“Lost Soul”

By Alex Love

FADE UP TO: 

EXT. DIRT ROAD-DAY

The road is completely empty. Nothing, nobody. The dirt is uneven giving the road a slant. Hills of perfectly green grass cover the sides of the road. It is almost as if there is a gap between gently rolling hill where the road is. The sun shines from the left of the sky giving the dirt road a crimson look to it. This is an ideal place for a young child to grow up. Its nice, doesn’t look like there is a lot of criminal activity. 

Out of nowhere, an old blue pick-up truck comes up the hill. It shakes and rattles as it passes along. The driver’s face can’t be seen. Dirt smears cover up the window where we normally would see his face. The car pulls over to the side and comes completely to a stop. The door opens and the man gets out. We don’t see his face.

EXT. GENTLY ROLLING HILLS-CONTINUOUS

We see an old white house, falling apart of course, in the distance. It’s empty. Nobody has lived here for years. There is an old swing set and jungle gym made of wood in front of the home. This would be a nice place for a young kid to live in. The man walks up towards the house looking around. We still can’t see his face. He walks up onto the porch of the house and knocks on the door. The door falls over sending dust from out of the house. The man just waits for a second, then walks inside. 

FADE TO BLACK

Lost Soul

By Walter Samson

FADE TO:

Chapter One

INT. OFFICE-DAY

Subtitle: 1932

We see the title of the film and the words “By Walter Samson” on a page from a diary. It’s the beginning of a book, started just today. As Walter talks, he writes down every word.





WALTER (V.O.)

My life as a child was complicated. I was mixed up 

in the wrong place. I didn’t like it in old Yellow 

Town. The town was too… blue. I don’t mean the 

color blue, I mean sad blue. One day, the day I 

turned seventeen, I left Yellow Town. That day 

was yesterday. I’ve decided to do something with 

my life, and I want everyone to know about it. I 

want everyone to know every detail. That’s why 

I’m starting this book. My life began when I 

turned seventeen. That day was March 9th, 1932. 

We Walter’s eyes as he begins this book. A little tear streams down his face. 





WALTER (V.O.)

Today was the day my father died. He was a good 

man. He worked the crops when he was a boy and

as a man he worked as a bag boy at a grocery store. 

He never went to school, his parents couldn’t 

afford it. That’s why he was always stuck with 

low-end jobs. He always told me a saying he 

learned from his father… 





WALTER’S FATHER (V.O.)

Life is what you make of it. It is essentially a story 

that you can one day tell you children and grand 

children. What do you want to tell them?





WALTER (V.O.)

I wanted to tell them I had a happy life and I had to 

start somewhere. I had to start work. And I knew I 

could never get a high paying job until I went to 

college, which I couldn’t afford yet.

FADE TO:

EXT. CARNIVAL CIRCUS-NIGHT

WALTER walks up through the gates of the carnival area. He looks around in amazement and those around him look at him with amazement. He’s young and handsome, someone everyone wants to be around. He’s got a warm personality that can fill any room with happiness. Walter walks around looking at everything, taking in the reality that is the carnival circus. In the back of the carnival area is a big red tent with a flag waving at the top. Walter walks past the lion’s cages. He walks over and reaches in to pet one of the lions. 





CARNIVAL GOER



Don’t do that! He’ll bite your hand right off!

The lion licks Walter’s hand. Instantly Walter has a bond with the lion. 





CARNIVAL GOER



Well, I’ll be darned! 





WALTER



Animals tend to like me! A lot of people do.





CARNIVAL GOER



Say kid, what’s your name?





WALTER



Walter Samson. 





CARNIVAL GOER



I’m Pat Terry! 





WALTER



It is a pleasure to meet you!





PAT

I work at a mattress shop. We sell bed mattresses. 

I’m looking for someone to greet the customers, 

and everybody seems to like you! Come work for 

me! I don’t pay much, only ten dollars a month, 

but it is something for a young, handsome man like 

yourself!





WALTER



Well, sure. I do need a job if I’m going to college.





PAT



Ahh… college. Overrated. 





WALTER

But it does get you the big bucks and one day I 

want to buy my wife and children a nice big 

white house with blue shutters and a blue front 

door. Maybe have a tree in the front yard where 

I can build a tree house for my kids.





PAT



Perfect! With you working my shop, I can sell 

twice as many mattresses! 





WALTER



Then maybe you can increase my pay!





PAT



Sure kid, we’ll talk.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROAD-DAY

Pat drives his old convertible with Walter in the passenger seat.




WALTER



Beautiful…





WALTER (V.O.)

And that is how I got my first job greeting 

customers. I just so happened to be pretty good at 

it too. 

CUT TO:

EXT. FIRM BACKS!-DAY

We come up on ‘Firm Backs!’ – the world’s largest mattress store in the country! Many, many customers are walking up and entering the store.

CUT TO:

INT. FIRM BACKS!-CONTINUOUS

The customers continue entering the store. There, in the lobby, is Walter greeting them.





WALTER

Well, hello there! My, aren’t you lovely today! 

You got a great man there! Hey there, scout! 

Looking for a new mattress? What a wonderful 

day, isn’t it? Welcome to Firm Backs! We love 

to make you comfortable.

Walter looks towards us, smiles and winks. We move towards the actual store and see mattresses of all shapes, sizes and colors. Double mattresses, blue mattresses, queen-sized, and even king-sized. 

FADE UP TO:

We see Walter showing off a nice, new mattress to a family of seven.





WALTER

The comfort level is a plush ten and my… it is a 

mighty soft mattress, and yet so firm, keeping your 

back straight and healthy!





WALTER (V.O.)

That’s how I spent the first year of my life. Working 

at Firm Backs! I brought in so much business that 

every week I got a raise. I sold nearly twenty 

thousand dollars worth of mattresses, which is 

currently the record. I ended up making five 

thousand of that and was almost set for college. 

FADE TO BLACK

FADE TO:

EXT. FIRM BACKS!-DAY

Walter and Pat sit against a nice, brand new, shiny, blue convertible. 





PAT



You’d make quite a bit of money if you kept 

working for me.





WALTER



Not everything is about money, you know?





PAT


I know. You sure this what you want to do with 

your life?





WALTER



I’m sure.





PAT



You’d be mighty successful and you already 

have the record.





WALTER

I know, but there are people out there making as 

much money as the value of mattresses I sold in 

a year. I could be making four, maybe five times 

as much as now.





PAT

You’ve never failed to sell a mattress, unless you 

count customers buying a higher-priced mattress 

than what you showed them at first.





WALTER



Pat, this is what I truly want to do. I couldn’t be 

happier.





PAT



Well then, you’ll need a new car.

Walter and Pat turn to look at the car they are sitting on. 

CUT TO:


EXT. ROAD-LATER

Walter is driving off into the sunset in the blue car.





WALTER (V.O.)

I didn’t quite have the six thousand needed for 

college, but I knew where  I could get the rest. 

An old place I once lived at…

Walter drives past a sign that says “Yellow Town.”

FADE TO:

EXT. YELLOW TOWN-DAY

We see the whole town in a single shot. A few general stores and some clothing shops, a hardware store, a diner, the school, and many homes. The town is painted in a blue tint. There is just one little road that enters into Yellow Town and it is the only road through to the end of the town. 

As the blue car enters the town, the blue tint slowly fades to an orange tint, including the car. Walter pulls up and the whole town begins to stare. Walter just smiles back. The town’s spirits are lifted.





WALTER (V.O.)

That day I drove back into town was a turning 

point for them. Their blue shades began turning 

yellow. It started out orange. The whole town 

always knew who I was and everybody seemed to 

like me. But I was here for just one thing.

CUT TO:

INT. BANK-DAY

Walter walks up to the teller’s station. The teller is named SANDY MISSCA. She has golden, red hair that shines in the light coming through the window. 





SANDY



Hello there Mr. Walter Samson! I am Sandy 


Missca. 





WALTER



Hello Ms. Misscula.





SANDY



No, no. Missca!





WALTER



Right Ms. Missica.





SANDY



Gosh darnit, Walter! MISSCA! 





WALTER



Mis-ica?





SANDY



Just call me Mrs. M! How bout that?





WALTER



I thought it was Missca, but Mrs. M is fine by me.





SANDY



What do you want Mr. Samson?





WALTER



I’d like to withdraw my thousand bucks, baby.





SANDY



There is just one small hitch.





WALTER



No there isn’t.





SANDY



Well, there is, actually.

FADE TO:

INT. BANK-DAY

The bank is tinted golden yellow. The place is lively and the bankers are friendlier than ever. Everybody is happy and merry. Then walks in BUCKLEBEE SMITH, the infamous bank robber!





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



Yo ho, yo ho, a pirate’s life for me you golden 

hearted greed feeders!

 As soon as he is finished talking, the whole bank goes blue tinted. 





SANDY



Bucklebee Smith. I’ve heard of you.





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



Yes, I’m sure you have. I am infamous, after all. 





SANDY



They say…





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



Yes, what do they say?





SANDY

They say you robbed Fort Knox with one hand in 

your pocket! They say the government denies it and 

they still haven’t noticed any missing gold. They 

say you escaped being caught during a robbery by 

pulling all your hair out, stripping yourself of most 

of your clothing, and took a coffee cup and some 

dirt, and acted as a bum for a whole year. 





BUCKELBEE SMITH



Wow, great times!





SANDY



So it is true then?





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



I’ll leave that up to you!





SANDY



What business do you have here?

Bucklebee Smith lifts his gun.





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



I’d like to make a withdraw! 

CUT TO:

INT. BANK-DAY

Walter stands there stunned.





WALTER


You have to be kidding me! How?





SANDY



He stuck a pistol in my face and handed me 

a paper bag.





WALTER



So you just gave him the money! My money?





SANDY



He had a pistol in my face!





WALTER



Sandy, Sandy, Sandy…





SANDY



Yes, Mr. Samson?





WALTER



You… my money! I…college…didn’t…please…

no!





SANDY



Sorry. But there is a way you can get your money 

back.

CUT TO:

INT. SALOON-CONTINUOUS

We see Bucklebee Smith sitting in the corner with some pals smoking, drinking, and just having a good time. The waitress comes over and the men begin howling. The doors open to the blue tinted room and in walks Walter. This time, the color tint stays blue. 





WALTER



Bucklebee Smith! This is your unlucky day!

Bucklebee Smith stands up, takes out his pistol, cocks it and aims.





BUCKLEBEE SMITH

This shot is meant for my good pal… Tavern Bill. 

Don’t make me use it on some waste of time, boy.





WALTER



You won’t waste it on me. You’ll waste it on the 

door.

Walter walks straight up to Bucklebee Smith so the gun is directly on his chest. Bucklebee Smith pulls the trigger and the tip of the pistol shoots a bullet out. Walter is unfazed. Instead, the door falls off its hinges with a huge hole in the middle. 





BUCKLEBEE SMITH

How… how’d you do that? That bullet couldn’t 

have missed… unless… unless you moved!

CUT TO:

INT. BANK-LATER

Walter walks into the bank carrying bags full of cash. Sandy smiles.





SANDY



I see you have beat Bucklebee Smith.





WALTER



Yes ma’am, I have as God as my witness. 





SANDY



How’d you do it?





WALTER



Well…

FADE TO:





SANDY



How’d you not get shot? How’d you trick 

him?





WALTER



I didn’t. I moved out of the way.





SANDY



Not possible.





WALTER


Possible. 





SANDY



Well, as a reward you get five hundred extra 

dollars.





WALTER



That isn’t necessary. 





SANDY



Then how about a kiss?

Sandy kisses Walter on the cheek. Walter smiles. The room slowly turns into a golden yellow tint. 





SANDY



The town is yellow again!

CUT TO:

EXT. YELLOW TOWN-CONTINUOUS

The whole town begins rushing out to see the golden light. Bucklebee Smith stands there in the middle, sobbing over his loss to Walter. He is still tinted blue. Everything around him is golden yellow. The town is stunned at what Walter has done. 





SANDY

Well, Walter. You truly were born in Yellow 

Town. You are a legend. Your father was a 

legend too. Your mother was a good woman. 

You, my friend, will be missed with your 

absence. 





WALTER



I have to leave.





SANDY



I know.





WALTER



I’m sorry.





SANDY



Promise me you’ll come back.

Walter silently walks to his car, gets in, and drives off. 





SANDY



Walter, I love you. I always have.

A little tear strolls down Sandy’s face as Walter drives off. 





SANDY



Goodbye, Walter… forever.

FADE TO:

EXT. ROAD-LATER

We Walter on his way to college. A town is only a couple miles away and can be seen from where Walter is.





WALTER (V.O.)

Something was wrong. I felt… funny inside. I 

felt as if I’d made a mistake. Something… it just 

didn’t come to me. I couldn’t figure it out. 

College just felt wrong to me right away.

CUT TO:

INT. O.L. COLLEGE-LATER

Walter walks into the college lobby. It’s full of busy students, jus getting back from summer break. The halls are buzzing with rumors and talk of new students and teachers, and the upcoming school dance.





THE DITZ (O.S.)



I hope Bobby asks me to the dance!

Walter sees the most popular girl in school, known as THE DITZ. She’s medium height, skinny, and blonde-haired. 





WALTER



Excuse me, ma’am, where is the administrator? 





THE DITZ



You new?

The Ditz begins chewing her gum, previously hidden under her tongue. 





WALTER



Why yes, how’d you know?





THE DITZ 



You didn’t know where the administrator was.





WALTER



Oh, right. Good point.

Walter seems star struck. He blushes. 





THE DITZ



Welcome to Q.L.C., Quiero Leer College. 





WALTER



Thank you. Where can I find the administrator?





THE DITZ



Well, stud, you buy me dinner and I just might 

tell you. 





WALTER



I’m sorry, but I believe I’ll have to pass.





THE DITZ



Fifth floor, second room on the right. 





WALTER



Thank you, ma’am.





THE DITZ



Call me the Ditz. 





WALTER



Ms. Ditz, good day. 

Walter walks away.





THE DITZ



Wow, what a guy.

The Ditz walks off smiling.

INT. ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICE-CONTINUOUS

The administrator, DEDE, is very odd looking. She’s very, very skinny except her legs, which are quite fat. She’s short and has a long neck and an oval head with almost square eyes. She writes down notes and keeps track of things as if she had seven hands instead of two. She has three cigarettes in her mouth, therefore the room is filled with a thick fog.





WALTER (O.S.)



Hello?

Walter opens the door and walks in, instantly taken back by the smoke. He begins coughing and gagging as his eyes begin to water.





DEDE



The name is Dede, welcome to Q.L.C. 





WALTER



Thank you.





DEDE



Name?





WALTER



Walter Samson.





DEDE



Cash or check?





WALTER



Cash.





DEDE



Room 147, third floor. Your class list will be 

prepared in there.





WALTER



Uh… thank you?





DEDE



See ya around, old chum.





WALTER



Do you hail from Britain?





DEDE



Yes, now I have work to do.





WALTER



Good day, ma’am.





DEDE



Yep, thank you.

Walter walks out the door. 

INT. ROOM 147-CONTINUOUS

The door opens and Walter walks in. The room is a five-by-five foot square with a bed and a counter complete with a mini-fridge. 





WALTER



Well, this is home.

CUT TO:

Walter is writing in his book again.





WALTER (V.O.)

That first day was magnificent. Seventeen 

different girls, including the popular one known 

as the Ditz asked me to the dance. But still, 

something still felt wrong. It was unexplainable. 

Everyone liked me a lot, even a few guys, which 

was weird. The teachers were all really nice and 

the classes were fine. I even signed up for 

basketball. But yet, nothing was right. 

CUT TO:

INT. BASKETBALL COURT-DAY

The whole team, minus Coach and Walter, is already on the court playing around. MIKE, the team captain, is taking free throw shots. He makes every single one.





MIKE



Yes, I am team Captain. 

JONES, his right-hand man, is always by Mike’s side cheering him on.





JONES



Mike, you the man!





MIKE



Shut up, Jones.





JONES



Ok. 

Walter walks onto the court.





MIKE



What do we have here?





WALTER



Hi, my name is Walter!





MIKE



Is that so, Walt?





WALTER



No, no! It’s Walter! That’s funny!





MIKE



Fine, Walta. 





WALTER



Um… are you just trying to be rude?





MIKE




We have a funnyman, eh?





WALTER



I’m sorry, but what?





MIKE


You trying to be smart with me, boy?





WALTER



Well, I always thought I was smart.





JONES



Thump him, Mikey!





MIKE



That sounds like a good idea. 

The door slam open as the short, bald, plump coach walks in. He walks with almost a waddle.





COACH



My name is Thurman.

THURMAN walks over and takes one look at Mike.





THURMAN



So, you were last year’s team captain?





MIKE



That’s right!





THURMAN



You’re the new captain.

As he says this, he looks at Walter.





WALTER



Me?





THURMAN



What’s your name?





WALTER



Walter Samson.





THURMAN



Walter Samson, congratulations on being new 

team captain.





MIKE



He’s never even seen a basketball in his life!





WALTER



We played hoops in Yellow Town everyday. 





MIKE



Ok. One on one, right here, right now…





WALTER



Coach, ball?

Thurman cracks a smile.





THURMAN



Winner becomes el capitano!





WALTER



Fair enough.





MIKE



Looks like I’m the new capt’n. 





THURMAN



First to five! One pointers, two outside.

Thurman picks up a basketball and tosses it to Mike.





THURMAN



I get the feeling to have a chance, you’ll need 

ball first, little squirt.





MIKE



I am not a little squirt!

Mike takes the ball, dribbles a bit and puts it in between his legs. Instantly Walter snatches up the ball, dribbles up the court and dunks it, nearly breaking the backboard.





THURMAN



One nothing, new kid.





MIKE



Luck!

Mike takes the ball back and checks it to Walter.





MIKE



Check.

Mike takes the ball, dukes out Walter, and takes it up for the dunk. He jumps up, outstretching his hands to dunk when Walter jumps up and snatches the ball away. Mike lands in bewilderment as Walter comes up with a lay up.





THURMAN



Two to nothing, boys!





MIKE



I tripped in mid-air!





WALTER



Fair enough. 

Walter steps all the way back out of bounds. Mike smiles.





MIKE



Bring it on!

Mike runs forward, ready for the dunk, but Walter holds his hand up and as Mike jumps up, the ball ends up in Walter’s hands. Walter then dunks it hard.





WALTER


You trip again?





MIKE



Shut up!





THURMAN



Three to nothing. Mike needs points fast!

Walter takes a few steps away from Mike. Mike dribbles a bit and shoots for two and makes it.





MIKE



I’m back in the game, baby!





WALTER



Check.

Walter checks the ball. He then instantly shoots for two and walks over to Thurman. We don’t see where the ball ends up, but we hear a SWISH as the boys cheer.





THURMAN



That’s game, boys!





WALTER



I believe so.





THURMAN



Nice thinking letting him score to get the ball 

back and win.





WALTER 




Thanks.





MIKE


YOU CHEATED!





WALTER


How?





MIKE



You… you just did, ok?





WALTER



Yes, I cheated. I used my skill, which is unfair 

since you don’t have any.





THURMAN

Listen, Mike, to stay on the team, there will be 

requirements. You must meet them.





MIKE



I can’t believe this!

Jones walks over to Walter.





JONES



Hey man! Nice game! I’m Jones!





WALTER



My name is Walter!

Jones and Walter walk over to the bench as Mike scowls. 

INT. ROOM 147-DAY

Walter is sitting on his bed, eyes wide. He reaches over to the alarm clock on the windowsill just as the ALARM RINGS. He instantly presses the off button and jumps to his feet. He walks over to the mirror and the newly installed sink. 

CUT TO:

Walter is brushing his teeth and humming a pleasant tune to himself.

CUT TO:

Walter stares in the mirror.





WALTER



Hey, how are you? Doing good? Great!

Walter smiles. 





WALTER



I loved today’s lesson, professor!

Walter doesn’t smile this time.





WALTER



Whom I kidding? 





WALTER (V.O.)

So, second day of classes. I wondered how things 

would go after a great first day. But I had already 

made an enemy. Seeing as how I was a year older 

than all in my class, I was very intimidating, 

even to my professors.

INT. CLASSROOM-LATER

Walter sits in class, the only one fully sitting up with the utmost respect. He is interested in every word. The professor continues on with his lecture.





WALTER (V.O.)

After the first week, all but Mike loved me. We 

began playing basketball games in my second 

week of school. First we were up against Texas 

Rohan Spa Mountain.

CUT TO:

INT. BASKETBALL COURT-NIGHT

We see the clock. There is five seconds left in the game as Walter dribbles up and dunks the ball. The BUZZER RINGS. We see the scoreboard that states Q.L.C. being the home team. Home team wins 47-96. 





WALTER



YES!





THURMAN (O.S.)



Wow! 

Thurman walks over to Walter.





THURMAN



You done it, kid! You scored all 96 points in the 

game!





WALTER



I know!


Thurman and Walter walk off towards the locker rooms. 






MIKE (O.S.)



This isn’t good.

We see Mike scowling. 





MIKE



You’ve taken my fortune and glory, Walt. This 

isn’t good for you at all.

INT. ROOM 147-CONTINUOUS

Mike breaks in while Walter is out. He carries a huge box of powdered soap. He looks around for areas to plant the soap. 





WALTER (V.O.)

Mike had big plans for me that night and in a 

way, I was glad he did what he did.

Mike pours some soap in the sink and on top of mini-fridge. Mike then pours some on the windowsill. Finally he takes the rest of the soap and plants it under the bed.





MIKE



Operation Grand Shower begins.

Mike walks off laughing to himself.

CUT TO:

Walter walks in, still sweaty having not taken a shower.





WALTER (V.O.)

I had a record setting ninety-six points that game 

and boy, was I tired. So I decided to go straight to 

sleep.





MIKE (O.S.)



Well, well, well. What do we have here? A 

soapy Walt?

INT. VENTILATION ROOM-CONTINUOUS

Mike walks over to a water tank and flips a few switches.

CUT TO:

INT. ROOM 147-CONTINUOUS

Water begins shooting out of the newly installed sink. At first Walter doesn’t notice.

CUT TO:

The water is up to the bed and soap covers the room all over. Soap on the walls, blinds, doors, mini-fridge, everything except the bed and Walter. Walter rolls over and falls off the bed into the pool of soap. He instantly jumps up, scarred stiff. 





WALTER



What’s going on?

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAYS-CONTINUOUS

Mike walks up to the door and knocks twice, but the knock almost begins echoing. THE HALLS RUMBLE. Mike begins to get scarred. Passerby’s stare in disbelief. 





MIKE



Uh… Walter?

The door slams off the hinges into Mike, throwing him into the wall. Water and soapsuds pour into the hallway, filling it almost like a pool. Walter continues out and nearly collides with Mike.





WALTER



Mike, what have you done?!





MIKE



It was an accident?

CUT TO:

INT. STAIRWAY-CONTINUOUS

The door is pushed open by the water, pouring out and propelling Walter and Mike down the stairs. They collide into the rail and hang on for dear life. 





WALTER



WHY?





MIKE

Walter, listen, I’m sorry. I felt threatened by you! 

What can I say? You are a handsome, charming 

guy who can get any girl he wants! You are 

intimidating. 





WALTER



I know! I hate it!





MIKE



Why?





WALTER

The most interesting people don’t want to be my 

friends for that exact reason. Only the boring 

people aren’t intimidated. 





MIKE



Listen, I truly am sorry. I’ve ruined your college 

experience.





WALTER



What are you talking about? This is a great 

adventure!

Walter smiles and lets go. The water sends him down the stairway and through a doorway.





MIKE



WALTER! Thanks.

Mike sighs and lets go, and ends up taking the same path as Walter.

CUT TO:

EXT. Q.L.C.-DAY

Walter and Mike walk out of the college carrying suitcases.





WALTER (V.O.)

The two of us decided that college may have not 

been right for us. We were meant for bigger 

things. What those bigger things were, we didn’t 

know.

CUT TO;

EXT. OUTSIDE THEATER-DAY

Walter and Mike walk past the theater and stop. They look at the wall and see a poster advertising a movie called “Glen or Glenda.” Edward Wood Jr. directs the film and instantly Walter and Mike are fascinated. They walk to the ticket booth and buy a ticket.





WALTER (V.O.)





We knew what we wanted to do in life! We 

wanted to be filmmakers!

INT. THEATER-CONTINUOUS

The film is playing on screen to a packed audience. On screen we see stock footage of cars on a freeway.





NARRATOR (V.O.)

The world is a strange place to live in. All 

those cars. All going someplace.





WALTER



All carrying humans, which are carrying out 

their lives!

The crowd BOOS except Walter and Mike.

CUT TO:

The lights come up as the movie ends and Walter and Mike are all that are left. Their jaws are wide open.





MIKE



The motion picture!





WALTER



We have to write a script!





MIKE



I have an idea!

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM-DAY

Walter sits at a typewriter while Mike speaks to him.





MIKE



Its called Gone With The Wind!

CUT TO:





MIKE



The male lead is named Rhett Butler!





WALTER



I always liked girls named Scarlett.





MIKE 



Scarlett O’Hara!





WALTER



I like!





MIKE



This will be the most beloved motion picture 

of all time!

CUT TO:





MIKE



And Rhett says… “Frankly, my dear, I don’t 

give a damn!”





WALTER



Can you say that in movies?





MIKE



We’re going to find out.

CUT TO:





WALTER

How about “No, I don't think I will kiss you, 

although you need kissing, badly. That's what's 

wrong with you! You should be kissed and 

often, and by someone who knows how.”





MIKE



Tacky, too tacky.





WALTER



Sorry, I already wrote it!

FADE TO:

We see the title page.

“Gone With The Wind”

Written By

Walter Samson 

&

Michael Dawm





WALTER (V.O.)

So we had written our first script! It was over 

three hundred pages long and it was spectacular! 

What we didn’t understand was that’d translate to 

a near three hundred minute movie. That’s five 

hours long! It’d have to be released in two separate 

volumes! Volume 1 being one hundred eleven 

minutes long and Volume 2 being nearly one 

hundred twenty-seven minutes. The rest would be 

left on what us movie men called the cutting room 

floor. 

CUT TO:

INT. WARNER BROS. STUDIO OFFICE-DAY

Walter and Mike are in the room sitting in two comfortable chairs, painted in a burgundy color. The whole room is burgundy and is therefore called ‘The Burgundy Room.’ MARTY, the CEO of Warner Bros., sits across from Walter and Mike. Walter and Mike each have a copy of their script in their hands.





MARTY



So boys, whatta we have here?





WALTER

Well, sir, we have a script that essentially is a love 

story! It will eventually become the highest money 

making movie of all time!





MARTY

A love story? Those kind of movies don’t make 

money! Think of any piece of junk film like 

‘Glen or Glenda!’





MIKE



Well, we love ‘Glen or Glenda!’





WALTER



In fact, it somehow inspired us to write this 

script!





MARTY

Listen, boys! We don’t make love stories! We 

make action, sci-fi, horror films! We are in the 

process of buying a property called Dracula with 

Bela Legossi poised to star, but those morons at 

Universal are trying to buy us out!





MIKE



But sir…





MARTY



Listen, I’ll make you a deal!





WALTER



Thank you, sir! You won’t regret letting us make…





MARTY

We have a struggling writer working for us. I want 

her to write a book based on your script, we’ll sell 

it and then see how it does! If it makes a fair 

amount of money, your script will be made and 

yadda yadda yada! Get the picture?





MIKE



How much are you offering?





MARTY



Oh, a hundred. 





WALTER

Dollars? Well, that isn’t much, but it wasn’t hard to 

write! So I’m sure we can make it! I also want to 

eventually do a movie on the struggling life of 

Edward D. Wood Jr.!





MARTY

Who in the fuzzy monkey family would see that 

piece of junk film! Any movie with the mention of 

Edward D. Wood Jr. is a pile of stink! You listen to 

me! You are young, impressionable! Don’t get 

mixed up in the wrong things! Ed Wood is nothing 

but a man who likes to wear women’s 

undergarments and angora sweaters! You hear me? 

That’s it! He is a fraud and shames the whole film 

community! Anybody who will give him money to 

make a film we’ll one day be face to face with the 

devil himself! Do I make myself clear?





WALTER



Why do you wish to crush our dreams, sir?





MIKE

We want to be good filmmakers and just like Ed 

Wood, you’ll have a couple of turkeys…





WALTER



…before you make it in Hollywood!





MIKE



And we understand that!





WALTER



Completely!





MIKE


But…





WALTER



We have a good feeling on this!





MIKE



A good feeling!





WALTER



That’s right, Marty! 





MARTY

I don’t! Unless it sells as a book, I’ll be 

unemployed before you get that picture made here 

at Warner Bros.!





WALTER



Maybe so! It might takes ten years…





MIKE



But this is our dream and we will conquer it!

Mike and Walter stand up tall, Mike throws his script at Marty and the two men walk out.





MARTY



Fools…

Marty begins looking at the script. He flips through a few pages.





MARTY

Wait a minute! They just gave me the script, for 

no money! I’ll just change a few names and this 

will be the greatest movie ever made!

Marty begins reading through.





WALTER (V.O.)

Eventually in 1938, production began on our 

script. We weren’t even credited as writers. Marty 

paid some writers a small fee to put their name on 

the script. Clark Gable starred in the film and it 

was a success, making over one hundred million 

dollars! It was beloved by many, many people for 

years. But after that one meeting, I gave up my 

hopes for making films.





MARTY



Frankly, my dear, I don’t give a… THAT MUST 

BE CHANGED!

CUT TO:

INT. BAR-NIGHT

We see Walter and Mike each drinking a shot glass of scotch.





WALTER



I’m fed up with the movie business!





MIKE



What do you mean? One day, and one interview!





WALTER



So what?





MIKE



We’re doing pretty well considering how new we 

are.





WALTER



So what! He rejected the greatest movie of all time.





MIKE



Then he wants his studio to fail!





WALTER



It will.





MIKE

I’m going home and starting a new script! I call 

it Casablanca! Want to write it with me?





WALTER



No, it’s no good.





MIKE



Fine. I’ll see you later!

Mike gets up angry, pays for his drinks, and stomps out the door.





WALTER



Casablanca? Like anyone will ever buy that junk!

Walter sinks his head onto the bar and looks around. Then he spots somebody in the corner of the bar. His area is completely black and white, but just that area. The man blows a puff of smoke out of his mouth and then lights another cigarette. The bartender comes over and gives him another Rum and Coke.





WALTER



Edward D. Wood Jr.!

It is indeed ED WOOD.





WALTER



Mr. Wood!

Walter hops up and rushes over to Ed’s table.





ED



Hey, kid. Do I know ya?





WALTER



No. I’m Walter Samson.





ED



Call me Ed.





WALTER



Yes, Ed. I’m a big fan!





ED



My movies stink!





WALTER



Your first film, “Glen or Glenda” inspired me!





ED



How so, kid?





WALTER



I wrote a script called Gone With The Wind.





ED

I heard about that. Yes, some guy over at Warner 

Bros. Signed his name as the writer on that script 

and they plan to make it soon.





WALTER



He never bought our script!





ED



Is that so, kid?





WALTER



Well, Mike… he got mad and threw the script at 

him!





ED

Why’d he throw a script? It would do no good. 

Maybe a lamp or something would of hurt 

Marty.





WALTER


It’s three hundred pages.





ED



Yes, that could kill him.





WALTER



Why do you make movies, Ed? I feel I’m losing 

my passion!





ED

Because I’ve been fascinated with them since I was 

a kid! I use to work as a gardener for movie sets! 

That’s how I got my first interview!





WALTER



I’m giving up. Filmmaking isn’t what I’m meant 

for!





ED

You sure, kid? I would give you a job! I know a 

way to get money for my new film, “Plan 9 From 

Outerspace!”





WALTER



Really!





ED



As a producer!





WALTER



What do I have to do?

CUT TO:

EXT. BANK-NIGHT

Walter and Ed walk up to the bank.





ED


Just break in, get the money, break out!





WALTER



Wow, that’s how you finance all your films?





ED



Yes, sir! Finest money in the world!





WALTER



I guess…

Walter walks up to the bank and tries to open it. Ed picks up a rock and throws it at the glass door and breaks the door.





WALTER


Well that works.

Suddenly an ALARM goes off and the cops pull right up.





ED



Bye, Walt!

Ed runs off.





POLICE OFFICER (O.S.)



You! By the door, or lack there of!





WALTER



Hello! 

JIM, a police officer, walks over to Walter.





JIM



Just what do you think you are doing there, 

squirt?





WALTER



Ed Wood asked me to get some money for his 

new movie.





JIM



The ‘Glenda’ guy?





WALTER



Exactly. 







JIM



Ed Wood, you say?





WALTER



Yes, sir! Finest filmmaker in the business.





JIM



Sure, we have had problems with him.





WALTER



Oh, is he going to jail?





JIM



I’m sorry, kid.





WALTER



He tried to make me rob the bank and pin the 

crime on me!





JIM



I truly am sorry, kid!





WALTER



Trickery and deceit!





JIM



Sorry, kid!





WALTER


I’m going home.

Walter begins walking away, sulking, upset. 





WALTER (V.O.)

I was truly hurt. I went home, said goodbye to 

Mike and got my things. I set out to go home to 

Yellow Town and become a salesman there. I 

wanted to see Sandy again! I missed her. I wanted 

to marry her and start a family! I’d save up and 

one day buy that dream home! I white home with 

blue shutters and blue doors. Maybe have a 

sycamore tree out front with a wooden swing. 

That was the dream for me. I would one day have 

just that.

FADE TO: 

EXT. DIRT ROAD-DAY

We see Walter driving down the dirt road as earlier in the story. He is in an old pick up truck, driving along. There isn’t a town or anyone around for miles. No resting places, gas stations, or most importantly, water.





WALTER (V.O.)

I realized what was wrong before. I was too 

likeable. Nobody gave me any respect because I 

was easy and people loved using me. My one time 

idol, Edward Wood Jr., taught me that. So, while I 

was grateful, I decided to teach old Wood a lesson. 

I stole his pick up truck. And now I was on my 

way back to Yellow Town to see the girl I was 

always in love with. Sandy. I missed her and was 

ashamed it took me all this time to figure it out. 

CUT TO:

An old blue pick-up truck comes up the hill. It shakes and rattles as it passes along. The driver’s face can’t be seen. Dirt smears cover up the window where we normally would see his face. The car pulls over to the side and comes completely to a stop. The door opens and the man gets out. We don’t see his face.





WALTER (V.O.)

You see, the thing with love and the people you 

love is that you never really know why you love 

them. You just do. You will never understand it, 

but the thing is, you are already fascinated with 

being and love and it is too late to do anything 

about it. The fact that you don’t know what it is 

you are in love with is romantic, exciting, and 

scary. And personally, I wouldn’t have it any 

other way. 

EXT. GENTLY ROLLING HILLS-CONTINUOUS

We see an old white house with blue doors and shutters, falling apart of course, in the distance. It’s empty. Nobody has lived here for years. There is an old swing set and jungle gym made of wood in front of the home. This would be a nice place for a young kid to live in. 





WALTER (V.O.)

I knew I wanted to marry Sandy and I knew I’d 

have to find a nice white house with blue doors 

and blue shutters. And I had found it. I wouldn’t 

even need to pay for it. It was abandoned, empty, 

lost. How a beautiful house was just abandoned 

astounded me. I knew I’d have to fix it up, so I 

first took some wood, made a fence around the 

property and then put a sign up.

The man walks up towards the house looking around. We still can’t see his face. He walks up onto the porch of the house and knocks on the door. The door falls over sending dust from out of the house. The man just waits for a second, then walks inside.

CUT TO:

We see a small, beaten up fence around the house. It has a sign on it saying:

PROPERTY OF WALTER SAMSON

Walter in the background looks satisfied as he walks off to his car.





WALTER (V.O.)



The easy part was done. I had a home. But now I 

needed a wife to put in the home.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRT ROAD-LATER

The old pick up truck is driving down the road, on its way to pick up supplies.

CUT TO:

Now the truck is going in the opposite direction, the back of the trunk filled with wood, paint buckets, and other supplies.

CUT TO:

EXT. SAMSON HOME-DAY

The home is still beat up. Walter walks up with all of his supplies in the back of the truck behind him. 

FADE TO:

The home is now standing up and not falling apart. The wood is missing from the back of the truck.

FADE TO:

The house suddenly sparkles white as Walter finishes painting the blue door.

FADE TO:

Walter stands in front of his prized house, now standing tall and shiny. It truly is the dream home of the thirties. 





WALTER



One more task to go.

EXT. OUTSIDE YELLOW TOWN-LATER

We can see the town, glowing goldenly, in the distance. The moon is coming out and shining giving the town an almost magical look. There is one dirt road leading into the town and a pick up truck is on its way. 

EXT. YELLOW TOWN-NIGHT

Sandy is just locking up the bank when a pick up truck pulls up behind her.





WALTER



Sandy…





SANDY



Walter! You came back! I wasn’t expecting you.





WALTER



I wasn’t expecting to come back.





SANDY



What happened to college?





WALTER 

I realized that I didn’t need a job that pays a lot 

of money to be happy, I just need to be home 

around the people that matter to me. 





SANDY



Am I one of those people?

Sandy smiles as Walter hugs her tightly.





WALTER (V.O.)

And that’s how I finally got the girl of my 

dreams. The person that really mattered the 

most.

CUT TO:

Sandy and Walter are all packed up with their bags and possessions in the back of the pick up truck. They smile, kiss, and begin driving to their new home.





WALTER (V.O.)

Getting the girl that is right for you is never hard 

for anyone, unless you screw up. It’s getting the 

other girls that show you who you really love is 

what’s hard.

FADE TO BLACK

Chapter 2

FADE TO:

EXT. SAMSON HOME-DAY

Subtitle: 1940

It’s a New Year and a new day. The kids are playing in the field while Walter and his lovely wife, Sandy, sit on the front porch in rocking chairs, sipping on tea and talking.





WALTER (V.O.)

We got married in the spring of nineteen 

thirty-four and had our first son, Sam, one year 

later. 

We see SAM, age four, chasing his little brother around, making scary faces and amusing him. 





WALTER (V.O.)



Two years later, we had Sean.

SEAN, age two, is the kid Sam has been chasing all this time. 





WALTER (V.O.)



And just last spring, we had our baby daughter, 

Julia.

We see a crib by the door. CRYING ensues and Sandy gets up, belly round, and walks over to play with ten-month old baby JULIA, who she holds up high and proud.





WALTER (V.O.)



We’re expecting another one at the end of the 

spring.





SAM



Argh! I’m going to eat you little Sean!





SEAN



Daddy, Daddy! Make him stop!





WALTER



Stop it Sam. He’s two years younger than you.





SAM



So?





WALTER



So maybe he isn’t ready for people eating 

monsters.





SAM



Fine!

Sam begins chasing Sean again.





SAM



I’m going to take your blanket!





SEAN



No!

Sean runs into the backyard, followed by Sam. Walter gets up and walks over to Sandy and their newborn baby. As he stares at Julia, he puts his hand against Sandy’s stomach, smiles and kisses Sandy.





SANDY



Julia isn’t doing to well.





WALTER


What do you mean?





SANDY

She still has this cough. Its been bothering her 

for four months now. I know you took her to the 

doctor and he said it was all right, but things can 

worsen over time. And you took her to the doctor 

three months ago. 





WALTER



Ok, I’ll take her into town tomorrow to see 

Doctor Graham. 





SANDY



Thank you!

Sandy kisses Walter on the lips and walks inside. Walter walks back over to his chair and sits down. He sips on some tea and takes his journal out of his pocket, along with a pen. As he flips to a new page, we notice the thousands of pages taken up. Soon, he’ll have to get another journal. He begins writing profusely. 





WALTER (V.O.)

My newborn baby, Julia, was indeed sick. I 

worried about her and my wife, for she was quite 

upset. Sam and Sean were getting along well I 

supposed and they didn’t fight too often. They 

weren’t your average set of brothers. They cared 

for each other and cared for anything around them. 

They never fell into some flowers, knocked over a 

plant, they even wouldn’t go fishing with me by 

the creek a couple miles down the road one day. 

They were humanitarians, the first of their kind.

Sandy comes running out.





SANDY



Walter! Come here!

Walter drops his journal and pen and rushes inside.

INT. JULIA’S BEDROOM-CONTINUOUS

Julia is in her upstairs crib, coughing up blood quickly. There is now a great puddle filling the crib and soon Julia will be drowning in her own blood.





SANDY (O.S.)



Oh Julia!

They run into the room, panicking immediately. 





WALTER



Oh my God.

Walter rushes over to Julia and lifts her up.





WALTER



We’re going to see the doctor.

EXT. OUTSIDE HOME-CONTINUOUS

Walter rushes to the car and gets inside with Julia. Sandy rushes outside.





SANDY



Boys, come on! 

The boys rush out of the backyard and hear the COUGHING immediately. 





SAM



Julia?

The boys hop into the back of the truck as Sandy gets inside. The car roars to life and speeds off toward the road. 

FADE TO:

INT. YELLOW TOWN HOSPITAL-LATER

The tint of the hospital is blue as DOCTOR GRAHAM walks down the hall looking at a chart. The doors burst open and the whole Samson family bursts in. 





WALTER



It’s Julia.





GRAHAM



Oh my sweet Lord!





SANDY



Can you do anything?

Graham takes the baby.





GRAHAM



We have an emergency!

Nurses and doctors rush out with a gurney to see it’s a baby and they instantly take her into the emergency room. Graham runs into the room with the baby and nurses while Sandy and Walter are left out.





SANDY



Is my baby going to be ok?





WALTER



Doctor Graham!





SANDY



JULIA! JULIA!

The sounds of CRYING and COUGHING abruptly stop. 





GRAHAM (O.S.)



We’re losing her! We’re losing her!

Sam and Sean just stand there by their parents side, worried. 




 
SAM



Dad, is Julia going to be ok?





WALTER



I don’t know.





WALTER (V.O.)

The night was a painful one for all of us. It was 

filled with heartbreak and crying for all of us.

Doctor Graham comes out of the emergency room and begins talking to the Samson family, or what’s left of them.





WALTER (V.O.)

Doctor Graham tried best he could to save Julia, 

but by the time we got to the hospital, it was too 

late. She was as good as dead. Nothing left, all 

gone. She had some kind of rare disease that 

was potentially deadly, but for the most part 

harmless. Some kind of vein or muscle had been 

ripped around her heart and lungs, causing the 

blood to be coughed up. She died from the loss 

of blood.

Sandy falls into Walter’s arms, CRYING. Sam and Sean go over to a set of seats and sit down in bewilderment and surprise. Walter just stands there, holding Sandy as tight as he can. He almost shows no emotion for his heart has been broken beyond belief. 

FADE TO:

EXT. SAMSON HOUSE-NIGHT

The pick up truck comes pulling in and once it comes to a complete stop. Sam and Sean hop out of the back of the truck and walk inside. Sandra gets out, stumbling a bit, still in disbelief. As Walter gets out, she begins her way across to the door. Walter helps her up the steps with her baby being trapped in her stomach. 

CUT TO:

Walter walks out and sits on rocking chair. He picks his journal and pen up off the ground and begins writing.





WALTER (V.O.)

My wife never fully recovered from our loss. 

Our children were stunned. They couldn’t belief 

that their newborn sister had died so young. They 

never thought it to be possible. I was worried 

about us all. A new chapter had begun in our life 

and I was worried we wouldn’t know how to deal 

with it, make the wrong choices. 

FADE TO:

Subtitle: December 7th, 1941

It is now early morning. The sun shines brightly. Sam, now six, and Sean, now four, are running around, calmly playing. They aren’t as wild or happy as before. Everything is sort of… slow. Walter is on the porch, writing.





WALTER (V.O.) 

Our daughter Felicia, who is now one year and 

nine months old, began talking in sentences 

today. Granted, they weren’t complete sentences 

and all, but they were sentences. She has asked 

for all kinds of food… cookies, crackers, and 

even some carrots. And then there was something 

else. An attack by the Japanese on Pearl Harbor, 

the biggest hit the United States had ever taken, 

actually, it was the only hit.

CUT TO:

Subtitle: Next Day

Sandy rushes out with FELICIA, one and three quarter years old. 





SANDY

Walter! The President is about to make a 

speech. The Japanese have bombed Pearl 

Harbor, everything is confirmed.





WALTER



What?! Why didn’t I hear about this?

The boys instantly stop playing upon hearing their mother’s words. 





SAM



What happened?





SANDY



I don’t know… the President will hopefully 

inform us.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM-LATER

The room is nice. It’s got pictures of the family and extended family on the mantle place and there is a small TV in the corner by the fireplace. Next to the couch is a table with a radio. The whole family is sitting on the couch, listening intently. 





PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT (V.O.)

I ask that the Congress declare that since the 

unprovoked and dastardly attack by Japan on 

Sunday, Dec. 7, a state of war has existed between 

the United States and the Japanese empire. 

Walter leans over and turns the radio off.





SANDY



Well, it could be worse.





WALTER



How could it be worse?





SANDY



Well…





WALTER

We can no longer afford to send our kids to 

school and if the war lasts long enough, they 

might be in it.





SANDY



Listen Walter, we’ll figure school out.





WALTER



How! I just got fired!





SANDY



Walter! Can we talk in the kitchen?

INT. KITCHEN-CONTINUOUS

Sandy and Walter walk into the kitchen alone. Walter leans against the counter while Sandy stands up perfectly straight.





SANDY

First, don’t talk about money problems in front of 

the kids. They worry enough as it is and now with 

the war and all…





WALTER



I don’t lie to my kids.





SANDY



And neither do I, but I don’t have to tell them 

everything, right?





WALTER



Fine.





SANDY



Why didn’t you tell me about getting fired?





WALTER



Cause I didn’t want to worry you.





SANDY



I can appreciate that, but honey, you have to tell me 

these things!





WALTER



I’m sorry. Its just… I’m a failure to you, to our 

kids… even to me.





SANDY



Look at me, Walter. Never say that again. Ok?





WALTER



Its true, isn’t it?





SANDY



You haven’t failed me yet.

Walter looks deep into Sandy’s eyes, realizing the truth. He hasn’t failed her… yet. 

FADE TO:

EXT. SAMSON HOME-DAY

Sandy walks out of the house and over to the mailbox. She opens the mailbox and looks inside. She pulls out a small pile of mail. She starts going through them – bill, bill, bill, then something interesting. It is addressed to Walter and has a US Army postage stamp.





SANDY



Oh no!

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN-LATER

Walter sets the letter down onto the counter. He looks up at Sandy.





WALTER



I’ve been enlisted. 

DRUM MARCHING BEGINS IN THE BACKGROUND.

CUT TO:

INT. PLANE-NIGHT

MUSIC STRIKES UP LOUD. FINSTER, another soldier, is sitting next to Walter, deep in conversation. Walter is only pretending to listen, but looks amazingly interested.





FINSTER



I know! It was just so funny!





WALTER



Really? What happened next?





FINSTER

Then, he took his toothbrush, tied some floss 

around it, and chased the Mexican up the 

street shouting ‘Yie Ik Ah!’ 





WALTER



That’s funny!

Walter mockingly laughs as if it is the funniest thing he’s ever heard. Finster really is laughing cause it is the funniest thing he’s ever said.





FINSTER



I know!

A green light flashes. GIN, their captain, stands up and opens the jump door.





GIN



Come on, ladies! Jump time!

Walter nods his head to Finster, stands and runs through the jump doorway. 

FADE TO:

INT. CHINESE ARMORY-LATER

Walter walks through the doorway, dropping his chute behind him. He walks in, pulls out his handgun, and cocks the hammer back. Slowly, his feet creep forward as his head turns back and forth, on the lookout. More like on the prowl. The excitement is building up now and Walter begins moving quicker and quicker. He passes by walls of guns and a few cannons. He even passes a shelf of assorted swords, knives, and other blades. 

Walter begins moving at a run towards the other end of the room, where another doorway is. A samurai, WANG, walks in. Wang sees Walter and pulls out his samurai sword. Walter slips the gun in his holster and grabs a samurai sword off the wall. The two of them begin walking in a circle around and imaginary pole. 





WANG



YIE IK AH!

Walter gives a half smile has the two run towards each other and smash their blade against each other’s. Walter swings below Wang and stabs his sword through Wang’s middle. 





WANG


I will see you in the after life!

Walter begins to walk away.





WALTER



Cheesy samurai cliches. 

Walter walks through the all-important doorway. 

EXT. BOAT-NIGHT

Walter has walked out onto the deck of a boat. He takes his backpack off and pulls out a box. We some bizarre buttons and wires. Walter presses a few and tosses them towards the steam stacks. Walter begins running to the edge of the boat and dives off into the water. The box blows up into a huge explosion. The steam stacks begin cracking at the base and fall over, crushing the rest of the ship. The boat blows into a million splinters. 

CUT TO:

EXT. DEEP BLUE OCEAN-CONTINUOUS

Walter smiles and begins swimming towards shore with a smile on his face. 

FADE TO:

EXT. MOUNTAINS-DAY

MUSIC BEGINS SWELLING UP IN MELODRAMATIC FORM. Walter, a little bloodied and bruised, is walking home through the mountains. He falls to his knees, raising his hands up and crying for help.

FADE TO:

EXT. DIRT ROAD-DAY

Walter is walking down the dirt road, covered in dust, bruises, and blood. He has his arm out giving the hitchhiker sign. A car comes speeding down the road and doesn’t even slow down for Walter.

FADE TO:

EXT. SAMSON-HOME

Subtitle: One Year Later

Walter walks down the dirt road towards what is now an old beat up house. The shutters are falling off, the door is gone, windows shattered, paint peeling. 





WALTER (V.O.)



I spent one year escaping the army only to come 

home to nothing.

Walter begins running towards the house. He walks through the doorway. Silence… dead silence.





WALTER (O.S.)



NO! NO! SANDY!





WALTER (V.O.)



Sandy was dead… my boys… gone. I was alone. 

By myself… on my own.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. YELLOW TOWN-DAY

The town is once again painted gold. There is a happy smile on every member of the Yellow Town community. In walks Walter and the tint suddenly goes blue. Everybody stares at Walter, realizing he was once thought to be dead. Walter walks to the old bank where Sandy use to work. Bucklebee Smith walks up behind him.





BUCKLEBEE SMITH



That’s right, Walt.

We see the sign on the bank. 

‘BUCKLEBEE SAVINGS AND LOAN’

Bucklebee chuckles to himself. 





WALTER



I know who you really are.





BUCKLEBEE



What do you mean?





WALTER



Before you became Bucklebee.





BUCKLEBEE


Excuse me?





WALTER


Bill Winnfield. I know now.





BILL 



How’d you find out about that?





WALTER

You came up with the idea for Bucklebee cause 

you were allergic to bees and you made belt 

buckles at the time. Smith was from John Smith, 

a random name commonly associated with 

criminals.





BILL



Tell me now! How’d you find out?





WALTER



Sandy told me a few years ago.





BILL



So you know about me and her?





WALTER



I know how you killed her. 





BILL


Oh, yes. That. 

Bill pulls out a gun. He cocks the hammer back and holds it sideways towards Walter.





WALTER



You won’t shoot me.





BILL



I own this town!





WALTER



Is that so?





BILL



Yes, I’m the man!





WALTER



You’d shoot me by now if you wanted to 

shoot me.





BILL



Are you trying to play mind games with me?





WALTER



Aren’t you a smart chicken dumpling in a 

bucket.





BILL



What?





WALTER



Nevermind. 

Bill fires a shot at Walter and misses.





WALTER



I thought we already played this game.

Suddenly Walter has the gun and Bill has empty hands.





BILL



How’d… you… do… that?





WALTER



Magic.

Walter pulls the trigger. The bullet enters Bill’s chest knocking him backwards.





WALTER



Good-bye, Bill.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. HOME-DAY

Walter walks in. 

Subtitle: Las Vegas, Nevada

The home is kind of cozy. It’s empty, white walls, a few windows. The kitchen is small, but good enough for a single guy.





WALTER 



Welcome home. 





WALTER (V.O.)

And here I was. Home. Well, not really home. I 

lost my wife and children thanks to war, lost the 

home I spent years making and fixing up. I lost 

it all. In one year, I went from a man with 

everything to a man with nothing. It was the 

biggest blow my life would ever take. I cried 

every night for three years, then it just stopped. 

I felt nothing. I was empty. I was dried up. I 

missed my life. I was now a fugitive without the 

running part. I could be locked away forever and 

I risked it all for what? For nothing…

FADE TO BLACK

The room is now filled up. There is a small color TV in the corner of the living room with a couch and a chair on corners forming a triangle between the TV, couch, and chair. There is a whole wall filled with pictures of his kids and wife, and many other people he once knew. There is a bed just to the left of the living room in front of the kitchen, which is filled with food and junk. 

Walter gets up out of the bed and walks over to a record player by the couch. He takes a record out and begins playing it. It is some sappy TRAGIC LOVE SONG THAT PLAYS. Walter is obviously drunk. He walks over to the kitchen area and takes the top off a bottle of scotch. He lifts the bottle to his mouth and drinks down the rest of the bottle’s contents. 





WALTER (V.O.)

At this point, I was a lost soul. I had nothing. 

Well, I had a home, a place of living. That was 

it. One day I looked in the mirror and asked 

myself what was I doing with my life? That’s 

when I decided what I wanted to do with my 

life.

FADE TO:

We see Walter sitting in his chair watching ‘Gone With The Wind.’





WALTER



I wrote that movie! I wrote that movie!

Walter suddenly goes into awe. 





WALTER (V.O.)

That’s when I realized I was a good writer. I 

could write a good book! It would be fantastic! 

CUT TO:

We see Walter sitting on the couch with a table in front of him. A brand spanking-new typewriter is on the table. Next to the typewriter is a pile of blank paper and a pile of pages, upon pages, upon pages of story.





WALTER (V.O.)

And then Nicky said, “Want to stay a little 

longer?” Then Maria said, “Ok. Why not? 

Maybe a little longer. How about all night?” 

And then Nicky replied, “Sure.”

We zoom in on the title page.

“Lost Soul”

By Walter Samson





WALTER (V.O.)



It was all based on personal experiences.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN-DAY

FLASHBACK… We see Walter sitting at the counter. He watches as NICKY and MARIA flirt.





NICKY



Want to stay a little longer?





MARIA



Ok. Why not? Maybe a little longer. How 

about all night?





NICKY



Sure.

CUT TO:

INT. WALTER’S HOME-DAY

Walter takes a freshly typed page out of the typewriter and carefully sets it down in the stack of typed up pages.





WALTER



Fantastic!

FADE TO:





WALTER (V.O.)



And then he fell down the stairs!

FADE TO:





WALTER (V.O.)



And then he wrote ‘Gone With The Wind!’

FADE TO:





WALTER (V.O.)



The school was strange.

FADE TO:





WALTER (V.O.)



He was a great basketball player!

FADE TO:

We now see a stack of 1,226 pages.





WALTER (V.O.)



I finished my book. And then I sent it to 32 

publishers.

MONTAGE:

1) PUBLISHER 1 laughs and throws the manuscript in Walter’s face.

2) PUBLISHER 2 laughs and suddenly has a heart attack. He falls out of his chair when Walter leans over to see if he is ok.

3) PUBLISHER 3 looks serious and bewildered.

4) PUBLISHER 4 cries.

5) PUBLISHER 5 takes the manuscript and tosses it through the window, shattering it to pieces.

6) PUBLISHER 6 takes the manuscript and tosses it in the trashcan.

7) Walter sighs and shakes his head in disgust as PUBLISHER 7 rolls on the floor laughing.

INT. CAR-DAY

Walter is driving home after seeing all 32 publishers in New York.





WALTER (V.O.)

I drove to New York and visited all 32 

available publishers. Nobody wanted to 

publish my book. 

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET-CONTINUOUS

We see an old beat up car, Walter’s car, driving down the street. He gets to the end of the frame when another car slams into Walter’s car.

CUT TO BLACK

1948 – New York





WALTER (V.O.)

After that car crash, I instantly went into a 

coma. I broke my collarbone, four ribs, my 

arms, and my legs. Funnily enough, it was 

Barry Follows, one of the most famous movie 

stars of our time.

MONTAGE:

1) We see a wall of posters for the new Barry Follows flick, “Euros United!”

2) BARRY FOLLOWS is walking down the red carpet at the premiere of another one of his movies, “WALKER – The Unauthorized Biography!” 

3) Barry Follows is in a store promoting his new book “Depp Blow”

4) Barry walks up a stairway at the Academy Awards, accepting an award for his new film, “Bowlers Cola Akklaimers”

5) Barry sits in the back of his car smoking a cigarette and drinking a bottle of booze.

6) We see Barry being handcuffed while another cop looks at a box of beer. 

7) We see a tabloid headline: BARRY FOLLOWS ARRESTED FOR MAKING BEER IN CAR!

FADE TO BLACK

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM-DAY

WALTER’S POV:

Walter’s eyes slowly open as he stares at the ceiling. Its white, a soothing white. Suddenly Walter feels better. Walter begins to sit up. The nurse, LIZA, walks in.





LIZA



Oh Walter! You are ok!

She obviously has a New York accent.





LIZA



It’s been a few years.





WALTER



What happened?

FADE TO BLACK

INT. HOSPITAL-DAY

Walter is now in a wheel chair as he is recuperating. Liza, rolls him down the hall past the check out desk. The clerk smiles and waves.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE HOSPITAL-CONTINUOUS

The press is gathered like a mob scene outside, but nice and quiet. They are apparently waiting for someone to be exited out of the hospital. Suddenly, the doors open and Walter walks out in a nice, tidy business suit – a new man. 





WALTER (V.O.)


It seems that while I was in a coma, I became a 

huge celebrity because of Barry Follows. And 

he was a gold mine.

The press is now going nuts over Walter. They are asking question upon question. Walter just sits there and smiles.





WALTER



I will be suing Barry Follows and I am going 

to show him…





WALTER (V.O.)

What was I going to show him? Truthfully? I 

never finished that sentence. I just shook my head 

and walked away.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. LAW OFFICES-DAY

Walter is sitting on the waiting couch reading a magazine called “Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous.” On the cover is a nice picture of Walter smiling with a few missing teeth. The headline is “Poor Man Soon To Be Rich.”





WALTER (V.O.)

With all the money Mr. Follows had to send to 

my bank account over the next few years, I 

became rich. I soon had over a million dollars in 

my pocket and I truly was happy. But at the time 

I had become money hungry and wasn’t done 

yet.

DICK YELLOW walks in with a huge smile on his face.





DICK



Hey, hey! You sure are rich! Would you like to 

go for more?





WALTER 



Yes, sir!

Walter gets up.

MONTAGE:

1) Walter sits in a bank vault. Behind him are miles and miles of cash.

2) Walter sits in a brand new office with a marble desk and a brand spanking new typewriter. He has on a fancy business suit and a clean smile. 

3) Barry Follows walks down the red carpet of his new movie “Grandma Got Run Over By My Bug!” The press all has magazines with him on the cover along with Walter and the feud between them. Barry grimaces.

4) Walter walks down the hall of a brand new corporation, “Samsonite Suitcases.”

5) Barry walks down the street and looks as everybody is reading Walter’s new book, “Lost Soul.”

6) A paper hits the screen with the headline, “Lost Soul #1 Paperback Book!”

7) Barry walks into a bookstore and sees his book on the ground while everyone else reads Walter’s book.

8) Walter begins typing his new book.

9) A judge slams his gavel. 

INT. COURTROOM-DAY

Walter walks in to the courtroom with a smile on his face. But soon it is wiped away by the appearance of Barry, who still has a hangover from the night before. The Judge, RAY, is disgusted.





RAY



We are going to start a little late due to Barry’s 

bad breath.

The press, who is off to the left, burst into LAUGHTER. Barry shakes his head.

CUT TO:

Dick walks through the courtroom. He shakes his head. 





DICK


We have eyewitnesses, cop reports, everything. 

Barry Follows was not only drunk, but he was 

speeding in the middle of the day when he hit 

my client, Mr. Samson.





BARRY




I was drunk, but he still ran a red light! I should 

be charged with a D.U.I.





RAY



Would you plead guilty?





BARRY



Yes, sir.





RAY

Ok, I sentence you to a hundred dollar fine and 

three months without a license. And in the matter 

of Samson versus Follows, I award Samson one 

million dollars. Good luck making that kind of 

cash back with your dying career, Mr. Follows. 





BARRY 



What!





RAY


You were being sued, not tried for any crime. I 

can’t just throw it out. Well, I can. But there was 

no proof and they have a pretty good statement.





BARRY



I’ll kill you!





WALTER

But everyone loves me! You’ll be hanged! And 

they haven’t hung anyone for thirty years!

Barry jumps from his seat and rushes over to Walter and begins choking him.





BARRY



Die you little punk!

Walter is choking, but opens his briefcase and pulls out a script.





WALTER


I’d like to offer you a movie role!

Barry suddenly stops.





BARRY



Really?





WALTER



I always loved your movies!





BARRY



Thanks, man!





WALTER



Yes, please, can you get off me now?





RAY



Wow, what a day. 

CUT TO:

MONTAGE:

1) Walter hands Barry the script.

2) Barry is in a leather suit dancing in front of a camera. Walter snaps pictures up.

3) We see a poster for “Dance, Dance, Dance Revolution” Starring Barry Follows.

4) Walter is behind the film camera giving directions and then Barry begins dancing. 

INT. STUDIO LOT-DAY

Walter is on the phone with some major media executive. Sweat is pouring down Walter’s face – intensity in his eyes. He is obviously upset about something.





WALTER 





I need twenty-six dancers! Not four! 

Pause.





WALTER



Is that so? You’d do that to me! Shut me down 

with one day to go?

Barry walks over to Walter, he has a curious look on his face.





BARRY



Walter? Everything ok?





WALTER



What do you want? Oh! Barry, my man! Sorry!





BARRY



What’s wrong?





WALTER



Listen to me you little rat…





BARRY



Excuse me?





WALTER



No, not you!





BARRY



Better not be me!





WALTER

Ok, listen. If you give me ten dancers, we can 

call this argument quits. Deal?





BARRY



We have a problem.





WALTER



What?





BARRY



Um.. the set caught fire.

Walter turns around and sees the set of a bar, complete with dance floor and karaoke stage, burning in flames. 





WALTER



What happened?





BARRY



Well, I lit a small cigarette and… whoosh! Flames!





WALTER



You lit a cigarette? 





BARRY



Well… I tripped. 





WALTER



You tripped?





BARRY



Unfortunately. 





WALTER



That set you burnt down cost three hundred 

thousand dollars!





BARRY



I’ll pay for it.





WALTER

Today was the last day of shooting and if we 

screw up… the whole movie is canned!





BARRY

Listen, Walt! I’ll fully finance the rest of the film 

and distribute it myself! I’m a big star! I have 

power here in Hollywood, I can get it made!





WALTER

You are the worst actor ever! I only offered you 

the part so that you wouldn’t kill me! The part 

was originally for Orson Welles! 





BARRY



Are you serious?





WALTER

Yes! I hate your guts! You are a superficial, 

drunk, smoking moron who has only money and 

nothing else! No substance!

Barry looks down, almost gone to tears. He begins his slow dissent out of the building. The doors open up, the sunshine bleeding through as Barry exits. Walter turns to see the burning set.





WALTER



I’m finished!

CUT TO:

EXT. OCEAN-DAY

We see an old yacht out on the big blue sea. The side of the boat says “Follows S.O.S.” Barry walks out on the deck and looks off in the distance. He sees the coast of Florida. A nice, sandy beach filled with patrons looking for a nice breeze and some sunshine. 





BARRY



Goodbye everyone.





WALTER (V.O.)

So there you have it. That was my foray into 

film. Well, second time I guess. And I took a 

major leading star and drove him away. 

FADE TO:

INT. MOVIE THEATER-DAY

We see a wall of posters for “Dance, Dance, Dance Revolution.”





WALTER (V.O.)

After Barry’s disappearance, studios were 

ready to buy what was filmed up. It became a 

huge hit and opened at number one at the box 

office. But that didn’t matter to me. My 

temporary happiness was fuelled by greed and 

money and fame and that wasn’t what I wanted. 

FADE TO:

EXT. YELLOW TOWN-DAY

The town is still golden yellow. It shines vibrantly and every building looks brand new. Its as if the town had a face lift since last time Walter was here. Everybody seems happy now, true happiness.





WALTER (V.O.)

This is what I truly wanted. Real happiness. I 

loved my home and realized it was the place for 

me to be for the rest of my life. I would live here 

forever. I just… I missed it so much that it drove 

me insane. I sold my suitcase company and 

didn’t even want the cash. So I donated it to the 

poor and even a little to the war cause. I didn’t 

like seeing people dead on the news. It was 

upsetting. 

A car begins driving through the newly paved road. Walter slowly drives the car, smiling as he enters the town. All the girls stare as he slowly makes his way through town. He even passes the theater where posters of his newest film are painted across the wall. MUSIC SWELLS UP. 





MAYOR (O.S.)



Welcome back, Walter!





GIRL (O.S.)



WALTER! How ya doin sugar?

Walter gives a little half smile. Then he slowly begins slowing down.





WALTER



Wow.

Walter sees SCARLETT. She is beautiful, gorgeous, smart, and witty. She is just walking down the sidewalk wearing a blue shirt with a blue matching skirt. 





WALTER (V.O.)



Right then and there, I was smitten with Scarlett.





WALTER



Scarlett.





WALTER (V.O.)

She was perfect. I didn’t even need to talk to her 

to know what her name would be. She was 

gorgeous and smart. She was funny and beautiful. 

She was… herself.

FADE TO:

INT. BOOKSTORE-LATER

Scarlett is in the romance section of the store. She pulls out a good novel for herself and flips to the first page, scanning to see if it is any good. It isn’t, so she puts it back on the shelf and keeps searching. She realizes she doesn’t want a romance novel so she begins into the mystery section. She selects a good novel, flips to the first page and becomes intrigued. 

Walter comes up next to her and pulls a book off the shelf. He begins reading it while Scarlett flips through her book. Walter gives her a quick, childish glance. She smiles and blushes. 





SCARLETT



I’m Scarlett.





WALTER



Beautiful name, Scarlett. I’m Walter.

We can no longer hear what they are saying, but we hear Walter’s voice over.





WALTER (V.O.)

Scarlett. She was wonderful. We talked about 

everything. Books, movies, music, places, events, 

things, shopping, kids, parks, nature, flowers, 

animals, life and she was as amazing as I had 

hoped. We talked for hours and I began to learn 

more and more about her. It was a match made in 

heaven. And I knew this is what Sandy would 

want me to do. So I asked her out.

FADE TO:

INT. ROOM-DAY

We see Walter standing in front of a blank canvas. 





WALTER (V.O.)

I always loved expressing my emotions through 

pictures. Moving pictures, and now paintings. I 

loved painting right away. I painted things 

around me. I used greens, blues, reds, purples, 

pinks, oranges, yellows. I thought my paintings 

were beautiful. They were beautiful like Scarlett.

CUT TO:

INT. LA MONZ-NIGHT

We see Walter and Scarlett at a table, talking.





WALTER (V.O.)



It took four dates before I realized she was the 

one.





SCARLETT



So you paint?





WALTER



Well, I just recently started. I find it calming, 

relaxing, soothing. 





SCARLETT



I sing for those same reasons.





WALTER



You sing?





SCARLETT



A little bit. I’m not great or anything, but it 

is relaxing.





WALTER



Wow. Can you sing something right now?





SCARLETT



I… well… I mostly sing in the shower. I’m… kind 

of embarrassed. 





WALTER



I probably would be too.





SCARLETT



Have you ever… painted anyone?





WALTER



Not yet.

Suddenly you can see a warmth in Scarlett’s eyes. 

INT. BEDROOM-LATER

Scarlett stands in front of Walter, who has a canvas and some paints in front of him. Scarlett slowly removes her dress for Walter and sits down on the bed.

FADE TO:

Walter is painting profusely. 

FADE TO:

We Scarlett from the waist up laying back with one hand covering her breast. 

FADE TO:

Walter paints more and more. He’s determined.

FADE TO:

We see the same pose of Scarlett with one hand across her breast.

FADE TO:

Scarlett gets up and walks over to the finished painting. It is an exact replica of her pose from earlier. She begins putting on her dress again while Walter watches on. Scarlett finishes and looks back at him. She walks over and kisses him. Walter takes Scarlett in his arms and kisses her back. 

FADE OUT

CHAPTER 3

“A New Beginning For Us All”

1950
INT. ART MUSEUM-DAY

We see the painting of Scarlett with one arm across her breast.

CUT TO:

We see a painting of the sun painted blue and green with a pink background.

CUT TO:

We see a painting of a nude Scarlett on a balcony overlooking a small town while drinking a glass of wine.

CUT TO:

We see a picture of Walter’s old house.

CUT TO:

We see a picture of Sandy.

CUT TO:

Scarlett, now pregnant, walks over to an older Walter. He is now thirty-five. Scarlett is twenty-nine, six years younger than Walter. We see a wedding band on her ring finger, same with Walter. They aren’t quite married, but engaged.





SCARLETT



I love you.





WALTER



I love you too.

They embrace. Walter looks at Scarlett’s belly. He rubs it softly, smoothly, gently. 





SCARLETT



Congratulations.

Scarlett waves to a waiter who brings over a bottle of wine and two glasses. We see a banner over the front door.

WALTER SAMSON – MASTER PAINTER

The doors open up and people begin filing in. 

FADE TO:

People are happy. They admire Walter’s work with passion. It seems as if everyone is having a good time. Waiters walk around with glasses of champagne and Walter, along with Scarlett, sit in the corner on a burgundy, leather couch. Suddenly she looks stunned, breathing heavily.





SCARLETT



Walter…





WALTER



Yes, honey?





SCARLETT



It’s time.





WALTER



What? Now? 





SCARLETT



Yes.





WALTER



I’ll go get the car!

Walter gets up, rushing to the door.





SCARLETT



I want to be married first!





WALTER



What?





SCARLETT


BABY… COMING… MARRIAGE… NOW!





WALTER



Ok. Christ.

Walter rushes out the door.

CUT TO:


EXT. STREET-CONTINUOUS

We see the car rushing down the street.

INT. CAR-CONTINUOUS

Walter is driving, speeding. Scarlett is SCREAMING, crying.





WALTER



Just breath!





SCARLETT



Shut up!





WALTER



Breath, honey!





SCARLETT



You shut up! You’ve never experienced pain!





WALTER



Do you need some water? I’ll pull over?





SCARLETT



SHUT UP!





WALTER



Sorry!

INT. CITY HALL-CONTINUOUS

Walter runs through the doors, Scarlett in his arms.

CUT TO:

The Priest finishes what he is saying.





PRIEST



You may kiss the bride!

Scarlett briefly kisses him.





SCARLETT



NOW GET MOVING!

CUT TO:

EXT. HOSPITAL-LATER

The car pulls up in front of the emergency room. The door opens and Walter gets out. He runs over to the other side where Scarlett is already getting out. He lifts her up in his arm and rushes inside.

FADE TO:

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM-DAY

Subtitle: 19 hours later…

A doctor hands Scarlett her beautiful, baby girl. EMILY, a nurse, takes Scarlett’s left hand in hers.





EMILY



It’s a girl.

Walter stands in amazement.





SCARLETT





Monica.





EMILY



Excuse me?





SCARLETT



Her name is Monica.

Walter walks over by Scarlett’s side. Scarlett hands Walter his brand new baby girl.





WALTER

I’ve been wanting a daughter all my life. I had 

one. And I lost her. You… I will never let you 

go.





WALTER (V.O.)



The sad thing was I wasn’t ready to have a child.

Scarlett looks up at Walter.





WALTER (V.O.)

I was still somewhat young. I had venture into 

writing movies, and making them, sports, regular 

jobs, and even painting. But I wasn’t done just 

yet. I was about to venture into something more 

poetic.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMSON HOME-DAY

MONICA is SCREAMING as Scarlett tries cradling her. Walter is writing on paper, spinning his hands as he recites his own poem.





WALTER

The daisies were yellow;
And there was a blue fellow.

Sunshine spread about;

Laughter stopped in mid-shout.





SCARLETT



Can you help with the baby?





WALTER



Honey, I’m on a role.

CUT TO:

INT. BOOKSTORE-DAY

We see Walter at a table signing books. We see a wall of shelves, almost empty, except for one copy of Walter’s book.

Lost Soul

A New Book of Poetry 

Based Upon “Lost Soul”

By Walter Samson

A kid runs up and snatches it off the shelf. He runs to the end of an enormous line of people waiting to get an autograph from the famous Walter Samson.

FADE TO BLACK





SCARLETT (O.C.)



I’m leaving.





WALTER (O.C.)



What? No…





SCARLETT (O.C.)

You’ve been so freaking busy with your books, 

your poetry, which sucks, to take notice of me 

and your daughter. Your daughter! You must 

be insane. I mean… I thought you loved me? 

But that doesn’t matter. What matters now is 

her. And you’ve basically proven you don’t 

love her.





WALTER (O.C.)



Please…





SCARLETT (O.C.)



Why should I stay?





WALTER (O.C.)




For love.





SCARLETT (O.C.)

You know, you were an old flame of mine? But 

that flame as been blown out by you. You’ve lost 

it. You are basically having a mid-life crisis, but 

you are supposed to have those mid-life.





WALTER (O.C.)

Please stay. I’d be lost without you. You are what 

keeps me tied down and stops me from floating 

into the sky.





SCARLETT (O.C.)



Oh cut the phony poetry crap.





WALTER (O.C.)

Please… honey. I really mean this. I love you. 

Don’t take Monica away. I’ve lost people before.





SCARLETT (O.C.)



Then you should have done something not to 

lose us.





WALTER (O.C.)



One last chance is all I ask.





SCARLETT (O.C.)



Good-bye.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM-DAY

The door slams SHUT and Walter stands there speechless. 

FADE TO BLACK

MONTAGE BEAUTIFUL SCENERY





WALTER (V.O.)




(singing)

Oh I realize the best part of love 
Is the thinnest lace 
That it don't come for much 
But I'm not letting go 
I believe this too much to believe in 
So lift your eyes if you feel you can 
Reach for a star and I'll show you a plan 
I'd figure it out 
What I needed was so one to show me 
You know you can't fool me 
I'd been loving you too long 
It started so easy 
You want to carry on (carry on) 
(Now I) Lost in love and I don't know much 
Cause to thinking about, and felt out of touch 
But I'm back on my feet, and eager to be what 
you wanted 

FADE TO BLACK

SUBTITLE: 7 Years Later





MONICA (O.C.)



Mommy, mommy! It’s Daddy!





SCARLETT (O.C.)



What?

FADE TO:

INT. SCARLETT’S HOME-DAY

Scarlett is holding Monica’s shoulders as the two look out the window where Walter is holding a beautiful, handful of flowers. He smiles a half smile. Scarlett pushes Monica out of the room.





SCARLETT



Go to your bedroom for a bit. Ok?





MONICA



Ok, mommy!

Monica scoots on up the stairs. Scarlett opens the door.





WALTER



Scarlett.





SCARLETT



Walter.





WALTER


You look lovely.





SCARLETT



What do you want?





WALTER



I want to be a family again.





SCARLETT



Why? Why?





WALTER

Its something I’ve always wanted. I spent my life 

thinking about what didn’t really matter. 

Basketball, movies, art, poetry, photography, 

music, everything. It took me forever to realize 

what mattered and I’m sorry. I truly am. I lost my 

family once. I don’t want to lose it again. Please… 

every night I go home and cry because I have 

suffered through a huge loss. Please… I beg 

you… come back into my life. Let me in… 

open the door. 





SCARLETT



Does family really mean that much to you?





WALTER



Yes.





SCARLETT



Then lets let your daughter decide. Monica!

Monica comes hopping down the stairs.





MONICA



Hi Daddy!





WALTER



Hi Monica. How are you?





MONICA



I’m good.

Monica makes a face with a smile at Walter who smiles back.





SCARLETT



Monica, how would you feel if Daddy came to 

live with us?





MONICA



Daddy is going to live with us again?





SCARLETT



Do you want him to?

Monica runs to Walter and hops into his arms.





MONICA



Yeah!





SCARLETT



Ok then.

Scarlett begins crying.





SCARLETT



Just promise me you won’t break my heart.





WALTER



Never.





SCARLETT



Promise you’ll never leave Monica.





WALTER



Never.





SCARLETT



I’ve… missed you.





WALTER



Jesus… how I’ve missed you.

Scarlett walks over to Walter.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. TALK SHOW STUDIO-DAY

Subtitle: 3 years later.

The talk show is of MIKE NISPIM, a late-night talk show host who is famous all over the world.





MIKE




So, Walter! You are 45.





WALTER



That’s correct.





MIKE

You’ve done movies, sports, writing, music, 

art… everything. You’ve even been in the 

military.





WALTER



Yeah.





MIKE



So, what’s it like?





WALTER



What’s what like?





MIKE



You must be famous. People must recognize 

you on the street.

WALTER
Actually, no. Only when it is advertised as me 

being somewhere does someone recognize me.





MIKE



Do you enjoy that?





WALTER



Sometimes. It’s nice to be noticed, but you don’t 

want to go overboard.





MIKE



I know the feeling.





WALTER

Sometimes you feel empty and blank having done 

all I’ve done, but you know you’ve done 

something and that… well, I don’t know. I’m not 

too wise, I don’t have anything inspirational to 

say. I guess… what I’m trying to say is…





MIKE



Go on.





WALTER



That I’ve done a lot, but haven’t really done 

anything.





MIKE



You have a family, right?





WALTER



You’re right. And I’m never going to let them go.





MIKE



Now, we’re all wondering about Sandy and your 

kids, who died I believe?





WALTER



That’s… correct.





MIKE



How’d they die?





WALTER

Well, my first born daughter had a rare disease 

that killed her… and my once-wife and sons… I 

went to war with the military, in which I was 

forced to go. I escaped and came back to find my 

house, which I had worked on forever, old and 

beat-up and empty. They were gone, dead to my 

knowledge. I wish that they were alive, out there 

somewhere. But I’m sure they would’ve found 

me or me find them by know.





MIKE



I’m sorry to hear that.





WALTER



Me too.





MIKE



We have to go to a commercial break.

APPLAUSE. Mike leans over to whisper to Walter.





MIKE



Hey, man, sorry for bringing that subject up.





WALTER



It’s ok. 





MIKE



I hope…





WALTER



Sorry… I have to go. My family… is waiting.





MIKE



Wait, you are just leaving?





WALTER



Yes. That’s right. Except, I’m not leaving.





MIKE



I don’t get it.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARK-LATER

Scarlett, pregnant again, walks through the park with Monica, now around ten years old. Walter catches up.





SCARLETT



Walter!





WALTER



I shouldn’t have gone.





SCARLETT



The baby isn’t here just yet.





WALTER



Good. I’m so sorry. I was an idiot. That’s twice 

I’ve left you. 





SCARLETT



It’s ok. It’s your life and that’s the way it is.

Walter kisses Scarlett passionately. Monica makes an “icky” face.





SCARLETT



Oh my God.





WALTER



What?





SCARLETT



It’s coming.

MUSIC SWELLS UP





WALTER



Right now?





SCARLETT



Right now.





WALTER



Ok. Um… I’m going to get the car.





SCARLETT


Good.

Scarlett is breathing heavily now. Walter begins slowly walking to the parking lot and then breaks out into a joyous dash. 





WALTER (V.O.)

I was happier than ever. I went a couple years 

without writing in my journal, mostly from 

depression and sometimes I was just too busy 

with Scarlett and Monica and drowning my 

sorrows in a bottle. But now, I wanted to 

remember everything from here on out. I was a 

changed man and I would hopefully never 

change again. I was energized, I had a life, I had 

a purpose, I had found my soul.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL-LATER

Walter is standing above Scarlett, who is on a gurney being rushed into the emergency room. Walter’s right hand is held tightly by Scarlett’s right hand. She rubs his hand as if this were the last time she’d ever see him. Walter begins crying in joy.





WALTER (V.O.)

I guess you could consider my life a sap story. 

Part fiction, part tale, two parts truth. I started out 

a legend and would end a man. My “sap” story, as 

I began to call it, had actually become quite 

famous. Sure, a few details were changed here and 

there, but in the end, I was happy the way people 

would remember me. They’d think, “Hey, 

remember Walter Samson? He had a meaning! A 

purpose! He was a devoted husband and father who 

took his time with everything. And he learned the 

most important thing of all… in trying to become a 

great writer, filmmaker, sports hero, musician, or 

artist, you should always hope to fail. Cause it’ll 

bring you closer to the true importance in life… 

family.” Now I know that sounds odd, but I always 

believed it. My Father always said, “Life is what 

you make of it. It is essentially a story that you can 

one day tell you children and grand 

children. What do you want to tell them?” I believe 

life is a good story too. It’s complex – filled with 

emotion, life, beauty, death, romance, adventure 

and every other great thing in the world. It took me 

forty-five years to realize that and it took the me 

near missing my son’s birth to finally understand it. 

I was ashamed in a way, but now I felt free. Like a 

real legend.

The doctors rush Scarlett in a room and Walter is left behind, outside. He looks through the window. 

CUT TO:

INT. ER-LATER

Scarlett is holding her new, baby boy. She’s smiling. She hands him to Walter, who takes him in his arms.





WALTER 



Hello Nick.





SCARLETT



Nick?





WALTER



What? You don’t like it?





SCARLETT



No, it’s perfect.

FADE TO BLACK





WALTER (O.S.)

I know I haven’t been the perfect father and I’m 

sorry I have to do this. I’m sorry I had to go away, 

but I didn’t even know my Aunt was still alive. 

And now they expect me to come down and pay 

for her funeral. I love you Nick. Put your sister on.




(pause)

Hey, Monica. How are you? I’m doing good. It is 

strange going up to a funeral for someone you 

never met. Your brother said you aren’t doing 

your homework? Why? Listen, Monica, you have 

to do your homework. Ok? Good girl. I love you 

too. Put your Mommy on the phone.




(pause)

Hey, Scarlett. It seems Monica and Nick are doing 

well. How are you? Good, good. Did you get my 

check? I realized I forgot to leave money for the 

bills. Good. Ok. The funeral is in forty minutes 

and then I’m getting back on a plane to come home. 

I’ll see you in nine hours, ok? Good. Love you. Bye.

CLICK.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAVEYARD-DAY

Rain is pouring down on the graveyard where a funeral is going on for Walter’s aunt. The funeral is just ending and Walter is shaking hands with the PRIEST. He walks over to a black car and gets in. The DRIVER, who was waiting by the driver’s door, gets in. The car begins rolling along. 





WALTER (V.O.)

I loved my family very much. I really did. I 

missed them the most. I felt bad for leaving for a 

week to go to a funeral for someone I had never 

even met. But I felt worse about what would happen 

next.

INT. AIRPORT-LATER

We see Walter, carrying a suitcase on rollers, walking down the halls, weaving in and out of the clogged up halls.





WALTER (V.O.)

My daughter, she was fantastic. She loved to 

draw and paint and was growing up nicely. I was 

now forty and Monica was in school. She was a 

good student, got good grades, but lately she 

was slacking off. It upset me, but she was a very 

special and strange child. She wasn’t like any 

other, that was for sure. Nick too was special. He 

made me proud to be his father every day. He was 

getting into sports and mostly played basketball. 

He was very good, despite him being so young and 

short.

CUT TO:

EXT. IOWA-CONTINUOUS

We pass over a huge lake into landscape and greenery. Everything is just so beautiful. Finally we come to a long road, where one red car is driving along. 

CUT TO:

EXT. SAMSON HOUSE-LATER

KNOCK, KNOCK. A young mysterious man is there. It was he who knocked. We don’t see his face. The door opens and there is Scarlett.





SCARLETT



Can I help you?





YOUNG MAN



Hi. I’m…

CUT TO:

INT. PLANE-CONTINUOUS 

Walter sits down in his seat and straps his seatbelt on.





WALTER (V.O.)

You know, my wife was amazing too. She was… 

a breath of fresh air to anyone who came in 

contact with her. She makes you feeling like a 

bird, free and with wings. She lifts you up in the 

freezing, cold air and takes every bad feeling 

from you and lights fire to it, giving your warmth.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMSON HOME-CONTINUOUS

Scarlett is sitting down at a table with the Young Man, whose face is still not seen. 





SCARLETT


We… we thought…

Monica comes into the room.





MONICA



Mommy. Who is this?

CUT TO:

INT. PLANE-CONTINUOUS

Walter looks at his watch.





STEWARDESS (O.C.) 



Fasten your seat belts please cause we are ready 

for take off!





WALTER



Finally.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMSON HOME-CONTINUOUS

Scarlett stares at Monica.





SCARLETT



Monica, I’d like you to meet your older brother, 

Sam.

Scarlett is in shock as Sam turns his head around to Monica and smiles.





SAM


Hi. Monica is it? Pretty name. 

CUT TO:

INT. PLANE-CONTINUOUS

Walter is still sitting in his chair, in the plane. 

CUT TO:

EXT. PLANE-CONTINUOUS

The plane is now in the air.

CUT TO BLACK


SUBTITLE: 4 hours later.

RING, RING. Pause. RING, RING. Pause. RING…

CUT TO:

INT. SAMSON HOME-LATER

Scarlett picks up the phone. 





SCARLETT



Samson residence. May I help you?

Scarlett stands there, she leans up against the wall. Suddenly she looks as if she’d been hit in the stomach with a brick. She looks over into the living room where Sam is playing with Monica and Nick.





SCARLETT



Thank you.

Scarlett hangs up as a tear runs down her face.





SCARLETT



Kids, Sam. Your father… his plane… it went 

down about two hours ago. Your father is…





SAM



Dead.

Monica and Nick just sit there. The look on Sam’s face just makes you want to cry. Everyone in the room is heartbroken. SOUNDS OF A PLANE OVERLAP.

CUT TO:

EXT. PLANE-EARLEIR

We see the plane flying through the air. It’s just fine. Suddenly we notice something. Gasoline is leaking out the back of the plane. Suddenly, it sparks. Flames set across the last third of the plane.

CUT TO:

INT. PLANE-CONTINUOUS

Walter looks at his watch. Every little second is precious to him. Suddenly, the back part of the plane is ripped off and the plane begins going down. Walter slams his head on the seat in front of him and lets go of the watch. It gets knocked out of the back. People fall out the back in their seats, ripped from their place. Every loose item in the plane is sent right out of the new hole in the plane. The STEWARDESS, who was walking around with a cart of food, flies right past Walter along with the cart. Walter just sits in silence around the SCREAMING PANDIMONIUM. 

CUT TO BLACK





PRIEST (O.C.)

Walter was a good man. He was. He was a 

devoted father and a loving husband. He loved 

his family and would do anything for them. He 

lived a great life. He acted, wrote, painted, played 

sport, and even sang. Walter Samson wasn’t a 

good man. He was great. And now he leaves us in

 a horrible way, but just like his life, now a legend, 

his demise will go down in history.

CUT TO:

EXT. CEMETERY-DAY 

We see a huge audience of people all around. Monica and Nick are sobbing in tears. Scarlett has her face buried in Sam’s shoulder. Random people, some seen earlier in the script, come up to Scarlett and hug her.

CUT TO:

INT. LIBRARY-DAY

We see a set of tables, completely surrounded by people sitting down reading “Lost Soul.”





WALTER (V.O.)

Suddenly with my death, everybody knew my 

name. What I tried to achieve most of my life 

finally came with death. Funny, how that 

happens? Death tends to be fascinating. 

Everybody gets caught up in the media and 

tabloids and rumors about someone as death 

strikes. People, mostly artists, become famous. 

Some become infamous. Some people even 

become a legend. And that’s what I was. Just a 

legend. That’s now how I wanted to be 

remembered. I wanted to be remembered as a 

good father and loving husband. And now it was 

too late. I had ruined my life in a way, trying to 

accomplish fame. And even in my death, I would 

never let that happen to my family. I’d end up in 

hell first.

We see Sam sitting there at the table. But he isn’t reading Walter’s book. He’s writing his own.





SAM (V.O.)

All his life, Walter wanted to be a writer. He 

wrote movies, a book, poetry, and music. He wrote 

with pictures through art too. That gene has been 

passed down to me and I start my life story as my 

father’s death passes. It’s strange writing right 

now. As I write this, I’m in a library surrounded 

by strange people reading my father’s book. I 

never read it, not cause I wasn’t interested, I just 

wanted to develop my own style of writing. I 

dropped out of school a few years ago, due to 

money problems, and just started my new job 

working at a local theater. I’ve become somewhat 

of a film buff. It is fun watching movies and 

working at the same time. I love it and get paid, 

what a life? I’m living with Scarlett and my 

brother and sister, at least the ones still living. 

Sean passed away a few years ago. He… was 

killed in a bank robbery. He was lucky enough to 

get his life on track after my mother passed away 

and we left the orphanage. We had actually gotten 

a letter that Walter had died and that is why we 

were gone when my father returned home. We 

didn’t want to live in the home he built us because 

it brought back too many memories. Then Sandy, 

my mother, died. She was hit by a car, killed 

instantly. And my brother? Shot. He had been the 

bank teller when he was killed. It all happened 

within six months. It took a while to get over. My 

whole life, I lost friends and family. I figure, death

is coming soon for me. But when it comes 

knocking, maybe I just won’t answer the door. I 

still have to figure out what I want to do with my 

life. Is writing important? Or is family what I really 

want? Well, I know I want both, but which one 

should I choose. Scarlett told me that my father 

always regretted thriving for fame, so maybe I’ll 

take the lesser path for the bigger payoff. Family. 

FADE TO:

INT. KITCHEN-DAY

Scarlett is washing dishes, but after a while, she pauses and starts crying.





SCARLETT (V.O.)

It was strange with Walter’s passing. We had gone 

through so much… love, hatred, pain, suffering, 

glory, passion… everything. We had two kids 

together and now… I couldn’t just move on. And 

now one of his sons from his previous wife had 

come into the picture. But, Walter had married 

before and after his wife’s death he had moved on. 

So why shouldn’t I? He knew how passionate I 

was about love and romance and relationships, so 

why wouldn’t he want me to find someone to share 

love with? With his death, I had made a fortune, so 

it couldn’t be for money. Maybe when the Monica 

and Nick were older, teenagers, I’d get a job. 

Something to give me something to do, you know 

what I mean? Like, maybe become a nurse. Save 

peoples lives since I lost someone I loved. Try and 

prevent that pain and suffering from happening to 

others. Maybe become a teacher. My husband 

became very wise and smart towards the end of his 

life and shared everything with me, so why not 

pass this on? Change his life from being a legend to 

a dramatic story. A dramatic story of going from a 

boy to a man and everything in between. His life 

would still be remembered as a legend and I know 

that isn’t the way he wanted it to be, but that is how 

life is? Fully of surprises and the bad. Things that 

nobody wants will always happen. The Samson 

family knows that best. So much death. And that’s 

how it ends I guess. Where it goes from here? I 

don’t know.

CUT TO:

EXT. CEMETERY-DAY

CU on Walter Samson’s Tombstone.





WALTER (V.O.)

There was something about my death I would never 

have thought. It brought everyone closer together. 

My first son, my children with Scarlett, Scarlett 

herself, and everyone I had come across. It was 

almost as if my death had caused peace. I know it 

only brought together a small group of people. But, 

I don’t know. Sam became a great man after my 

death. He actually did become a famous writer, but 

never let the fame get to his head. He wrote under

a fake name and eventually found a great girl. He 

married her and settled down. He had three kids. 

Two girls and a boy. Their names? Martha, 

Samantha, and Walter. He actually named his only 

son after me even though I was never there for him 

and had missed out on most of his life. My 

daughter, Monica, she grew up become a reporter. 

She saved lives and helped bring peace to people. 

She actually solved crimes that detectives couldn’t 

through her reporter skills. She got married to a 

guy named Scott. I didn’t really like him that 

much, but he made her happy and that was what 

mattered to me. They had a kid, a little boy. Julia 

was her name. She was gorgeous. Nick became a 

forensic detective and help solve murders. He too, 

just like my daughter, brought peace to families. 

He helped keep the streets save as I like to put it. 

Something most people don’t know is that he was 

one of the pioneers of forensic science. He did 

everything before computers and machines were 

around to help out. He solved 96.5% of crimes he 

was given, which was amazing back then. And 

Scarlett? Well, she did eventually become a nurse. 

She saved over 150 lives during the six years 

working at a hospital. Afterwards she started 

painting, but never sold a single one of her 

masterpieces. It was her choice of course. She 

never re-married. She dated a few guys, but she 

never re-married cause she was always in love 

with me. I did want to see her re-marry because I 

felt she wasn’t happy without me. I’m not trying 

to make myself out to be a God or anything, but it 

was true. I did have a few problems through out 

my life, but in the end, I had a purpose. I had a 

purpose. Sam had a purpose, Monica had a 

purpose, Nick had a purpose, and Scarlett had 

more than a purpose. She had the world in the 

palm of her hand. Not because she was in 

control of everything, but she finally saw the light. 

She saw her family. But it didn’t last forever. 

Eventually she died. She passed away of natural 

causes and had lived a full life. And then she was 

with me. Slowly, my family came and met me. 

Sam died of cancer when he was eighty-nine. 

Monica died on the job when she was 

seventy-two. She worked as a reporter for fifty 

years and she died that way. Nick, he lived to be 

ninety-seven. He too died of natural causes. He 

lived more than a full life and was happy to pass 

on actually. And that’s how my family became a 

legend. And that’s how it all ends, in case you 

were wondering. 

FADE OUT

SUBTITLE: Legends are about boys, stories are about men.

