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QUOTE: I wanted to have the adoration of John Lennon but have the 
anonymity of Ringo Starr. I didn't want to be a frontman. I just 
wanted to be back there and still be a Rock & Roll star at the 
same time. -Kurt Kobain

"I said: I know/It's only Rock 'N' Roll/But I like it/I like 
it/Yes I do..." -The Rolling Stones



OVER BLACK: “1978”

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
You want to hear the whole story?  Okay.  
Fine!  Well, this is how the book ends.

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - DAY                        (1978)

EMTS frantically rush a stretcher down the hallway.  On 
the stretcher lies a *LATINO MALE, 30s.  

He looks up, with blurry vision, at the faces of a *MALE, 
30s, and a *FEMALE, 21 -- both splattered with blood.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
But, once I tell you - you can’t blame me 
for the pain it might cause you. 

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - CONTROL ROOM - DAY         (1978) 

Phone rings.  A long-haired rocker type *AUDIO ENGINEER, 
30s, answers the phone--

AUDIO ENGINEER
Frank.  You gotta take this call.

FRANK “CARSON”, 55, salt and pepper hair, mustache, 
wearing eyeglasses and hip 1970s attire.  

FRANK (V.O.)
And, that’s the whole thing about a life 
in Rock & Roll.  You gotta be in it for 
the whole ride... 

...grabs the receiver of the rotary phone--

FRANK
Yeah?...  What?..  Where?...  Which 
hospital?

FRANK (V.O.)
Even if it kills ya.

Rock music plays. 

SUPER: “1982”

An unidentifiable location where the fingers of a young 
girl, around six or seven years old, press down on a six 
string guitar.  Mistakes are made, but still they 
persist.
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Time passes.  Six string replaced by a bass.  Fingers are 
now 18.  Playing faster, more confident, more powerful.

The Neo-Hippie Rocker playing bass is NATALIE “PEPPERS” 
BELLMONT (think: if a young Stevie Nicks and a young Axl 
Rose had a baby she would grow up to be Natalie).

SUPER: “BELLEVUE WASHINGTON - LATE-DECEMBER, 1993”

INT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

The walls are covered with concert posters of Punk, Indie 
and Seattle bands.  Sub Pop stickers everywhere.

Natalie, in front of a floor mirror, headphones on, bass 
in hands, immersed in her meditative jam session.

Bedroom transforms into a (FANTASY) ROCK CLUB.  Smokey.  
Black and white.  Strobe lights and spinners.  

Natalie plays bass in a super group made up of musicians 
from SOUNDGARDEN, PEARL JAM, NIRVANA, ALICE IN CHAINS.

Natalie’s in the zone!  Nothing can stop her flow!  

Back in the real world -- Natalie scans backwards on a CD 
player.  In between her memorizing the bass line with 
perfect precision by ear off her CD player...

The jam continues with the members of each of the four 
iconic Grunge bands in her fantasy world, until--

A knock on the door pulls her out of the creative flow--

DAD VOICE (O.S.)
Peppers.  Your clown posse’s here.

NATALIE
(agitated)

So send them up!

DAD VOICE (O.S.)
Annie has them hostage.

NATALIE
Oh, Jesus!  Again?!

INT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Moments later. A pot of stew boils on the kitchen stove.  
A wooden spoon scoops up a taste. 
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ANNIE BELLMONT, 42, the quintessential “Earth Mother” 
samples her creation and offers a taste to her husband--

TIM BELLMONT (voice at the door), 44, full beard, bear of 
a guy wearing flannel and work boots.

TIM
Mmmm.  Another triumph! 

ANNIE
(to the room)

You are in for a treat, kiddos.

Sitting on couches and armchairs in the living room is 
Natalie’s teenage “Clown Posse”.  The first to speak is--

PETE, tall, lanky, goatee, flannel-- 

PETE
It smells delicious, Mrs. Bellmont.

DESI, petite blonde, Punk Rocker chick, shoots Pete a 
look that screams “kiss ass!”  

Natalie hurries down the stairs-- 

NATALIE
(to her posse)

Hey.  How long you been waiting?

TAWNY, petite brunette, Grunge band attire, and EUGENE, 
Asian/Native American mix, slightly Gothic, eyeglasses, 
slouching--

TAWNY
Not long.

EUGENE
Forever.

PETE
We were just enjoying hearing about how 
to get the most out of halibut.

ANNIE
It’s actually all in the timing.

Natalie shoots the “come on, let’s go!” look at them.

ANNIE
So, where you kids going tonight?

EUGENE
We’re going to the O.K.  Natalie’s 
playing with Organic Krush.

Natalie then shoots Eugene the death stare.
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TIM
Huh?  You never mentioned that, Peppers.

ANNIE
(disapproving)

Kyle’s band?  You’re still seeing him?

NATALIE
No.  We’re just gonna hear some bands.

TIM
That why your favorite bass is in Pete’s 
truck? 

PETE
Is that still in there?  Pepper Jam let 
me borrow it.  I meant to return it.

TIM
Really, Pete?  Thought you played drums?

TAWNY
That’s me.  I play drums.

ANNIE
(to Tim)

Tawny plays drums, hon.  Pete’s guitar.  
Desi sings.  Eugene - Eugene is Eugene.  

EUGENE
I used to play trumpet.

INT. 4-DOOR CHEVY PICK-UP TRUCK - DRIVING - NIGHT

Pete drives.  Eugene sits shotgun.  Girls in the back.

NATALIE
(to Eugene)

I specifically told you not to tell Annie 
about tonight!  

PETE
It’s true.  She did tell you.

EUGENE
It just slipped out.

TAWNY
Maybe you have Tourettes, Eugene.  You 
ever been checked for that?
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DESI
That’s not Tourettes. Tourettes you just 
scream fuuuck!!! for no apparent reason.

TAWNY
Jesus.  I do that, like, 100 times a day.

DESI
But it’s uncontrol--

NATALIE
I don’t need Eugene telling my...

(air quotes)
...parents about tonight!

DESI
Why do you always do air quotes every 
time you say...

(air quotes)
...parents?

EUGENE
Peppers still hasn’t fully embraced her 
adopted status.

NATALIE
Thank you, Eugene.  I really don’t need a 
psychological analysis.  I need you to 
keep your big fucking mouth shut!  

EUGENE
(stews in silence)

Sorry.  

PETE
I still want to know how Tim knew your 
bass was in my truck.  I had it hidden.

NATALIE
He knows everything.  He’s like a 
homicide detective.  They’re so annoying.

TAWNY
Tim makes bitchen prints though.

DESI
His artwork is pretty amazing.  That 
poster he did for the Melvins kicked ass.

PETE
Face it, Nat.  Your...

(air quotes)
...parents are pretty badass.  Maybe it’s 
time you just accepted that.
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Natalie stares out the window at the Seattle skyline 
heading into downtown from the I-90.

EXT. PARKED OUTSIDE O.K. HOTEL - NIGHT

Homeless people are in clear view as the five teens hop 
out and head towards the entrance.  Tawny and Eugene pull 
out dollar bills.

MAIN ENTRANCE - MOMENTS LATER

Natalie and her posse engage with door guy JACK: THE DOOR 
GUY (think: Jack Endino “Godfather of Grunge”) 55, tall, 
long salt and pepper hair.

JACK: THE DOOR GUY
Look, Peppers.  Word to the wise from 
someone who’s known you since you had 
braces and spit a lot. I wouldn’t bring 
your axe inside.  It looks... desperate.

NATALIE
But, I’m finally getting to play here 
tonight, Jack.  For the first time.

JACK: THE DOOR GUY
With who?

TAWNY
With Organic Krush!

DESI
Organic Krush, Jack!

JACK: THE DOOR GUY
I got Devon on bass.  Look.

He shows them the extensive band list that includes band 
members from: MUDHONEY; TAD; FASTBACKS; L7; BABES IN 
TOYLAND; SCREAMING TREES, etc.

Natalie’s crestfallen.

INT. O.K. HOTEL - MAIN STAGE - NIGHT

The place is beyond packed.  Intensity level at an 11! 
Teens pass the moshpit and over to the stage where--

ORGANIC KRUSH -- a 20 something band in the vein of Creed 
and Bush fronted by KYLE, late 20s, tall, dreamy, Grunge 
Rocker, with a Chris Cornell vibe -- are performing.   

Natalie watches, disapprovingly, from the sidelines; her 
resentful stare on DEVON, early 20s, her replacement.
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It’s later.  Kyle’s off to the side of the club flirting 
with some groupies when Natalie storms towards him--

NATALIE
What the fuck, Kyle?!

Groupies are taken aback by Natalie’s intensity.

KYLE 
Heeey, Peppers...  You made it--

NATALIE
You told me I was playing tonight.

KYLE
I didn’t say tonight.

NATALIE
Yeah, you did.  You replace me with 
fucking Devon?

Kyle head motions to the groupies to “scram”, then leads 
Natalie back towards the maddening crowd.

KYLE 
We needed his male energy to compete with 
the other bands.

NATALIE
Male energy?  I play ten times better 
than Devon.

KYLE 
Peppers, baby.  Don’t be that way.  It’s 
not a competition.

NATALIE
Wait.  What?  You just said...

Before she can finish her sentence, the crowd behind them 
parts... and COURTNEY LOVE, 30, emerges from the chaos of 
the maddening crowd charging right at--

COURTNEY LOVE
Kyle, you piece of shit!  You and your 
shitty poser band jumped ahead of L7!  
Not cool, mother-fucker!

KYLE
Easy, Courtney.  We didn’t jump ahead of 
anybody. That’s where they put us on the 
line up.
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COURTNEY LOVE
I made the god-damn line up!  I’m really 
over assholes like you thinking you can 
just push the girls to the back of the 
bus.  Word is you replaced your bass boy 
with a chick ‘cause he couldn’t handle 
his heroin.  So, where was she?  

Natalie’s jaw is on the floor.  Frozen.  Can’t move.

KYLE
We... decided to go in a different 
direction for tonight’s gig.

COURTNEY LOVE
Of course you did.  ‘Cause you’re an 
asshole.  And, stop telling everyone Kurt 
loved your demo tape. 

KYLE
But that’s what I heard--

COURTNEY LOVE
He didn’t listen to it.  You think he has 
nothing better to do with his time?  

(re: Natalie)
Who’s this pixie?

Natalie remains speechless.

KYLE
This is my girl.  Peppers.

Peppers is taken aback by that one.

COURTNEY LOVE
Peppers?  Shit.  This is Tim Bellmont’s 
kid.  The bass player. 

(figures it out)
Oh, you are such an asshole!

Love grabs Natalie by her hand and hauls her away from 
Kyle...

BEHIND THE STAGE CURTAIN

Clustered together is a collection of female musicians 
made up of some of the best RIOT GRRRL BANDS of the day.

COURTNEY LOVE
You badass bitches and teenage whores 
ready to rock some fucking faces off?
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A collective head nod from the entire group.

COURTNEY LOVE
This is Timmy B’s kid, Peppers. Some lame 
wannabe Cornell did her dirty.  So, I’m 
thinking we pop her cherry tonight.  That 
cool with everyone?

They all give her a look over and then all nod in 
agreement.  ELIZABETH DAVIS, 28, (of 7 YEAR BITCH) takes 
off her bass and hands it to Natalie--

ELIZABETH DAVIS
Here.  Jam on this for a bit.  I just had 
my nails done anyway.

This gets an ironic laugh from all the ladies.

Moments later.  Musicians from BIKINI KILL, HOLE and 
BRATMOBILE sound check, as 7 Year Bitch singer SELENE 
VIGIL, 28, walks up to the stage mic--

SELENE VIGIL
This one’s for Stefanie!!!

GUY IN AUDIENCE (O.S.)
And for Andy!!!

Bikini Kill’s front woman KATHLEEN HANNA, 26, grabs the 
mic and drapes her arm around Vigil’s shoulder--

KATHLEEN HANNA
And for Mia too!!!  Girls to the front!!!  
Boys to the back!!!  Now!!!  

Projected onto the curtain behind the stage is video 
footage of MIA ZAPATA (of THE GITS) and STEFANIE SARGENT 
(of 7 YEAR BITCH).

Tawny and Desi burst into tears and, along with a slew of 
females, rush to the front of the stage...

The Riot Grrrl super group kick into a thrashing, sped up 
rendition of 7 Year Bitch’s song “M.I.A”.  Natalie 
quickly picks up on the jam; she’s a total natural.

A shadowy figure emerges from the crowd: 37 year old 
ETHEREAL WOMAN -- magnetic energy, dressed like a 
throwback to some ‘70s Hard Rock band -- walks to the 
front of the stage, intensely focused on Natalie... 

Natalie, in her stride, glowing, euphoric, breaks into a 
bass solo.  The crowd goes wild!
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INT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - BEFORE SUNRISE

Natalie staggers into her room, still beaming from her 
big performance. She finds that a bound manuscript has 
been placed on her bed.  She flips through the pages...

FRANK (V.O.) 
I had a front row seat to the creation of 
some of the most eclectic and ill 
conceived Rock bands of an entire 
generation - only to be driven mad by 
impenetrable fear and blinding ambition.  

As Natalie’s eyes quickly scan the pages... the room 
transforms into--

INT. L.A. PUNK ROCK CLUB - NIGHT                   (1977)

Frank “Carson”, mid 50s, stands at the side of the stage 
and watches a Punk band thrash their way through an ear 
crushing Suzi Quatro tune.  *20 year old female LEAD 
SINGER, barely standing, scream-SINGS into the mic. 

Frank suddenly breaks the fourth wall (as if talking 
directly to Natalie)--

FRANK 
Of all my many sins, the worst was 
failing to keep my own flesh and blood 
from destroying herself.

Frank continues to watch this melt down of a performance 
with a mixture of frustration and resignation.

FRANK
Ruled by an uncontrollable and maddening 
desire for attention at all costs - I 
lost my child.  My songbird.  My 
Sunshine. In the abyss of Rock & Roll.

(wink and a nod)
Pretty fucked up, right?

Back to NATALIE’S BEDROOM (1993)

Natalie continues to scan the pages and PHOTO INSERTS 
with a look of confusion, until pure exhaustion gets the 
better of her.  She pushes the book aside, collapses onto 
the bed and passes out.
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INT. TIM’S ART STUDIO - AFTERNOON

Walls covered with: album covers; posters of local bands; 
Hole concert poster; layouts for the Seattle “Rocket” and 
“Stranger”.  Art supplies strewn everywhere.  

Tim’s in the thick of his creative chaos when Natalie 
enters, drops the manuscript down, relentlessly stares.

TIM
A good read?

NATALIE
You put it on my bed.

TIM
Nooo...

NATALIE
You can’t just keep going in and out of 
my room.  I have personal items in there.

TIM
I changed your diapers, remember?

NATALIE
I’m all grown up now.

TIM
Mmm, verdict’s still out on that one.  

NATALIE
Hey!  Seriously why?

TIM
Why?  Have you decided on college yet?

NATALIE
Tim.  C’mon, man!

TIM
Whether you decide to go to U-dub or, 
y’know...

NATALIE
Where are you going with 
this--?

TIM
...decide to Eurail it 
around for a few years...

TIM
You should have some reading materials--
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NATALIE
College isn’t happening.  I’m gonna be a 
bad-ass Rock chick, with gold records and 
Hall of fame cred.  Not some sell-out 
whore on MTV.  Just me and my bass, all 
humble and zen-like.

(back to business)
So who wrote this, and why should I care?

TIM
(hesitates)

Y’know, he’s a music guy.

NATALIE
Music guy?

TIM
A mentor of mine.  Just read it.  
Sometimes the older generation have 
important lessons to teach us.  

NATALIE
Why didn’t he finish it?

TIM
Exactly.  Do you like it so far?

NATALIE
I mean, yeah.  I guess.  He’s kind of an 
angry asshole.  Which I like for reasons 
I can’t quite explain.

TIM
You just described Annie’s nightmare.

(confidentially)
Seriously though.  Don’t tell Annie about 
this.  This one’s between us.

NATALIE
Why?  

TIM
There’s just certain things about my past 
in the music biz she’d rather I not 
entirely share with you.

NATALIE
Yeah, why?

TIM
Why-why-why?  I thought you were all 
grown up?   You sound like you’re still 
in braces.  Spitting every where--
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NATALIE
Fine.  Whatever.  I won’t say anything.  

Natalie grabs the manuscript--

NATALIE
She’d probably just try and make me give 
some god-damn book report about it.

Natalie makes her exit...

TIM
Hey, Pep.  

She stops halfway out the studio door...

TIM
Just remember to enjoy the ride.

Natalie just stares at him in silence...

...and she’s gone, leaving Tim with a look of parental 
concern.

SUPER: “NEW YEAR’S EVE, 1993 - HOURS BEFORE 1994”

EXT. OUTSIDE SEATTLE ROCK CLUB - NIGHT

Natalie and her posse walk towards the club entrance. 

DESI
(to Natalie)

We all talked about it and we feel it 
would be in your best interest that - 
whatever happens tonight--

PETE
Whether you end up playing...

DESI
...or not.

NATALIE
Des, I’m playing tonight... 

DESI
...you should totally just enjoy the 
ride.

PETE
Learn to enjoy the ride, Pep.
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NATALIE
Huh?  Why does everyone keep saying that? 
I totally enjoy the ride.  No one enjoys 
it more than I do.

PETE
In theory.  On the surface, sure.  

Desi pulls out some tabs of acid from her purse.

DESI
Nat, how long have we known each other?

NATALIE
Really?  We’re doing this tonight?

DESI
Do you trust me?

Eugene and Tawny join them.

NATALIE
(to Desi)

I know what you think of Kyle.  But, I 
promise you guys I’m playing tonight. 

PETE
Sure.  Or you’re just here to hear some 
really kick-ass bands and enjoy the ride 
with your best--

NATALIE
If you say enjoy the ride one more--

DESI
(hands Natalie tab of acid)

Partake.

Natalie gives in, and the five drop acid together.

PETE
(to Natalie)

I mean, this is how Hendrix rolled.

EUGENE
He also choked on his own vomit.

TAWNY
C’mon, Eugene!  Timing, man!

From out of nowhere, DASHA, gorgeous, tatted, Black woman 
in her 20s, appears-- 
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DASHA
They call you Peppers, correct?

The teens stare gobsmacked at this statuesque beauty.

DASHA
I’m Dasha.  Mind if I get to know you a 
little bit?

INT. SEATTLE ROCK CLUB - NIGHT

A packed venue where an array of Grunge and Punk acts 
will be taking the stage throughout the evening.

On Stage: the band SWEET WATER playing “Everything Will 
Be Alright”.

Natalie visually explores everything in the room -- 
lights are more intensified and made of flame; colors are 
brighter; Sanskrit writing appears out of nowhere and 
then dissolves into thin air.

DASHA
(to Natalie)

I’m really interested in writing about 
your journey as a teenage female in the 
scene.  Maybe even a video journal?

NATALIE
Wow.  Thank you.  That would be so rad.

DASHA
(rapid fire)

My zine primarily explores the 
perspective of a Black Riot Grrrl living 
in the shadows of both the white female 
hierarchy and the dominant patriarchy...

Natalie desperately tries to concentrate on Dasha’s head 
spinning narrative, as she trips hard on acid.

DASHA
...while the Seattle scene marginalizes 
musicians of color... But I dig your mad 
bass skills.

Pete looks around and spots -- Kyle and members of 
Organic Krush surrounded by a plethora of groupies.

PETE
(to Natalie)

There’s your “krush”.
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Natalie’s posse are also tripping hard.

DESI
She doesn’t need to go to him!

EUGENE
He at least owes her some explanations.

TAWNY
He’s a lying douche-nozzle!  

NATALIE
Great.  Now you sound like Annie.

TAWNY
Because she’s right!

DASHA
Who is Annie?

EUGENE
Natalie’s mom.  But she was adopted and 
never met her real mother because she 
died of mysterious causes--

DESI
Oh-my-god, Eugene!  What 
the fuck?!

TAWNY
You do fucking have 
Tourettes!

PETE
Everybody chill the fuck out!  Let’s just 
enjoy the ride--

DESI
Fuck the ride, Pete--! 

TAWNY
Fuuuck!!! I’m tripping balls right now.  
The stage looks like the Ocean.  Is it 
the Ocean?  It’s not the ocean, right?  

It’s true, Sweet Water appear to be playing underwater.

Natalie stares up at the lights above the stage -- which 
are flames swirling in water -- as she makes her way 
through the pulsating wave of the crowd and over to--

Kyle continues to flirt with groupies as Natalie arrives 
next to him, crazy-eyed...

KYLE
Heeey.  Peppers.  How’s it - going?
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Dasha appears.   Kyle looks her up and down.  She glares 
at him with suspicion.

NATALIE
It’s going great.  So great.  I’m just 
enjoying the ride.  Like, I’m really, 
really, really just enjoying the ride.

Groupies look at her as if she has three heads.

KYLE
That’s - great.  I’m glad you showed.  I 
want to talk to you about this gig I may 
want you to play in Olympia--

NATALIE
Really?  Wow.  Olympia.  Which is weird 
because you told me I’m playing right 
here.  In Seattle.  Washington.  Where we 
are.  Tonight.  In the Ocean.

On that note, the groupies disperse.

Kyle’s voice sounds (SFX) warped/distorted.

KYLE (SFX)
Are you okay, baby?

NATALIE
Baby?  So I’m your baby?

KYLE (SFX)
Of course.  You’re my heart shaped box.

(re: Dasha)
Who’s your new friend?

Dasha’s (SFX) warped/distorted voice can be heard but 
she’s never seen.  Natalie stares at the swirling lights, 
pulsating crowd and musicians on stage. 

DASHA (O.S.) (SFX)
That’s really interesting you wanting to 
use her as, basically, a prop.  

From Natalie’s perspective, all the activity going on in 
the club appears like ocean waves rolling towards her...

DASHA (O.S.) (SFX)
But, does that mean she’s not playing in 
your band tonight like you promised her?

KYLE (O.S.) (SFX)
I’m sorry.  Who are you again?
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Natalie’s entire body sways back and forth...

NATALIE
Shit.  Me and the Ocean are not vibing so 
well...

Dasha and Kyle curiously observe Natalie heading for the--

BATHROOM

Natalie runs inside, tries to throw up in the sink, but 
nothing comes out; she stares at herself in the mirror 
and sees--

Frank’s reflection behind her!

She spins around to face Frank sitting on the toilet.

NATALIE
Oh-my-god!  You’re the guy from the book! 

FRANK
Actually, I’m not really here.  You’re 
tripping balls right now.  But if I were, 
I’d probably rattle off some parental 
sounding bullshit like: lay off the acid 
before a gig.  

NATALIE
Yes!  Please!  And, I just have so many 
questions.  Like, is the woman in your 
story your wife or your daughter?  And, 
did you truly love her?  And, who were 
your favorite bands back in the day?  
And, do you think my mother would love 
me, and be proud of me if she were still 
alive...? 

Banging on the door pulls Natalie out of her trip.  She 
looks back in the mirror.  Frank is gone.

INT. SEATTLE ROCK CLUB - DRESSING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Natalie walks inside a room filled with the loud, chaotic 
energy of the various band members, including Organic 
Krush.  Kyle’s in mid argument with Devon--

KYLE
No!   We’re not doing some half-ass punk 
bullshit!  We’re sticking to the god-damn 
set list!
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One of the Punk Rockers throws a bottle of Jack Daniels 
at the wall near where Kyle is standing--

KYLE
Jesus - what the fuck?!

Punk Rockers crack up at Kyle’s expense.

DEVON
Nobody here wants to hear our mainstream 
crap, dude.  Know your audience.

Dasha, sitting on a nearby couch, pipes up--

DASHA
Give the white folk what they want, Kyle.

KYLE
Don’t you have some angry, feminist, 
lesbian zine to write?  

Kyle catches sight of Natalie staring at him--

KYLE
Devon.  You can go home.  Peppers is on 
bass tonight.

Devon stares at a dazed and confused Natalie, who is 
trying to hold it all together, then storms away--

DEVON
(to Kyle; exiting)

Man, go fuck yourself!

Kyle looks at Natalie, who’s still swaying a little bit.

KYLE
You ready for this?

Natalie continues her dazed and confused stare at Kyle...

DASHA
Of course she is.

MAIN STAGE - LATER

Kyle, on the mic and guitar in hand, leads Organic Krush 
in some Nirvana cover.  Natalie -- in her own world, 
donning a big bright smile -- hammers away on the bass.

Boos and yelling from the crowd; bottles being thrown at 
the stage, etc. 
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Kyle charges towards the crowd.  Stage hands rush on 
stage to hold him back.

KYLE
(screams)

Any of you mother-fuckers throwing 
bottles wanna come up here and say some 
shit to my face...???!!!

Utter chaos ensues as Kyle hightails it to the side of 
the stage, followed by the guitarist and drummer.  

Natalie stares out, wide-eyed, into the crowd.  

Natalie’s posse cheer her on.  Pete whistles.

TAWNY
Do your thing, Peppers!!!  
You badass bitch!!!

DESI
Rock these mother-fucker’s 
faces off!!!

Natalie takes it all in -- then launches into a flawless, 
high energy bass solo.

The crowd goes completely apeshit as Natalie, alone on 
stage, wails away on the frets of her bass like a pro!

Kyle stands off to the side of the stage and watches 
Natalie’s solo with a mixture of jealousy and awe.

Emerging out of the electrifying chaos of the crowd -- 
Ethereal Woman (from the O.K. Hotel).  The lights hit her 
in such away that she appears illuminated like a majestic 
mermaid in a sea of translucent colors.  She stands 
mesmerized by the sight of Natalie’s solo performance.

It’s later.  Organic Krush has rejoined Natalie on stage. 
Kyle is back at the mic stand center stage--

KYLE
...time to say good-bye to this piece of 
shit year... Five.  Four.  Three.  Two...

Natalie’s posse go apeshit when the count hits “ONE!!!”

KYLE
Happy 1994, mother-fuckers!!! 

Kyle walks over to Natalie, whispers in her ear--

KYLE
...party... later... at... condo--!  

NATALIE
What?!  I can’t hear you!  
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KYLE
I said... going to an after party at--!

NATALIE
Party?!  Sure!  Let’s do it!  

Kyle leans in and kisses Natalie on the lips, catching 
her off guard.

In the crowd: Tawny and Desi turn to each other; they 
roll their eyes at the sight of Natalie making out with 
douchebag Kyle.

It’s later.  New bands come to the stage.  Natalie is 
reunited with her posse and--

DASHA
(slips Natalie a piece of 
paper)

Call me if you decide to gig in Olympia.  
I want to know you more.

Natalie nods her head.  Dasha makes her exit.

TAWNY
Well, she seemed... nice.

DESI
She’s super hot!  I’d totally do her!

PETE
Alright.  How ‘bout Ms. Peppers’ solo 
action?  Talk about enjoying the ride.

EUGENE
You channeled the Spirit of Hendrix.

NATALIE
(laughs at Eugene)

Thanks, man.  It felt... wow.  

Ethereal Woman appears next to Natalie.  All eyes on the 
mysterious mermaid with the luminescent glow.

ETHEREAL WOMAN
Natalie?

Natalie, frozen again, stares with awe at yet another 
statuesque beauty, as do her posse.

NATALIE
Yes?

Ethereal Woman’s voice sounds (SFX) warped/distorted.
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ETHEREAL WOMAN (SFX)
I’m Eva.

NATALIE
(confused)

Eve?

EVA (SFX)
I saw you at the O.K.--

NATALIE
Like the first woman?  Adam and Eve?

Eva’s voice is back to normal.

EVA
(laughs)

Sure.  Okay.  I’ll take the Biblical 
reference.   

Natalie’s posse has dispersed to other areas of the club.

EVA
You really leave quite the impression 
with your playing.

NATALIE
Wait.  I’m sorry.  Who are you again?

EVA
I’m... in the Industry.  In town from 
L.A.  I was raised mostly in Seattle--

NATALIE
Yeah, me too.  I never met you before.

EVA
I - moved around a lot.  London.  Paris.  
Amsterdam...

NATALIE
Oh, cool.  Did you like the show?

EVA
I did.  Very much so.  You’re quite the 
player.  You have that It factor.  Truly 
life affirming.  The real deal.

NATALIE
Wow.  Thank you... Eve.

EVA
It’s like you channeled Jimi Hendrix up 
there.  

(MORE)
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I saw him when I was 13 years old.  I 
snuck into a club in L.A. with some 
friends.  My father always talked about 
him because he was from Seattle.  I had 
to see for myself... I had to see you for 
myself.

NATALIE
Well... I’m glad you came.  We should get 
coffee.  I mean, I work at this coffee 
house... sometimes--

EVA
I won’t be around for too long.  But, 
maybe I can take you to lunch or--

NATALIE
Yeah, that’d be rad!  I’d love to hear 
about Hendrix and L.A. in the ‘60s.  Must 
have been so amazing.  I feel like I was 
born at the wrong time, y’know?

Eva smiles, pulls out a Sharpie from her purse, takes 
Natalie’s hand and writes a number on her palm. 

EVA
You can reach me here.  We should do 
something to celebrate the New Year.  New 
beginnings.  A fresh new start.

NATALIE
(stares at number)

I’d love that.

And, like the shadowy figure she emerged as, Eva 
disappears back into the crowd.  Natalie continues to 
focus long and hard at the phone number on her palm.

INT. CONDO IN SEATTLE - LATE-NIGHT 

An after-after party at an upscale home.  Quantities of 
drugs are being passed around, smoked, snorted... and 
shot up.

KITCHEN

Natalie’s with her posse. 

NATALIE
Remember when we used to sneak into clubs 
to see them all play?  

EVA (CONT'D)
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EUGENE
Like, three years ago?

NATALIE
(interrupting)

It’s just - it’s all gotten so fake.  
It’s all elitist bullshit now.  I mean, 
look at this condo...

PETE
Why fault a man for his success? 

NATALIE
Like they totally sold-out.

PETE
Maybe they cashed in.

DESI
Peppers is right--

NATALIE
(interrupting)

Thank you!  I’m gonna play some real Rock 
-- like Sabbath, Neil Young and the 
Pistols!

TAWNY
The chick bands in Olympia you played 
with are the ones who are--

NATALIE
(interrupting)

Yeah, it’s great what’s happening in 
Olympia and the Riot... whatever...

Natalie, clearly wasted, grabs a random beer from off the 
counter--

PETE
(removes Natalie’s beer)

After what we consumed tonight, maybe you 
should chill on these?

NATALIE
What are you my dad?  Oh right.  I don’t 
have one.  Sooo... 

(takes another swig)
...I’m good.

TAWNY
Okay, Natalie.  Maybe we should go--

                                                      24.



                                                      25.

NATALIE
(interrupting)

Come on!  The night is young!  Let’s rub 
elbows with the sell-outs!  Let’s mingle!

Natalie grabs another full beer and heads out as her four 
friends look concerned.

THROUGHOUT THE CONDO

As time passes -- Natalie gets drunker and drunker; her 
friends try and reel her in while she moves from one 
incoherent conversation to the next.

It’s later.  Natalie’s about to black out on a couch.  
Tawny and Desi try to carry on a conversation with (well-
known) Seattle musicians while babysitting Natalie who is 
slowly falling over into the lap of one of the musicians.

HALLWAY

Moments later.  Natalie -- head back, eyes closed -- has 
her arms draped around Desi and Tawny’s shoulders as they 
move down the hallway looking for a bathroom.

DESI
Always stealing the spotlight, this one. 

TAWNY
Can’t wait to tell her she almost peed on 
Pearl Jam’s bass player.

BATHROOM

Moments later.  Natalie, hunched over the toilet, finally 
throws it all up!  Desi holds Natalie’s hair back as 
Natalie heaves!

DESI
(to Tawny)

I got this.  Go find Pete.  We need to 
get Ms. Lady Hendrix here home before she 
chokes on her own puke.

Natalie heaves loudly as Tawny heads out into the... 

HALLWAY 

...and sees--
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MIKE MCCREADY, 27 (of PEARL JAM) push past her with a few 
friends towards a nearby bedroom... and he’s hammered!

MIKE MCCREADY
What the fuck is going on in here?!

Tawny freezes in her tracks.

TAWNY
(whispered tone)

Holy shit.  That’s Mike McCready.

MIKE MCCREADY (O.S.)
I didn’t authorize a fucking orgy in my 
house!

Kyle is thrown out the door while frantically trying to 
pull up his pants.  He’s followed by two naked groupies. 

TAWNY
Oh!  Fuck you, Kyle!  

Kyle immediately takes notice as Tawny storms away and 
back into...

BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

...grabs Natalie by the arm and pulls her away from Desi.

DESI
What’s wrong?

TAWNY
Fuck 1994 already!  I just wanna go home!

INT. PETE’S 4-DOOR CHEVY PICK-UP TRUCK - DRIVING - NIGHT

Pete drives Natalie, passed out in the passenger’s seat.  
Tawny stews in the backseat with Desi and Eugene who are 
completely oblivious as to what’s going on with Tawny.

INT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - LATER

Tim helps Pete lay Natalie down on her bed. 

TIM
Remember to never raise a teenage 
daughter, Peter.
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PETE
Way ahead of you, Mr. Bellmont.  But if I 
were adopted, I’d definitely want you 
guys as my mom and dad.

Standing in the doorway is--

ANNIE
Alright, Pete.  Nobody likes a kiss ass.  
You’re not off the hook for whatever 
concoction knocked my 18 year old 
daughter on her ass tonight.  

PETE
Yes, ma’am.

Pete looks to Tim, who gives him a look of compassion, 
then slinks out of the room past a pissed off Annie.

Tim kisses a snoring Natalie on the forehead, heads out 
of the room and closes the door.

INT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - SITTING ROOM - LATE-AFTERNOON

Rain’s falling outside.  Natalie, reclined on a window 
seat, sips on a mug of coffee.  Headphones on.  Reads-- 

FRANK (V.O.)
Fuck it.  Let’s rock.  That’s pretty much 
been my life’s governing philosophy.

INSERT: SEPIA TONE PHOTO OF A SCOWLING BABY BOY [CIRCA 
1923]

-Frank, in the flesh holding a picture of himself as a 
baby boy, breaks the fourth wall...

FRANK 
Cute kid, huh?  Even when I was a baby I 
couldn’t be bothered dealing with 
people’s shit...

-YOUNG MOTHER, 20s, changes INFANT’S diaper; a clear 
battle is happening here as Frank looks on...

FRANK 
...including my own.

COLLAGE OF PHOTOS - FRANK’S CHILDHOOD  

-Frank flips through a photo album of his childhood.
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FRANK 
This philosophy guided me through what 
shrinks would call a rough childhood.

COLLAGE OF NEW YORK CITY IMAGERY [CIRCA 1928-1935]

-5 YEAR OLD FRANK looks dour as FRANK’S MOTHER, 20s, 
austere, emotionless, of Viking stock and disposition,  
stares down at him, coldly.  

Frank walks past them.

FRANK 
My mother wasn’t exactly the huggy touchy-
feely type.  A Scandinavian broad from 
the old country who left her family and 
her frozen motherland to pursue a life in 
the theater in the New World...

-12 YEAR OLD FRANK, eating a frankfurter, walks with 
FRANK’S FATHER, 40s, a German Jew in an Army uniform... 

Frank leans against a railing with a view of the New York 
skyline from the Jersey side.

FRANK 
...only to get knocked up by a German Jew 
from Jersey - equally addicted to liquor 
and other women - who joined the Army to 
fight the Kaiser.  I had my suspicions he 
was always torn between which side to 
fight for.  That was before things got 
real ugly for the members of our tribe.  

INSERT: PHOTOS OF MILITARY BASES ACROSS THE SOUTHWEST 
[CIRCA 1938] 

-15 YEAR OLD FRANK poses for a group photo with other 
military families and the mountains of New Mexico in the 
background.  

Frank continues his narrative--

FRANK 
Having dragged my mother away from her 
dreams of marquee lights on Broadway - me 
and my younger sister, Karina... 

Walks next to his younger sister, KARINA, 12 years old.

...fended for ourselves during the Great 
Depression on military bases from Texas 
to Albuquerque... 
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INSERT: PHOTOS OF A NAVAJO RESERVATION [CIRCA 1941]

-18 YEAR OLD FRANK, dressed like a Navajo, smokes and 
drinks with male teenage Navajos.

Frank continues his narrative...

FRANK
...a Viking Jew learning to distrust 
gentiles and embrace my inner-Navajo.

INSERT: PHOTO OF A MARINE BASE [CIRCA 1942]

-Basic training where Marines go through the hell of 
bootcamp. 

Frank, wearing basic training attire, walks past a line 
of Marines doing jumping jacks and various hellish 
activities.

FRANK 
Then came the Big Show.  Again I said - 
fuck it.  Let’s rock.  I followed in my 
old man’s footsteps.  Only I wasn’t gonna 
be a pussy. I joined the Marines-- 

DRILL SERGEANT (O.S.)
Carlsson!  Shut yer god-damn pie-hole and 
pull your Jew head out of your Jew ass!

FRANK
(salutes)

Yes’sir!  Pulling my Jew head out of my 
Jew ass, sir!

WORLD WAR II IMAGERY - VARIOUS EUROPEAN LOCATIONS

-Marines engage in battles with Nazis.

Frank, wearing a Marine uniform, keeps out of harms way--

FRANK
And headed to his fatherland to take on 
the  worst mother-fucker who ever lived.  

INSERT: PHOTO OF FRANK WITH NAVAJO CODE TALKERS

Frank steps out from the photo and stands next to a group 
of Code Talkers.

FRANK 
I even found a way to get friendly with 
the Code Talkers.  Guess I was just 
hungry for a little taste of home.
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INT. STARBUCKS - CAPITOL HILL, SEATTLE - MORNING   (1994)

Natalie, behind the counter, reads Frank’s autobiography, 
as fellow baristas prep the store for the morning rush.

BARISTA (O.S.)
Natalie. 

Pulls Natalie away from reading--

NATALIE
Yeah...?

Natalie sees Eva walk towards the counter...

Natalie smiles brightly as Eva... transforms into Dasha.

Natalie’s smile slowly deteriorates, then returns.

DASHA
(to Natalie)

I was in the neighborhood...

INT. GARAGE  - DAY                                 (1994)

Dasha video records and interviews Natalie playing her 
bass during a jam session with Pete, Desi and Tawny who 
looks at Dasha with a degree of annoyance.

COLLAGE OF BEATNIK, JAZZ AND DELTA BLUES IMAGERY [CIRCA 
MID 1950S]; SMOKEY FOLK CLUB:

-Frank, now 32, dressed like a beatnik, stands in front 
of a mic on a stage and regales some fellow beatniks--

FRANK 
After kicking enough Nazi ass to feel 
equally satisfied and damaged - I 
returned home to an America that hated my 
people, the Indians I grew up with and 
the folks who made the music I fell in 
love with overseas with equal passion.

-Folk Club transforms into a living room in a house up in 
Vancouver, Canada where Frank holds a BABY in his arms.

CELESTE, 20s, French-Canadian, cold and austere, sits on 
the couch smoking a thin cigarette.

FRANK
Disillusioned, alienated and alone. 
Dwelling in the shadows of my old man’s 
bad habits.  

(MORE)
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I hightailed it to Canada to search for a 
tribe of my own.  Married a broad like my 
mother.  Had a kid--

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
You bore me to tears.

Celeste gets up from the couch and exits.

FRANK
Speak English, Celeste!  English!

Baby cries!

INT. GARAGE - DAY                                  (1994)

Jam session featuring: Desi SINGING; Pete wailing on 
guitar; Tawny banging on drums. 

Natalie sits on an amp going through the motions on her 
bass while reading Frank’s autobiography. 

Tawny looks over at Natalie and slams down her sticks--

TAWNY
(re: Natalie)

Man, what the fuck?!  Are we not good 
enough for you, Peppers?!

Natalie looks over at all of them staring at her.

NATALIE
What?  I’m just... not feeling it lately.

DESI
Obviously.  Y’know, we have dreams too.  

TAWNY
No, Des.  We’re not as important as Kyle 
and Dasha.

NATALIE
Are you serious right now?

PETE
Yeah.  We heard your boyfriend is about 
to sign with a label.

DESI
Gonna cut an album of his hack, Emo 
garbage.  Think he’s in the studio--

FRANK (CONT'D)
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NATALIE
Not without me!

All three throw up their hands!

TAWNY
I knew it!  Is your Olympia girlfriend 
gonna video journal it?

NATALIE
Why are you guys doing this?

DESI
You keep saying that the scene isn’t the 
same.

NATALIE
Because it isn’t!  It’s totally played 
out, and every piece of shit band is 
trying to sound like Nirvana--

TAWNY
And you’d rather play with a lying poser 
who cheats on you every chance he gets?

NATALIE
(hurt)

I mean... we have an open thing--

TAWNY
I fucking saw him!

NATALIE
What do you mean?  When?

Pete and Desi stare daggers at Tawny.

TAWNY
Never mind.

NATALIE
When god-damn it?!

DESI
Does it even matter?

TAWNY
McCready’s party...

TAWNY
I saw him... with two naked groupies.

Natalie takes a moment to absorb the information...

NATALIE
Well... I don’t give a shit.  His band 
might actually be going some where and--
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DESI
Where?  L.A.?  Go join him then.

Another shot to Natalie’s heart.

PETE
I think what Desi is saying is: you may 
have outgrown our little fishing village 
here.  So, go on tour.  See the world.  
Forget the little people.  Just make sure 
to enjoy the... ride...

Silence as the four friends realize they’re breaking up.

INT. SEATTLE HOTEL LOBBY - FRONT DESK - DAY        (1994)

Front desk agent hands Natalie--

INSERT NOTE:

“Sorry to let you down.  Had to leave town.  If you’re 
ever in L.A., find me at:  (213) 555-1212. ‘Eve.’”

Natalie looks crestfallen.

INT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Natalie, face buried in her pillow, sobs. 

There’s a knock on her door.  Natalie doesn’t respond.  
The door starts to open as Tim peeks his head inside--

NATALIE
Go away!!!

Door instantly closes.

TIM (O.S.)
Peppers...?

NATALIE
I said leave me alone!

Tim and Annie whisper outside her door.

NATALIE
Oh, Jesus Christ!  Annie can come in.

ANNIE
(rushes inside)

Aww, what’s wrong, baby?  Are you okay?  
Did something happen?  
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NATALIE
(hugs Annie; sobbing harder)

I hate everyone.  Everybody is a lying 
piece of shit.  Everyone sucks.

ANNIE
I know, baby.  Welcome to adulthood.

It’s later.  Natalie now sits up in bed...

NATALIE
...and she was just this really bitchen 
woman who said she was in the Industry---

TIM
Named... Eve?

Tim and Annie look at each other.

NATALIE
Yeah... I think. I’m pretty sure that’s 
what she said...

(utter frustration)
Ugh, I don’t even know. I was also... 
never mind--  

TIM
Tripping balls?

NATALIE
Wait - what?  How did you--?

ANNIE
You never told us about her.

NATALIE
It never came up.  She saw me play at the 
O.K. ‘cause Courtney Love let me jam--

TIM
Courtney Love?!  Hole Courtney Love?!  
And you never told us about this?!

ANNIE
Apparently, there’s a lot she’s not 
telling us lately.

NATALIE
Whatever.  It’s not a big deal.

TIM
That is a big deal, Peppers!  You realize 
that’s a big deal, right?!  

(MORE)
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Maybe this mystery woman is with a label!  
Maybe she’s interested in signing you--!

NATALIE
Whoah, stage mom!  Getting way ahead of 
yourself.  She was just a really bitchen, 
strong, fierce, mysterious woman...

ANNIE
Named... Eve?

NATALIE
Yeah, why do you keep asking me that?

(curious stare)
Anyway, none of this matters... and I’m 
probably moving to L.A.

Tim and Annie take a moment to absorb this information.

ANNIE
Honey, you know I prefer you go to 
college... 

NATALIE
I don’t want to talk about 
that.

ANNIE
...and not traipsing all 
over the god-damn world!

TIM
She should be able make that decision on 
her own, Anne.

ANNIE
United front here, Tim!

NATALIE
Hello!  I’m still feeling a sense of loss 
over here.  Okay?  Even though, I mean,  
I never really knew this woman.  So, I 
don’t even know why I’m so upset.

Annie, even more irritated, jumps up from the bed--

ANNIE
Because, some people are great at making 
promises!  They make promises and they 
don’t deliver on them!  That’s just a 
fact of life!  It’s non-stop 
disappointment and people let you down - 
and then you die!

TIM
Jesus, Anne.

TIM (CONT'D)
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ANNIE
I’ll be in the kitchen - cooking us 
dinner!  If you need me or want to talk 
or anything...

She goes to leave, then turns back around, walks over, in 
tears, hugs and kisses Natalie, then exits.

TIM
She gets emotional lately.  Especially 
when you’re thinking about leaving us...

Tim follows suit -- tears flowing.

NATALIE
Are you both okay?  I don’t...

Tim waves the emotions away and shuts the door, leaving a 
bewildered Natalie. 

NATALIE
Is everyone on the rag lately?

Natalie turns her head... and there’s Frank’s 
autobiography, her addiction, just sitting there being 
neglected as her room transforms into--

EXT. CONCERT HALL - SEATTLE, WA - NIGHT            (1968)

Frank, 45, his arm around a 20 something hippie chick 
next to a young hippie tribe, as they sway back and forth 
to the sound of Acid Rock guitar...

FRANK  (V.O.)
So I got divorced.  Left the kid.  Left 
Canada.  Landed a gig as an ad exec at a 
high-powered Seattle ad agency...  

The sounds, coming from a Fender Strat, intensify...

FRANK (V.O.)
Then one night, in a drunken stupor, I 
followed some drugged-out hippie chick 
and her tribe of merry pranksters into a 
popular Rock club.  It was there that I 
heard sounds coming from a guitarist on a 
Fender Stratocaster that would change the 
course of my life forever.

Frank completely breaks down in tears watching JIMI 
HENDRIX, 26, kill it on the stage!
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FRANK (V.O.)
And his name was simply... Jimi.

Back to NATALIE’S BEDROOM (1994)

ANNIE (O.S.)
Peppers!  Dinner’s ready!

Natalie stares out her window at the gloomy winter view.

Black out.

OVER BLACK: “FEBRUARY, ‘94”

INT. REHEARSAL SPACE - SEATTLE - DAY

Kyle and Natalie both sit in director’s chairs being on-
camera interviewed for public access TV; Natalie can’t 
get a word in edge-wise as Kyle monopolizes the entire 
interview... 

KYLE
Yeah, we’re gonna be releasing our debut 
album.  Maybe on a label...

Time cut--

KYLE
Nobody really realizes we’ve been playing 
in Seattle since 1985.  Well, I have.  I 
was in a few bands...

Time cut--

KYLE
Sweet Nozzle...  Spinal Cord Injury...  
Zen Temple Harmony... 

Time cut--

KYLE
We’re gonna be opening for Candlebox.  
It’s what we’ve been talking about...

Time cut--

KYLE
Thinking of adding keyboards.  Talking to 
this player.  A young cat.  Reggie Watts.
And he’s, y’know, Black.  So that’s 
something.  Cool.  Different.
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INTERVIEWER (O.C.)
Peppers.  Would you like to add anything?

She makes them wait for it...

NATALIE
I’m probably just going to move to Los 
Angeles.  So... peace out Seattle.

The interview wraps up.  As Kyle is taking off his body 
mic, Natalie grabs it and talks into it--

NATALIE
Testing-testing.  Kyle’s a cheating 
asshole. 

(to interviewer)
Did you get that?!  Will that play on the 
edit?!  Is that raw enough for you?! 

(to Kyle; shoves him)
Tawny’s right: you’re a dick!  And a 
poser!  You hogged the entire interview!

Natalie turns to head out.  Kyle grabs her arm, as 
INTERVIEWER and CAMERA OPERATOR (two males in their 30s) 
quickly turn back around...

NATALIE
Let go!

KYLE
Natalie.  Stop!

(to Camera Operator)
Do not turn that fucking camera on!!!

Camera Operator quickly puts his camera gear away and the 
two hustle out the door.

NATALIE
You are such a fucking poser!  You play 
like you’re this deep, sensitive, 
intellectual artist.  But you’re just an 
attention whore - and a liar.  

KYLE
Alright.  I got it.  You hate me.  And I 
deserve it.  I’m sorry. 

NATALIE
I don’t believe you.

KYLE
I wouldn’t either.  Look I’m just not 
good at commitment.
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NATALIE
That’s not the point!  I’m not asking for 
- anything.  Just respect me.

KYLE
I do respect you, Peppers--

NATALIE
It’s Natalie.  Only my friends can call 
me that.  People who love and respect me.

KYLE
I do both of those things. Can you just 
give me a minute to explain something? 

NATALIE
You have thirty seconds, then I walk.  

KYLE
You know you’re really sexy when you...

Natalie turns to walk away.

KYLE
Okay.  I had an epiphany.  

NATALIE
(stops; turns back)

Seriously?

KYLE
I’ve had a lot of time to process and I 
realize that I’m not getting anywhere.  
All the bad shit that’s gone down.  All 
my bad habits.  But I look at you... you 
inspire me--

NATALIE
To what?  Bang groupies?

KYLE
No.  I’m serious.  No joke.  When you 
play - it’s like really inspiring.  I 
mean I can’t offer you some traditional 
relationship or romance--

NATALIE
Stop!  I don’t need you to go to L.A.  
I’m going on my own.

KYLE
But I wanna go with you.  
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NATALIE
Fuck that.

KYLE
Come on.  I mean, think of it like you’re 
Joan Jett and I’ll be your Heart Breaker.

NATALIE
Yeah, you’re very good at that.

KYLE
Just... let’s go to L.A.  Write some 
songs.  Record them.  Together.

NATALIE
(contemplates)

If you fuck up just once--  

KYLE
Best behavior.  I promise.

NATALIE
(more contemplation)

You’re paying for... everything.

EXT. GREYHOUND BUS STATION - SEATTLE - MORNING

The bus driver throws guitar cases into the hull.

KYLE
(to the bus driver)

Hey, man!  That’s, like, precious cargo.

The bus driver could give a fuck.  

Nearby, Natalie takes her luggage out of Tim’s car.

TIM
If shit goes down you call me - 
immediately.  

NATALIE
I know, Tim.

TIM
If he so much as sneezes and doesn’t 
cover his mouth.

NATALIE
Yeah.  I’ll be all over that.  Poppa 
Bear, you gotta stop.  I’ll be okay.
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TIM
I know.  You’re a tough kid.  But Jesus. 
You’re only 18.  And that son-of-a-bitch--

NATALIE
And how old were you when you left home 
again?

TIM
Totally different.

NATALIE
Of course, ‘cause you’re a boy...

Honking from Pete’s truck parked nearby pulls Natalie’s 
focus.

Moments later.  Natalie and Tim stand next to it as 
Natalie looks inside at her posse.

PETE
We couldn’t have you leave for the most 
horrible place in the world without 
giving you a going away present.

Pete reaches backwards as Desi hands him a guitar case.

Natalie opens it, pulls out an expensive bass guitar!

TIM
Whoah.  This must have cost a fortune.

EUGENE
We all ponied up our college tuition.

DESI
That was actually funny.

TAWNY
Nice one, Eugene.

Natalie leans in the back window--

NATALIE
(to Tawny)

Still think I’m an asshole?

TAWNY
Of course... But you’re our asshole.

DESI
And don’t you forget it.

They all take a moment to acknowledge she’s leaving. 

Kyle and his band members board the bus--
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KYLE
Nat!  We gotta go!

Tim shoots Kyle the death stare--

TIM
I swear to Christ, I will have “Bon Jovi” 
killed.  I know people.

Natalie’s posse crack up.

NATALIE
I know you do.

Natalie hugs her friends, who are now all out of the 
truck, grabs her bags and her new bass...

NATALIE
(to Tim)

Tell Annie I love her and I’ll call...

The waterworks flow again for Tim.

NATALIE
Oh, not this again. It’s just too weird.

INT. GREYHOUND BUS - CONTINUOUS

Natalie sits down next to Kyle, turns her head away as 
the tears flow.  She looks out at the most important 
people in her life... as the Greyhound heads towards L.A.

It’s later. Kyle places his hand on Natalie’s knee; she 
looks down at it, throws it off and continues to read 
Frank’s autobiography... as the bus transforms into--

EXT. LAUREL CANYON - DAY                           (1975)

Frank, now 52, hair longer, dressed less conservative and 
more mid ‘70s trendy, walks down the infamous street...

FRANK 
So now it’s 1975.  I left Seattle, but 
I’m still working for an ad firm... and 
desperate to feed my soul.  I’ve got a 
little place off of Laurel Canyon and I’m 
living off and on with a rotating stable 
of Sunset Strip strippers...  

Two STRIPPERS -- one blonde, 20s; one Black, 30s -- 
arrive and link arms with him...
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FRANK 
...whom I introduced to my home office 
for the remainder of the Me Decade. 

The sun sets on Laurel Canyon as it transforms into--

EXT. OUTSIDE THE TROUBADOUR - NIGHT                

Frank leads the two Strippers on his arm to--

INT. THE TROUBADOUR - FRONT BAR - CONTINUOUS

Small crowd.  A mix of casual music lovers and 
businessmen in suits sip cocktails in booth tables making 
deals.  Frank scans the room before sitting at the bar.

FRANK
(to bartender)

Cutty.  Neat. 
(to Blonde Stripper)

What are you having?

BLONDE STRIPPER
Mmm, not sure.  Not much of a drinker.

FRANK
(to bartender)

Shirley Temple for this one.

BLACK STRIPPER
(to bartender)

Whiskey.  Rocks.  Keep it coming, thanks.

FRANK
(nods approvingly)

So, ladies.  This is my favorite dive... 

Before he can finish his sentence -- a slick adman named 
BOBBY, early 30s, makes his way over to--

BOBBY
Frank?  Is that you?

FRANK
(recognizes)

Oh, Jesus.  Bobby.  Your mommy let’s you 
stay out this late?  

BOBBY
You’re a crack up, Frank.  This guy.  A 
regular Rickles.  Whom do we have here?
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FRANK
This is--?

BLONDE STRIPPER
I’m Sally.

BLACK STRIPPER
(downs shot in one gulp)

Who the fuck are you?

FRANK
She’s the shy one.

BLACK STRIPPER
(re: Frank)

He only knows my stage name.
(to Bobby)

Call me - “Aphrodite”.  

BOBBY
Two nice Jewish girls, eh?  You brought 
this old fossil out to hear some modern 
music?  Good.  His vinyl collection is so 
far out it dates back to the Stone Age.

FRANK
Okay, funny guy.  The Comedy Store is 
that way.  Go have Mitzi hone your act.

BOBBY
I kid the old timer. But seriously, he is 
magic in a room.  Best adman in L.A.  
That’s no joke.  

FRANK
What do ya need, Bobby?

BOBBY
Me?  Nada.  

(sits)
But, this place is chock full of the Rock 
Industry types I’ve been trying to land 
an account with for years.

FRANK
I thought your team handles the Studios?

BOBBY
Yeah, but where you’re king is where the 
fun is.   That’s what I want to do. 
Manage an account with a label.  Rep 
their talent pool’s product.  Market the 
next Eagles or, better yet: The Stones...   
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Bobby’s voice fades away, as Frank hones in on the 
conversation at a--

NEARBY BOOTH

Four members of a Rock band: *SAMMY, white; *GABE, 
latino; ARTHUR, Native American; WESLEY, Black (all in 
their 30s).

SAMMY
...we just lost our manager. Our demo 
tape is for shit.  We don’t even have a 
lead singer.  And nobody will sign us. 
Maybe we should head back to Seattle.

GABE
Fuck that, man.  We came 
here to make it as a Rock 
band.  We’re gonna fucking 
make it as a Rock band.

WESLEY
Ain’t no motha-fucking way 
I’m dragging my Black ass 
back to fucking Seattle. 
Too motha-fucking cold.

ARTHUR
We’re warriors.  Warriors don’t retreat.

WESLEY
Chief Seattle stands correct.  Fists of 
steel, baby.

(Kung Fu move)
Waaa-kaaah.

ARTHUR
Besides, Ms. Wild Thing invited us.

They look over at a Rock band about to go on stage in the 
next room -- two of the band members are female.

FRANK (V.O.)
I decided to make my move.

Back at the bar, Frank turns to Sally and whispers 
something in her ear.  She nods her head.  

FRANK
(to “Aphrodite”)

I need you to come with me.  Ask no 
questions.  Just follow my lead.

Frank gives Sally a look, which she returns in kind; she 
leads Bobby away from the bar as Frank and his 
“assistant” head over to the four band members.
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FRANK
I couldn’t help overhearing your 
conversation with Hoss from a Roger 
Corman version of “Bonanza”.

This cracks the four band members up.

WESLEY
That’s some funny-ass shit.

SAMMY
Since you’re so interested in our 
conversation.  You an A&R guy?

FRANK
Nah.  Just a music lover.  Who also 
happens to know every music executive in 
this town on a first name basis.

The four look at each other.

GABE
(to “Aphrodite”)

Are you his Dawn?

"APHRODITE"
I’m whatever he wants me to be, sugar.

GABE
Nice.  

(to Frank)
Who you, man?

FRANK
She’s actually my assistant.  But, you 
can just call me... Tony Orlando.

SAMMY
(laughs)

Alright, Mr. Orlando.  We’re about to go 
hear some friends of ours from back home 
jam on the main stage. 

Wesley stands and extends his arm to “Aphrodite”.

WESLEY
Care to join us?

She looks to Frank who nods his head.  As they all head 
into the main stage area--

FRANK
Where you guys say you’re from again?
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SAMMY
Seattle.  

FRANK
You don’t say?

BATHROOM 

Bobby’s pressed up against the wall as Sally fellates 
him.  Loud banging is heard on the door-- 

BOBBY
Just-just a minute.  Just.. A... Minute.

SHOW ROOM/STAGE

Moments later.  Frank stands among the crowd as the main 
act for the evening walk onto the stage--

FRANK (V.O.)
As luck would have it - the band that led 
me out of the advertising racket, and 
straight into the arms of Rock & Roll, 
also happened to be from my adopted 
hometown.

A squeaky guitar lick reverberates as the lights turn a 
crimson red, washing over Frank’s face.

On the stage, wailing on an acoustic, is rhythm guitarist 
NANCY WILSON, 21.  Her sister, ANNE WILSON, 24, SINGS...

Frank is enraptured by what’s happening on stage as the 
members of HEART play “Magic Man”.

INT. GREYHOUND - DRIVING - FOLLOWING MORNING       (1994)                             

Everyone on the bus is asleep, including Kyle who has his 
head on Natalie’s shoulder.  Natalie, still reading, 
pushes him off and pauses to stare out the window at the 
San Francisco skyline... 

FRANK (V.O.)
Then came the inevitable.  I got a call 
one afternoon at the office...

INT. FRANK’S BEDROOM - NIGHT                       (1975)

In reality, the TV is on in the background turned to Los 
Angeles local nightly news.  
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Frank, shirtless, on his back in bed while “Aphrodite”, 
naked, rides on top of him.  Phone rings on the night 
stand.  Before she can climax, Frank throws her off and 
grabs the phone...

“APHRODITE”
Jesus Christ!  You asshole!

FRANK
(into phone)

Hello?  Yeah, who’s this?  Oh right.  
From the Troubadour...  Now’s as good a 
time as any... I was just reading...

She eye rolls, gets up, puts on a robe, fires up a joint.

FRANK
(grabs a note pad and pencil)

When?  Saturday?  Sure I can meet you 
guys.  Uh-huh...  Uh-huh...  8 o’clock...  
Same booth...  Yeah, I’ll bring Dawn.

“APHRODITE”
Oh, you think so, huh?

FRANK
(shushes her)

Okay... What’s your band’s name again? 

Frank waits for the conclusion of the band name...

FRANK
Well, we’ll work on that... My real name?  
It’s Frank...

The local news on TV has switched to “The Tonight Show”.  
While the famous theme song plays in the background...

ED MCMAHON (ON TELEVISION)
And now, ladies and gentlemen, heeere’s 
Johnny!

Johnny Carson (on television) walks out from behind the 
multi-colored curtain to rapturous applause, does his 
trademark namaste bow.

FRANK
Carson.  Frank Carson.   

Frank hangs up, a broad smile lights up his face.

"APHRODITE"
Yeah, and I’m Lola Falana.  And my real 
name’s Cheryl, by the way.  Asshole!
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INT. BUS TERMINAL - DOWNTOWN, L.A. - SUNSET        (1994)

Natalie awakens to the sight of Kyle’s dreamy eyes--

KYLE
Morning, Sunshine.  We have arrived.  
Endless smog and boob jobs awaits us.

Natalie yawns, stretches.

KYLE
Can’t you just feel the good vibes?  I 
mean smell that fresh California--

NATALIE
Kyle, if you don’t shut the fuck up - I’m 
gonna kick you in the nut-sack.

KYLE
Understood.  It’s been a long journey.

Kyle gets down on one knee as other passengers file by 
him as equally annoyed and grumpy as Natalie.

KYLE
But, baby.  I’m telling you right now: 
everything’s gonna be uphill from here on 
out.  We’re gonna kick ass, take names, 
and make L.A. our bitch.  You have my 
word on that.  We’re gonna own this town.

Black out.

OVER BLACK: “ONE WEEK LATER”

INT. SHITTY EAST-SIDE L.A. APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

This rundown, roach infested mess looks like a stand in 
for a murder scene.  Take-out cartons litter the kitchen; 
miles of empty beer cans and 40s on countertops and 
tables; trash cans overflowing; stained carpets; ripped 
sofas; futon mattresses on the floors -- everywhere! 

Natalie enters with a bag of groceries to the sight of so-
called bandmates: passed out on couches and futons; in 
whispered conference with hard-core Cholos clearly 
packing heat; sitting next to tattooed white guys 
emptying bags of white powder onto a coffee table.
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BATHROOM

Natalie enters to the sight of: Kyle passed out naked in 
the bathtub--  

NATALIE
(rushes over; slaps his face)

Kyle!  Oh-my-god!  Kyle!

Kyle mumbles incoherently.

Natalie eyeballs: syringe; lighter; spoon... She breaks 
down in sobbing tears, then springs up and punches Kyle, 
over and over, splashing water everywhere! 

KYLE
Hey!  What the fuck, man?!

NATALIE
Mother-fucker!!!  I knew I shouldn’t have 
come here with you!  Lying piece of shit!

Natalie rushes out of the bathroom and into--

BEDROOM

The only one of four that’s actually clean.  Natalie 
grabs her bags and throws all her shit inside. 

NATALIE
(in tears)

So fucking stupid!  So-fucking-stupid!

LIVING AREA

Natalie enters to the sight of: guns drawn, major chaos 
ensues!  Whatever the fuck just went down in here while 
she was packing is unclear, but shit’s about to pop off!

EXT. OUTSIDE SHITTY APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Natalie -- backpacker sized pack on her back, satchel 
strapped across her chest, oversized suitcase in one 
hand, bass guitar case in the other -- hightails it out 
of the danger zone!

INT. YELLOW CAB - MOMENTS LATER

Natalie sits in the back, sobbing.  In the front seat, 
the Southern cadence of a female--
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CAB DRIVER (O.S.)
You okay, hon?

FLASHBACK - GREYHOUND STATION, SEATTLE

TIM
If shit goes down you call me - 
immediately.  

Back to BACK OF YELLOW CAB

Natalie collects her thoughts, then grabs Frank’s 
manuscript out of her satchel, rifles through it, gets to 
the back -- there’s an address!

SUPER: “HIGHLAND GARDENS HOTEL”

NATALIE
Do you know the Highland Gardens?

CAB DRIVER (O.S.)
Of course.  Who doesn’t?

NATALIE
Take me there.  Please.

CAB DRIVER (O.S.)
Sure thing, hon...  You an actress?

Natalie doesn’t answer as she stares out at the L.A. 
scenery rolling by.

INT. HIGHLAND GARDENS HOTEL - FIRST FLOOR - AFTERNOON

Natalie roams the hallway and stops in front of ROOM 105.  
A group of tourists take photos inside--

PICTURE TAKER (O.S.)
Here.  Pose in front of the photo.  But, 
like, pretend you just o.d’d. 

Moments later. Natalie’s now in front of ROOM 226.  

She knocks and hears the faint sound of-- 

FEMALE VOICE INSIDE (O.S.)
Someone’s knocking on the god-damn door!

MALE VOICE INSIDE (O.S.)
Don’t answer it!

The door flies open to the sight of CHERYL, now in her 
50s, dressed in a nurse’s uniform, eyeballs Natalie--
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CHERYL
Hey, Frank!  Some white girl’s at the 
door!  If you’re banging this child - I 
swear to Christ...!

Frank, now 71 years old, walks into the room. 

Natalie stares at him with a look of recognition...

BLURRY RECOLLECTION 

Musicians with long hair, beards and afros; face of a 
woman, mid 20s, dressed in 1970s attire; Frank, age 55.

Back to ROOM 226

Natalie continues to stare curiously at--

FRANK
I can barely manage to get it up for you 
these days.  How’m I supposed to...?

Frank now stares at Natalie, completely gobsmacked.  

NATALIE
Um, I’m sorry.  I’m looking for, um, 
Frank Carlsson.  Or Carson.  I’m not 
really sure which.

CHERYL
Well, ain’t this some shit.  

FRANK
Don’t just stand there!  Let her in!

Natalie slowly moves inside with all of her belongings.

CHERYL
Frank.  Tell me you didn’t order a 
homeless white girl on that AOL machine 
you can’t stop playing on.

NATALIE
I’m not homeless - yet.  I know this is 
gonna sound totally crazy--

FRANK
Crazy?  I’m 100 percent fluent in crazy.

CHERYL
Ain’t that the truth.
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FRANK
Isn’t there someone dying in the ICU that 
could use your charming bedside manner? 

CHERYL
Hmm, I’ll leave you to get acquainted 
with the Ghost of Janis Joplin here.  But 
if she moves in, don’t count on me 
bringing you any more desserts from the 
cafeteria.  Ya on ya own.

(to Natalie)
Good luck, baby-girl. Ya gonna need it.

Cheryl exits.

NATALIE
I’ve been reading your book.  

(pulls it out of satchel)
I haven’t finished it yet...  

FRANK
That makes two of us.

NATALIE
...but I love it so far.

NATALIE
Well, I really think you should.

FRANK
Should what?

NATALIE
Finish it.

FRANK
That why you’re here?  Looking to break 
into the publishing game?  

NATALIE
God no.  I... 

(looks around at the mess)
How long have you been staying here?

FRANK
A few years.

NATALIE
A few years?

FRANK
I lost count.  Around Reagan’s first 
term.

NATALIE
Since the ‘80s?
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FRANK
Ish. ‘81.  ‘82.  I’ve been looking to 
move out.  But you can’t find such a good 
deal at this location.

NATALIE
You know Janis Joplin o.d’d here?

FRANK
Nooo.  Really?  Well, that definitely 
lowers the property value.  Now that the 
pleasantries are out of the way.  Why are 
you here?  

NATALIE
Oh, yeah.  Probably should have led with 
that.  Tim Bellmont is my-- 

FRANK
Yeah, I know who you are or I wouldn’t 
have let you in.  You think I let any 
wandering teenage girl into my living 
room carting around a studio apartment 
full of bags?  I like the guitar case by 
the way.  That gives your whole “just got 
off the bus in Hollywood from Kansas” 
look an extra level of desperation.  You 
need money?  That it?

NATALIE
Wow.  You really are an asshole.

FRANK
Well - years of practice.

NATALIE
Maybe this was a bad idea. I just thought 
I would... I don’t...

Natalie cries the kind of gasping tears that literally 
drag her to her knees.

FRANK
Oh, Jesus.  Okay just - come sit.

Frank walks her over to the couch...

NATALIE
I... can’t...... go...... home... 
‘cause... every... one... will... say... 
“I... told... you... so...!”

FRANK
C’mon.  There are worse things.  
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NATALIE
No... there aren’t...

It’s later.  Frank sits in a chair across from Natalie, 
in awe, as she wails away, like a virtuoso, on one of his 
acoustic guitars; he applauds her finale.

FRANK
So you can play. 

Natalie smiles, brightly.

FRANK
But throw a rock down Sunset and - if you 
don’t hit an out-of-work actor - you’ll 
knock out some “Guitarzan” with hair 
bigger than yours in snake skin pants he 
hasn’t changed since ‘85.

NATALIE
It’s not ‘85 any more, old timer.  Time’s 
have changed.  It’s girl’s time to shine. 

FRANK
Cocky.  I like it.  Also naïve and 
dangerously delusional.  But I guess 
that’s what being - how old are you 
again?

NATALIE
18.  But my birthday’s in a few weeks.

FRANK
Right.  Pisces.  March baby.  Like your 
mother.

This catches Natalie’s attention--

NATALIE
Wait - what?  How did you know that?

FRANK
(change of subject)

So, you got somewhere else you can stay?

NATALIE
You knew my mother?

FRANK
Did we not already establish?  I knew 
them since they were kids.
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NATALIE
But, my mother...?  They told me she died 
when I was, like, two and that’s why I 
was in foster care until they adopted--

FRANK
Look, what do I know?  They’re not my 
kids.  I haven’t seen or spoken to them 
in over 15 years.  I’m sure they did the 
best they knew how.  

NATALIE
But, you gave Tim your book.

FRANK
Somebody had to tell me how shitty it is.

NATALIE
It’s not shitty.  It’s - a time capsule.  
And you need to finish it.

FRANK
Alright.  Let’s figure out your next 
move.  We’re either getting you on a bus 
back home.  Or--

NATALIE
No.  I’m not going home until I get into 
a killer band and sign with a label.

FRANK
You’ve been here, what?  A week?  Give it 
one more and you’ll be starting a world 
tour.

NATALIE
You know what I mean.  I’m not going home 
with my tail between my butt having to 
take crap from everyone ‘cause of that - 
lying piece of shit.

FRANK
That guy?  Trust me you’ll meet plenty 
more where that guy came from.

NATALIE
Yeah-yeah-yeah.  Just go outside and 
throw a rock.

FRANK
Exactly.  That pulls out to a bed.  The 
extra bedding’s in the closet.
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NATALIE
I have a room of my own... At least for 
tonight.  I had to get one in order to 
bypass the front desk.  

FRANK
So you had enough to pay for it.

NATALIE
A little bit.  It’s not gonna go far.  
But I’ll get a waitressing gig or--

FRANK
It’s a comfortable couch.  I crash on it 
when my sciatica acts up.  We’ll work out 
your rent when you find anyone dumb 
enough to hire an 18 year old wannabe 
Joan Jett with stars in her eyes.

NATALIE
Did you know her?

FRANK
Is this about your childhood again?  
Because I have no information to offer--

NATALIE
No.  Joan Jett.

FRANK
I knew a lot of people... She would have 
loved to jam with you.

Frank abruptly walks away and shuts the door to his room.

INT. NATALIE’S HOTEL ROOM - (ROOM 119) - NIGHT

Natalie sits on the bed, cross-legged, in darkness.  The 
glow from the lights outside illuminates her solitude. 
Loud noises emanate from outside the sliding glass doors 
of her balcony view of the--

EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS - POOL AREA - SAME MOMENT

Despite frigid weather, a party is in full swing outside.   

INT. ROOM 119 - BALCONY - SAME MOMENT

Natalie watches a group of 20 something GUITARISTS in 
clear view in a poolside jam session.
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EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS - POOL AREA - MOMENTS LATER

Natalie, Frank’s acoustic in hand, walks over to the 
Guitarists who welcome her in on their jam session.     

INT. ROOM 226 - SAME MOMENT

Frank watches Natalie jam with the group of young male 
musicians from his balcony view. 

The lights brighten in the room -- that transforms into--

EXT. BACKYARD OF HOUSE - HOLLYWOOD HILLS - DAY     (1976)

A swimming pool.  Tranquil.  Birds chirping.  Sun shines 
brightly.  All is serene, until--

*Lead Singer/Teenage Girl, cusp of 19 -- wrists cut and 
bleeding, her face bruised, tears and mascara run down 
her cheeks -- staggers towards the backdoor leading into 
the--

INT. BOTTOM FLOOR OF HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The sound of Rock music grows louder and louder as she 
climbs a carpeted staircase leading to the...

LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...where the band members from the Troubadour are in mid 
rehearsal.  Frank watches them jam...  The Teenage Girl 
stumbles into the room and remains barely unnoticed, 
until she collapses onto the floor... Frank finally 
notices her and rushes over--

FRANK
(grabs her head)

Jesus!
(to Band)

Somebody call an ambulance!

Band members immediately stop playing.  Arthur runs to a 
nearby rotary phone as the other three rush over to--

The Teenage Girl looks up at four male faces staring down 
at her -- disappearing and reappearing with each blink.

Frank’s voice sounds (SFX) warped/distorted.
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FRANK (SFX)
Sunshine!  Sunshine!  What happened?!  
Who did this to you?!

*SUNSHINE (*Lead Singer) stares up at Frank’s face, as 
blood streams out from her wrists.

Frank’s voice is back to normal--

FRANK
Grab something - whatever the fuck you’ve 
got - to wrap around her god-damn wrists!

Wesley removes scarves from his neck and head, ties it 
around her wrists to staunch the bleeding.  Sammy tries 
to keep her conscious by lightly slapping her face...

SAMMY
Come on, baby.  Stay with us....

FRANK
(to Sammy)

You said you put her in a cab and sent 
her to my place.

SAMMY
I did.  Don’t fucking blame this on me 
like you always do--!

WESLEY
Y’all need to cool it with this shit!  
Arthur--!

ARTHUR
I dialed.  On their way.

SUNSHINE
(looks up at Frank)

I... told you... I would... find a way... 
to make... the Angels... sing. 

GABE
!Ay, mierda dios mío!  She’s talking that 
crazy shit about angels again!  It never 
stops with her.

SAMMY
Show some sensitivity, asshole!

WESLEY
This shit between you three has to end or 
I’m walking out for good!
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FRANK
Nobody’s walking out on anything...  

(to Sammy and Gabe)
But, stay the fuck away from her or I’ll 
end you both! 

WESLEY
(to Frank)

Take care of ya crazy family shit on ya 
own time, old man!

Frank instantly lunges at Wesley as Gabe and Sammy grab 
his arms and hold him back.  Sunshine begins to lose 
consciousness.

Arthur observes, on a small black and white surveillance 
monitor, an ambulance pull up on a hilly side street on 
the opposite side of the pool separated by an open gate.

ARTHUR
Medics at back entrance across from pool. 

Frank hunches over and tries to pick her up.

GABE
Man, leave her for the Paramedics!

FRANK
Fuck that!  She’s my daughter!  I can 
move her myself...

(tries to lift her - can’t)
A little help here -  now!

The four grab her by her arms and legs and proceed to 
move her out through the same way she came in--

EXT. BACK YARD OF HOUSE - HOLLYWOOD HILLS - MOMENTS LATER

As they drag her outside, Sunshine freaks out -- kicks, 
screams and squirms until she breaks loose from the four 
men, races for the pool and dives--

UNDERWATER

She rolls around like a mermaid and sees the sunlight up 
above dancing on the surface of the water..

Sammy and Gabe break through the water and swim to her, 
pulling her up...

...to the surface.  Blood filling the pool.  Frank stands 
poolside next to Wesley and Arthur. 
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Ambulance lights flashing as Paramedics rush onto the 
scene with a stretcher... 

WESLEY
She’s so damned desperate for your 
attention.  May just kill her damn self 
before she hits 19.

Frank, in a state of shock, watches Gabe and Sammy pull 
his teenage daughter out of the water...

FRANK
It’s next month.

ARTHUR
What is?

FRANK
Her 19th. And your album release.  
Amazing how much can be accomplished in 
one spin around the sun.

Frank continues to watch, helplessly, as Paramedics lay a 
now passed out Sunshine onto the stretcher...

FRANK (V.O.)
By early 1976, I had three bands signed 
to a major record label and my pet 
project about to release their debut 
album.  I enjoyed a growing reputation as 
a hot-shit music manager who could turn 
struggling bands into commercially viable 
products for mass consumption. 

...and lift her into the ambulance.

FRANK (V.O.)
While everything else in my life fell by 
the wayside.

INT. ROOM 226 - NIGHT                             (1994)

Frank continues to stare out the sliding glass doors.

EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS - POOL AREA - NIGHT

It’s later.  The jam session now over, Natalie is in 
conference with the Guitarists, specifically a tatted up 
and stubbled 21 year old Bob Dylan look-alike named--

JACK 
Some rad grungy sounds you laid down.
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NATALIE
Aw, really?  You had to use the “G” word?  
And I thought we were getting along.

JACK
No disrespect.  No disrespect.  But, you 
just got that deep bottom grind like - 
who’s those dudes?

GUITIARIST (O.S.)
Alice In Chains, bro.  That’s her jam.  

JACK
Yes.  That’s the shit.  You got that - 
that Seattle flavor.  

NATALIE
What?  Burnt coffee and dreams deferred?

Natalie puts her head down....

JACK
Oh, wow.  Did I offend you...?

Natalie tries to hold it back, but the waterworks flow.

JACK
Oh, wow.  I’m so sorry...

Not sure what to do, he puts his hand on her knee.  She 
instinctively hugs him.  Confused, Jack holds on to her 
tight before Natalie realizes--

NATALIE
I’m so sorry.  Wow.  Embarrassing.

JACK
No.  It’s all good.  You needed to get 
that out.  Trust me.  I’ve done that on, 
like, a daily basis since I got to L.A.

Other Guitarists nod their heads as well.

JACK
Shit gets hardcore out here.  Where you 
from?

NATALIE
Bellevue.

A collective look of confusion from Jack and the other 
Guitarists.  Natalie realizes--
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NATALIE
Seattle.

Then a collective acknowledgement.

JACK
That makes sense.  That makes sense. On 
behalf of all us L.A. transplant rejects - 
welcome to the Struggle.

(extends his hand)
I’m Jack.

NATALIE
(shakes)

Natalie.  But my people call me Peppers.

JACK
Like the Red Hot Chili?

NATALIE
(laughs)

Kind of.  Yeah.  Exactly.

JACK
Well, I hope that makes us friends then 
Red Hot Peppers... Hey, how’d you like to 
hear some local flavor?

Natalie enthusiastically nods her head.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE TROUBADOUR - NIGHT

Natalie stares up at the marquee that reads--

“THE BATTLE FOR L.A.’S SOUL - SOLD-OUT”

NATALIE
(to Jack)

I read about this place.  Heart played 
here.

JACK
Sure.  Back in the day.  Everybody’s 
played here.

NATALIE
But it’s sold-out.

JACK
Is it?

Jack and the other Guitarists open the door and face an 
attractive door woman.  
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An instant look of recognition on door woman’s face as 
she kisses Jack on the cheek.  Jack pulls something out 
of his pocket and hands it to her.

They enter the infamous club, pass the bar and the booth 
tables as she leads them into-- 

SHOW ROOM/STAGE

Natalie scans the packed house with a look on her face 
like she just entered the majesty of the Sistine Chapel.

Lights on stage are dim.  Cheers and whistles from the 
crowd.  Lights slowly come up on the band on stage -- of 
instant recognition to a gobsmacked--

Natalie just about faints when she sees--

RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE kick into ”Killing In the Name”.  
ZACK DE LA ROCHA, 24, stalks the stage.

While Natalie jumps up and down in the audience -- losing 
her shit!  Jack grabs her and lifts her up in the air!

It’s later.  Other L.A. bands rock out on stage, one 
after the other... While Natalie and Jack make out, beer 
bottles in hand.

INT. HIGHLAND GARDENS - NATALIE'S HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Natalie sits up in bed.  She looks around the room... 
Sees her clothes... Jack’s clothes... Slowly turns her 
head -- sure enough, Jack’s passed out next to her.

NATALIE (V.O.)
Fuck-fuck-fuuuck!!!  I did it again.  
Another guitarist - with beautiful eyes.

Time cut--  

NATALIE (V.O.)
Fuuuck!!!  I am such a whore.  

Time cut--

NATALIE (V.O.)
It’s 1994.  I’m an independent woman.  

Time cut--
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NATALIE (V.O.)
So you’re saying it’s okay for guys?  But 
not for women?  Such a double standard.

Jack finally wakes up.  Natalie pulls the blanket up to 
her nose--

JACK
Morning.

NATALIE
Hi.  Hey.  How’d you sleep?

JACK
Great.  Who are you again?

Natalie’s look could kill.

JACK
I’m kidding.  

Knock on the door interrupts the awkwardness.

NATALIE
Shit!  Hide!

Natalie jumps up and starts throwing her clothes on.  

JACK
(doesn’t move)

What?

NATALIE
Just - put the covers over your head!

Natalie heads to the door and turns back to look at him--

JACK
Um, no.  Sorry.  Unless - do you have a 
jealous boyfriend?

NATALIE
Yes.  Very.  He’s crazy.

Knock grows louder!

FRANK (O.S.)
Hey!  Just want to make sure you’re okay 
in there!  Hello?!  Natalie?!  Are you 
still here?  Did you go back to Seattle?!

JACK
Wait.  I know that voice.  That sounds 
like--
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FRANK (O.S.)
Are you okay?!  I can hear you breathing 
through the door!

Natalie opens the door to--

Frank, standing in the hallway.

As Natalie keeps the door chained and peeks through--

NATALIE
Hi.  Yeah.  Sorry.  I was in the show... 
bathroom.  

FRANK
Alright, I just wanted to... 

(tries to peek inside)
Are you hiding something?  I raised a 
teenager - once.   Remember?

JACK (O.S.)
Ain’t nobody here but us chickens, Pops.

FRANK
Is that...?  Oh, Jesus!  Is Baby Dylan in 
there?  Hey, I want my records back!

Jack peeks his head out the door as Natalie tries to push 
him backwards.

JACK
That bootleg Miles Davis is the shit.

FRANK
Right?  I told you.  Didn’t I?  It’s like 
he’s channeling a force from another 
dimension...  Why are you here?  With no 
shirt on?

Natalie rolls her eyes, closes the door on Frank.

INT. ROOM 226 - DAY

Natalie’s on the couch.  Frank paces--

FRANK
Alright, let’s lay down some basic ground 
rules.  Number one - no sleepovers.

NATALIE
Jesus, Frank.  Who the fuck am I gonna 
have over on this luxurious couch?
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FRANK
Watch the language.

NATALIE
You’re serious right now?  

FRANK
Number two - really?  That guy?

NATALIE
What’s wrong with - that guy?

FRANK
I thought you wanted to avoid guys like 
that?  That’s what brought you here in 
the first place.

NATALIE
No.  Your book brought me here.  And 
what’s wrong with Jack?  Does he, like, 
have something I should know about?

FRANK
What?  No.  I mean - he’s fine.  As 
young, swarthy, Bob Dylan wannabe, smooth-
talking rockers go - he’s actually a 
decent person.  I befriended him and his 
crew when they first got here.   

NATALIE
How many crews are here?

FRANK
On any given week or year?

NATALIE
Year?

FRANK
If your tv show was canceled.  Your pilot 
never got picked up.  Your rock band 
imploded.  Your coke habit is Guinness 
Book of World Records status.  This place 
is your Shangri-La.

NATALIE
So, what’s your story?

FRANK
Rule number three - don’t ask me so many 
questions.  I don’t like questions.
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It’s later.  Blues music plays as Natalie sits on the 
carpet with dozens of albums sprawled out in front of 
her.  She rifles through them and holds up Frank 
Sinatra’s “Live At the Sands”.  

NATALIE
Really?  Old Blue Eyes?  Because nothing 
says Rock & Roll like Sinatra.

FRANK
Hey, don’t knock Sinatra.  Your midnight 
snack from last night would kill to have 
his level of artistry.

NATALIE
I’m not knocking...

(holds up a B.B. King album)
Now this is more like it.

FRANK
There is no Rock & Roll without your four 
Kings - the real Kings.  You got your 
B.B., your Albert, your Freddie, and your 
Earl.  And then you got your Muddy, your 
Diddley, and your Fats for the boogie.    

Natalie holds up a Little Richard album.

FRANK
Undeniably, the greatest Rock & Roll 
recording artist of all time.

NATALIE
Really?  You think so?  Better than 
Hendrix?

FRANK
Well, now you’ve hit my sweet spot.  But 
truth be told.  There’s no Hendrix 
without Richard, Berry or Howlin’ Wolf.  
Though Jimi is godlike.  Rest his soul.

NATALIE
Seattle’s finest.

FRANK
Your birthright.  Take pride.

She curiously stares at the cover of an album, then holds 
it up to show Frank--

“Stillwater” album -- featuring ”Fever Dog”.  She flips 
it over and stares at the photo of the band members--
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NATALIE
You knew them?

FRANK
Russel Hammond?  Still owes me money.  

NATALIE
We got a band in Seattle named Sweet 
Water.  I’ve seen them tons of times.

FRANK
I knew Sweetwater and they were not from 
Seattle.  Sad what happened to her.

(SINGS)
“SOMETIMES I FEEL LIKE A MOTHERLESS 
CHILD.”

NATALIE
Well, now you’re just being mean.

FRANK
No.  That’s the name of their song.

Natalie gets really excited by the next album--

“The Runaways”, featuring Cherie Currie on the cover.

NATALIE
Oh, yeah.  This is the best.  You saw 
them live?  So lucky.

(flips through more albums)
Your album collection is rad.  So 
amazing.  I want all of these...

Natalie’s voice fades away -- Frank appears to be staring 
at something in the distance as the room transforms into--

INT. WHISKY A GO GO - DRESSING ROOM -  NIGHT       (1975)

Frank examines the signatures and writings on the walls 
and ceiling of past Rock stars who played the Whisky.  

Nearby, the Punk band Frank is currently managing are 
beyond stoked to be playing the infamous club. 

Sunshine enters the space, clearly on some kind of 
illegal substance, dressed like a Ziggy Stardust groupie, 
a little too exuberant and practically falling over.

FRANK
(grabs Sunshine’s arm)

Are you on something?
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SUNSHINE
Hi.  Owww!  You don’t have to grab me...!  

SUNSHINE
What-what did I do wrong?!  
I didn’t do anything!  
Don’t grab me!

FRANK
I told you already - do not 
embarrass me again while 
I’m working!

SUNSHINE
(sloppy tears)

I’m just really excited to be here.

Three females -- two with guitars, one with drum sticks -- 
enter the room.

SUNSHINE
(whispers)

Oh, Frank.  That’s the girls I told you 
about.  The ones who need a lead singer.

FRANK
Are you fucking kidding me right now?

SUNSHINE
No.  I told you their manager talked to 
me.  Remember?

Their manager -- tall, over-powering giant, Glam meets 
Punk Rocker in an orange suit -- enters and speaks like a 
coked out drill sergeant to the two teenagers and one 20 
year old in the corner of the room.

SUNSHINE
(runs up to the girl band)

Hey, Joanie!  You guys are jamming 
tonight too?  So boss.  You still looking 
for a lead singer?

FRANK
(grabs Sunshine’s arm)

Let the girls playing Rock stars prepare.

The three are not amused by “playing” Rock stars as their 
manager, KIM FOWLEY, 35, gets in Frank’s face-- 

KIM FOWLEY
You have any idea who these hungry young 
dogs are?  

FRANK
The Valley Girls version of the Ronettes?

Frank’s band, all guys in their 20s, laugh mockingly.
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KIM FOWLEY
This is the fucking Runaways, Mr. Dogshit 
Wannabe Malcolm McLaren - with your 
second-rate Johnny Thunders carnival act.  
Micki Steele.  Sandy West.  Joan Fucking 
Jett.  The next big thing in Rock & Roll.  
And this one...

(re: Sunshine)
...wants in on the action.

JOAN JETT, 17, jumps into the fray--

JOAN JETT
Kim, we gotta get ready for this show. 

MICKI STEELE, 20, hangs back with SANDY WEST, 16.

MICKI STEELE
We’ll let her sing backup if she wants.  

Sandy gets a good laughs out of this.  Sunshine’s 
demoralized. Frank pulls Fowley out of ear shot from the 
girls.

FRANK
This is how you get your kicks?  Get some 
teenage girls hopes up and watch them 
duck beer bottles on stage for sport?

KIM FOWLEY
It’s only Rock & Roll, Marine.  These 
girls are probably tougher than...

(re: Frank’s band)
...those pussies--

FRANK
(re: Sunshine)

Yeah well, she’s not tough.  Look, I 
really don’t know what’s wrong with her.  
But, she’s got her heart set on singing 
and joining a Rock band isn’t gonna--

KIM FOWLEY
Hey, I’m not your shrink.  And she’s too 
old for what I’m looking for anyway.  I’m 
already gonna have to cut Micki--

FRANK
What the fuck are talking about?

KIM FOWLEY
What would you rather have?  Teenage 
pussy or over 18 pussy?  Jailbait sells.
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FRANK
You’re a twisted pedophile fuck.  You 
know that?  

Sunshine watches the tension escalate between her father 
and the Runaways’ manager--

STAGE MANAGER (O.S.)
Runaways!  You’re up!

Steele, West and Jett head out to the stage while Frank’s 
band jumps in to separate the two former military members 
from beating the shit out of each other.

Sunshine watches quietly from the sidelines -- until she 
screams at the top of her lungs, grabs as many bottles as 
she can find and throws them against the wall.  Frank 
rushes over and grabs her around her waist, while-- 

THE RUNAWAYS trio playing “Rock ‘N’ Roll” can be heard 
from the stage.

INT. ROOM 226 - DAY                                (1994)

Natalie’s still on the carpet flipping through albums 
when Frank abruptly stands up from the couch--

FRANK
Alright, that’s enough Rock history for 
today.  Clean this shit up.  In fact, 
that’ll be your rent.  Organize my life.  
Whatever the fuck is left of it.

(mutters exiting)
Got to get out of this shit-hole...

...and slams the door to his room, leaving Natalie 
completely bewildered.

MONTAGE - AS DAYS FLY BY  

-Frank sits and reads the newspaper, while Natalie--

-Organizes paperwork... 

-Dusts...

-Vacuums...

-Places plants around the place...

-Walks behind Frank and places headsets on his ears.  
Nirvana’s “All Apologies” plays.

                                                      72.



                                                      73.

FRANK
(over music)

What the hell is this shit?!

NATALIE
It’s a band from Seattle!  They’re called 
Nirvana!  Do you like them?!

FRANK
They’re okay!

Natalie rips the headsets off his head--

NATALIE
Okay?  Are you fucking kidding me?

-90s Indie Bands (Jane’s Addiction; Chili Peppers, etc.) 
plays as Natalie, back on the carpet, flips through 
Frank’s album collection consisting of many artists and 
bands from the ‘50s-’70s (Blues, Jazz, Rock, Punk, etc.).

-Frank, headphones on, while ”Hunger Strike” plays.

NATALIE
Temple of the Dog!  Do you like them?! 

FRANK
What is he - Jim Morrison?!

NATALIE
C’mon!  No!  He doesn’t sound like him!

-Beastie Boys’ ”Sabotage” plays...

FRANK
I don’t like this rap crap!

NATALIE
It’s The Beastie Boys!  They’re amazing!

FRANK
Blondie did it better!

-Natalie, headphones plugged into record player, cries as 
Carole King’s ”So Far Away” plays.

NATALIE
This is so beautiful.

That same far away look falls over Frank’s face again as 
everything drifts away...
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INT. BEDROOM - HOLLYWOOD HILLS - MORNING           (1977)

”So Far Away” continues as Sunshine and Sammy wake up 
naked in bed and are about to have sex, when--

SUNSHINE
You got a rubber?

SAMMY
Umm...

SUNSHINE
I’m not having another kid.

SAMMY
Damn.  So nonchalant about it.

Sammy gets up and heads to the door where a shirtless 
Gabe stands near the staircase.  The two bandmates glare 
at each other as Sammy tries to pass...

GABE
She’s all yours now, brother.  I got 
bored with her anyway.

It looks like they’re about to fight when Wesley, also 
shirtless, gets in between them...

WESLEY
Y’all quit this shit.  Not like everybody 
in this town hasn’t had a shot at her.

SAMMY
Fuck you, dude!  Show some 
respect--

GABE
At least we had something 
real...

WESLEY
Why?  So she can Yoko Ono 
our shit--

GABE
I would have been a man and 
taken care of the kid.

Arthur stands across the hallway from them--

ARTHUR
Frank’s here.

All three disperse quickly as, sure enough, Frank storms 
up the stairs and immediately bee-lines it for the 
bedroom where Sunshine quickly throws on a robe.

FRANK
All of you!  Get dressed - now!  You were 
supposed to be in the studio an hour ago!
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Frank storms into the bedroom and slams the door; all 
that can be heard is his indecipherable yelling at 
Sunshine as the four band members listen in.  

Frank finally storms out holding Sunshine -- now dressed, 
sunglasses on, overnight bag draped around her shoulder -- 
and pulls her down the stairs, still indecipherably 
yelling at her. 

The four band members rush to the window in the bedroom 
to look down at-- 

Street where Frank, still yelling, forces Sunshine into a 
yellow cab... as ”So Far Away” comes to a conclusion.

SUPER: “END OF MARCH, ‘94”

INT. ROOM 226 - NIGHT

Natalie and Jack sit at the dinning room table, laughing 
with each other, as Frank heads into the--

KITCHEN

Cheryl prepares their dinner and talks to Frank (in 
whispered tones).

CHERYL
Ya know ya gonna need to tell her some 
things.  Right?

FRANK
I’m working on it.

CHERYL
Deep down inside you’re an old softie, 
Mr. Carson.  I think you enjoy her being 
here.

FRANK
I just need someone to clean this place.  

(walks away)
Not like you’ve been any help to me 
lately. 

CHERYL
Oh, is that right?  Boy, she done got to 
you though.  Wrapped you around her white 
little finger.

It’s later.  All four sit at the dinning room table, 
enjoying--
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JACK
Damn, this is some fine home cooking, Ms. 
Cheryl.

CHERYL
You should taste it when I really try.  

NATALIE
How’d you learn to cook like this?

CHERYL
I was raised in the South, baby.

FRANK
Southern Detroit?

CHERYL
Mutha-fucka.  I ain’t from Detroit.  I’m 
from New Orleans Louisiana--

FRANK
Oh, that’s right.  Now I remember.  Allen 
Toussaint.  Dr. John.  Mahalia--

CHERYL
Yes, mutha-fucka, yes!  I moved to 
Detroit ‘cause I met Berry Gordy at a 
club... Y’know, ya memory’s for shit...

As Cheryl and Frank bicker back and forth, Jack pulls 
Natalie to the side--

JACK
Got another surprise for you.

NATALIE
Do you now?

JACK
Yes I do.

NATALIE
You’re just full of surprises, Mr. Man.  
How’d you know my birthday’s on Sunday?

JACK
(kisses Natalie)

Is it?  Well happy birthday, Pepper Jam.

NATALIE
What’s the surprise?

JACK
I got us a gig.
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NATALIE
Shut up!

This pulls Frank and Cheryl back into the conversation.

NATALIE
Where?

JACK
At the Roxy. This Saturday night.

NATALIE
(slaps him)

Shut up!

FRANK
The Roxy, huh?  You sure you’re ready for 
that kind of attention?

Natalie is surprisingly hurt by this comment.

CHERYL
God damn, old man.  What a thing to say 
to this beautiful talented young lady.

NATALIE
It’s okay.  He’s not really the 
supportive type.

FRANK
That’s a fucked up thing to say to me 
considering I let you crash on my couch--

NATALIE
Oh, you let me crash on your couch?!  
I’ve been your fucking slave for the last 
two months...! 

Jack and Cheryl, jaws agape, sit back and watch the 
fireworks between the two--

NATALIE
...and you haven’t once introduced me to 
anyone in the Industry...!

FRANK
That’s not my job! You have 
to earn your way into the 
music business!  No one can 
do it for you!

  NATALIE
...and all you ever do is 
totally shit on any music 
made past the 1970s!  
Fucking dinosaur!

Natalie jumps up from the table... 
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FRANK
Hey, c’mon!  Where you going?!

Natalie opens the front door and slams it shut!

Jack and Cheryl stare at--

FRANK
I’m just trying to protect her from... 
inevitable disappointment.

Frank gets up, heads to his bedroom, and slams the door 
shut.  A moment of awkward silence, then--

JACK
So... any dessert?

EXT. HIGHLAND GARDENS - POOL AREA - DAY

Natalie, wearing The Runaways tee shirt and bikini 
bottom, sits on a lounge chair by the pool next to Jack, 
who strums on his guitar along with the other Guitarists.

INT. ROOM 226 - SAME MOMENT

Frank watches them from the sliding glass door.

Back to POOL AREA

Natalie blocks the sun from her eyes as she looks up at 
Frank... then flips him the bird.

Natalie gets up, walks away from the pool, over to a pay 
phone near the side of the building, pulls out Eva’s note 
from a hand purse, drops coins in the slot, dials the 
number.  A VOICE on the other end answers--

NATALIE
Hello.  I’m looking for, um, Eve...

VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
There’s no one here by that name.

NATALIE
Well, this is the number she gave--

VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
I think you have the wrong--

NATALIE
She’s tall. Brunette.  In the Music 
Industry--
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VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
Maybe you mean Eva?  

Natalie takes a moment as it finally dawns on her--

NATALIE
Oh!  Yes!  Eva!  Is she... there?

VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
She must still be giving out this number.  
I’m pretty sure she’s still in treatment--

NATALIE
Treatment?  What?

VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
I’m sorry.  It’s very loud in our office.  
Is there anything I can help you with?

NATALIE
Um, nothing.  If you see her, Eva, can 
you - tell her Natalie from Seattle is 
living in L.A. now and I’m playing at the 
Roxy on Satur...

Clicking sound on the other end of the line, then--

VOICE ON PHONE (O.S.)
Understood.  I have to take this other 
call.  I’ll try to relay the message. 

The call hangs up.  Natalie, shaking, stands in silence 
with the receiver in her hand.

INT. ROXY THEATER - MAIN SHOWROOM/STAGE - NIGHT

Natalie’s up on the stage, playing the expensive bass 
that her posse back home gave her as a gift.

Jack leads Natalie and his band in a Bob Dylan song, 
performed Indie Rock style, as a tribute to his hero. 

Everything has led to this moment for Natalie who stands 
tall on this infamous stage in this career launching 
Sunset Strip club with all eyes on her.

Natalie wails away on her bass -- and the crowd eats it 
up!  She’s in the zone, exactly where she’s meant to be.

Jack walks over to her and smiles with a sense of 
euphoric joy and playfulness that she returns in kind.
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It’s later.  The two are no longer on the stage, but in 
the audience of the showroom.  The air reverberates with 
music and cheers and whistles from the crowd.

JACK
Thought you might wanna stick around and 
see the act we just opened for.

Natalie vigorously nods her head.

A super group -- made up of musicians from GUNS N’ ROSES, 
JANE’S ADDICTION, RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS, SKID ROW and 
STONE TEMPLE PILOTS -- jam on stage!

Natalie loses her mind as the super group slay a cover of 
the Rolling Stones’ ”Sympathy for the Devil”.

JACK
We just opened a one night only benefit 
show hosted by Perry Farrell and friends!

NATALIE
Holy shit!  Is that Flea?!  

JACK
Yeah, and Slash, Dave Navarro, Rob 
Hammersmith, and that guest singer’s in a 
band from my hometown!  San Diego--!

NATALIE
S.T.P?!  Scott Weiland’s from S.D.?  Like 
Eddie Vedder?!  

JACK
Right!  Exactly...  Happy Birthday!

It’s later. PERRY FARRELL, 35, (of JANE’S ADDICTION) is 
now on stage on the mic, mid sentence...

PERRY FARRELL
...just got back from Europe where his 
band’s been crushing it.  Please welcome - 
Seattle’s own - Mr. Chris Cornell!

CHRIS CORNELL, 30, walks on stage to wild applause as 
they kick into Temple of the Dog’s ”Say Hello 2 Heaven”.

VIP ROOM

It’s later. Jack talks to SLASH, 29, DAVE NAVARRO, 27, 
and DUFF MCKAGAN (of GUNS N’ ROSES), 30. 
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Natalie walks over to a table full of food and alcohol, 
pops a donut in her mouth, turns to the sight of--

CHRIS CORNELL
Don’t I know you?

NATALIE
(mouth full of donut)

I’m...

CHRIS CORNELL
It’s okay.  Swallow.

NATALIE
(swallows)

Natalie.  Peppers--

CHRIS CORNELL
That’s right!  Tim Bellmont’s kid!  I 
knew you when you were just a pup in 
braces.  Now look at you.  All growns up. 

NATALIE
Hardly.  I can barely speak.

CHRIS CORNELL
I get that way all the time.  So you 
opened tonight?  Did you move to L.A.?

NATALIE
I - well.  Funny you should ask.  I came 
down with this guy.  Kyle and he--

CHRIS CORNELL
Say no more.  I know the guy.  Is he 
here?

NATALIE
No, thank god.  He’s - fuck him, Chris.

Jack, now by himself, watches Cornell laugh and joke 
around with Natalie.

Natalie’s still talking to Cornell when in walks--

Eva stands and stares at Natalie. 

Whatever Cornell is saying to Natalie instantly becomes 
irrelevant when Natalie catches sight of Eva--

NATALIE
(interrupting)

I’m sorry...
(MORE)
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NATALIE (CONT'D)

(MORE)

                                                      82.

(points to Eva)
Do you know her?

CHRIS CORNELL
(spots Eva)

Oh, yeah.  She’s around.  I think she was 
in a girl band in the ‘80s in Europe and 
then worked as a promoter? In London - 
few years back - she had this legendary 
freak out on a record producer.  She’s 
kind of known for bringing the crazy.

Eva sees Natalie talking to Cornell as Jack walks over.

NATALIE
(eyes on Eva)

Jack meet Chris.  Chris - Jack.

Natalie walks away, leaving a gobsmacked Jack alone with 
one of his idols.  After a moment of awkwardness.

JACK
I play a little guitar.

CHRIS CORNELL
Right on.

Natalie arrives where Eva is standing--

NATALIE
Hi.  Remember me?  Seattle.  We were 
gonna get coffee and you totally bailed--

EVA
I can’t.  I’m sorry.  I can’t do this.  I 
thought I could.  But I can’t. 

Eva walks away from Natalie who follows after her.

NATALIE
Wait a minute.  Why are you walking away 
from me?  Have I done something wrong?

EVA
(keeps moving)

It’s best you don’t follow me, Natalie.

NATALIE
Hold on a second.  I just want to talk--

EVA
(stops; turns to Natalie)

It’s your birthday.  Tomorrow.  You were 
born two days after my birthday.  

NATALIE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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It was cold.  Freezing.  It’s always 
freezing in Canada.  That’s why I left.

Natalie’s confused.

EVA
Back to L.A.  I should have stayed.  But 
I left.  You were 6 pounds 11 ounces.  
When you cried - it was so primal.  Like 
singing.  Like the Angels singing.  

NATALIE
What the fuck are you talking about, 
lady?

Eva stares at Natalie, shakes her head, then keeps moving 
as Natalie follows her into the--

VIP BATHROOM

They are the only two inside.  Natalie locks the door as 
Eva leans up against the sink, stares at herself in the 
mirror, leans over and throws up!

NATALIE
(rushes over to Eva)

Oh-my-god!  Are you okay?!

Eva throws up once more, then falls to the ground and 
breaks into a fit of sobbing tears.

NATALIE
(gets down next to Eva)

Are you sick?

EVA
Yes, Natalie.  I am very, very sick.  For 
some time now.  That’s why I wanted to 
see you.  In Seattle.  To finally look 
you in the eyes.  To tell you that I’m 
sorry.  Sorry that I missed - everything.  

Eva completely breaks down.  Natalie slowly backs away 
from her and stands against a wall, numb.

NATALIE
Somehow I knew.  Soon as I saw you -  I 
knew.  I felt it.  I always knew - that 
you were out there.  Somewhere.  They 
told me you were dead.  But I knew they 
were lying.  I used to think you’d show 
up one day.  You’d come and we’d - that 
we would be together.

EVA (CONT'D)
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Now Natalie begins to cry.

EVA
(still in tears)

I wanted to.  But - I couldn’t.  Too much 
time.  Too many regrets.  I thought that 
you would - hate me.  For leaving you. 
For giving you up...

Eva’s expression and tone of voice suddenly takes on a 
much darker tone, somewhat demonic in nature--

EVA
Leaving you with - my mother.  

(growls)
Fucking cunt!!!

INT. FLASHBACK - CAFÉ IN VANCOUVER - DAY           (1975)

Eva sits across from Frank’s ex-wife Celeste, now 42, and 
JEAN-PIERRE, 60s, her French-Canadian husband.  Celeste 
stares at a slouching Eva (aka “Sunshine”, 18). 

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Eva.  Sit up straight.  We are in public.  
Show some dignity.

Eva/Sunshine defiantly remains slouched, arms folded.

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
You’re an embarrassment.

JEAN-PIERRE (IN FRENCH)
Celeste, my love.  She is merely a child.

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Stop talking.  Foolish man.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Now you know how I feel, Jean-Pierre.

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
From the brat who abandons her child.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Please stop--

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Irresponsible--    

EVA/SUNSHINE
I - came back to see her--
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CELESTE (IN ENGLISH)
She’s not here.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Where is she?

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Not your concern.  You gave up that right 
when you--

EVA/SUNSHINE
She’s still my daughter.

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Who you abandoned.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Stop saying that.

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
She’s with family.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Who?  Where?

CELESTE (IN FRENCH)
Why don’t you ask that father of yours?  
Worthless man.  

EVA/SUNSHINE
Seattle?  Aunt Karina?

CELESTE (IN ENGLISH)
Karina is dead.  Your hippie cousin--  

EVA/SUNSHINE
Aunt Karina died?  Frank never told me... 
You gave her to Anne?  Of course.  She 
can’t have one of her own.  But you told 
me you’d take her until I am able  to-- 

CELESTE (IN ENGLISH)
I can’t wait that long.  I’m leaving with 
Jean-Pierre for his career.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Leaving?  Back to Montréal?

CELESTE (IN ENGLISH)
Vietnam.  A position at the Embassy.

EVA/SUNSHINE
Vietnam.  What--?
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CELESTE (IN ENGLISH)
Go.  Back to Los Angeles.  Back to being 
a whore.  It’s what you’re good at.

Eva/Sunshine sits fuming before kicking into total freak 
out mode; she grabs her water glass, throws it in 
Celeste’s face, jumps up, flips over the table -- 
knocking Celeste and Jean-Pierre backwards!

Back to VIP BATHROOM (1994)

Eva, breathing heavily, slams her palm into her head over 
and over again, cries uncontrollably, hyperventilates, 
throws herself over the toilet and throws up! 

Natalie, over it, unlocks the door and runs out...

EVA
Natalie!  No!  Don’t go!  I’m sorry!

EXT. OUTSIDE ROXY THEATER - NIGHT

...onto the Sunset Strip at breakneck speed.  A bus pulls 
up to a bus stop.  Natalie hops on the bus heading west 
on the-- 

INT. BUS - PCH - SUNRISE

Natalie opens her eyes and stares out at the Pacific 
Ocean at sunrise. 

EXT. VENICE BEACH - AFTER-SUNRISE

Early morning.  Natalie stumbles upon a GROUP OF TEENS on 
the beach sitting on blankets, drinking beers, passing 
around a joint, playing drums and guitars -- strumming 
and drumming and SINGING a familiar song, Pearl Jam’s 
”Elderly Woman Behind the Counter in a Small Town”.  

Natalie, in tears, sits down and joins in as they pass 
the joint to her.

INT. ROOM 226 - LATER THAT DAY

Natalie frantically rifles through Frank’s boxes filled 
with paperwork. She finds what she’s looking for-- 

INSERT: 
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Canadian Certificate of birth: “EVA SUNSHINE CARLSSON”. 
Name of Parent: “FRANK CARLSSON”.  

Frank walks out of his bedroom, sees the mess--

FRANK
If you’re looking for any more pages - 
you’re shit out of luck.

Natalie stares at Frank with eyes that could kill, walks 
over to a nearby CD player, pops in a CD, cranks up Pearl 
Jam’s “Daughter”.

NATALIE
(holds up birth certificate)

Thanks!  But I don’t give a fuck about 
your life story right now... grandpa!  
I want to know why nobody bothered to 
tell me the truth about mine?!

FRANK
Because I haven’t seen you in 15 years.

NATALIE
Nobody told me!  It’s totally fucked up!

FRANK
Alright!  Yes!  It’s totally FUBAR!  So 
what do you expect anyone to say--?!

NATALIE
I expect the fucking adults 
in my life not to fucking 
lie to me about every god-
damn thing--!

FRANK
No one’s spoken to me in 15 
years!  I’m living in exile 
in the god-damn “Hotel 
California”...!

FRANK
You want to hear the fucking truth?!

NATALIE
Of course!  What the fuck do you think?!

FRANK
(points at couch)

Then sit the fuck down!

Natalie immediately plants herself on the couch and folds 
her arms.  Frank turns off the CD--

FRANK
Fine!  Your wish is about to come true. 
The end of the book.  The reason you came 
here in the first place.  It’s 1978...
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INT. FLASHBACK - RECORDING STUDIO - SEATTLE, WA - DAY         

All the bells and whistles of a 1978 studio-- sound 
booths, mixing console, instruments, microphones, etc.

In the CONTROL ROOM-- sitting next to Frank, 55, at the 
mixing console is his producer, Nancy Wilson (of HEART), 
24, and a long-haired rocker-type *Audio Engineer, 30s.  

In the LIVE ROOM-- Wesley, Arthur and a few Session 
Musicians, along with their girlfriends.

Wailing on guitar is skinny long-hair YOUNGER TIM 
BELLMONT, 29.  

Sitting on top of a piano in the corner of the room is  
THREE YEAR OLD NATALIE, golden blonde hair, chaperoned by 
skinny, attractive, bell-bottomed YOUNGER ANNIE BELLMONT, 
27.  

NANCY WILSON
I think we should lay down all of Tim’s 
tracks while we wait for Sammy and Gabe.

FRANK
Jesus Christ...

(into mic)
...have any of you heard from the  
retarded version of Duane and Carlos?

Collective head shakes.  Everything stops as they all 
stare at Frank having a minor freak out.

NANCY WILSON
Frank it’s okay, man.  They’ll get here.  

FRANK
I’m schilling out the budget of the 
Korean War with these rooms.

AUDIO ENGINEER
Actually, you got the best deal in town.

FRANK
I give her one opportunity to sing on a 
fucking album - and she can’t even show 
up for that.

NANCY WILSON
It’ll all work out.  You have got to have 
faith in your talent - and in Eva.  
She’ll get here.    

(into mic)
Hey, Tim.  

(MORE)
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We’re going to lay down your tracks first 
then we’ll move on to Wesley and Arthur.  
Are you all cool with that?

WESLEY
Whatever works, Nancy.  Let’s just get 
this shit rolling.  Been here for two 
motha-fucking hours already. 

YOUNGER TIM 
I’m just ready to jam-jam-jam!!!

Younger Tim’s fingers wail on the frets as the 
girlfriends laugh at his over-the-top exuberance.

YOUNGER ANNIE 
See that Natalie?  That’s your daddy, 
Timmy, playing on the gui-tar.  Isn’t he 
greeeat?

Younger Annie playfully tickles Three Year Old Natalie.

THREE YEAR OLD NATALIE
(all smiles and giggles)

Yeees!

INT. DEALER’S HOUSE - SEATTLE, WA - SAME MOMENT

The home of a heroin dealer.  Junkies are Sprawled out 
all around the place. Eva/Sunshine, 21, lies on pillows 
and mumbles to her dealer, ANDRE, late 40s, tall, Black, 
handsome with a Lenny Kravitz vibe--

EVA/SUNSHINE 
I get to see my baby again today, Andre.  
And I’m recording an album.  Life is sooo 
good.

ANDRE
(kisses her lips)

That’s great, baby.  Real good.  
(holding a ceramic pipe)

Want one more for the road?

Eva/Sunshine, comfortably numb, stares at the pipe.

EXT. OUTSIDE DEALER’S HOUSE - DAY

Sammy and Gabe hop out of a yellow cab, run up a brick 
staircase, ring and bang on the door.  A stoned young 
hippie chick opens the door and leads them inside--

NANCY WILSON (CONT'D)
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INT. DEALER'S HOUSE - STAIRCASE - CONTINUOUS

They run by her and up the staircase to the main rooms 
and to the sight of passed out junkies.

SAMMY
Jesus.  This is like hell.

They walk further into the large living room space to the 
sight of Eva/Sunshine passed out against Andre’s chest as 
he sucks on the ceramic pipe.

GABE
And there’s our fallen angel.

ANDRE
(address them)

Gentlemen.  Welcome to Nirvana.

[FOLLOWING INTERCUTS BETWEEN STUDIO AND DEALER’S HOUSE]

In the sound booth, Younger Tim wails on guitar; Wesley, 
hammers on his bass.  In the live room, Arthur pounds on 
the drums accompanied by an entire drum section made up 
of Native Americans.

Sammy and Gabe approach Andre and Eva/Sunshine.

SAMMY
Come on.  Time to go, Eva.

ANDRE
Hey, baby.  Why the rush?

GABE
We got somewhere to be, amigo.

ANDRE
It’s gravy blood.  I ain’t trippin’.

EVA/SUNSHINE
(wakes up)

Heeey, Sammy-Sam.  Gabriel.  When are we 
gonna sing?  I wanna sing nooow. 

Gabe and Sammy stare at each other, contemplating...

SAMMY
No.  We gotta take her.

Three Year Old Natalie claps her hands while Younger Tim 
strums on an acoustic guitar and SINGS--
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YOUNGER TIM 
Come on.  Sing our song with me Natalie.  
Here we go.  “WE ARE A PEPPER AND WE’RE 
PROUD/WE’RE PART OF AN ORIGINAL CROWD...  

Younger Annie joins in and SINGS along with Tim--

YOUNGER TIM & ANNIE
AND IF YOU LOOK AROUND EACH DAY/THERE 
SEEMS TO BE A DR. PEPPER CRAZE...”

All of the Musicians and Girlfriends join in and SING the 
Dr. Pepper commercial song.

YOUNGER TIM 
What are we Natalie?

THREE YEAR OLD NATALIE
(giggles)

We’re Peppers!

YOUNGER TIM 
Yeah.  We’re Peppers.  She’s Peppers.  
He’s Peppers.  Your Peppers.  What do 
nosey hot Peppers do again?

THREE YEAR OLD NATALIE
(giggles)

Whaaat?!  

YOUNGER TIM/YOUNGER ANNIE  
Gets jalapeño (”all-up-in-yo”) face!

FRANK
(into mic)

Alright!  Can we get some recording 
done?!  Before I die of old age - or kill 
all of you!  Whatever happens first!

Sammy and Gabe lift Eva/Sunshine up from the pillows.  
Andre is nowhere in sight.

EZRA -- 30s, emaciated white dude sporting a tilaka, a 
Tibetan robe, and a Charlie Manson vibe that screams he 
hasn’t showered in days -- enters the room. 

EZRA
(sees Eva/Sunshine)

Oh! Thank you, Heavenly Father.  I knew 
he’d help me find you - my Angel.  I knew 
he’d lead me back to you.
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Eva/Sunshine immediately becomes lucid when she sees 
Ezra, then instantly freaks out and tries to run at him 
as Sammy and Gabe hold her back--

EVA/SUNSHINE
You mother-fucker-mother-fucker-mother-
fucker!!!  Why did you find me???!!!  You 
should be in jail!!!  Mother-fucker!!!

Gabe and Sammy look confused.

EZRA
The Lord, in his infinite 
mercy, let me out of 
prison, my Angel.  And then 
I found my tribe.  The 
prophet took me in--

EVA/SUNSHINE
I hate you!!!  Mother-
fucker!!!  You stay away 
from me!!!  You leave me 
alone!!!  Fucking die!!!  
Mother-fucker--!!!

Gabe and Sammy wrestle Eva/Sunshine back onto the pillows 
as Ezra moves ever closer--

EZRA
I shall take you back with me - and our 
child.  To live with us.  On our farm.  
In Oregon.

Eva/Sunshine continues to scream, kicking in the air, as 
Sammy and Gabe hold her down by her wrists...

WESLEY
I’m done waiting ‘round.  They obviously 
don’t give a shit about this band.  Never 
did.  

(re: Younger Tim)
This white boy here plays guitar better 
than both those motha-fuckas.

(to Younger Annie)
How about you?  You sing?

YOUNGER ANNIE 
Uh, no.  Absolutely not.

YOUNGER TIM 
She cooks.

WESLEY
Grab the mic then.

YOUNGER TIM
No.  I mean she actually cooks.  Best 
chef in Bellevue.  Hands down.

Nancy Wilson gets a good laugh at this.  

FRANK
He’s right.  I need to do some serious 
restructuring with this band.
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NANCY WILSON
Not today you’re not.  They’ll get here.

Gabe charges towards Ezra as he moves ever closer.  As 
Gabe is just about to reach him -- Ezra pulls out a 
Saturday Night Special from his leather jacket and fires 
a shot into Gabe’s stomach.

Gabe, stunned, stares down at the blood forming on his 
shirt, looks up at Ezra, in shock, falls to his knees.

Eva/Sunshine and Sammy are both in a state of shock.  
Jaws on the floor.  Can’t move.  

Ezra bursts into tears as he holds the gun forward and 
slowly walks towards Sammy and Eva/Sunshine.

EZRA
My Angel.  The holy prophet told me to 
come get you.  To bring our child home...

A shot gun blast comes from out of no where!  Ezra, a 
giant hole in his chest, drops to the ground in front 
Gabe who’s still on his knees, clutching his stomach.

Sammy and Eva/Sunshine, their faces splattered with 
blood, still in a state of shock.

Andre stands at the entrance to the room holding a 
smoking double barreled shotgun-- 

ANDRE
Y’all need to get the fuck outta my house 
-  now!  While I clean up this bullshit!  
And take ya Mexican which ya!

Gabe moans as Sammy rushes over and throws his arms 
around his shoulders.  Sammy is now tasked with getting 
both Eva/Sunshine and Gabe out of the house, as Ezra lies 
dead in a pool of his own blood.

An hour later.  Phone rings in the control room.  Audio 
Engineer answers--

AUDIO ENGINEER
Frank.  You gotta take this call.

FRANK
(grabs phone)

Yeah?...  What?...  Where?...  Which 
hospital?

Everyone in the live room hears Frank say “hospital” and 
instantly turn to look at him.
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Nancy Wilson immediately hits the sound switch to mute 
the control room--

NANCY WILSON
What’s wrong?  What happened?  

FRANK
(hangs up)

There’s been... an incident.

INT. ROOM 226 - DAY                                (1994)

Natalie sits across from Frank in his easy chair.

NATALIE
It never dawned upon any of you geniuses 
that I might want to know about this?

FRANK
You were three.

Knock on the door.  Frank gets up to answer... and comes 
face to face with--

Eva, wearing a head scarf, eyes sunken, stares at Frank--

EVA
Hello... Daddy.

It’s later.  Eva sits on the easy chair across from Frank 
and Natalie, both with their arms folded.  Eva slowly 
takes the scarf off her head to show them her bald scalp.

NATALIE
Wait.  You’ve been wearing a wig...?  
Damn.  I want one of those--

FRANK
How long?

EVA
They say a month.  If I’m lucky.

FRANK
Uh-huh.  Well, they’ve been known to be 
wrong about--

EVA
No, Frank.  They’re not.  This is real.  
This is what’s happening. 

The reunited family sit in silence together.
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MONTAGE - AS DAYS FLY BY 

-Natalie and Frank continue to share music and albums...

-Natalie and Jack play more clubs gigs...

-Eva and Natalie walk along the beach at sunset... 

-Frank and Natalie visit Eva in a hospice -- now in a 
wheelchair, frail and worn down.

INT. HOSPICE - EVA’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Eva lies in bed, asleep.  Frank sits in the chair next to 
her bed and watches the elevated television on the wall.

ON MTV

-Collage of music videos from some of the ‘90s bands 
Natalie has been introducing him to... and more.  

Eva stirs.  Frank stands and looks down at Eva whose eyes 
remain closed--

FLASHBACK - VANCOUVER, 1955

Frank, age 34, holds baby Eva in his arms-- 

FRANK
(SINGS softly)

“YOU ARE MY SUNSHINE/MY ONLY SUNSHINE/YOU 
MAKE ME HAPPY/WHEN SKIES ARE GREY/YOU’LL 
NEVER KNOW, DEAR/HOW MUCH I LOVE 
YOU/PLEASE DON’T TAKE MY SUNSHINE AWAY.”

Back to EVA’S HOSPICE ROOM 

Frank breaks down in sobbing tears.

Its later.  Natalie enters to the sight of her mother and 
grandfather sound asleep.  She walks over to Frank, puts 
her hand on his shoulder.  Frank wakes up, disoriented.

NATALIE
Hey, old timer.  Your shift’s over.  I’ll 
take over from here.

FRANK
I think I can stay a little longer.

NATALIE
No, Pops.  Get some sleep.  I’ll be here.
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FRANK
You sure?  

NATALIE
Yeah.  She’ll be okay.  

Frank leans over and kisses Eva on the forehead. 

EVA
(opens eyes)

Hey.  How are you?

FRANK
I’m good... Sunshine.

EVA
(smiles)

Haven’t heard that name in so, so long.  
Thank you for coming to see me.

FRANK
Of course.  I’ll be back tomorrow.  We’ll 
sit in the garden.  I’ll be the one in 
the wheelchair.

Eva laughs, until she coughs, then closes her eyes.  
Frank squeezes her hand.  Frank then kisses Natalie on 
the forehead before he makes his exit.

Natalie sits on the edge of the bed, takes Eva’s hand and 
watches her mother sleep.  

It’s later.  Natalie is now asleep on the chair.

MTV NEWS SPECIAL REPORT

KURT LODER (ON TELEVISION)
Hi.  I’m Kurt Loder with an MTV News 
special report.  The body of Nirvana 
leader Kurt Cobain was found in a house 
in Seattle on Friday morning.  Dead of an 
apparently self-inflicted shotgun blast 
to the head...

Natalie slowly stands up and walks closer to the TV as 
Loder continues his newscast regarding Kobain’s suicide --  
the room spinning around her as she breaks into a sobbing 
fit of tears that turns to rage... 

NATALIE
No-no-no-no-no-no-nooo!!!
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EVA
(opens eyes; stares up at 
ceiling)

The Angels... They’re still singing...

NATALIE
(rushes to Eva’s side)

What...?  

EVA
No more... pain.  It’s all gone... now.  
No more... pain.  Their pain... is over.

Eva takes one more gasp of breath... her eyes slowly dim. 
As she slowly fades away, she smiles...

NATALIE
Eva?  Eva...  Mom?  Are you... Mom?!

(screams)
Hello!  Somebody!  Help me!  Mom!!!

Five female hospice nurses (ages 30s to 60s; white, 
Black, Asian and Hispanic) rush into the room.  After 
they realize Eva has passed away, they give Natalie her 
space to grieve over the loss of her mother.

Black out. 

OVER BLACK: “BELLEVUE WASHINGTON -  TWO DAYS LATER”

INT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Natalie sits across from Tim and Annie.

TIM
We always wanted to tell you...

ANNIE
...we just didn’t know how...

TIM
...and it’s just so painful...

ANNIE
...but we’re so, so sorry.

NATALIE
I know.  It’s okay.  I’m not mad at you.  
You did what you had to do.  I probably 
would have done the same thing.

ANNIE
Really?
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NATALIE
No.  But I still love you two idiots.  My 
mom and dad are crazy.  It’s cool.

Annie laughs, grabs Natalie and hugs her tight.  Tim 
joins in on the hug-fest as the tears flow for all three.

SUPER: “VIGIL. APRIL 10TH, 1994“

EXT. SEATTLE CENTER - DAY 

A vigil in honor of Kurt Kobain in which thousands of 
people attend.  Natalie and her posse, along with Dasha, 
are among the crowd listening to a recording of--

COURTNEY LOVE (O.S.)
I don’t really think it takes away his 
dignity to read this considering it was 
addressed to most of you.  He’s such an 
asshole.  I want you all to say “asshole” 
really loud.

Natalie, Desi, Tawny, Pete, Eugene and Dasha scream 
“ASSHOLE!” with the collective crowd.

It’s later.  Natalie sits by herself next to a tree.  Two 
legs arrive next to her that belong to--

Kyle sits down next to Natalie who stares straight 
forward and does not acknowledge his presence--

KYLE
(in tears)

I was hoping I would find you here.  Nat, 
I want to say how sorry I am.  I’m an 
asshole.  Okay?  I should have taken 
better care of you.  It’s all my fault...

Kyle’s voice fades away -- Natalie continues to stare 
into the crowd...

NATALIE (V.O.)
Dear Frank.  I don’t know where you are 
in the world right now.  Because - like 
the shadowy figure you started out as in 
my life - you’ve returned to the shadows 
once again...  

-Natalie stares at boxes on a living room table.  On top 
of one of the boxes is a letter that Natalie reads--  
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FRANK (V.O.)
Dear Natalie.  I thought you might want 
my record collection.  For what it’s 
worth, I liked the Nirvana song.  I’ll be 
in touch.  Much love. Pops.

-Tears roll down Natalie’s cheeks as she moves boxes out 
of Frank’s now empty hotel room.  The letters continue--

EVA (V.O.)
My Dearest Natalie.  If you’re reading 
this it means I have finally departed to 
the other side.  That I got to spend my 
last remaining days getting to know you 
has melted away so many years of pain and 
sorrow.  My one wish for you, my dear 
child, is that you live the life you’re 
destined to live.  With no apologies and 
no regrets.  Love eternally. “Eve.” 

-Memorial service for Eva in Los Angeles.  Some people 
from the Industry are in attendance, as are Tim, Annie 
and Natalie.  Frank, however, is nowhere to be found.

NATALIE (V.O.)
Dear Frank.  I just want to let you know 
how grateful I am for all that you taught 
me.  And I think the most valuable lesson 
I learned from all of this is to put 
faith in myself... and not in any dude. 

Back to VIGIL

Natalie still ignores Kyle. 

NATALIE (V.O.)
From now on, I’m doing things the only 
way I know how.  Girls up front.  Boys in 
the back.  And I plan to thoroughly enjoy 
this ride.

PHOTO INSERTS - FLASHFORWARD THROUGH NATALIE’S LIFE 

-1995-1999: Ages 21-24; in studio sessions; on tour with 
bands; performing at Lilith Fair and Lalapalooza...

-2000-2009: Ages 25-34. Poses with popular bands and 
musicians [example: FOO FIGHTERS/DAVE GROHL, etc.]...

-2010-2017: Ages 35-42.  Now a successful music 
executive, poses with famous musicians at Rock & Roll 
Hall of Fame inductee ceremonies...
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-2018: Age 43. Dons the cover of various Music Industry 
trades -- voted: “One of the Most Influential Women 
Executives In the Music Industry”.

INT. NATALIE’S OFFICE - LOS ANGELES, CA - DAY   (PRESENT)

Gold records line the wall behind OLDER NATALIE, age 44, 
at her desk on her laptop when her desk phone rings.

OLDER NATALIE
I’m not taking any calls right now!

Her female ASSISTANT, 20s, speeds by her office door--

ASSISTANT (O.S.)
This one you should take~

OLDER NATALIE
(picks up call)

Yes...  This is Natalie Bellmont.  With 
whom am I...? 

Older Natalie’s eyes widen as she listens to the VOICE on 
the other end of the line...

OLDER NATALIE
Is he coherent at least?... I understand.  

INT. AIRPLANE - IN-FLIGHT - DAY

Older Natalie sits in first class and stares out the 
window, as the airplane approaches the island of--

SUPER: “MAUI, HAWAII -  PRESENT DAY”

INT. NURSING HOME - MAUI, HI - DAY

Older Natalie walks with HAWAIIAN NURSE, 30s, over to-- 

Frank, 96, in a wheelchair, his head slouched over.

HAWAIIAN NURSE
We found some letters you had written to 
him.  Over the years.  We tracked you 
down on the Internet--

OLDER NATALIE
I get it.  I appreciate it.  You’re all 
very thoughtful.
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HAWAIIAN NURSE
For 96, he’s in better shape than most.  
But the mind...

Hawaiian Nurse walks away.

OLDER NATALIE
(kneels down)

Hey, old timer.  You picked a great 
location for nobody to find you.

Frank looks up at her -- a smile falls over his face; he 
touches her face as the tears flow for both of them.

EXT. CLIFF - SUNSET

Older Natalie holds Frank’s hand as they both stare out 
at the majestic view. She removes a pair of small 
headphones from her pocket plugged into her I-Phone--

OLDER NATALIE
I helped to get this band out there - and 
so many others.  I think you’ll dig it.

Older Natalie places headphones in Frank’s ears.

Imagine Dragons’ “Next To Me” plays... 

MONTAGE - FRANK’S MEMORIES

-Natalie arrives in his living room for the first time...

-Eva SINGS while Sammy, Gabe, Wesley and Arthur jam...

-Natalie flips through albums on the carpet...

-Eva SINGS on stage with various bands ...

-Natalie and Jack play guitar, poolside...

-Kissing Eva’s forehead for the last time.

Frank’s smile turns to tears as he clutches his 
granddaughter’s hand, looks up at her, nods his head and 
gives her a great big thumbs up.

While the two life long music lovers enjoy the Imagine 
Dragons’ song - the sun sets over the glorious Pacific 
Ocean from the cliffs of Hawaii.

FADE TO BLACK.
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DEDICATED TO: 

“The Ones We Lost Too Soon,
Who Sing With the Angels...

...And Lynn Shelton
August 27, 1965 – May 16, 2020”
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