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HARMONICA MAN

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

A cold winter morning.  HARMONICA MAN stands alone in a meadow playing to the wind.  HARMONICA MAN is a spirit or ghost in the form of a man.  He is a tall, slender man with piercing eyes.  He wears a baggy, dark, hooded cloak, characteristic of ancient monks or the Grim Reaper.   
The harmonica rests firmly in his mouth as though it were an extension of his body.  It resembles a giant set of braces that a dentist might form to ones teeth.  The tail of his long dark cloak swirls in harmony with the dancing snow.  A lone crow hovers above, staining the pure white sky.

An old stone farmhouse sits atop a hill overlooking the meadow.  It is a warm, inviting house with a tall chimney that puffs a steady stream of smoke into the cold, dry air.  The house has a long wrap around porch, which meets in the middle at a bright orange front door.

INT. FARMHOUSE – DAY

JANE exits the shower and wraps herself in a long white towel.  Jane is a young woman in her early twenties; a toned brunette of medium height with bright blue eyes.  A tiny puppy wobbles up and licks the water off the back of her legs.  The puppy follows Jane down a flight of steps, through the living room, and across a lit fireplace into the kitchen.  Jane pours a cup of coffee and looks out across the meadow.   

EXT. MEADOW – DAY

Harmonica Man stares back as he plays his eerie song.  
We watch with Harmonica Man as Jane loosens her towel and lets it slide down to the floor, exposing her warm, naked body to the dreary, outside world.  
Harmonica Man brings a bright red gasoline canister from under his cloak and holds it above his head.  He raises his face to the nozzle and pours the gasoline all over himself.  The tinted liquid spurts up in bubbles through the slots in his harmonica as he continues to blow into the instrument harder and harder.
INT. FARMHOUSE – DAY

Jane watches intently as Harmonica Man lights himself on fire.  The flames engulf him yet his song plays on, almost twice as strong as before.  Jane closes her eyes and smiles.  She takes a long, deep breath; soaking the new day into her lungs.

The little brown puppy jumps up and down for attention.  Jane cradles the tiny pup in her arms and sings to him,




JANE


Hey Mister Logan, watcha doing?



What sort of messes are you brewing?



Play all night, and you sleep all day,



When we go outside you like to – run away!



Oh! Hey Mister Logan, watcha thinking?



Boy your breath is really stinking-

Her song fades as we drift out the window into the snowy meadow
EXT. MEADOW – DAY
In the meadow we find the smoldering ashes of the Harmonica Man.  We move further through the meadow, coming upon the charred remains of another Harmonica Man and another; all burnt to a crisp.  Falling back we find the meadow littered with the remains of hundreds of these Harmonica Men. 









CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST – DAY

Just inside the tree line of the meadow, we find a figure hunched behind a tree - a silent observer.  This Harmonica Man is Todd, a short, plump, bald man with greasy fingers and a wolfish grin.




TODD


Woo!  Ha-ha!  Poor fool!  Wait till 
the others see this!  Quite a mess!  
Quite – A – Mess!
Todd runs through the snowy forest just as fast as his hammy little legs can carry him.  He sloshes his way to a small clearing.

EXT. FOREST CLEARING – DAY

A large bonfire.  Two Harmonica Men sit around the fire, playing the same long-lost, lonesome song characteristic to all Harmonica Men.  These Harmonica Men are Vincent and Jack.  
Vincent is the leader of the pack; forties, blue eyes, strong build, and long, bright, fiery red hair that falls all around his shoulders.  Unlike Vincent, Jack is soft spoken, with mild manner and easy temperament.  Jack is in his twenties, medium build, black mane-of-a beard, warm brown eyes, and a tender voice.  
Of the two, Vincent plays louder while Jack plays with more meaning and soul.  Todd bumbles in and interrupts their song.




TODD



Ol’ Paul didn’t stand a chance boy!  
Whew-Hoo!  You shoulda seen him 
Vince.  He blew his top right off!  
Played till the end too!  No 
holding back with ‘Ol Paul, but he 
couldn’t hold on forever.  No Sir.  
He just couldn’t.  No one can, 
except maybe you Vince!  Didn’t 
stand a damn chance.  That Jane is 
just too much. TOOOOO much!





VINCENT


Couldn’t handle her ehh Toddy boy?





TODD



No, sir!





VINCENT



Well then, ain’t that a damn shame?  
After all that chest thumping and 
wailing around the bonfire at all 

hours of the night, he just 
couldn’t handle her ehh?  Hehe!  
There’s hope for you yet, Toddster!





TODD



You think so Vince?





VINCENT



Absolutely! Paul didn’t have half 
the lungs or grit as you Todd.




JACK



Don’t encourage him, Vincent

Jack rises and adds some logs to the bonfire.




VINCENT




    (TO TODD)



Don’t pay him any mind, Toddy-boy.  
When you think you’ll take your 
shot?


TODD

Awww, Vince.  I don’t know.  You 
really think I got a chance with 
her?



VINCENT

Are you kidding?  If I were you, 
I’d get out there first thing 
in the morning.


TODD

Yea, but you ain’t me Vince.





JACK



Good point, Todd.





TODD



What’s that Jack?

Jack goes about his way, picking up wood and adding it to the fire.




TODD (CONT’D)



What’d he say Vince?





VINCENT



Never mind that gloomy goose.





TODD



No, I wanna know.  What’d you say 
Jack?!





JACK



I said you’re right Todd.  Vince is 
not you, and you should tell him 
so.  If he wants to hike out into 
that graveyard tomorrow morning, 
he’s more than able.



TODD

Awww, hell Jack.  I didn’t mean it 
like-


VINCENT

Who says I won’t Jack?!  Huh?!  Who 
says I won’t?!  

Vincent takes the challenge head on, cutting the distance between he and Jack in a few large strides.  Vincent spits all over Jack’s face as he takes his lungs out for a walk.





VINCENT (CONT’D)

We all know it’s inevitable!  I’m 
her man!  Hell, you can’t even blow 
the harmonica, Jack!  I doubt she’d 
even know you were playing.  Ha!  
Hell I drown you out to nothing 
around the bonfire!  You’re a 
nothing Jack!  A nothing!



JACK

That may be, and you do have 
volume, enough to deafen!  But 
who’s the better player Vince?!
Jack turns to Todd, pleading.





JACK (CONT’D)
Well, tell him Todd.  You said so 
the other day.  Tell him!  You said 
it yourself.  I’m the better player! 




TODD


Jack… 

Todd bobbles his head back and forth between Vince and Jack; the monkey in the middle.





TODD (CONT’D)

You’re both good.  I mean when you 
take into account volume- 
Jack turns in disgust and leaves, walking out into the woods alone.





VINCENT



Stay gone Jack!  Stay gone!









CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST – NIGHT
Jack sits alone, just inside the tree line surrounding the meadow.  He looks up to the warm, inviting, farmhouse.  Through the windows he can just make out Jane, walking back and forth through the house preparing dinner.
Jack brings the harmonica to his lips and plays the same lonesome tune characteristic of all harmonica men.  He plays the tune true and soft.  It oozes out of his heart and soul.










CUT TO:
INT. FARMHOUSE – DAY

As Jane dices an onion, a faint breeze rattles the windows.  She searches the meadow for life.  Nothing.  She opens a window and a gust of wind brings Jack’s wonderful song along with it.  Jane presses her face to the wind, absorbing the song’s energy and life.  Jane shouts out the window across the field.




JANE



Who plays there?!

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

Jack dashes behind the nearest tree, frightened, gasping for breath, clutching the harmonica to his chest.  He peeks back around the tree for a split second.  He wraps the harmonica in a white handkerchief and places it delicately in his pocket.  He scurries away to a giant tree and holes up for the night.










CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST – DAY

The sun just starts to peek its way through the trees where we find Jack asleep in the same spot.  A twig snaps not too far off, waking Jack from his dewy wet dreams.  Jack gathers himself quickly, seeking cover, and listening carefully with a hunter’s intuition.  He hears movement coming his way.  He dashes out of sight.

Vincent and Todd come barreling through the woods, hanging just inside the tree line of the meadow.  Jack observes the two from a short distance.





VINCENT



Well here we are!  This is it, 
Toddy-boy.  You’re big day has 
arrived!





TODD



You think so Vince?  Really?





VINCENT



Of course!





TODD



I don’t know if I’m ready Vince.





VINCENT



Nonsense.  Get out there.  She’s 
all yours.





TODD



Really, I think I’ll wait another 
day.  I’ve just been thinking about 
‘Ol Paul all night, and-





VINCENT



Enough about Paul!  Fuck him!  Fuck 
Jack too for that matter!  They 
aren’t half the men as us.  Now 
look, it’s just you and I now. It’s 
gotta be one of us, right?  





TODD



What about Jack?





VINCENT



Fuck him I say!  He’s nothing!  
Jack wouldn’t know what to do with 
Jane.  

Vincent nods up the hill towards the old farmhouse.





VINCENT (CONT’D)



He can’t play for her, Todd!  Hell, 
he probably burnt out last night.





TODD



Who says I won’t get burnt out the 
same?





VINCENT



I say so!  That’s who!

Vincent grabs Todd by the back of his hair and shoves him towards the open meadow.




VINCENT (CONT’D)



Now play, damn you!  Get out there 
and play!





JACK (O.S.)



Leave him be!

Jack exposes his position, confronting the two.  The chance surprise gives Todd an out, a chance for escape, as he churns his fat legs as fast as he can to safety in the forest.





JACK



Well Vincent?  What’ll it be?





VINCET



I’ve had my fill with you!  She’s 
mine and you know it!  You’ve 
wanted her all along.  All that 

talk around the fire!  You think 

you can make her happy?!  You think 

you’re the one to play for her?! 

PSHAW!  You’re a nothing Jack!  And 

I’m going to see to it that you 

stay a nothing! 
A fight ensues.  Vincent lunges at Jack sending him to the ground.  The earth is mushy and it’s not long before the two are rolling in the muck.  

Jack is no match for Vincent and is easily overpowered.  Vincent proceeds to smash Jack’s head into the ground over and over.  As Vincent holds Jack’s face down into the mud, he grabs a large rock.  He winds up for the kill, a hair trigger away from smashing Jack into oblivion.  All of a sudden, Jack twists away and lands a lucky, but forceful, elbow to Vincent’s nose.  Blood spurts out over the earth.





JACK



Well Vincent?!
Jack and Vince are both out of breath, sucking air.




JACK (CONT’D)



What’ll it be?

Vincent is infuriated – a bloody beast.  





VINCENT



She’s mine, Jack!  Mine!





JACK



I’m not stopping you!  No one is!

Vincent takes a moment and then turns for the meadow.  Jack follows at a distance.

The meadow is the same, snowy-cold meadow as the day before.  The sky is overcast and a lone black crow hangs heavy in the sky.  
Vincent walks out across the meadow, leaving a trail of blood in his wake.  Vincent stops after a while, facing the old farmhouse.  He looks back towards the forest one last time.  He takes a giant deep breath, inhaling all the air around him and half the meadow with it.  He puts the harmonica to his mouth and BLOWS!

INT. FARMHOUSE – DAY

Jane sits, reading by the fire.  The puppy lies between her legs for warmth.  A God-awful sound erupts from the heavens.
Jane makes out for the window.  She scans the meadow and finds Vincent, bold, and headstrong, blowing his harmonica as though the world depended on it.  He blows loud and hard, shaking the rafters of the house.  His bright red hair dashes in the wind all around him.

A coy smile creeps up over Jane’s face.  This is indeed the loudest harmonica man of them all.  She undresses and exposes her warm naked body to the cold outside world.










CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST – DAY

We watch with Jack inside the forest as Vincent pours gasoline over himself.  He lights a match and starts his own fire, burning faster and faster, higher and higher.  Vincent becomes a giant, red bonfire glowing across the entire meadow like a volcano. 
He can blow!  But eventually his song fades, and he is reduced to a pile of ash.  Just as Jack hangs his head to leave, a harmonica sounds in the distance.
EXT. MEADOW - DAY

Jack turns to find Todd, wobbling out across the meadow as fast as he can, tooting his harmonica in short, gasping spurts, like a faulty train whistle.

 








CUT TO:
EXT. FOREST – DAY

Jack dashes for the meadow but stops just at the tree line.  Jack pauses and becomes deathly still.  We see a burst of flame in the reflection of Jack’s eye.  The song fades.  An eerie silence.  We move into Jack’s left eye; a bright kaleidoscope of brilliant blues.  We are drawn further into the warm, inky pit of his eye.    











CUT TO:

EXT. REMOTE GALAXY – DAY

Starry space in its infinite depth and secrecy.  A black hole pulls a swirl of purple and blue gaseous star matter towards itself.  We are drawn into the collapsed star.











CUT TO:

INT. OLD CROW STRIPCLUB – DAY

We are drawn out of the warm, inky pit of Jack’s eye.  Jack sits all alone by himself in a strip club.  He wears normal, everyday, casual attire; blue jeans, a checkered flannel shirt and jacket.  His beard is groomed a little better, but it is the same Jack from the forest, transplanted into normal, current-day, Earth.

The strip club is dark and dreary – COLD.  The club is lifeless; a graveyard.  All around Jack lay hundreds of drunken customers, passed out from the night’s debaucheries.  
At center stage we find Jane, beautiful and naked, transplanted to Earth as a stripper.  She’s just warming up for the only “living” patron in the club aside from Jack.  From a distance we find this patron to be a grubby looking business man.  Above her head hangs a lone pale light bulb, which casts its eerie orange glow across the room.  

We observe with Jack, as he scans the room.  Music ramps up from a dusty set of speakers in the corner.  It’s a weird, modern version of the same song the harmonica men play in the forest.  
We continue around the room, and find Vincent passed out on a couch.  It’s the same old Vincent, red pony tail and all.  His wallet lies empty on his lamp, and his face is riddled with fiery red lipstick kisses.  
Moving along we come upon the grubby business man decked out in a suit and tie.  At closer glance we find it’s Todd, chubby and short, sweat pouring down over his forehead.  
Todd pulls out his wallet and dumps its contents over the stage; cash all over the place.  Jane gives her same coy smile and grabs Todd by the hand.  She leads him over to a couch, where she proceeds to give him a lap dance next to the “lifeless” Vincent.

We are drawn back into the intensity of Jack’s eyes as he observes all of this from across the room.  A single lonesome tear finds its way out of Jack’s eye, and runs down his dry, stubbly cheek.  Jack finishes his beer, rises, and exits the club.











CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT

As Jack exits the club we find a giant black sign with the white neon lettering, “THE OLD CROW”.  On the sign we find the image of a humanistic, walking, talking crow, decked out in a satin robe and slippers, smoking a cigar and holding a martini glass.  Jack looks up at the sign in fright, before crossing the street.  We fall back and away from Jack as he disappears into the icy cold, green city lights.
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