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EXT. THE SPARE ROOM BOWLING ALLEY - PUEBLO, COLORADO - DAY 1

BAD BRLAKE, fifty-seven years old, stands in the parking lot
in front of his 1978 Chevrolet Suburban.

Above him a sign announces: WINTER LEAGUES NOW FORMING
COUNTRY RECORD STAR / BAD BLAKE / HERE / FRIDAY, AUGUST 12.

Bad reaches for a Pall Mall. The pack is nearly empty, loose
and slick with sweat. He lights one and loocks to the sign.

BAD
Jack, you bastard. A fucking
bowling alley.

INT. THE SPARE ROOM BOWLING ALLEY - MOMENTS LATER 2

The bowling alley is full of light and smells of wax. The air-
conditioning hits hard and turns Bad's soaked shirt icy.

A single bowler works in the middle of thirty lanes. Bad
hears the ball drop, the steady roll, and then the impact.

MANAGER
(o0.8.)
Bad Blake! I'm proud to meet you,
God. I used to listen to you when I
was Jjust a kid.

Bad manages a wheeze and smile and pumps the manager's hand.
The MANAGER is overweight, early thirties, and all smiles.

MANAGER (CONT'D)
Have a good trip?

BAD
Long but good. Played Clovis, New
Mexico last night. Saw some pretty
country, but glad to be here.

MANAGER
Down there's the bandstand.

The manager points to a make-shift stage: in the shadow lurks
a drum kit and microphones.

MANAGER (CONT'D)
I'll catch up to you later. Sure
glad to have you, Bad. Makes my
day.
Bad moves cover to the BAR.

INT. THE SPARE ROOM BOWLING ALLEY - BAR - CONTINUOUS 3

Behind the bar, enormous fish swim back and forth in a
lighted aquarium. Bad calls to the BARMAID.

(CONTINUED)

*



Pink Revision 12/7/2009
2

(CONT'D) 3

BAD
Darlin, bring me a J.D. up, beer
back.

Bad smiles and points to the fish.
BAD (CONT'D)

Buy one for the boys in the
backroom there, too.

The BARMAID, young, sullen and early twenties, doesn't smile.

BARMATD
Three twenty-five.

BAD
(winks)
On my tab, darlin.

BARMATID
No tab.

BAD
I'm Bad Blake, little darlin'. I'm
the band.

She turns and walks away. The manager appears at Bad's side.

MANAGER
Mr. Blake, we have a real nice room
for you over in the Starlight Inn,
and of course, your meals are taken
care of, but I'm afraid we can't
let you run a bar tab. It's in the
contract. Mr. Greene of Greene and
Gold put that in himself.

Bad reaches out. For a second he is ready to grab the gristly
knob of the manager's Adam's apple and crush it. Instead, he
touches the man's shoulder and gently squeezes.

BAD
If you and Jack have an agreement,
we'll have to stick by it. Don't
worry yourself about it, old buddy.

BAD (CONT'D)
(to the barmaid)
How much?

BARMATD
Three twenty-five.

Bad looks hard at the shot. He's sweating. The cigarette
between his fingers is wavering. He digs four dollars from
his pocket. The barmaid leaves his change on the bar. He
keeps it.

(CONTINUED)
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MANAGER
Mr. Blake. Let me personally offer
you all the free bowling you want.
Bad nearly chokes.
INT. STARLIGHT INN - LATER 4

The room is standard fare: Queen bed, small TV, sparse light.
Telephone in hand, Bad, shirt stripped off, runs his hands
across his broad belly and groans.

On the TV, a man and woman embrace. Their lips move, but no
sound. Bad talks to his manager, JACK GREENE, late sixties.

INTERCUT
INT. OFFICE - LOS ANGELES - DAY 5

Jack sits behind his desk, staring out at the smoggy haze of
Los Angeles.

JACK
Bad, I didn't want to tell you
until you came off this swing.
C.M.I. cut out "So Sweet, So Bad".

BAD
But that fucker was still selling.

JACK
It had slowed a lot, and the chains
don't want it anymore. Plus,
Tommy 's got nine albums out there
right now.

Bad sits up and looks out into the parking lot.

BAD
What about Tommy's new album? I'll
be off the road in a couple of
weeks. We can get right to it.

JACK
Tommy wants to know if you've got
new material.

Bad looks to the TV. The colors are streaked and blotchy.

BAD
You know I don't have new material.
And there's nothing wrong with the
old stuff.

JACK
Tommy thinks he's leaning too hard
on the old stuff.
(MORE) (CONTINUED)
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(CONT'D) 5
JACK (CONT'D)
He doesn't want pecople tc think
he's riding the gravy train.

BAD
That son-of-a-bitch has a lifetime
pass on the gravy train.

JACK
Come on, Bad. Remember who's asking
who to do a record here.

Bad stands and moves to the window.

BAD
Jack, you Jjerk-off. You get out
here, in Clovis, goddamned, New
Mexico and play in a piano bar or a
bowling alley. Get up the next
fucking morning at five and drive
three hundred miles with
hemorrhoids so bad it feels like
you've got a nest of fire ants up
your ass, and then you tell me
about riding the goddamned gravy
train. You and Mr. Country Star
Tommy Sweet both try it sometime.

JACK
Bad, calm down. Tommy says he wants
new material. I'll keep talking,
but he holds the cards. You know
that, I know it, and Tommy Sweet
sure as hell knows it.

BAD
You tell Tommy for me that he
wouldn't know country music if it
came up and kicked him in his world-
famous ass.

Jack keeps talking, and Bad puts the phone against his belly
and looks back at the TV.

BAD
Jack, I'm broke. I'm fifty-seven
yvears old and I only have ten bucks
to my name.

JACK
I sent you money when you were
still in Texas. Plenty. So spend it
wisely, Bad.

BAD

Did I ever tell you your mother
used to bite when she gave head?

(CONTINUED)
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(CONT'D) (2) 5

JACK
I love you too, bye.

(CONTINUED)
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Jack hangs up. Bad falls heavily onto the mattress.
INT. LIQUOR STORE - LATER 6

Bad stares at a fifth of JACK DANIEL'S for what seems like an
eternity. As he stoops to a pint of HEAVEN HILL, his knees
crack and he exhales. All accompanied by a deep sigh.

MAN
(o.s8.)
Mr. Blake?

Bad turns and faces a man about the same age as himself.

MAN (CONT'D)
Hell fire. It is you. It really is
Bad BRlake right here in my store.

The man reaches out his hand.

MAN (CONT 'D)
I'm Bill Wilson. I'm a big fan.

Bad smiles and looks to the cheap bourbon.

BILL
Here. Here, Mr. Blake. Here's the
Jack Daniel's.

Bill pulls a full liter of J.D. off the shelf.

BILL (CONT'D)
Being a big fan and all, I kind of
keep track of what the stars drink.
It's kind of a hobby, you know.
Willie Nelson and his Lone Star
beer, Tommy Sweet and his Southern
Comfort, and Bad Blake and his Jack
Daniel's. Of course, I never
thought I'd actually have a star
right here in my store.

Bad eyes the bottle in Bill's hand and wheezes with desire.

BILL (CONT'D)
My wife, Beverly, is one of your
biggest fans. She'll flat die when
she finds out you were here in the
store. We're going to your show
tonight. If you could sing 'I Don't
Know' for her, it would sure mean
the world to her.

BAD
You got it, old buddy.

Bad can't take his eyes off that bottle of JACK.
(CONTINUED)
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(CONT'D) 6
BAD (CONT'D)
'T Don't Know' for Beverly. You got
it.
BILL
(hands the J.D. to Bad)
Here, take this. I want to be able
to tell everyone that I bought Bad
Blake a drink.
Bad locks to the heavens and smiles.
INT. STARLIGHT INN - LATER 7

The bottle of J.D. is a quarter finished. Somecne pounds on
the door. Bad opens the door to find a young man, TONY, with
long hair and a wispy beard.

TONY
Hi, I'm Tony.

Bad blinks in incomprehension.

TONY (CONT'D)
Tony. Tony and the Renegades. Your
band.

BAD
Of course.

TONY
Me and the boys are over at the
alley, setting up. We were
wondering what time to start
rehearsing.

BAD
Soon as you can and do it as often
as you can. That's the secret.

Bad tries to shut the door, but Tony stops him.

TONY
What I mean is, what time are you
coming to rehearsal?

Bad sighs and leads Tony by the arm out to his wvan.
EXT. STARLIGHT INN - SAME 8

BAD
I got lead sheets if you all can
read music, chord charts if you
can't. Cd's and a play list. You go
on. I'll be by later.

Bad turns for the bottle and the room. Tony follows.
(CONTINUED)
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(CONT'D) 8

TONY
Mr. Blake, it would mean a lot to
us if you would come on over early.
I mean, we need to get the leads
down and all that.

BAD
Leads? Son, are they paying you
more than they're paying me?

TONY
But, I thought you could show us
some things, teach us some of that
old stuff Bad's Boys used to do. Is
it true you taught Tommy Sweet how
to play guitar?

Bad ignores the remark about Tommy.

BAD
All right. You all go listen to the
cd's. Listen carefully and study
the lead sheets. Give me an hour to
get some dinner and I'll be on
over.

INT. SUNNY SIDE UP CAFE - AFTERNOON 9

Inside the drab roadhouse, Bad pokes at a chicken-fried
steak. Pale gravy ocozes from it and blends with mashed-
potatoes and corn. A WAITRESS slides into the booth across
the table from him. She exhales a long stream of cigarette
smoke over his food.

WATITRESS
Everything, okay.?

BAD
(nods)
Fine. Just fine.

She winks at him. A small row of mascara sticks to her lower
lash. She wears a red nylon blouse and a plastic name tag
that says, "Howdy, I'm Jo Ann."

JO ANN
Mind if I smoke?

Bad waves his hand.

JO ANN (CONT'D)

You must like to eat early and
avoid the crowds. Being able to eat
in peace without a bunch of people
asking for autographs and
stuff...Mind if T ask a question?

(CONTINUED)
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BAD
Shoot.

(CONTINUED)
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She reaches over and taps his knuckle with a long red
fingernail.

JO ANN
I always wondered if you had a good
time singing those songs. Because,
God, I had me a couple of real gocod
times listening to them.

Her laugh is deep and a raspy from the cigarette smoke.

BAD
Anything you want to hear tonight?

She bites her tongue as she thinks. Her teeth are stained red
from the lipstick.

JO ANN
You do anything from that album you
do with Tommy Sweet?

BAD
A few. The standards.

JO ANN
Any of those. God, I just love that
album, Memories: So Sweet, So Bad.

BAD
So does Tommy, darlin'.

She laughs that raspy laugh.

JO ANN
You two don't get along anymore?

BAD
(shrugs)
What the wives didn't get off that
album, Tommy did.

She runs her finger up his forearm.

JO ANN
Why don't you tell me your real
name?

BAD

You want to know that, you got to
marry me. Otherwise, it's just Bad.



10

Pink Revision 12/7/2009
8A

INT. THE SPARE ROCM BOWLING ALLEY - LATE AFTERNOON 10

As Bad crosses to the stage carrying his guitar and tweed,
vintage FENDER amp, a rockabilly version of Bad's "I Don't
Know, " as played by the Renegades, swells up and staggers
him. Tony and the Renegades stop as they see him approach,
though the drummer continues to pound for a few more beats.

(CONTINUED)
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BAD
I hope to God that wasn't one of my
songs you were playing.
Tony steps down from the stage.
TONY
Mr. Blake, these are the Renegades.
DRUMMER
That's it? That's your equipment?
Bad unsnaps his case.
BAD
This is it. A '59 Gretsch with an
action that would put a twenty year-
old whore to shame.
Bad looks to their heavy, stacked Marshall amps.
BAD (CONT'D)
If you're playing loud enough to
drown out my amp, you're playing
too fucking loud.
At that, Tony turns to his band and strums a couple of
chords. Bad digs through his case.
BAD
(moving toward Tony)
You might want to bring it up a
half step.
TONY
I'm in tune. I got an electronic
tuning meter.
BAD
I got a fifty-seven year old ear
says you're off.
And so their rehearsal begins.
11 INT. THE SPARE ROOM BOWLING ALLEY - REHEARSAT. — LATER 11

Guitar in hand and now wearing dark sunglasses, Bad crosses
to his amp and takes a seat. He begins a blues-tinted solo of
"Somebody Else" that causes Tony to throw a look to his band.

TONY
That ain't country.

Bad loocks up from his guitar.

(CONTINUED)








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































