FADE IN:

EXT. STREET CORNER - MORNING

The sun is beginning to rise. There are already people on the streets. They walk about their business. A young man among the crowd with a guitar case and a stool, RICK, walks into frame and gets into his spot.

In a haughty fashion, he sets the stool down. Sits down and opens his guitar case. He pulls out a beautiful six string acoustic Taylor guitar. 

He plucks a string to hear the beautiful ring of the string in the acoustic hole. He starts to pluck a few strings and plays a beautiful song.

EXT. ALLEY – DAY 

The music continues to play in the background.

A homeless man, HANK, sleeps under a pile of old newspapers. He stirs and slowly awakens. Getting up he brushes dirt off his coat and walks out of the alley.

EXT. STREET CORNER – DAY

Rick continues to play. Passersby drop change into his guitar case as they walk by. Rick smiles at them and continues to play. 

A crowd starts to form around. People who want to listen to him play for a moment. He finishes playing and the crowd CLAP and CHEER. 

RICK

Thank you, everyone, I’m here all day. 

Some of the people move on. Others stay to here Rick play another song.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

Hank sits on the side walk. He asks a few people for change. Two or three of the people drop coins into the cup in Hank’s hand, others just ignore him.

Hank gets up. Counts the money in his cup. Smiles. 

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE – DAY

Hank nods at the CLERK. Clerk nods back. Hank makes his way to the back and grabs a Hot Pocket. He then walks to the front counter and sticks it in the microwave set up there. 

CLERK

That’ll be a dollar fifty.

HANK

It’s in the cup.

Hank points at the cup, which he left on the counter when entering. Clerk grabs the cup, counts the money.

CLERK

Alright but hurry it up, pal. I’ve got other costumers and your kind scares them away.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

Hank walks down the street, eating his Hot Pocket. Hew looks into his ‘coin cup’ to see that there’s nothing inside. 

The sound of a guitar playing in the distance hits his ears. He looks at the street corner and sees Rick playing. He sees People dropping coins into the guitar case. He walks over.

EXT. STREET CORNER – CONTINUOUS

Rick plays his guitar congenially for the crowd. 

Hank walks up, among the crowd, he listens to Rick play. But his eyes are attracted to the money in the guitar case. 

Rick finishes playing. People CLAP. 

RICK

Thank you, all, for listening to me play. I’m afraid that this is all the time I have to play before the fuzz comes along and kicks me off the corner...

The crowd LAUGHS a little.

RICK (CONT’D)

...but again thank you all for being so kind to my music.

People start to walk away. Soon every one but Hank is gone. 

Rick stares at his guitar case, thinking of where he’s going to put all the money I the case. He looks up and sees Hank.

RICK (CONT’D)

(re: to guitar)

Hey can you hold onto this?

Without saying anything, Hank grabs the guitar. As Rick pockets most of the money Hank gets bored watching. He plays a few chords on the guitar. Rick quickly looks up at Hank in surprise.

RICK (CONT’D)

Was that the chorus to Mclean Don’s “American Pie”?

HANK

Yeah. You know “American Pie”?

RICK

Well yeah, it’s a great song... You play the guitar?

HANK

A little, I took a few classes as a kid. 

RICK

Cool... hey, play something else.

Hank plays a few notes from “Day Trippers, by The Beetles”. Rick smiles.

RICK (CONT’D)

You’re pretty good. You know you should use that talent.

HANK

Yeah, I should, but it’s a talent that’ll go to waste. I mean look at me, I’m homeless, and I don’t even have enough money to own new shoes, so that cancels out ever owning a guitar.

RICK

I’m gonna concede?.. I don’t really own this guitar. I’m renting it, so far all the money I’ve made doing this gig I’ve been using it to pay off this guitar. I hope I’ll own it soon; I’ve got bills to pay.

Rick finishes up pocketing his money. He notices Hank staring as he does this. He grabs a ten from his pocket.

RICK (CONT’D)

Here, take this... put into buying a guitar, maybe you can make some money off of it too.

Hank takes the bill. Hands guitar to Rick.

HANK

Thanks.

Rick puts the guitar away. He starts to walk away. Stops. He turns back around and calls out after Hank:

RICK

Hey!.. How many lessons did you say you took?

HANK

Just basic ones, how to hold a guitar, basic chords, that stuff.

RICK

Well how would you feel about taking a few lessons? 

(beat)

I could give ‘em to you.

Hank nods. 

HANK

Sounds great. 

RICK

Well alright, come by tomorrow. I live in this building... 

(points at building behind him)

Just ask for Rick and the lady at the desk will send you up to my room.

HANK

Okay, I’ll do that.

The two nod at one another and walk away.

INT. APARTMENT, LOBBY – NEXT DAY

Hank walks into the lobby. Heads up to the counter. A LADY reads a magazine at the counter. She looks up at Hank and recoils as she smells him. Covers nose.

LADY

Can I help you?

HANK

I’m looking for a guy named, um... Nick, I think.

LADY

Who? There’s nobody in this building named Nick.

Hank scratches his head. Thinks.

HANK

Uh... he plays the guitar.

LADY

Oh you mean Rick. Yeah, he’s on the seventh floor. Second room to the left once you get off the elevator.

HANK

Uh, thanks.

Hank walks off towards the elevator.

INT. APARTMENT, 7TH FLOOR – LATER

Hank gets off the elevator. Walks off to the left. Stops at the second door. He KNOCKS. Waits a beat.

RICK (O.S.)

Hold on a sec. I’ll be right there.

A beat later Rick opens the door.

RICK

Oh, hey it’s you... Um, what did you say your name was?

HANK

My name’s Hank.

RICK

Okay, well come on in, Hank.

Hank enters the apartment.

INT. RICK’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS

The apartment is practically empty, except for tons of boxes that are stacked up all over the place. His beautiful Taylor sits in the middle of the room, on a stand. A nice camouflage jacket is up on a pensile hook on the wall. Those are pretty much the only “decorations”.

Hank enters, following Rick. He looks around.

HANK

What’s going on here? You moving?

RICK

Yep. 

Rick sits on a box and grabs his guitar. He tunes it. Looks up at Hank. Stares.

RICK (CONT’D)

I Forgot. 

HANK

Forgot what? 

RICK

That you don’t have a guitar.

(beat)

(MORE)

RICK (CONT’D)

That kinda sucks, I mean, I don’t know how we’re going to buy a guitar for your lessons.

(beat)

Do you have any ideas?

Hank shrugs. Thinks.

HANK

We can look in the dump, I always find stuff there.

Rick smiles.

RICK

Good idea, let’s check it out.

EXT. CITY DUMP – DAY

Rick digs through a pile of junk. He covers his nose. 

RICK

This place is huge. Don’t know how you kind find stuff here... have you found anything?

Hank walks up to Rick. He holds a nasty looking guitar; there is no longer any paint on the body, no strings and no tuning knobs.

HANK

I think I have. It looks like a guitar but it doesn’t have any strings and stuff.

RICK

It’s perfect, we just need to buy some Ernie Ball, tuning knobs and paint it and its good as new. Come on.

The two walk off. 

SHORT MONTAGE:

· Rick and Hank work on the guitar. They put on tuning knobs. They paint the guitar. And then put on strings.

· Rick shows Hank how to use and electric tuner. 

· Hank practices some chords in an alley.

· In a store, Rick buys Hank guitar strap and a pick.

INT. RICK’S APARTMENT – AFTER NOON

Rick and Hank play a song together. 

RICK

Hold on. Hold on. The chord you should playing is B minor. 

HANK

Oh, what was I playing?

RICK

B major. See the difference?

Rick plays the B major chord. The he plays the B minor chord.

HANK

Okay, well, let’s try it again.

RICK

(looking at watch)

I can’t, I have to meet some one in an hour, I got a date. 

HANK

Oh, well that’s good for you... I’ll just head back to an alley then.

Hank gets up.

RICK

Alright then, see you in the morrow then.

Hank leaves. Rick waves him out.

INT. RESTAURANT – DUSK

A beautiful woman, KATE, sits at a table by herself. Rick walks up. Kisses her on the cheek. Sits down across from her.

RICK

How are you doing?

KATE

I’m doing good, and you?

RICK

I’m doing wonderfully. 

He smiles at her.

EXT. ALLEY – DUSK

Hank walks into his alley. Sighs. Sets his guitar up against the dumpster. Fix up the newspapers and sits down. Grabs guitar and starts to play a lonely blues tune.

INT. RESTAURANT – NIGHT

Rick and Kate laugh.

KATE

So what else have you been up to?

RICK

Yeah I’ve been working on the move and stuff. 

KATE

Oh, yeah, the move. Where was it that you were moving to again?

RICK

Not far, I’m moving up to Boston, gonna go to college finally. I’m gonna study law. 

Kate nods.

KATE

That’s great.

A beat.

RICK

I’ve also been giving guitar lessons. 

KATE 

Really?

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Hank plays his guitar under a street light. Passersby drop change on the floor for him. He smiles. Continues to play.

INT. RESTAURANT – DAY

Rick nods.

RICK

His name is Hank. I feel like I’m really helping him out. Giving him something to live for you know?

A beat. Rick pulls out wallet.

RICK (CONT’D)

Well I’m ready to leave.

KATE

Me too.

RICK

(to waiter)

Check, please!

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT 

Kate and Rick walk down the streets of the city. They talk. Joke. And they laugh.

As they pass an alley Rick spots something. He stops. Looks into the alley. He sees Hank sleeping under newspapers.

RICK

Hank? Is that you?

Hank stirs. Sits up. Smiles at Rick.

HANK

Hey there, Rick.

Rick takes a look around the alley.

RICK

Is this where you’re living?

KATE

That can’t be healthy.

HANK

Well, yeah, what do you expect? I’m homeless. I live in an alley along with many other homeless men and women. 

Rick looks from Hank to Kate. He thinks.

RICK

I can’t let you live like this man, I mean, you use newspaper as blankets. God knows how many deceases you must have gotten from sleeping here.

HANK

Well where did you think I lived?

RICK

Well, uh, I don’t know... don’t they have those homeless shelters? 

(beat)

Look, get up, Hank. Grab your guitar, you’re gonna stay with me until we can find a place for you to live.

HANK

What really?

RICK

Yeah. Let’s go.

Kate looks at Rick. Smiles.

KATE

You’re a really nice person Rick.

HANK

Yeah, man, you’re the best.

Hank hugs Rick. Rick smiles and hugs him back.

KATE

Look, I have to go, Rick. I’ll see you when you move.

RICK

Okay.

She hugs and kisses Rick. Walks away.

RICK

Come on, Hank.

The two walk off.

INT. RICK’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Hank lies on a sleeping bag. Rick sits next to him.

RICK

Man, I’m going to miss this place, but you know, I’ve got to move on and study. 

HANK

I never studied, but you shouldn’t follow in my footsteps, I mean look where I am.

The two chuckle. 

RICK

Listen, Hank, we’ll start looking for a place in the ‘morrow. Oh, and you’re going to have to get a job to pay rent.

HANK

Well can you help me with that too? I’ve never applied for a job before.

RICK

(nods)

Of course... hey get some rest, we’ll start early tomorrow. 

Hank nods. Rick pats Hank on the shoulder. Gets up. Exits room and turns out the lights.

SHORT MONTAGE:

· The next morning, Rick and Hank walk through various apartment buildings. 

· Hank and Rick sit through various job interviews.

· Hank shakes the hand of a REAL ESTATE AGENT.

· Hank shakes the hand of an OFFICE MANAGER.

INT. HANK’S APARTMENT – DAY

It’s empty. The place has yet to be decorated. Hank and Rick stand in the middle of the empty apartment. Hank holds his guitar in one hand and a small box under his other shoulder.

RICK

Nice little place, my friend. Just remember, You’ve got to wake up everyday at six and be at work by 7:30, okay? And hey, keep practicing the guitar, you’ll be working Monday through Friday, but you still got the weekends free to play.

(pulls out piece of paper)
Here take this.

HANK

What’s this?

RICK

It’s the permit that allows you to perform on the street corner, the one where I played.

Hank smiles.

RICK (CONT’D)

Well I’ve gotta go. Kate’s gonna drive me up to Boston, she’s waiting for me in the car down stairs... So this is good bye, but hey, I’ll be back one day, and when I come back you’d better have a record deal.

The two chuckle. A beat. They hug. 

HANK

You’re a good friend man.

Rick nods. Pats Hank on the shoulder. Exits. 

In the back ground guitar chords begin to play. 

FADE TO:

EXT. STREET CORNER – DAY

Hank plays “American Pie” as people pass him by.

HANK

(singing)

“A long, long time ago...”

FADE OUT:

THE END

The Guitarist 
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