yeah!

Come on in brothers!

Randy leads them into the dingy apartment, as the trio takes

note of the cracked windows and lack of furniture, save a

single cot on the floor. Pieces of various electrical

equipment and amplifier parts are strewn all over.

RANDY (CONT’D)

Sorry I didn’t clean up, I forgot

y’all were coming. I’m a little

short on utilities this month so I

hocked the refrigerator, but

there’s a Seven Eleven down the

street if you get hungry.

JOHN

We’re just glad you’re here to let

us in, thought you’d be out on the

road.

RANDY

On the road?

JOHN

Yeah, Tag said you’re a roadie for

Mötley Crüe?

Randy laughs.
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RANDY

Oh that? I got fired from that gig

months ago. Me and Sixx kept

getting into fights over girls.

Skinny fuck thinks just because

he’s in the band he gets dibs.

Fucking drummers man, they’re

wildcards.

John looks at Eddie, who just shrugs.

JOHN

Oh, well that sucks. What’ve you

been doing since?

RANDY

Just hanging out here mostly. I’m

actually trying to invent a new

type of amp. It works by using

semi-conductors to produce sound,

instead of valves. I’m calling it,

a solid-state amp. Pretty cool,

right? Been working on it for like

five years, it’s almost ready.

Gonna make me so fucking rich!

John looks at his bandmates.

JOHN

Uh, I’m pretty sure we’ve had

solid-states for like fifteen years

man.

RANDY

What?

JOHN

Yeah, we’ve got one sitting in the

car outside if you wanna see.

RANDY

Fuck. Crüe always used tube amps...

John doesn’t know what to say.

JOHN

Yeah, well, thanks for letting us

stay here. Was Tag here?

RANDY

No, I thought he was with you guys.
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JOHN

Yeah, so did I.

INT. GAZZARRI’S NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Tag slugs whiskey and stakes out his prey as Def Leppard’s

"LET IT GO" blasts from the speakers. He approaches two

women, TIFFANY and HEATHER, sitting at the bar. Fake boobs,

too much hairspray, and sporting their best fuck-me heels.

TAG

Ladies, I’m Tag.

He sticks out his hand. They roll their eyes and turn away

from him. Tag moves around to their front, unfazed.

TAG (CONT’D)

Woah, don’t write me off yet.

You’re talking to the next David

Lee Roth! Trust me when I say,

you’re gonna wish you had fucked me

while you had the chance.

TIFFANY

Get lost, dweeb.

She turns to talk to Heather.

TIFFANY (CONT’D)

God, Roth was so last year. I wanna

fuck Kevin Cronin.

HEATHER

Who?

TIFFANY

The guy from REO Speedwagon.

HEATHER

Ewww no! That guy is so Jewish

looking. I wanna fuck Sting!

Tag interjects to try and salvage the situation

TAG

Chicas, what I lack in current

capital, I can promise you I’ll

make up for in future earnings.

Think of me as an investment-
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TIFFANY

Jesus christ! We are not gonna fuck

a loser like you! Just look at the

jacket you’re wearing!

Tag looks at his dragon jacket, brow furrowed.

TIFFANY (CONT’D)

What’re you supposed to be, the

sixth member of Led Zeppelin?

TAG

(quietly)

Zeppelin only had four members.

TIFFANY

Oh my god who cares!

Heather laughs hysterically as Tag moves away, discouraged.

CHARLIE (35), a small guy in a full-body neon jumpsuit,

comes up next to him and leans against the bar.

CHARLIE

Girl trouble?

TAG

These chicks suck.

CHARLIE

Let me guess, moved out here from a

small town? And suddenly your

hotshot charm isn’t quite working?

TAG

Yeah, how’d you know?

CHARLIE

I don’t know hombre, you just look

the part.

TAG

You don’t think the jacket’s

working?

Charlie gives him the once-over.

CHARLIE

Well, yeah you should probably

change that. But there’s more to it

than looks, man. These girls,

they’re not like small-town girls.

They’ve got hundreds, thousands of

dicks to choose from.
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Tag nods his understanding.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)

To get the women in this town, you

need one of two things. Money, or

fame. And if you had either you’d

be getting your dick sucked right

now instead of talking to me.

Right?

TAG

Fuck! There’s gotta be some other

way, right?

Charlie pretends to think for a moment.

CHARLIE

Well, there is one other way.

Charlie offers a small baggie of cocaine to Tag.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)

This’ll add a few inches to your

dick, guaranteed.

TAG

I appreciate the offer, but I just

don’t have the funds right now.

CHARLIE

I’ll start you on a tab, no

problem.

TAG

(tempted)

Not sure that’s a great idea.

Charlie puts his arm around Tag and spins him towards the

girls, who examine themselves with pocket mirrors.

CHARLIE

Look my man, you wanna have blue

balls for the next ten years while

you try to get rich? Or you wanna

get laid? Right. Fucking. Now.

INT. GAZZARRI’S NIGHTCLUB - LATER

The song crescendos as Tag does a line of coke off of

Tiffany’s cleavage, downs a shot, and SCREAMS loudly. He

starts making out with Heather, and shoves a laughing

Tiffany off her chair without looking.
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INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - DAY

John wakes up on the floor and looks around, still hoping

he’s just having a bad dream. He gets up and stretches,

going over to Simon and Eddie to shake them awake.

JOHN

Hey, we got work to do.

SIMON

Tag come in last night?

JOHN

Doesn’t look like it.

SIMON

How’re we gonna practice?

JOHN

Lead singers are overrated.

INT. SIMON’S CAR - MOVING

Simon pulls out a gigantic bag of weed from the front seat,

packing a bowl. John shakes his head.

JOHN

Really? It’s not even noon.

SIMON

When in California.

EXT. HULLY GULLY - DAY

John pulls into a space, as everyone exits with their

instruments and heads towards the entrance. A large sign

overhead reads "HULLY GULLY PRACTICE STUDIO".

INT. HULLY GULLY - CONTINUOUS

John approaches the RECEPTIONIST, a bald kid wearing a

tattered shirt and sporting a nose ring. The sounds of other

bands playing BLARE out into the hallway.

RECEPTIONIST

How’s it going?

JOHN

Not bad, we need a space to play.
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RECEPTIONIST

Doesn’t everyone. How long?

JOHN

Four or five hours?

RECEPTIONIST

We’ll have something open up in a

couple minutes. It’s fifty bucks an

hour so you’re looking at two to

two fifty total.

Simon interjects with blood-shot eyes.

SIMON

Two hundred fifty dollars? Does

that come with a free blowjob?

He giggles to himself.

RECEPTIONIST

You guys don’t want it somebody

else will come in and take it.

Sound like we’re empty to you?

JOHN

It’s fine, we’ll just take an hour.

As the Receptionist marks it down, Simon reaches towards his

nose ring. The Receptionist swats his hand away, staring him

down. John grabs Simon and leads him away quickly.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Just go get the money from the car.

SIMON

Uhhh, I can’t.

JOHN

Why not?

SIMON

I spent it.

JOHN

Spent it? On what?!

SIMON

Well you know that big bag I had-

JOHN

You spent fifty dollars on weed?!
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SIMON

Actually I spent a hundred-

JOHN

A hundred dollars? That was almost

everything we had!

SIMON

I’m sorry man. What can I say, I

have a problem.

JOHN

Jesus christ!

Eddie leans over to Simon.

EDDIE

You know it’s not addictive, right?

SIMON

(shrugging)

Sure feels like it.

EXT. HULLY GULLY - CONTINUOUS

John storms out while Simon and Eddie trail at a distance.

JOHN

Where is it?

Simon opens up the trunk of the car, turning over a small

amplifier to reveal the bag of weed, tossing it to John.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Alright, we’re selling this.

SIMON

Oh come on man! I thought you just

wanted a hit to calm down-

JOHN

No Simon! I’ll calm down when we

have our money back!

EXT. STREET CORNER - DAY

John and Eddie stand on a street corner, arms crossed, while

Simon sulks behind them.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON

It’s a sign, John! If god didn’t

want us to smoke this weed we’d

have sold it by now.

JOHN

You sound like my mom.

A BUSINESSMAN walks in their path. John quickly stops him.

JOHN

Hey.

BUSINESSMAN

Uh, can I help you?

JOHN

Yeah, you looking to score?

The Businessman peers at John.

BUSINESSMAN

Perhaps. You got product?

John looks around warily, then takes out the bag.

JOHN

How much you looking for-

The Businessman starts laughing.

BUSINESSMAN

What the fuck am I supposed to do

with that? Sit in a drum circle and

sing Kumbayah with the hippie freak

that pushed you out of her vagina

at Woodstock?

JOHN

I don’t understand-

BUSINESSMAN

Cocaine, fuckhead! I need cocaine.

JOHN

Oh, uh, well I don’t have any-

The Businessman growls and walks away briskly, muttering

under his breath. John sighs and tosses the bag back to

Simon, who catches is gleefully.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN (CONT’D)

Go nuts.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - DAY

The trio enter and begin setting up their instruments.

JOHN

Eddie what’re you gonna do?

EDDIE

We drummers are a hardy breed, not

prone to giving up easily.

JOHN

Uh, I meant because there’s no drum

set here.

EDDIE

Oh. I can probably just use some

pots and pans if Randy’s got any.

JOHN

That’s a big if. Where is he

anyways?

EXT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - SIMULTANEOUS

Randy stands on the roof, holding his amp above his head.

RANDY

Five years of work for NOTHING!

He hurls it over the edge, watching it CRASH onto the road.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - SIMULTANEOUS

John sets his amp down and plugs it in, only to find there’s

no power. He tries the apartment’s lights to no avail.

SIMON

How about an acoustic session?

John kicks a pile of debris in frustration.
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INT. HULLY GULLY - DAY

Simon stands at the counter, distracting the Receptionist

while John and Eddie sneak in and head down the hall.

SIMON

Sorry about, you know...

He gestures to the piercing.

SIMON (CONT’D)

I’ve never seen a piercing before.

RECEPTIONIST

Seriously?

SIMON

I know, us Midwestern yokels really

don’t get out much.

He laughs nervously.

SIMON (CONT’D)

So if I were to get something like

that, where would I go? There like

a discount place around here?

RECEPTIONIST

Really? You wanna get a nose ring?

SIMON

Oh yeah man. Nose, eyebrow, hell

maybe I’ll even get something down

there, ya know? For the ladies?

The Receptionist turns to look down the hall as Eddie and

John emerge from a practice room with equipment.

SIMON (CONT’D)

Or I could just take yours, right?!

RECEPTIONIST

What?

Suddenly Simon reaches out and grabs the Receptionist’s

nose-ring, ripping it off in one pull.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)

Ah! Sonofabitch!

He climbs over the desk and chases Simon out the front door,

as Eddie and John escape out the other side.
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EXT. HULLY GULLY ALLEY - DAY

The trio has made a make-shift studio in an alleyway near

Hully Gully. Eddie finishes setting up a small drum kit as

John plugs his amp into a nearby power outlet. Simon sits on

the ground holding a towel to his bloody nose.

SIMON

Tell me again why I was running

distraction?

JOHN

Because you’re the one who spent

all our money.

SIMON

Oh yeah.

Simon nods ’Oh yeah’ and gets up, strapping on his bass. The

three begin fiddling only a brief moment before a group of

four flamboyantly dressed metal rockers cross their path.

Their zebra-pants wearing leader, TOMMY, trips over John’s

wire, unplugging it from the outlet. He and his bedazzled

sidekick BILLY, confront the trio in faux British accents

while their two CRONIES hang back.

TOMMY

Oy, what you cunts doing?

BILLY

Get a load of this!

Billy examines Eddie’s drum set.

BILLY (CONT’D)

They stole their equipment from

Hully Gully!

JOHN

What do you guys care?

TOMMY

What do we care?! How are we gonna

play with you cunts stealing all

the practice equipment?

BILLY

Take a peek at this one, Tommy-

He gestures to Eddie
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BILLY (CONT’D)

-came straight from the farm. I

didn’t realize hicks had rhythm!

Eddie looks down at his flannel shirt in confusion as Billy

makes a loud MOOING SOUND.

JOHN

We’re from fucking Michigan!

Tommy gets close to John, unsnapping his guitar strap so it

falls to the pavement with a THUD.

TOMMY

Why don’t you go back there, and

return the fucking equipment?

Simon swallows nervously as John turns to Eddie.

JOHN

You ready to make this a good day?

Kiss’ "LOVE GUN" strikes out as Eddie removes a cymbal,

SMACKING an unsuspecting Billy in the face with it. John

grins and turns back to Tommy, who’s ready with a haymaker.

Simon SCREAMS and runs away as John crumples to the ground.

Tommy and a Crony kick him repeatedly as Eddie, overpowered

by the other Crony and Billy, also takes a licking.

INT. SMALL ROCK CLUB - NIGHT

John and Eddie ice their wounds at the bar of a run-down

rock club. The music continues, originating from a bad Kiss

COVER BAND adorned in cheap face-paint and outfits.

JOHN

(slurred)

We’re so fucked.

John guzzles his beer as Simon tries to chime in.

SIMON

The beating wasn’t that bad.

John and Eddie stare at him menacingly. Simon grabs his beer

and moves farther down the bar.

EDDIE

Worried about Tag?
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JOHN

Hell even if he shows up, what are

we gonna play tomorrow? He still

hasn’t learned my song.

EDDIE

There’s always covers. We’re pretty

good at those.

JOHN

Right, because that’s the dream. To

play other people’s shit for the

rest of our lives.

He downs his beer, as the BARTENDER arrives with another.

BARTENDER

You’ll be lucky if you can live

that dream.

JOHN

What’re you talking about?

BARTENDER

I’ve seen this town chew up and

spit out more wide-eyed kids than

you’d believe. Hell I used to be a

pretty good guitarist myself. Moved

here from Boise, thought I was

gonna be the next Jerry Garcia.

EDDIE

What happened?

BARTENDER

Life. The drugs wear off and

suddenly you’re deciding between

this and male prostitution to pay

your rent.

John notices as Fiona enters the bar.

JOHN

Holy shit.

EDDIE

What?

JOHN

I’ll be back in a second.

He gets up to move towards Fiona as Simon begins to follow

him. John notices and points back towards the seat.
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JOHN (CONT’D)

No! Simon, stay!

Simon pauses for a moment, then sits back down demoralized.

John composes himself and plops down next to Fiona.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Hey!

Fiona gives him the sideways glance before rolling her eyes.

FIONA

Farmboy, right?

JOHN

Or John, but that works too.

FIONA

How drunk are you right now?

He mimes ’a little’ as she notices his bruises.

FIONA (CONT’D)

Rough day?

JOHN

You have no idea.

FIONA

Well, I’m sure it could be worse.

Third time this week I’ve gone to

scout a new band only to find them

doing kiss covers.

She gestures to the buffoonish band as John laughs.

JOHN

Scout?

FIONA

I find new talent for Geffen.

JOHN

That’s why you’ll be at the

contest?

She nods.

FIONA

Yeah, I’m one of the judges.
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JOHN

Well then let me just apologize in

advance for how shitty we’ll be.

Fiona smiles.

FIONA

You gotta lighten up Johnny, it’s

just music.

JOHN

Yeah, I remember when it was just

music. Now it seems like there’s so

much more riding on it. My sister

needs-

FIONA

Nope, don’t tell me any more.

She pays and grabs her beer, starting to leave.

JOHN

Why not?

FIONA

I don’t wanna feel bad for you when

you guys bomb tomorrow.

INT. HEATHER’S HOUSE - DAY

A shirtless Tag sits on Heather’s bed, putting on his boots

as she sleeps. He moves to the kitchen table, pouring a line

of coke and snorting it with the urgency of someone making

up for lost time.

Heather wakes up and joins him in the kitchen.

HEATHER

You shouldn’t have stayed the

night. You need to leave.

TAG

Leave? You’re not gonna cook me

breakfast?

The front door OPENS.

HEATHER

Shit.

Heather’s suited HUSBAND enters, already suspicious.
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HUSBAND

Heather, who the fuck is this guy?

HEATHER

I don’t know! He just jumped in

through one of the windows and

started yelling about crack! He

said he was gonna rape me if I

called the cops.

TAG

What the fuck?!

HUSBAND

Really? Is that what you expect me

to believe?

TAG

I think I ought to be leaving-

HUSBAND

(glaring at Tag)

You stay right fucking there!

He turns back to Heather.

HUSBAND (CONT’D)

Look baby, you wanna screw half the

valley behind my back, that’s fine.

TAG

(to himself)

What?

HUSBAND

But the moment you bring that shit

into our home, we have a serious

problem. Now, I’m gonna get my gun,

and we’re all gonna sit down and

have a serious chat about this.

He walks into the living room as Heather sighs.

HEATHER

(to Tag)

Told you you should’ve left.

TAG

Yeah thanks for the heads up. He

doesn’t really have a gun, does he?

On cue we hear a shotgun PUMP. Tag’s eyes widen as he runs

to the bedroom and grabs his jacket. The Husband returns to

the kitchen as Tag sprints towards the front door.
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HUSBAND

Where are you going? I just wanted

to talk!

Tag makes it through and slams the door shut just as a shot

BLASTS through, barely missing him.

EXT. HEATHER’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tag, still shirtless, runs through the yard hurtling over

elaborate shrubbery and eventually reaches the street. He

looks around wildly at the rich suburban houses.

TAG

Where the fuck am I?

He holds out the hitchhiker symbol as a RICH GUY in a

Porsche approaches. Tag steps out into the street to get him

to stop, but the Porsche speeds up and swerves around him.

RICH GUY

Fuck off Hippie!

Tag flips him off, then starts jogging down the road.

EXT. FONDA THEATER - DAY

John, Eddie and Simon approach the theater cautiously,

instruments in hand. A marquee above reads "GEFFEN RECORDS

NEW TALENT CONTEST, AUDITIONS TODAY: NO FUCKING KEYTARS!".

INT. FONDA THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The trio enter past different groups spread everywhere: Hair

metal bands with shredder guitarists, punk rockers with

singers possessed by the devil, and Hall & Oates

impersonators constantly combing perfectly feathered hair.

They approach an innocuous INTERN at a sign-in table.

JOHN

Hi, we’re here to-

INTERN

Yeah yeah, just write your name

down on this sheet. We’ll call you

when we’re ready.

John bends down to sign the sheet.
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SIMON

Don’t you wanna know our band name?

It’s pretty rad-

INTERN

Hey, asshole, I’ve been at this

table for the last three days

listening to shitheads like you

tell me about how great their band

names are. And they suck. All of

them. So unless it’s the most

brilliant thing since Flock of

Seagulls, shove it up your ass.

Simon recoils as Eddie leans in.

EDDIE

(sincere)

Do you need someone to talk to?

The Intern stares at him as they step away, and find an

empty spot in the hallway to sit down in.

SIMON (CONT’D)

So, when you think Tag’s gonna get

here?

JOHN

He’s not coming. Fucker’s probably

passed out in a bar somewhere.

SIMON (CONT’D)

Well don’t worry, I did choir in

eighth grade. I can do this.

Simon takes out the bag of weed and packs a bowl, lighting

up and offering a hit to John.

JOHN

Yeah, I’m sure that stuff is great

for your singing voice.

Simon shrugs and coughs up a cloud of smoke.

INT. FONDA THEATER - LATER

The bag is now half-depleted, and Simon is fully-baked.

INTERN

John Maddox!
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John and Eddie snap out of their bored stupor and get up,

shaking Simon to follow them. They reach the theater doors

just as Tag bursts in, panting out of breath.

TAG

Holy FUCK what a couple of days!

What’ve you guys been up to?

John and Eddie just stare at him as Simon smiles. The doors

open and out step Tommy and Billy, cheering and high-fiving

their Cronies.

TOMMY

Fucking brilliant!

BILLY

Oy! Look who it is.

They notice John and Tag.

TOMMY

Good luck in there.

BILLY

Nobody follows the Thundercunts!

They brush by, laughing and making obscene gestures.

TAG

What the hell was that?

JOHN

Just some excitement you missed

while you were off on your bender.

TAG

I’m here now, aren’t I?

JOHN

Oh that’s fucking great! Right

before we’re supposed to go on-

The intern comes down the hall.

INTERN

Hey, get the fuck in there!
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INT. FONDA MAINSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

They cross the checkerboard main stage with their equipment,

admiring the grandeur of the room. John strains against the

lights to see four silhouetted TALENT SCOUTS sitting in the

upper balcony. The band stands still for a moment, nervous.

TALENT SCOUT #1

So are you gonna set up, or is this

gonna be an a-cappella piece?

They scramble to plug in and take their positions, as Tag

unzips his jacket and puts his hair into a bun.

TALENT SCOUT #1 (CONT’D)

Band name?

Tag approaches the mic confidently.

TAG

The Wolverines.

A female Talent Scout GIGGLES from the balcony.

TAG (CONT’D)

What you don’t like it?

TALENT SCOUT #1

We’ve heard worse. Go ahead.

JOHN

(sarcastic)

Well guys, what should we play?

Eddie COUNTS OFF, as John launches into Edgar Winter’s "FREE

RIDE". The others joins in, finding their rhythm at once. An

unstoppable train of sound rolling down the tracks.

John and Tag’s tension only seems to improve their playing,

as Simon manages to keep up with the rest of the band,

squinting and bobbing his head a little too drastically.

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - SIMULTANEOUS

The music continues as Susie does homework and Marlene knits

on the couch. Marlene smiles at her and notices Earl in the

hallway. He stand outside John’s room, peering into its

darkness.
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INT. XANADU - SIMULTANEOUS

Mick moves a giant amp backstage by himself, but losing

control it falls on him and he cries out in pain.

INT. FONDA MAINSTAGE - SIMULTANEOUS

The Scouts murmur to one another. John notices and turns up

the volume, willing them to pay attention to his solo.

They finish in a flurry of guitar and screaming, waiting for

a response in deep silence.

TALENT SCOUT #1

Was that Free Ride?

TAG

Yeah.

TALENT SCOUT #1

By Edgar Winter?

TAG

(confused)

Yeah?

The Scouts MURMUR for a moment.

TALENT SCOUT #1

So did you play the wrong thing, or

did you just think we’d be too

stupid to recognize the song?

JOHN

What are you talking about?

TALENT SCOUT #1

The rules of the contest explicitly

stated you can’t do covers.

Original material only.

JOHN

(scrambling)

Oh we didn’t know that! No problem,

we can do an original-

TALENT SCOUT #1

I’m sorry, we really don’t have

time for another song.
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JOHN

Please, just give us one-

TALENT SCOUT #1

Thanks for coming out.

The band sits there for a moment, dejected. Finally Eddie

starts packing up his stuff and the others follow suit.

EXT. FONDA THEATER - DAY

Tag walks out and sits on the street curb, painfully coming

down off his high, while the others trail behind. John

stares down the street for a moment before exploding.

JOHN

What the fuck Tag?!

TAG

(fatigued)

I know, I’m sorry.

JOHN

You’re sorry?! We looked like a

bunch of assholes in there!

Fiona comes out of the theater and stands by the door,

watching them as she takes out a cigarette and lights up.

TAG

What do you want me to say man? I

didn’t know there were rules.

JOHN

What’re we gonna do now? I’m gonna

have to go back home with nothing.

My dad’s gonna kill me. FUCK!

Fiona smiles as John notices her.

JOHN

Fiona!

She approaches the group cautiously.

FIONA

That wasn’t too shabby. Actually

you guys were pretty damn good in

there.
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JOHN

You gotta give us another chance,

we didn’t know!

TAG

Who is this chick?

FIONA

Fiona Taylor.

She sticks out her hand to Tag. He peers at her.

TAG

Taylor?

JOHN

She works for Geffen, she’s a

talent scout.

Tag gets up groggily and peers even harder at her.

TAG

Why do you look familiar- Taylor!

Rick Taylor!

FIONA

Oh give me a break-

Tag, now energized, grabs John and faces him towards Fiona.

TAG

Johnny, look at her. It’s a

spitting image!

JOHN

Of who?!

TAG

Rick Taylor! He was in one of those

one-hit-wonder bands in the fifties

that dropped off the map-

FIONA

They didn’t drop off the map, they

broke up!

TAG

Whatever. Johnny, he was the one

who brought Whitesnake to the US.

We impress this guy and we’re

golden.

They look towards Fiona.
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FIONA

Alright, yeah, he’s my uncle.

John approaches Fiona cautiously.

JOHN

You gotta talk to him about giving

us another shot.

FIONA

You think I can just give second

chances to whoever I want?

TAG

Uh, yeah you probably could.

FIONA

It wouldn’t be fair, I’m sorry.

JOHN

Please. You have no idea how much I

have riding on it.

FIONA

(scowling)

Something about your sister, right?

JOHN

(smiling)

She needs the money for college.

She groans loudly.

FIONA

This is why I don’t listen to drunk

sob stories. Fine, I’ll take you to

see my uncle and he can decide what

to do.

Tag shouts loudly and lifts John up, spinning him around.

INT. RAINBOW BAR & GRILL - NIGHT

Fiona and the band enter the dim, smokey rock club,

populated with red leather booths and walls lined with gold

records and pictures of famous rocksters. They approach the

bartender BILLY.

BILLY

Hey Fiona!
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FIONA

Hey Billy.

She leans over and kisses him on the cheek.

FIONA (CONT’D)

Can we get some beers for my

friends here?

BILLY

Sure.

(to John)

What’re you guys drinking?

John, distracted by the club, notices Billy.

JOHN

Uh, you guys got Old Style?

BILLY

What?

Fiona smiles.

FIONA

We’ll take five Buds.

Billy smiles reaches down to grab glasses.

FIONA (CONT’D)

(to John)

You can’t make it so obvious you

don’t belong here kid, or this

place is gonna eat you alive.

She grabs the beers and hands one to John.

JOHN

You know I’m really not that much

younger than you.

She smiles as they clink their glasses and drink. Fiona

hands over the other beers, Tag winking at her as grabs his.

TAG

Thanks.

John flashes Tag an angry glare as Fiona leads them to a

booth in the back, where three suited RECORD EXECS and a

doughy RICK TAYLOR (60), sit eating voraciously and drinking

martinis. Rick springs up to hug Fiona as they approach.
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RICK

Fiona!

FIONA

Uncle Rick! How have you been?

RICK

Not too bad. Just listening to this

band, heard they had potential.

He gestures to the stage where a young BAND plays, their

shirtless GUITARIST humping his guitar furiously.

RICK (CONT’D)

I think they’re good, but I keep

getting distracted by all the

humping and screaming! I don’t

know, maybe it’ll appeal to women.

How do you feel about it?

FIONA

Not really my cup of tea.

RICK

Yeah I figured. Who’re your

friends?

FIONA

They’re a new band in town.

JOHN

We’re called the Wolv-

FIONA

They’re flying under the radar

right now, might be a good addition

to the label.

Tag leans across the table to shake Rick’s hand.

TAG

Pleasure to meet you sir, your

legend precedes you.

RICK

Oh, does it now?

TAG

Yeah, I’ve been a fan since you

were in the Troubadors.

Rick laughs.
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RICK

Kid, I don’t think you were even

alive when I was in the Troubadors.

(to Fiona)

Seems like they wouldn’t try to

fuck their instruments. Can they

play?

FIONA

I think they’re solid. Saw them at

the Fonda today.

Rick takes an enormous bite of steak.

RICK

Well if they’re so solid then why

didn’t they win?

FIONA

They did an old Edgar Winter song.

RICK

That albino’s music? Rules are

rules, no covers.

John looks at Fiona, pleading.

FIONA

Any way we could give them a second

chance?

She looks at them briefly.

FIONA (CONT’D)

I have a feeling they might be

worth it.

RICK

Tell you what, we were supposed to

have Elton John in the studio

tomorrow but he bailed. Probably

snorting cocaine off some pool

boy’s ass in San Fran. Since we’ve

got the empty slot, you boys wanna

come in and see if you can lay

something down?

JOHN

Definitely!

RICK

Okay well stop by tomorrow. And no

more of that cover crap, you hear

me? Original music only.
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The band nods their understanding, and Fiona leads them

away. Once out of sight Tag grabs John.

TAG

Holy shit dude, we got fucking

studio time!

JOHN

Yeah, we oughtta go get ready-

TAG

No way! We’re celebrating tonight!

JOHN

I don’t know-

FIONA

Oh come on, John. Have one beer.

John grins his assent, and they pile into a booth.

INT. RAINBOW BAR & GRILL - LATER

One beer has become four or five, and John sits in the booth

laughing while Fiona and Tag argue. Simon and Eddie have

moved closer to the stage, heckling the house band loudly.

FIONA

Metal is gonna die out, just like

everything else.

TAG

Oh bullshit.

FIONA

It will!

TAG

We’re living in the future! People

are going to be blasting Poison

forty years from now.

FIONA

They said the same thing about

psychedelic rock. You think anyone

is listening to Janis Joplin right

now?

TAG

Who the fuck is Janis Joplin?
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FIONA

Exactly!

John laughs.

TAG

I gotta go to the bathroom, I can’t

handle this.

Tag exits as Fiona pulls out a cigarette, offering John one.

JOHN

(shaking his head)

I’m not cool enough.

FIONA

(smiling)

Yeah I know I ought to quit.

She lights up.

FIONA (CONT’D)

You as obsessed with all this glam

rock shit as he is?

JOHN

Not really.

FIONA

So how does a guy like you and a

guy like him become friends? He

doesn’t really seem like your type.

John laughs, and smiles as he remembers their history.

JOHN

I don’t know. He’s always been like

my big brother. Caught me trying to

break into this bar he worked at,

Xanadu, ’cus they had these giant

amplifiers and I couldn’t afford to

get one myself. So he catches me,

and instead of calling the cops he

talks to the owner, and gets me a

job working there too.

FIONA

At Xanadu?

John nods.
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FIONA (CONT’D)

Weird name.

JOHN

Yeah, that’s Flint for ya.

FIONA

Flint? Michigan?

JOHN

Yeah.

FIONA

What’s it like out there? Lots of

cows?

John smiles.

JOHN

Lot of people going nowhere,

waiting around to die.

FIONA

Yeah well, there are worse things

in life. That why you left, to make

sure you were going somewhere?

JOHN

I don’t know, I think I just wanted

to get away from my dad, prove to

him that music was more than a

hobby. I was so pissed I haven’t

called home since I left.

FIONA

You should.

JOHN

Yeah, I know.

FIONA

No, I mean, you need to call now.

They’re probably worried sick about

you! Go!

Johns starts to get up.

JOHN

Alright, whatever you say mother

goose.

John heads towards the pay phone in the back, as Fiona

smiles at him and finishes her beer.
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John puts in a few quarters and dials the number.

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - SIMULTANEOUS

Marlene stops cleaning dishes at the sound of the phone

RINGING, and picks up.

MARLENE

Hello?

INTERCUT AS NECESSARY

JOHN

Mom?

MARLENE

John! Oh thank goodness you’re not

dead! We were so worried about you.

JOHN

Ma, I’ve been gone less than a

week.

MARLENE

Well it’s your first time away from

home. And Los Angeles of all

places. John, are you on drugs? You

have to tell your mother if you’re

on drugs.

John buries his head in his hand.

JOHN

No mom, I’m not on drugs.

MARLENE

(stern)

John?

JOHN

I’m not on drugs!

(to himself)

Simon has been doing enough for

everyone.

MARLENE

What was that?

JOHN

Nothing.

John looks over at the table and grins as he sees Fiona

talking and laughing with Simon and Eddie.

(CONTINUED)
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MARLENE

Well I’ve got big news. Susie got

her acceptance letter today!

JOHN

Really?

MARLENE

Yeah, isn’t that exciting?! I’d let

her tell you herself but she

already went to bed, I just

couldn’t wait. They’ve started

sending her housing forms and class

details, it’s a big deal.

John’s face drops with shame as Marlene talks.

JOHN

That’s great.

MARLENE

I know. Hold on one second, dad

wants the phone.

She shakes the phone in front of Earl, who sits at the table

eating pie. He tries to wave it off but Marlene persists.

MARLENE (CONT’D)

(staring at Earl)

He really wants to talk to you. I

love you sweetie.

Earl reluctantly takes the phone.

EARL

So Mom told you about Susie?

JOHN

Yeah.

John covers his face with his hand.

EARL

Listen, I don’t know what happened

with the contest thing, but I could

really use your help back-

JOHN

I gotta go dad, I’ll talk to you

later.

He hangs up quickly, visibly distraught. Earl sighs, handing

the phone back to Marlene.

(CONTINUED)
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EARL

Guess he didn’t wanna talk.

Tag, now sitting at the bar with Charlie, grabs John as he

passes by.

TAG

Hey, you alright?

JOHN

I’m fine.

TAG

Seriously, what’s up?

JOHN

My sister got into college.

TAG

So what’s the problem?

JOHN

I should be at home. Why are we

fucking around out here when-

TAG

Johnny, don’t lose your drive now.

He wraps his arm around John

TAG (CONT’D)

We’re this close to getting a

record deal. You can pay your

sister’s tuition ten times over

when that happens, okay?

John nods.

TAG (CONT’D)

Alright good, now take a bump it’ll

make you feel better.

John breaks away from his grasp.

JOHN

Jesus I don’t want to fucking get

high, Tag.

Tag shrugs, and does a line.

TAG

Suit yourself.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Hey, you remember why you wanted to

come out here in the first place?

To play music? You remember what

music is?

TAG

I don’t know about you man, I’m

just here to have a good time.

JOHN

That’s fucking great.

Fiona comes over to the bar.

FIONA

Hey I think I’m going to head out.

JOHN

You want me to walk you home?

Fiona laughs.

FIONA

I’ve got a car, but thanks anyways.

I’ll see you guys tomorrow, don’t

get too drunk tonight!

JOHN

Bye.

TAG

Bye Fiona.

She waves on her way out, the duo looking after her.

TAG (CONT’D)

I would love to get in her, man.

JOHN

Stay the fuck away from her Tag.

Tag looks at John, amused.

JOHN (CONT’D)

I’m serious. And you better not

fuck it up tomorrow.

John walks back to the table.
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INT. GEFFEN LOBBY - DAY

John, Eddie and Simon enter the giant lobby of Geffen

Records, gazing up at the offices and a life-sized statue of

Cher looming over them. The Intern from before greets them.

INTERN

Hi, welcome to Geffen- Oh shit.

What’re you fuckheads doing here?

SIMON

You know you seem real stressed out

all the time. You oughtta smoke

more weed.

She glares at Simon.

JOHN

We had an appointment for a

recording session. Rick Taylor told

us to come to the studio.

INTERN

(incredulous)

Rick Taylor told you to come by?

JOHN

Eleven AM.

She walks over to the receptionist LINDA.

INTERN (CONT’D)

Linda, who’s scheduled for the

studio today at eleven?

LINDA

Um, it looks like an unnamed band.

Some nobodies I guess.

INTERN

(to herself)

Goddamnit. I hate these guys.

She turns around and walks back to the band.

INTERN (CONT’D)

Well it looks like you do in fact

have an appointment. So if you’ll

just follow me I’ll take you to the

studio-

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Uh, actually we’re still waiting

for our-

Eddie taps John on the shoulder and points outside.

EDDIE

The singer cometh.

Outside the office Tag gets out of a convertible Lamborghini

driven by a HOT BRUNETTE. He makes out with her for an

uncomfortably long time before jogging through the doors.

TAG

What, you didn’t think I was gonna

miss it, did you?

They follow the Intern across the lobby.

SIMON

(to Tag)

You’ve got lipstick on your face.

INT. GEFFEN RECORDING BOOTH - MOMENTS LATER

They enter the booth, a small, soundproofed room full of

audio mixers and other equipment. A glass window separates

them from the recording room, a large carpeted space filled

with amps, mics, a drumset and and a variety of pedals.

RON, the recording engineer, sits at the controls. His

gold-plated successes line the walls.

RON

How’s it going guys? You ready to

lay down something good.

TAG

Hell yeah!

Ron gestures to the recording space.

RON

Have at it.

The band turns towards the window, their mouths hanging open

in anticipation. Kids in a candy store.

They run into the studio and begin setting up gleefully. Ron

laughs while the Intern rolls her eyes and leaves. Ron leans

into the console mic to talk to them.

(CONTINUED)
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RON

Alright, this is a standard setup,

but let me know if you need

anything changed.

John gives him a thumbs up, and pulls out a set of lyrics

and from his pocket, handing them to Tag.

TAG

The Miss Davis song?

JOHN

Think you still know how to read?

TAG

Yeah, I could probably manage that.

Everyone takes their positions.

JOHN

(to Ron)

Alright, we’re ready.

RON

Okay, rolling. You’re hot.

John takes a deep breath, as Eddie begins COUNTING OFF.

INT. GEFFEN RECORDING BOOTH - LATER

The Wolverines are disjointed. Eddie and John play something

from the sixties while Tag screeches away, channeling a

contemporary style.

Ron grimaces, exhausted with trying to find something

usable, until John stops playing.

JOHN

Fuck, Tag!

TAG

What?!

JOHN

Just sing it like I wrote it!

TAG

I am! I’m singing these shitty

lyrics exactly like you wrote!

Fiona and Rick enter the booth, noticing the discord.

(CONTINUED)
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FIONA

(to Ron)

How’re they doing, Ron?

RON

Not great. I can’t figure out what

fucking decade they’re trying to

fit into.

Rick leans down and talks into the mic.

RICK

Gentleman.

John and Tag stop fighting and turn towards the booth.

TAG

Hi Mr. Taylor.

RICK

What seems to be the problem?

JOHN

We’re just having some trouble

being cohesive, is all.

John glares at Tag.

RICK

Why don’t you take it again from

the top.

The band resets and starts playing again. Fiona and Rick

grimace.

RICK (CONT’D)

(to Fiona)

I thought you said these guys could

play?

FIONA

I never said they could write

songs.

They finish as Tag wipes his nose, jonesing.

TAG

I gotta go the bathroom.

JOHN

Yeah go powder you fucking nose!

Rick looks at Fiona.

(CONTINUED)
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FIONA

Give them a bit more time. They

just need to mature a little.

Rick grins and kisses Fiona on her head.

RICK

I’m not sure what a day is gonna

do, kid. But because you were such

a cute baby, alright.

He exits and leaves Fiona in the booth.

EXT. SUNSET STRIP - NIGHT

A VENDOR hands Fiona and John two slices of pizza.

VENDOR

Three bucks.

John checks his wallet to see it’s empty, before Fiona pays.

JOHN

(embarrased)

Oh, thanks.

FIONA

Don’t sweat it. Seems like you

could use it after today.

They start walking down the street.

JOHN

I know. I don’t know why you stood

up for us.

FIONA

It’s my job to protect what could

be great music. And I see something

in you guys.

JOHN

Really?

FIONA

(sarcastic)

No, actually I just wanted to

keeping watching you suffer.

They laugh.

(CONTINUED)
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FIONA

They have pizza back in Flint?

John shakes his head, grinning.

JOHN

You have no idea where that even

is, do you?

FIONA

(teasing)

Yeah, it’s uh, east of the Rockies?

JOHN

You know it’s really not that bad.

I don’t know why everyone here

thinks I lived on a farm.

Fiona raises her eyebrows skeptically.

JOHN (CONT’D)

I mean, it’s no Los Angeles, that’s

for sure. What with your pizza and

your...

He looks to see a flamboyant cross-dressing HOOKER up ahead.

JOHN (CONT’D)

...hookers that may or may not be

men?

Fiona notices too and laughs.

FIONA

Give me a break, you haven’t seen

the real LA.

JOHN

The real LA? We’re walking down the

famous Sunset Strip, I’ve seen Tag

snort his own weight in coke in the

four days he’s been here-

FIONA

That’s not what this city is about.

I mean, yeah this decade has kinda

corrupted music. It’s more about

the glamor and the drugs and the

money, than about the music.

John looks at Fiona skeptically.

(CONTINUED)
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FIONA (CONT’D)

And yes, LA is the apex of that.

But this city still has some of the

best music you’ll ever hear. You

just have to know where to look.

John grins.

FIONA (CONT’D)

You still don’t believe me?

Alright, come on.

She grabs his pizza and dumps it in the trash, taking him by

the hand. She leads him down the street quickly as we hear

the opening to Rory Gallagher’s "BAD PENNY".

JOHN

Where’re we going?

FIONA

To hear someone who knows how to

write a song.

INT. THE MINT - NIGHT

The music grows louder as Fiona and John enter the intimate

club and grab a couple beers, before joining the crowd of

people huddled around the stage.

John stands awestruck as unsung blues hero RORY GALLAGHER,

corduroy jacket and a sweaty mess of flowing hair, struts on

stage. He plays guitar with precise intensity, making faces

and singing so loud his voice blows out the mic.

John smiles at Fiona, who smiles back.

FIONA

You wanna meet him?

JOHN

What?

FIONA

I SAID, YOU WANNA MEET HIM?!

JOHN

YOU KNOW RORY GALLAGHER?!

Fiona laughs and continues dancing.
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INT. THE MINT - LATER

Fiona, John and Rory are seated around a table after the

show, sharing a beer. Rory speaks with a thick Irish accent.

RORY

(to John)

You wanna know how I met her?

FIONA

No, you’re not telling him.

JOHN

Well now I really wanna hear.

FIONA

No!

RORY

Alright, well I’m playing this

show, here in Los Angeles.

Fiona puts her head in her hand, embarrassed.

RORY (CONT’D)

And this girl’s up on some lad’s

shoulders, right in the front row.

So I’m trying to play, but all I

can see is this girl ’cus she’s

waving her hands back and forth and

back and forth, and it’s not that

big a club. And then she starts

yelling, Rory! RORY! I LOVE YOU,

RORY!

John laughs while Fiona shakes her head.

RORY (CONT’D)

So at some lull in between songs I

say back, ’love you too, love’. And

then BAM, she faints. Falls off her

man’s shoulders and hits her head

smack dab on the floor. So after

the show I go out to check on her,

and invite her backstage ’cus I

feel bad, you know. So we talked a

little bit and got along well and

now she just finds me every time I

have a gig here.

FIONA

That’s not true, you invite me

every time!

(CONTINUED)
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RORY

Eh, details my love. I’ve been

here, what, four or five times in

the last five years?

(whispering to John)

And she’s always at the show.

Rory laughs as Fiona slaps him playfully.

FIONA

Oh give me a break.

JOHN

Why do you keep coming back to

places like this? I mean, you could

probably fill stadiums if you

wanted.

RORY

Well I keep asking Fiona to get me

better promotion but she won’t do

it!

He and Fiona laugh.

JOHN

How do live with that. I mean,

you’re one of the best guitarists

on the planet and nobody bats an

eye when you walk down the street.

RORY

Lad, I was just joking.

JOHN

Yeah I know, it’s just...How the

hell am I gonna get enough money

when you can’t even-

Rory leans in.

RORY

If you’re doing it for the money,

you’re doing it for the wrong

reasons. Let me tell you something,

I go back all the time to tour in

Ireland. And it isn’t because

that’s where the money’s to be had.

It’s because I was born there, and

I love it there, and I love playing

for the people there. You’re young,

stop worrying so much about

’making’ it and all that bollocks.

(MORE)
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RORY (cont’d)
Just play. And play what you love.

You understand?

JOHN

Yeah. I do.

RORY

Good. Next time I come around this

god forsaken city we’ll play

together and I’ll see how good you

really are.

FIONA

He’s pretty good.

Rory raises a beer to his lips.

RORY

I’ll believe that when I hear it

with me own two ears.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

John and Fiona walk into the empty apartment. Fiona

carefully inspects the mess of audio equipment and personal

belongings, while John looks through Simon’s bag.

FIONA

Where’s everyone else?

JOHN

I don’t know, I think they went to

a strip club or something.

FIONA

A strip club?

JOHN

Yeah, Tag said he needed the right

mood to write his songs.

INT. STRIP CLUB - SIMULTANEOUS

Tag snorts a line off of a stripper’s bare chest while Simon

and Eddie sit at the table, trying to hide their discomfort.

SIMON

You sure you wanna write here man?

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

It’s perfect! Alright, how’s this

line? "Met this girl..." ah fuck,

what’s a good name?

He turns to the stripper.

TAG (CONT’D)

What’s your name?

STRIPPER

Chastity.

TAG

Chastity! That’s perfect!

He starts scribbling on a piece of paper.

SIMON

(to Eddie)

I don’t think that’s her real name.

A WAITRESS approaches them sternly, noticing the littering

of bottles at their table.

WAITRESS

You guys gonna pay for those

drinks?

TAG

They don’t come with the dance?

INT. STRIP CLUB - LATER

Tag, Eddie and Simon watch as a CUSTOMER follows a STRIPPER

out of a private room, buttoning his pants. The Waitress

hands them a mop.

WAITRESS

Clean it up or we call the cops.

They look at each other in disgust.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - SIMULTANEOUS

John finds what he’s looking for, pulling out Simon’s

almost-empty bag of weed and holding it up to Fiona.

FIONA

I think you guys have a problem.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

You’re telling me.

INT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - LATER

John and Fiona sit on the cot, smoking a joint in the

already-hazy room. Fiona notices John’s bag of records,

flipping through them while John lights up.

FIONA

Oh god, this is embarrassing for

you. It’s cool you haven’t

abandoned vinyl, but Billy Joel?

John smiles and hands her the joint.

JOHN

That one was my mom’s.

FIONA

I bet she’s pretty rad.

JOHN

Yeah, she doesn’t really get what I

listen to. But she tries, which is

more than I can say for my dad. I

don’t know, maybe he’s right. Maybe

it’s a waste of time.

FIONA

Well what do you expect him to say?

Being a musician isn’t what most

parents see for the kids.

JOHN

And yours? They cool with you

blowing your life on music?

Fiona smiles, but only briefly.

FIONA

They’re dead, actually.

John shuts up for a moment.

JOHN

Shit, I’m sorry.

FIONA

It’s alright, it’s been that way

for a while. My mom died when I was

real little, spent most of my life

(MORE)
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FIONA (cont’d)
with my dad. He was the best, used

to take me to concerts, always came

home with these freshly pressed

vinyls and we’d sit around and

listen to them together.

JOHN

Sounds like I would’ve liked him.

Fiona smiles.

FIONA

Yeah you really would’ve. I have

this great memory of us, driving to

some farm near our house in New

York. I was so bored on the way up,

he wouldn’t tell me where we were

going. At some point we ran into

insane traffic and abandoned the

car, and walked the rest of the

way. So he’s got me on his

shoulders, and the first thing I

can see is Richie Havens surrounded

by a hundred thousand people.

JOHN

Your dad took you to Woodstock?

FIONA

Yeah. He took his ten-year-old

daughter to Woodstock.

They laugh.

FIONA (CONT’D)

It was wild.

They make eye contact. It’s just long enough to be awkward.

FIONA

I should probably go before this

gets any weirder.

She laughs and gets up as the rest of the band returns. John

is flustered.

SIMON

Why hello there Fiona.

FIONA

Hey, I was just leaving. I’ll see

you guys at the studio tomorrow.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

Bye.

Fiona leaves as Eddie turns to John.

EDDIE

How did your little conquest go?

John shakes his head.

JOHN

What happened to you guys?

They all look at each other.

TAG & SIMON

Nothing.

EDDIE

Unimaginable suffering.

INT. GEFFEN RECORDING BOOTH - DAY

John, Simon and Eddie are already in the studio setting up

as Tag struts in, pulsing coked-out confidence.

TAG

You guys ready to rip this shit?

JOHN

What’s got you so chipper?

TAG

New song, dickweed.

He hands his lyrics to John, who looks at it brow furrowed.

JOHN

This is my song.

TAG (CONT’D)

Our song. And no offense John, it

rocks a little harder.

JOHN (CONT’D)

What’s all this shit you added

about strippers and guns? What the

fuck did you do-

TAG

Just play the fucking thing. It’s

better.

John plugs in his guitar angrily, glaring at Tag.
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INT. GEFFEN RECORDING BOOTH - LATER

The Wolverines are in the midst of Tag’s shallow Van Halen

knockoff. Ron bobs his head while Rick and a few RECORD

EXECS stand in the back, murmuring approvingly.

Fiona notes John’s expression with worry.

RICK

(to Fiona)

Guess you were right, they don’t

sound half bad.

She smiles unconvincingly, looking back at John. Tag gives a

final screech and lets John take over, who rips into a solo

angrily. The song finishes as Ron leans in to speak.

RON

That was great guys, lets take it

again from just before the solo.

JOHN

What was wrong with my solo?

Simon and Eddie look at one another, sensing trouble.

RON

Uh, nothing. Just wanna get another

take.

They reset and start again, John playing a similar solo.

RON (CONT’D)

Alright great. Let’s try it once

more, maybe a little faster John.

JOHN

What?!

RON

Maybe a little fast-

JOHN

Is this fast enough for you?

John shreds on his guitar sloppily, kicking over an amp in

frustration.

JOHN (CONT’D)

FUCK!

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

Jesus christ John cool it!

JOHN

Fuck you man! You made my song into

a piece of garbage.

TAG

Just do it the way they want!

Tag points through the glass towards the concerned Execs.

JOHN

Maybe if you weren’t coked up all

the time you’d remember playing

fast doesn’t mean playing good!

TAG

Oh this again.

JOHN

Yeah, this again! You’re too fucked

up to realize how shitty we sound.

Tag shakes his head and turns toward the booth.

TAG

Mr. Taylor, would you care to

comment?

Rick steps up to the mic.

RICK

John, this shit will sell. Your

feelings on whether or not it’s

’good’ music aside, I suggest you

follow Ron’s instructions.

TAG

(to John)

Come on, just play it their way.

John shakes his head.

TAG (CONT’D)

Goddamnit John! Look do it or get

the fuck out of here!

EDDIE

Tag, come on.

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

(to Eddie)

No, fuck him! He’s gonna blow this

for us ’cus we won’t play his

outdated hippie crap.

JOHN

Who’s gonna play guitar?

TAG

I’m sure we can find somebody in

this town.

They stare down each other for a moment.

JOHN

Fuck this I’m out of here.

John exits as Fiona races out after him.

INT. GEFFEN HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

FIONA

John, hold on.

JOHN

Leave me alone.

FIONA

I’m sure we can compromise-

John laughs and continues walking.

JOHN

Compromise? No, your uncle just

made it real clear what our role

here actually is.

FIONA

Hey, I stuck my neck out to give

you guys another chance.

JOHN

Well, now you got Tag and his

pandering, faux-metal bullshit. And

that’s what you really want, isn’t

it? Because you’re all about

protecting the music, as long as

it’s not your family making it.

(CONTINUED)
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FIONA

What is this? You being upset about

last night?

JOHN

Give me a fucking break.

He exits as she GRUNTS angrily and returns to the studio.

INT. GEFFEN RECORDING BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Rick approaches her as she enters.

RICK

Fiona, we don’t have time for this.

FIONA

I know.

RICK

Seriously, coked-up singers and

pissy guitarists-

FIONA

I fucked up, okay? They’re gone.

She approaches the band.

TAG

Who’re you getting to replace John?

FIONA

Pack up, you guys are done.

TAG

Woah, you’re not gonna let-

FIONA

The only part of your band with any

real passion just walked out.

Tag clenches his jaw as Eddie and Simon comply, defeatedly.

INT. SMALL ROCK CLUB - DAY

John is back at his favorite watering hole, flipping through

songs on the jukebox. Finally he sees something sentimental

like Billy Joel’s "PIANO MAN", and selects it with a grin.

(CONTINUED)
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He stumbles back to his seat at the bar, noticing a few

DRUNKARDS playing Go Fish at a nearby booth. He smiles and

finishes his beer, looking down into the empty glass as Tag

arrives and stands next to him.

TAG

John, you gotta come back.

JOHN

What happened to ’fuck him’?

TAG

They kicked us out. We need you.

John gets up and starts heading to the exit.

JOHN

I have a feeling our ship has

sailed with Geffen.

TAG

Where’re you going?

JOHN

Back to Flint. Where I belong.

TAG

What about conquering LA? Manifest

destiny?

John laughs and throws his hands up.

JOHN

I can’t believe I listened to that

shit! My dad was right, I should be

at home helping my sister.

He gets in Tag’s face.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Just because you don’t have a

family doesn’t mean you should ask

me to abandon mine.

TAG

(furious)

You wanted to come out here as much

as I did.

JOHN

To sell out? To have to play my

music diluted through your fucking

immaturity?!

(CONTINUED)
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TAG

I’m sorry I changed your song

alright!

JOHN

I’m done with your bullshit.

TAG

John-

JOHN

You’re a shitty friend.

He rushes out as Tag sighs, and the Bartender approaches.

BARTENDER

You gonna pay for him?

He gestures to a littering of empty beers on the bar. Tag

GROANS, knowing he can’t pay.

CHARLIE

We’ve got it.

Charlie and two THUGS enter, tossing some bills on the bar.

TAG

Thanks.

CHARLIE

Quite a tab you’ve racked up with

me. Good thing that record deal is

a lock, right?

Tag smiles nervously as Charlie stares at him. He tries to

bolt but the Thugs grab him, pinning him against the bar.

TAG

I’ll get you what I owe, I swear to

god.

CHARLIE

No, you’re doing this all wrong.

You’re supposed to tell me you

already have it, then try to skip

town.

A Thug punches Tag in the chest, sending him to the ground.
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EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT

John stands near an overpass, trying to hitch a ride. A car

passes without slowing, and he looks after it to see a giant

billboard illuminated overhead.

Tommy, Billy, and their Cronies pose underneath large

lettering: "LOOK OUT FOR THE NEW ALBUM BY THUNDERCUNTS,

WINNERS OF GEFFEN RECORDS’ 1985 NEW TALENT CONTEST!" John

shakes his head in disgust.

EXT. RANDY’S APARTMENT - DAY

Tag sits in the passenger seat of Simon’s car, bruised and

battered, as Eddie packs up the trunk. Tom Petty’s "THE

WAITING" crackles out of the radio, as Simon siphons gas out

of a nearby car.

SIMON

(to Eddie)

Am I doing this right?

He keeps sucking the hose until gasoline runs into his

mouth. He spits it out, SPUTTERING loudly.

EXT. JOHN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The music continues as John gets out of a car, waving thanks

the driver and walking up to his house. Susie runs outside

to hug him.

SUSIE

John!

JOHN

Susaphone!

SUSIE

You gotta tell me everything! I’ve

been so bored here.

JOHN

You know I think I could go for

some of that right now.

They reach the front door, where Marlene and Earl wait.

JOHN

Look dad, you were right-

Without a word Earl steps forward and hugs John tightly..

Surprised, John smiles and hugs him back.
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INT. XANADU - DAY

Tag enters the dark club, a thin layer of dust settled over

everything. He hears a loud CRASH from backstage, and moves

the curtain aside to find Mick sprawled on the ground, a

large soundboard pinning his legs.

Tag removes the board and helps Mick up.

MICK

Look who it is. Didn’t think I’d

ever see you again, what with your

going off the the big city and all.

TAG

Good to see you too Mick.

MICK

Where’s dweedle-dee?

TAG

We split in LA.

MICK

What? You two have been conjoined

since you got him this job-

TAG

I know. I fucked up.

Mick looks around at the ghost of a building.

MICK

Well I’ll tell ya, you picked a

hell of a time to come back.

TAG

You really closing this place?

MICK

Sorry Tag, there just isn’t enough

money in this town. Rock clubs,

like all good things in life, have

their time to die. Lights go out

permanently at the end of the

month.

A light bulb forms over Tag’s head.

TAG

End of the month?

Mick’s brow furrows as Tag grabs the sound board and starts

hooking it up to a record player.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 95.

MICK

Yeah?

TAG

Who’s the biggest band we could get

before then?

MICK

I don’t know. I could call in a few

favors but the receipts wouldn’t be

enough-

TAG

No, we wouldn’t pay them.

MICK

Tag, how the hell are we gonna have

a major headliner if we don’t pay

them?

TAG

It’d be for charity.

MICK

Charity?

Tag finishes and smiles at Mick.

TAG

A scholarship fund.

MICK

How many drugs did you do in LA?

TAG

Come on Mick, we’ve got a lot of

work to do. Any requests?

He gestures at the record player as Mick sighs.

MICK

Something with feeling.

Tag flips through a stack of vinyls and chooses one.

Boston’s "MORE THAN A FEELING" drifts through the room.

MONTAGE - VARIOUS LOCATIONS

The music continues as we quickly move through:

A) Tag and Mick get Xanadu ready for it’s big show, moving

equipment, making calls, and putting up fliers. Simon messes

around backstage, attempting to help.

(CONTINUED)
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B) John works a shift on the GM assembly line, right beside

Earl. John gives him a weak smile, but it quickly fades as

he looks at the clock woefully.

C) Fiona puts a stick of gum in her mouth, listening to

another awful band in another dumpy bar. After a few

unsatisfying chews spits it out and takes out a cigarette.

B) John, Eddie and Earl hang out in John’s garage, drinking

beers and laughing as they work on the Camaro.

D) Marlene picks up the phone in their kitchen, handing it

over to Earl quickly. He listens, brow furrowed.

E) Earl looks on from the hallway as John sits in his room,

guitar in hand, writing music.

END MONTAGE

INT. JOHN’S ROOM - NIGHT

Earl walks into John’s room, a sloppy tribute to the

sixties. Posters of Jimi Hendrix, the Allman Brothers, song

lyrics and various muscle cars adorn the walls.

John notices Earl and tries to hide his writing quickly.

EARL

What’re you doing?

JOHN

Sorry, I was just-

Earl smiles.

EARL

You don’t have to it hide from me.

JOHN

I know, but I know you’re right. I

shouldn’t be spending time on

music. It’s not gonna take me

anywhere.

EARL

Well what if I was wrong?

John looks at him, confused.

EARL (CONT’D)

What happened with you and Tag?

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

I don’t know, I think I finally

figured out why you hated him.

EARL

John, I didn’t hate him. He’s a

loose cannon, but god knows you

lose your parents when you’re eight

you have a right to be.

JOHN

Well I’m sure he’s having a lot of

fun being a loose cannon in LA.

Earl smiles.

EARL

What’re you doing tonight?

EXT. XANADU - NIGHT

John, Susie and their parents approach Xanadu, which has a

large cloth sign reading: "REO SPEEDWAGON COMES TO FLINT!

IT’S FOR CHARITY MOTHERFUCKERS"

INT. XANADU - CONTINUOUS

They enter to see the club packed to the brim, a crowd

streaming past Simon and Eddie collecting entrance fees.

SIMON

Ten dollars to get in!

EDDIE

All proceeds go to the Maddox

Scholarship Fund!

SIMON

It’s for a good cause!

EDDIE

Educating our youth one rock show

at a time!

John looks at Earl.

JOHN

What is all this?

(CONTINUED)
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EARL

Tag called me.

JOHN

Tag?

Earl smiles and nods to the bar, where Tag serves drinks.

John approaches with Susie in tow.

JOHN

(to Tag)

What’d you do?

Tag smiles and continues to serve.

TAG

You know, some people might say

’thank you’ when their friends

raise money for their sister’s

college tuition.

SUSIE

This is all for me?

TAG

Well John there certainly isn’t

college material. Which Maddox did

you think this was for?

John grins and hugs Susie.

JOHN

(to Tag)

Why’d you do it?

TAG

I couldn’t bear the thought of you

on the assembly line all day.

Besides that’s what friends are

for, right?

John leans over the bar.

JOHN

I’m sorry about what I said-

TAG

I’m the one who fucked up man. I

know I get carried away, but it’s

just because you’re the only real

family I’ve got.

Tag pours them a couple shots. They clink and drink.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN

So who’d Mick get lined up to open?

Tag grins and looks at the second story, where Mick leans

into a microphone. His voice blares out as the lights dim.

MICK

Ladies and gentleman! Please give a

warm welcome to our opening band.

From our own Flint, Michigan...The

Wolverines!

The crowd CHEERS as John joins the others on stage.

TAG

(into the mic)

We’re gonna play a song written by

John Maddox. And it’s dedicated to

a very sexy middle school teacher

we once had. Miss Davis, if you’re

out there, we still love you.

JOHN

(to Tag)

The old lyrics?

TAG

Well we can still play some Edgar

Winter if you want.

John smiles as Eddie counts off, and the band launches into

a much smoother version of John’s song.

They finish to uproarious APPLAUSE and WHISTLING, walking

off stage into the audience pit.

TAG

We fucking killed it!

John looks around at the crowd, savoring the moment.

JOHN

Yeah, I think we did.

The lights dim again as the five, silhouetted members of REO

SPEEDWAGON take the stage. The lights come back up as they

rip into their hit "ROLL WITH THE CHANGES", while John,

Simon, Eddie and Tag look on awestruck.
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MONTAGE - VARIOUS LOCATIONS

The music continues as we move through:

A) John, Tag and Simon load the car up once again. John hugs

his family goodbye.

B) John wipes tables at the small LA rock club from before.

He’s invited onto stage after another band finishes, and

sits down to play an acoustic song.

C) Tag hands a beer to a CUSTOMER, grinning at her from

behind the bar of Gazzarri’s.

D) Simon, now sporting his own Jamaican beanie, kisses the

Weed Maiden from behind the counter of the LA head shop.

E) Eddie and Earl work on the Camaro in the garage, laughing

and drinking beer.

F) John examines an envelope containing a Billy Preston

vinyl, while talking on a pay phone.

G) On the other end of the line we see Marlene and Susie

sharing the phone, talking and laughing.

END MONTAGE

INT. SMALL ROCK CLUB - NIGHT

The music continues softly as John finishes his set. He hops

down to slight APPLAUSE, seeing Fiona at one of the tables.

FIONA

Fancy seeing you here.

John smiles as he pulls up a chair next to her.

JOHN

How’d you find me?

FIONA

Wasn’t hard. I heard about this new

guitarist in town, really talented

but stuck about two decades in the

past.

JOHN

I was always sort of an old soul.

Fiona smiles.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHN (CONT’D)

Sorry for the way things fell apart

at Geffen.

FIONA

Yeah, me too. We’re in need of a

session guitarist if you want to

come by tomorrow though.

JOHN

So I’ll have to sit there and play

other people’s trash?

FIONA

And say ’thanks for having me’.

They laugh.

JOHN

Sounds good.

Fiona gets up, looking towards the exit.

FIONA

I’m about to go outside for a

smoke, wanna join?

JOHN

I thought you were trying to quit.

FIONA

Small steps.

John smiles and follows her. We see the Sunset Strip in all

it’s glory as they step outside. A million dreams waiting to

be realized.

FADE OUT.


