BLANK SCREEN

TI TLE: The blues was built in man fromthe beqgi nning. --
WIllie D xon

FADE | N:

EXT. CH CAGO SKYLI NE -- DAY

Est abl i shi ng.

EXT. M CH GAN AVE -- DAY

HARRI SON "FI SH' FI SCHER, (40), wal ks anong a CROAD, hair
unkenpt, needs a shave. Ear buds blast Stevie Ray Vaughan's,
Ti ght Rope fromhis iPod. Fish noves in step with the nusic.

LYRICS: Afraid of ny own shadow in the face of grace, heart
full of darkness. Spotlight on ny face..

Fi sh passes TWD YOUNG WOMVEN in the crowd who stop, turn and
point. Their voices barely AUDI BLE under the LOUD nusi c.

GRL 1
Ch, ny God. That's Fish!

They run, catch up to him stop him smling sweetly. Grl
1 takes a sharpie from her purse.

Fi sh signs her bag.

LYRICS: There was |love all around nme, but | was | ookin' for
revenge. Thank God it never found ne. Wuld have been the
end.

EXT. CAFE RALPH LAUREN -- DAY

LI NDA STONE (38) sips a cappuccino. She's curvy, athletic,
a mxture of white, Asian, and black. Chanel suit, a big
di anond gl eam ng in her perfect cleavage. This woman stops
traffic.

Li nda stands up as Fish arrives. An awkward hesitation,
then a hug.

L1 NDA
Hel | o, Fi sh.
Fl SH
Li nda, you | ook... great.
L1 NDA
Thanks. You | ook... the sane.

They sit. An espresso waiting in front of Fish.

LI NDA ( CONT' D)
| ordered you a double. Figured you'd
be hung over.



Fl SH
How t hought f ul .

Fish downs the coffee |ike a shot of Tequil a.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
So, decided to | oan your inpressionist
collection to The Art Institute? |Is
t hat the occasion?

She takes a deep breath, waits for his eyes, serious.

L1 NDA
Wllie wants to live with you

He stares at his cup, nervous.

LI NDA ( CONT' D)
Tom says the judge will |et himnmake
hi s own choi ces now.

FI SH
(can't believe it)
D d he say why?

L1 NDA
He wants a year with his dad.

FI SH
What' d you tell hinf

L1 NDA
That Tomand | think he's ready to
learn the truth about his father.

He | ooks up now, a flash of anger that fades quickly.

FI SH
Do you throw punches at Tom i ke you
did at me?

LI NDA
Fuck you, Fish. There won't be any
caneras in the court roomthis tine.

If we fight over it, I'll win again
FI SH
You just said it's up to Wllie now
L1 NDA
All I have to do is prove you have a
drug problem How easy woul d that
be?
FI SH

Wth Tomry's noney, you could prove
I'"'ma black fenmal e and a nenber of
the Nazi party.



LI NDA
| didn't cone here to argue about it.

FI SH
You woul dn't have agreed if you thought
| was incoherent half the day. You
know the truth about ne.

LI NDA
Do I? I'"mnot the sane person they
scraped off the floor of that stage,
Fish. Are you? Have you evol ved at
all in twenty years? Look at you

As she points her finger at him nouth open, Linda FREEZES.
FISH S VI SI ON:

Al street traffic STOPS. Falling | eaves swirl in SLOW
MOTI ON, never | andi ng. TWO PEDESTRI ANS approach Fish in
NORVAL MOTI ON. PEDESTRI AN 1 points to the FROZEN Li nda.

PEDESTRI AN 1
She's fuckin' gorgeous. Wat's she
doing with you?

PEDESTRI AN 2
Are you...like, her brother or
somet hi ng?

PEDESTRI AN 1

VWit a mnute. | know you. |'ve seen
you sonewhere.... Didn't you do tile
wor k for ne?

FI SH
Hey, fuck you. Did you see those two
chicks | just signed autographs for?

| could have either one of them or
both at the same tine.

PEDESTRI AN 2
(1 aughi ng)
Oh, right. Like you're still a rock
star. You haven't witten a note of
music in al nost twenty years.

PEDESTRI AN 1
You' re a washed-up, has-been, nobody.

FI SH
You know what, asshole? This is ny
hal uci nati on. | don't have to listen
to you.

Bot h pedestrians now | ook exactly like Fish. He is talking
to TWO COPI ES OF HI MSELF.

PEDESTRI AN 2 AS FI SH
Real | y?



PEDESTRI AN 1 AS FI SH
You sure about that?

PEDESTRI AN 2 AS FI SH
Maybe that's another one your problens.
You don't listen to yourself.

LINDA (V. O.)
Fi sh!

BACK TO SCENE
Li nda waves a stapled wad of papers in front of him

LI NDA ( CONT' D)
Wul d you pay attention, please?

FI SH
OCh, sorry. | just...l thought | knew
t hose guys.

LI NDA

What this stipulation says is that
|"m paying the extra child support
directly to Wllie. [It's for him
not you.

Fl SH
Is that |egal ?

LI NDA
| get himevery third weekend for
t hree days, and all sumer.

Fl SH

He' || be eighteen by next summer.
L1 NDA

If I can't send Toms jet, I'll e-

mail the air tickets.
Fish smles at her, paying no attention to her words.

LI NDA ( CONT' D)
['lIl send a linb for himthree hours
before each flight.

FI SH
It's really too bad you and ne don't
make nusic anynore. You m ght have
actually earned the noney for al
your linmos and jet airplanes instead
of having to marry sone overbearing
pri ck.

LI NDA
| divorced the overbearing prick

She pushes the wad of papers across the table, stands up.



LI NDA ( CONT' D)
Show that to your asshol e | awer,
then sign it.

As she wal ks away:
LI NDA ( CONT' D)
You can still sign your nanme can't
you?
Pedestrians and notorists gawk at Linda as she noves

di agonal |y across Rush Street. Fish is now just another
face in the throng admring her perfect ass.

| NT. ARAGON BALL ROOM -- NI GHT

Tl TLE: Ei ght een years pri or.

Linda's ass, now clad in patched, faded |eather, shakes al
over the stage as she sings into a wreless mc. She and
Fish are younger, long, wild hair. Their BAND surrounds

them SAX, TRUVPET, TROVBONE, PI ANO, DRUMS, BASS, AND TWD
GUI TAR PLAYERS. LI GHTS cone UP and FADE in nyriad COLCRS.

A HUGE CROND roars as the band hits the final notes of a
BLUES TUNE and Fi sh watches Linda nove off stage, the rest
of the players follow ng.

Fish, holding a guitar, waves to the crowd. Hi s voice BOOVS,
fills the hall.

Fl SH
Thank you. Good night.

Pandenmoni um  Feet stonp in unison.

| NT. BACKSTAGE -- N GHT

Fi sh noves toward Linda. All notion SLOA5. The SMOKE and
COLORFUL LI GHTS are SURREAL. The Rolling Stones "Mnkey Man"
PLAYS as waves of LIT LIGHTERS sway in the crowd,

LYRICS: |I'ma fleabit, peanut nonkey. Al ny friends are
junkies. ..

Fi sh watches Linda inject her armw th a hypoderm c needl e.

A ROADI E hands Fi sh anot her needle. O her BAND MEMBERS snort
and shoot drugs. Fish injects hinself. He | eans on Linda as
it hits him bliss for both of them

LYRICS: | amjust a nonkey man. |'mglad you are a nonkey
worman t oo.

PH L HARMON, (30) band manager, long hair, holds his hand up
to the band, all fingers spread, then he points to his watch.
He yells over the ROAR of the crowd, |ips noving SLOMAY,

easy to read:



PHI L
Fi ve m nut es.

The nusi c STOPS. NORMAL MOTI ON r et urns.

PHI L ( CONT' D)
Five mnutes, and we're in the |ino.
Let's go. The jet's waiting. C non,
gi ve them an encore.

The band nmenbers huddl e together, then they nove back on
stage, Linda and Fish | ast.

The crowd ROARS even LOUDER Fi sh | ooks to the Pl ANO PLAYER
Hi s vi si on BLURRY.

A rhythm c ostinato begins at the | ow end of the keyboard.
The horns join in, playing the head to a big band arrangenent
of WIllie D xon's classic tune, |'m Ready.

Fish and Linda tap their feet and sway to the nusic, then
Fish sings. His voice BOOVS.

FI SH
(si ngi ng)
' mready, ready as anybody can be.
' mready, ready as anybody can be.
Now |I''mready for you..
Fi sh and Linda sing together, harnony.
FI SH AND LI NDA
(si ngi ng)
| hope you're ready for ne.

The horn section blasts. Piano keys pounding. The crowd
nmoving with the beat.

Suddenly the horns BLEND into a H GH Pl TCHED RI NG NG

A blank stare on Linda's face as she falls to the stage fl oor.
Fish stares down at her, then crunbles next to her.

Band nenbers, roadies, and Phil conme to help, as the R NG NG
SOUND BLEEDS into the WAIL of an AVBULANCE S| REN

EXT. RACINE AVE -- N GHT

An anbul ance speeds down the street. Lights flashing. Cars
nmovi ng out of the way. The SIREN WAI LI NG

| NT. AMBULANCE -- NI GHT

Spinning red LIGHTS fromthe roof bounce off shiny equi pnent.
A BLI NDI NG WHI TE HALO over all the BODIES in the tight space.
Uni formed MEDI CS push on Linda's chest, insert an | V.

Hands pl ace an oxygen mask over Fish's nouth.



In the WHH TE HAZE, a shinny, black face energes: WLLIE
DI XON, a big man in boxing trunks, gloved hands, sweat

dri ppi ng.
M. D xon shakes his head slowwy. He leans close to Fish.

MR DI XON
You' re one fuckin' stupid, white boy.

Fish's hands pull the mask off his sweaty face.

Fl SH
Did you like ny chart, Wllie? Al
the horns? | knew you would. | knew
it, mn. | didit for you. For you,

baby.

Wiite hands restrain Fish, put the mask back on his face.

FI SH S POV
M. D xon pulls back his gloved right hand and punches.
DARKNESS.

I NT. FISH S APARTMENT -- EVEN NG -- PRESENT DAY

Top floor. Gold Coast. High ceilings. dass facing the

| ake. The decor is Hard Rock Cafe neets frat house. A baby
grand piano. Franed gold record. Photos of Fish with Keith
Ri chards, Bono, Eric O apton, Geg Al mn, Buddy CGuy, Taj
Mahal .

In the big open kitchen, Fish sits at a desk area fashioned
fromthe countertop. He sorts nmail, opens an envel ope, pulls
out a check, throws it on the counter, disappointed.

He types into a laptop initiating a SKYPE CALL. Phil APPEARS
on the screen, now bal d, books on shelves behind himin B. G

PHI L
H, Fish. How are you?

FI SH
Not as rich as the last tine we talked.
VWhat's up with these royalty checks?
They're shrinking as fast as the price
of beer goes up.

PHI L
They been shrinking every quarter for
ei ghteen years. You just noticed?

FI SH
What the fuck? | thought you had
sonme novi e soundtrack lined up



TOM

You get the noney when they do post
pr oducti on.

(beat)
Fi sh, you guys nade a gold record,
but it's not The White Album You
can't live off it for the rest of
your life. WMaybe you need to downsize

a bit.
FI SH
Have you been downsi zing, Phil? O
are you still making nore noney off
me than | ever did?
TOM
G me a break. |1'mjust the m ddl eman

| don't control what songs kids
downl oad these days. And if you need
nmoney, try witing some new music
instead of living of what you did in
another lifetine.

Fish hits a button on the |l aptop and the call ends.

Fl SH
Asshol e.

| NT. SPARE BEDROOM -- MOVENTS LATER

Everything but the bed and desk is packed in boxes stacked
in the hall just outside the door. Fish picks up one of two
remai ni ng boxes, noves it into the hall.

He heads for the last box. It's open. He pulls a book from
i nsi de.

| NSERT BOCK
| Am The Blues. The WIllie D xon Story.
BACK TO SCENE

Fish wal ks to the wi ndow hol di ng the book, |ooks out at the
| ake. A LOWVO CE rings out behind him

MR, DI XON
You naned him after ne.

Fish turns around to face M. Dixon who wears a white tuxedo
and a wde brimed hat. He holds a big, double bass.

MR. DI XON ( CONT' D)
Can the boy play?

M. Dixon runs through a few chords on the bass.

Fl SH
| don't know.



MR, DI XON

So you ain't taught himthe blues?
FI SH

How coul d | ?
MR, DI XON

You his daddy, ain't you? O you
goin' teach himto waste his life
t 00?

Fl SH
You know why | don't play.

MR, DI XON
' Cause you a | azy sack-a-shit?

Fl SH
You want to tal k about me or WIllie?

M. Dixon rests his bass against a wall. He noves closer to
Fish, stares hard, then noves to the wi ndow, staring out.

MR. DI XON
Way you think he's comng here? To
see your pretty |ake view? He wants
to learn it fromhis daddy.

FI SH
| don't know how to be his daddy.
lt'd be different if |I'd been there

fromthe start.
M. Dixon turns, stares hard at Fi sh.

MR, DI XON
You | ove your boy?

Fl SH
O course | do.

MR, DI XON
Then teach himthe blues. He got to
hear it from you.
(enphasi s)
You got to be the bl ues.

FI SH
Ch, gimme a break. The kid's
sevent een. l[t's on him And this is

the twenty first fucking century. He
can be the blues even if his granddaddy
wasn't a sl ave.

Fi sh now turns away, puts the book into the |ast box, closes
it, picks up the box and heads out of the room He turns
back to M. Di xon who stares at him arns crossed.

Fish let's out a deep breath.



10.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
| ' m scar ed.

MR. DI XON
Ain'"t much worth doing in this life
that don't scare you, boy.

I NT. FISH S APARTMENT -- LATER

Fi sh stacks the seal ed boxes in a closet. The DOORBELL RI NGS
Fish hesitates, noves to the door, puts his hand on the knob.
He hesitates again, |ooks through the peephole. In the

hal lway WLLIE is surrounded by | uggage.

Fi sh opens the door.

WLLIE
H , Dad.

An awkwar d pause, then a hug.

FI SH
Jesus, | hardly recognize you

Wllie is over six feet, a |linebacker, but with a rel axed,
gentl e demeanor. Hi s auburn hair touches his shoul ders and
frames a square face, dinpled chin, brown eyes.

W LLIE
Yeah, | guess | kind of grew up a bit
since you | ast saw ne.

FI SH
Doesn't seemlike it's been | ong enough

for that.
Together they ferry the cases into the foyer.

WLLIE
Over a year, Dad. Mmsent ne to
| nterl ochen | ast sumrer, renenber?

Fl SH
Ch, yeah. You know, | wanted to cone
visit you there.

WLLIE
Yeah, well...a |lot of people at that
canp know you, Dad. They didn't think
it was a good idea.

Fl SH
They don't know me. They knew ne.

I NT. WLLIE S BEDROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Fish and WIllie put down the |ast of the |uggage.



11.

FI SH
So, this is your roomnow. Let ne
know i f there's sonething you need.

WLLIE
Looks great. 1'll set up the keyboard
t here.

He points toward the w ndow. Fish points out toward the
[iving room

FI SH
You can use the piano whenever you
want .

WLLIE

Ch, thanks. Umm | guess | need a
key to the front door.

Fl SH
Yeah, right. Here, take mne. |'IlI
get anot her one out of the safe.

Fish pulls a single key on a silver chain fromaround his
neck. He puts it on WIlie's neck. WIllie takes the key
in his hand, stares at it, smles.

W LLI E
Thanks.

Wllie pulls an big manilla envel ope fromthe outside pocket
of a suitcase.

W LLI E (CONT' D)
This is fromthe Galter School. Lot
of stuff to sign. W have a neeting
tonorrow wi th the gui dance counsel or

FI SH
VWhat tine?

W LLI E
Ei ght .

FI SH

I n the norning?
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