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ROLL CREDITS
OVER BLACK

The ROAR of a crowd:; steady, prolonged, like some giant
prehistoric animal howling from the darkness.

FADE IN:
INT. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN - NIGHT

Deep black turns to gray as layers of smoke swirl above
the sea of silhouetted heads. Suddenly, a hand reaches
up, holding a lit candle; then another, then hundreds,
thousands, and finally, 18,000 hands holding candles,
lighters, matches and flashllghts, all fllckerlng in the
dark, like a swarm of crazed fireflies.

ON THE STAGE

A spotlight swings, capturing a ROCK STAR's arm as it
shoots toward the sky.

CN THE AUDIENCE

APPLAUDING wildly; a dozen spotlights scissor overhead,
slicing the smoky air into confetti.

ON THE STAGE
The Rock Star is asking for quiet.
ON THE AUDIENCE

Responding. He's in charge.

- ON THE STAGE

The Rock Star takes his time letting the audience cool out.
The BAND begins a quiet, steady bass line--bomp-bop-a-domp-
bop~a-domp-~as the Rock Star steps closer to the audience.

O TEE AUDIENCE

Slttlng motionless, almost reverently, afraid of missing a
word.,

ROCK STAR
People die, and some die young.
Some of them we remember.
Especially the music-makers.
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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ROCK STAR (CONTD)
Janis Joplin with a needle.
Jimi Hendrix choking on his own
vomit, Elvis black in the face
on his bathroom floor. Eddie
Cochran's car crash, Buddy Holly's
plane crash, and Otis Redding's,
and Johnny Ace shooting himself,
and Sam Cooke getting shot, and
Frankie Lymon overdosing. John
Lennon at the hand of an assassin.

He pauses, in complete control. He waits and lets the
bass beat establish itself again.

ROCK STAR (CONTD)
We remember them all. Some more
than others and one group more
than most. You make your choice
of memories. We've made ours.
They paid the dues. We pay the
tribute. Ladies and gentlemen,
they say we left them down the
road. Don't believe it. They're
with us tonight. Living fast.
Driving hard. Making music.

A lonely voice in the darkness, calling out: "Eddie...!"

ROCK STAR
EDDIE AND THE CRUISERS!

Total bedlam. The throaty wail of the saxaphone, plaintive,
erotic, cries out of the distance as the bass beat throbs.

The Rock Star leads his group into "Far-Away Woman". Their
performance is electrifying, but there's something special
about the song itself,

PULL BACK, the scene shrinking, until it is clear that it
is on a screen in a small, dark room.

CuT TO:
INT. SCREENING ROOM - DAY
Faces are not seen. Silhouettes are cast against the
screen by the brilliant slanting rays of light from the
projection booth.
The Rock Star and his band build to a powerful close: a
rip-roaring blowout of a finish that leaves them spent and
brings down the house.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: | a.

Eddie's Memorial Service. (Black & white) 1It's a bleak,
rainy day. Coming out of the church we SEE the Cruisers,
family and friends. There are many other mourners,
including hundreds of fans, carrying umbrellas, who have
come to pay their last respects. They are held back by
police barricades.

SUSAN (V.0.)}
...Eddie's Memorial Service...
and those are his parents...

The film comes to an end. The lights COME UP.

A large logo on the wall tells us this is the screening
room for the TV show, 20/20.

BARRY SIEGEL, the Editor, a balding man with a large
protruding stomach and a walrus moustache.

STEGEL
Must have been a hell of an
accident...

GERRY RIVERS. the Associate Producer, is sitting off to
the side, wearing Jordache Jjeans, Lacoste shirt and an
Argyle sweater tied around his neck

RIVERS
Whe says accident?

ELLIOT MANNHEIM, the Producer, a tall, good-looking man
in his mid-thirties.

MANNHEIM
(sarcastically)
Are you saying he was murdered?

RIVERS
It could have been a suicide...

SIEGEL
It's weird...first Wendell dies...
then a couple of months later, Eddie...

MANNHEIM
Scunds like a CIA plot!

They all laugh.
SUSAN FOLEY, the Anchor Person, a Wellesley graduate,
alert and smart, with a style all her own. She has a

stack of research material in front of her.

{CONTINUED)
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SUSAN
¥What about the idea that Eddie's
still alive?

MANNHEIM
(turning to her)
You mean: "Eddie Liveg"?

SUSAN
They never found his body...

MANNEETIH

I like that. Eddie swam away from
the car, had Jim Morrison waiting
for him on shore, and then Amelia
Earhart flew them both to Paris in
her bi-plane, and now they're all
living together in sin. Terrific
idea, Sue!

Everyone laughs, except Susan.

SIEGEL
So what's our hook going to be?

MANNHEIM
(The Rock Star) said it all:
They're dead...all of them. I mean,
how come they're all dead before
their time?.....If we can answer
that gquestion, then we've got our
storv. :

SUSAN _
Who cares? That's Sunday morning TV.

MANNEEIM
Do you have a better idea?

SUSAN
{shaking her head)
Elliot.....There're holes in this
story......Pieces to the puzzle that
are still missing...

MANNHEIM
Like what?

SUSAN
Like......What happened the night of
the accident? Where was Eddie coming
from? Where was he going?.....And,
tell me, if he didn't swim away...
where's the body?.........How come
they never found it?

(CONTINUED)
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MANNHEIM
I+ washed out to sea.
SUSAN
Seems rather unlikely...
MANNHEIM
Why's that?
' SUSAN

(pointing to a map

of New Jersey)
Because it would've had to make
a right turn at Perth Amboy!

Siegel and Rivers laugh. Susan turns the map so they can
all see it.

SUSAN (CONTD)
Elliot...there was no way that
body was going to float all the
way to the goddamned Atlantic
Ocean!

MANNHEIM
-~ (losing his patience)
It didn't have to. I'm sure
there're parts of that river at
least fifty feet deep.....the
body could be anywhere! Susan...
what the hell is your point?

SUSAN
; (putting down her
notes)
Okay.......Did you ever hear of a
poet named Arthur Rimbaud?

MANNHEIM
- French Lit. 105...it was required.

SUSAN
Very good, Elliot...I'm glad
Columbia's turning out such well
rounded students...

She starts digging into her pile of research material...
finds a book and holds it up.

§‘ < : ) (CONTINUED)
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SUSAN

Okay kids, sit back in your seats.
Listen to this...

(putting on her glasses,

starts reading)
"A SEASON IN HELL".....a spiritual
and confessional autobiography...
Arthur Rimbaud was a genius, a
man who at the age of seventeen
had already composed a body of
poetry which today is ranked among
the classics of the world......
His writings are a quest, a search
for perfection, an attempt to find
total freedom. Rimbaud is
remembered as being disreputable,
mean, ruthless, perverse....In
reality, however, he was a tortured
soul...searching....A word that
turns up consistently in his writing
is "saison"--season--all periods of
time have endings, and these fatal
endings Rimbaud anticipated in
"A Season in Hell"...

(looking up}
Now comes the good part...

{back to the book)
"At the age of nineteen, Rimbaud
committed suicide.....not of the
flesh, but of the mind and soul...”

She puts down the book; looks around.

RIVERS
What's that supposed to mean?

SUSAN

(taking off her glasses)
It means that he never wrote
another word...He cut himself off,
not only from literature, but from
civilization...and disappeared off
the face of the earth. He was
never seen nor heard from again
until nearly twenty years later,
when he reappeared in a hospital
in Marseilles...on his deathbed.

MANNHEIM
But what the hell does this have
to do with Eddie Wilson?

(CONTINUED'
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SUSaN
2+ -+.YOU know where he was coming
from on the night of his accident?

album. vYou know what the name of :
that album was?...."Season in Hell":

This stops them all in their tracks.

That he's out there Somewhere.,,?
Just walking around...La-dee~dah. . .
Just like that?

SUSAN
(throwing up her hands,
a slight smile) ' . _
I don't know. But if he is, we've
got ourselves 3 hell of a story!

MANNHEIM
Do you think we can get our hands
on those tapes? :

in their vault. I wanteg to find

out why they never released that
album. You know what I foung out?

The tapes are gone...they were checked
out...on February 16...1964...the day
after Eddie Supposedly died!

She sits back in her chair and smiles,
cUT T0O:

INT. TRATLER, VINELAND, N.J. - pay

From the RaADIO: the Rolling Stones': "...You can't always
get what youy want...you get what You need...®

FRANK RIDGEWAY, looking young, boyish Teally, with only a
few streaks of gray in his hair to remind him that he's
ne longer a kid, stands in front of a tiny mirror,
knotting his tie, There ig humor ang Strength in his

eyes, but if You look more closely, you'll gee there's
sadness ag well,

Behind him, ip the tioht transient world he hag chosen
for himself, are a bed, some books ang a TV set. a
photograph of Frank with his ex-wife and two children sits
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Frank switches off the RADIO and takes a last look in the
mirror. A NOISE outside!...He pulls aside the curtain
covering the tiny window, pries it open, looks out.

FRANK'S POV

The rear of the trailer court...snow covered brush...A
branch SNAPS!...Who's out there? Silence.

ON FRANK

Must be some kind of animal...damn stray dogs! He closes
the window, draws the curtain. He walks over to the desk,
pulls a page from the typewriter, looks at it...Not good
enough! He reaches for a pen, crosses something out,
scribbles a note in the margin. Looks at it again...
Writing's a bitch! He shakes his head, crumples the paper
into a ball and does a slam dunk into the nearby waste-~
paper basket. He grabs a leather briefcase, his sheepskin
jacket, and exits.

EXT. TRAILER

The outside of this rusting tin can makes the inside look
good. 1It's a cold, dark, snowy December morning. Frank
lifts his collar against the chill and makes his way to
his 1977 tan Rabbit parked under an awning which is about
to collapse.

INT. FRANK'S CAR

Frank turns the key but the. engine won't catch. Figures.
He tries again. And again, checks his watch; one more
time. Finally, IT CATCHES.

Again, a SOUND, coming from behind his trailer...CRUNCHING
SNOW!.....What's going on? He lowers the window, leans out.

FRANK
Anybody there?

Imagination's getting the best of him...been alone too long.
The snow's two feet deep....who'd be out there? He quickly
closes the window, lights a cigarette, revs a couple of
times, and takes off.

EXT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING

Heavy snow falls over a water tower bearing the legend:
"WINELAND NEW JERSEY".
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INT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING

Frank turns on the RADIO, pushes buttons and settles on
Springsteen's "The River".

He is driving along the main street of Vineland, N.J.,
a bastion of small-town America that ¢could be a cover
for the Moral Majority Almanac. BEe wheels the Rabbit
with low-key flash, tapping the wheel to the MUSIC,
and comes in to harmonize with Springsteen:

FRANK
(singing)
"...1s a dream a lie
If it don't come true...
Or is it something worse
That sends me down to the river,
Though I know the river's dry..."

As the song ENDS, a commercial sends him to another
station. Neil Diamond coming up here. Too soft for
Frank. He hits another button and comes in on some
Christmas music. No thank you. Starts fiddling with
the dial. News, Latin, M~0O-R, then hears a few bars
of something...passes it...then gquickly goes back,
finding it.

ON FRANK

It's the final strains of "Far-Away Woman", a song from
his past. Frank smiles, remembering.

CUT TO:
EXT. VINCE'S BOARDWALK BAR - NIGHT (1962)

The song ENDS.
DEEJAY (V.0.)
{on radio)
Shades of the summer of '62!
That was Eddie and the Cruisers
with "Far-Away Woman"...

TIGHT ON a huge red neon "V", with blinking yellow arrows
running through it. PULL BACK to reveal it is part of a
sign reading "VINCE'S BOARDWALK BAR".

PAN OFF the sign to reveal two cars barrelling down the
boardwalk. BEEP-BEEP! BEEP-BEEP-BEEP! The lead car is
a 1957 pink and black Chevy Bel Air convertible. As the
cars screech to a stop in front of the bar, the Chevy's
headlights flash high...then low...then high again. The
doors are flung open and two guys and a girl pile out.
The second car is a Ford "Woodie" filled with musical
equipment; three guys get out. As the guys start to
unload, the girl walks towards the bar.
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INT. VINCE'S BOARDWALK BAR

It's well after hours and the bar is closed. Chairs are
stacked on tables. The place has been swept. The bar has
been cleaned, and gleams. Frank, working with a pail and
mop, is swabbing down a section of floor.

A SOUND at the door. He looks up.

FRANK'S POV

JOANN CARLINO has entered the bar. She is a sultry,
deeply tanned, dark-haired girl in a pair of white
capris that leave no room for underwear. Under a tee
shirt a full set stands up high and firm. Her lipstick
matches the color of her long nails. She knows how men
look at her and she likes it. But she's not a tease.
Some people would say she looks cheap, but that's a
matter of taste. She's just turned seventeen.

ON FRANK-=-INTERCUT

He stands there, mop in hand, unable to move, staring at
her,

Joann knows how she has affected him; it happens all the
time. She smiles warmly, sincerely.

JOANN
Hi...

_ FRANK
Hi. L )

EDDIE WILSON enters. Joann turns to him and wraps her arm
around his waist. He's wearing boots, jeans and a black
tee shirt with the sleeves rolled up. He's lean and
handsome, his wavy black hair waterfalls down his forehead.
He's 22, and his eyes are on fire.

Next comes SAL AMATO, 25--"Long Tall Sally"--a Philadelphia _
Italian. His hair is slicked back, biker-style, and drops
over the collar of his black and pink tear-drop Jjacket.

WENDELL NEWTON comes in next--the oldest Cruiser, mid-
thirties--tall, burly, black. He wears a suit with a

shirt buttoned at the neck, no tle...the costume of a blues
man.

KENNY ﬁOPKINS follows. He's 20, blond, good-looking, well
built. He wears a Levi jacket with cut-off sleeves, open
in front with no shirt underneath.

(CONTINUED)
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DOC ROBBINS is the last one in. He's the Cruisers'
manager--the flim-flam man, a barnstormlng actor, a
snake-oil salesman--he's 30 going on 50.

They stand there together, looking the place over, not
saylng anything. They're bold, brazen, cocky; a street-
wise bunch.

FRANK
Can I help you guys?

Eddie takes a step forward, sizes up Frank. In his right
hanéd he holds a set of car keys. Out of habit he twirls
them around his index finger.

EDDIE
Yeah...tell Vvinnie that Eddie
and the Cruisers are here.

CUT TO:

INT. FRANK'S CAR - DAY (PRESENT)

WHAP!! A snowball explodes against the windshield of his
car, temporarily blinding him. The wipers work feverishly
in an attempt to remove the snow.

FRANK
{lowering his window
and screaming)
What are you,..? Crazy?

A bunch of rowdy teenagers run off laughing and continuing
their war against each other.

EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT

Frank parks in a space designated "FOR TEACHERS ONLY",
grabs his briefcase and makes his way towards the szde
entrance.

There is now a full-scale snowfight being waged; the guys
against the girls. Frank holds up his briefcase to protect
himself.

FRANK
{still screaming)
If one of those so much as
touches my new sheepskin jacket,
you won't stand a snowball's
chance in hell of passing English!

{(CONTINUED)
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' 7~) As he traverses the war-zone, one of the GUYS yells out.

GUY
Let Ridgeway through!

Frank raises his hand, acknowledging his safe passage
o and makes his way into the school. As he closes the
b door behind him, a powerful snowball SPLATTERS against
the plate glass window.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY

There is the usual early morning traffic in the corridor;
everyone's in a hurry. Lockers are being opencd, wet
gear stowed, doors slammed shut again. And eventually
they all have to make their way past a group of toughs
sitting around on the stairway, listening to "Far-Away
Woman" on a huge portable RADIO.

Frank passes them, hearing the song for the second time
in the past half-hour. He stops and turns to ANTHONY
RUSSO, a voung Marlon Brando, with a cigarette behind his

ear.
, : FRANK
. t) This song, Anthony...it's been
- _ playing a lot lately, hasn't it?
. RUSSO
: Could you call me Tony, Mr.
| Ridgeway? '
FRANK
Sure, Tony. How come they're
% , playing this song so much?
. RUSSO
' (almost laughing in
his face)
Because it's a big hit!
FRANK
"Far-Away Woman”" is a hit?
RUSS0 :
Hey, Mr. Ridgeway! Wake up!
E . You ever hear of (the Rock Star)?
E ' FRANK
; Sure.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 14.

™~ RUSSO

b He played this concert at the

- ' Garden last month...said Eddie
and the Cruisers were his
inspiration...... Well, anyway...

- Cousin Brucie...you know who

P - Cousin Brucie is, don't you?...

\ the deejay...he was at the concert...
he dug the song and started playing
the original Cruiser cut, and now
it's a hit!

E FRANK

You know, if you like that song,
you ought to check out the
Cruisers' "Down On My Knees".
You might like it.

RUSSO
I dAidn't know you were such a rock
'n' roller, Mr. Ridgeway...

FRANK
I try to keep an open mind.
™~ With that, Frank is gcone.
RUSSO

{(watching him leave,
then, derisively)
P "Down On My Knees"?
{(turns to the other
g guys, holding his
crotch) :
Down on these knees!

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - DAY

@
)

Frank is sitting on the edge of his desk. His jacket is
off and his sleeves are rolled up. His he holding a book
of poetry.

Written behind him on the blackboard: "LINES COMPQSED A
FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
(1770-1850)".

e {CONTINUED)
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b - FRANK
o {reading)
"and so I dare to hope,
Though changed, no doubt, from
what I was when first
I came among these hills;
E ' when like a roe
I bounded o'er the mountains,
by the sides
Of the deep rivers,
and the lonely streams...”

Eyes wander from the windows to the clock as the falling
snow seems to signal the start of Christmas vacation
which is only minutes away. The c¢lass is like a time
bomb set to go off. Books are stacked neatly on their

N desks ready for a quick getaway.

s ass ol

The only ones paying attention are a few preppies sitting
in the front seats.

FRANK (CONTD)
(reading)
"...Wherever nature led:
more like a man
- Plying from something
' that he dreads than one
Who sought the thing he loved."”

He puts down the book of poetry.

, FRANK (CONTD)
E So0.....What's Wordsworth getting
at? What's happening?

A PREPPIE breaks the ice.
PREPPIE

He's saying that places stay the
- same but people change...

FRANK ,
Do people change or don't they?
...That's something worth talking
about...
Frank's eyes find:
Tony Russo slouched in his seat.

ON FRANK--INTERCUT

{(CONTINUED)
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E‘“ C FRANK
- ' What do you think, Mr. Russo?
RUSS0O
What do I think?
F ' Frank nods. Russo slouches even further in his chair, the
criminal indifferently awaiting the sentence of the court.
RUSSO
About what?
g FRANK

About people...

RUSSO
What people did you have in ming?

FRANK
I1'1l play ping-pong with you as
long as you like, Anthony. You
still have to answer the guestion.

The class senses a showdown building. They get interested.

RUSSO
Wordsworth says he's changed...
(shrugs)
I'11 take his word for it...But
you know what, Mr. Ridgeway...?

Frank can see it coming. The kid is going for a winner,
E and there's nothing he can do about it.

RUSSO (CONTD)
-..I don't think this guy is in
the hills...
(indicating the text)
...like it says here...I think he's
over the hill...

i T

The punks laugh first, but the preppies join in once they
figure they can get away with it.

RUSSO
(for the kill now)
No guestion about it. Over the
hill, around the bend, washed up.
b A quart low. Min-i-mum.

{(CONTINUED)
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More laughter. Point, game, set and diploma to Mister
Russo., Even Frank has to smile. The BELL RINGS. They
cheer, grab their books, laughingly exchange goodbyves. :

FRANK
(shouting over the
hubbub)
Have a Merry Christmas! And
remember, I don't want to see
any of your faces for at least
ten days!

In a flash they're gone.

Frank heaves a sigh of relief, sits back in his chair, and
puts his feet on the blackboard ledge.

We HEAR: Eddie and the Cruisers performing Freddie Cannon's
"Palisades Park".

CUT 7T0:
INT. VINCE'S BOARDWALK B2R = NIGHT (1962)

TIGHT ON Eddie, pounding away on the piano, calling chords
over his shoulder, shouting into the mike, slugging away,
while keeping time with the stomping beat of his right leg.

Alongside him, Sally, guitar slung low on the hip, driving
home the beat.

Wendell, cruising in from the side with his pulsating sax.

Kenny, sitting tall in the saddle, behind a set of drums
emblazoned "EDDIE AND THE CRUISERS"; and off to the side,
filling in the harmonies, is Joann, "lookin' good".

As the song comes driving to its conclusion, Doc gets up
from one of the tables.

DOC .

...Take it from me...master of
voices, maker of choices...unmoved
mover and man of the hour....¥You
guys sure got what it takes....
But now...it's my turn to curtsy,
your turn to bow...

({he curtsies)

(CONTINUED)
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P - SALLY

B Hey, Big Bopper!...You gotta hear

| my new song...You're the one who
knows what goes!

E ' DOC
(a big smile) _
Hey, man...never bullshit a
o bullshitter!...You make the music,
I'll make the deals...

He leaves in a breeze.

EDDIE
LET'S GET ON WITH THE MUSIC!
{then)
Cne, two...one, two, three...

Sally leads off with a rock 'n' roll guitar. The song
is fast and the rest of the band goes with it.

EDDIE
{singing)
"Betty Lou's got a new pair of
shoes
And she wants to go dancin'
} 251 She's all dressed up tonight
For a little romancin'
Betty Lou's gonna shake off the
blues
In her hot little rock 'n' roll
shoes
And she wants to go dancin'..."

i

As the MUSIC continues, Eddie stops abruptly. He throws
up his hands.

EDDIE
- HOLD IT! Held it! Wait a minute!

He puts two fingers in his mouth and WHISTLES. The MUSIC
screeches to a halt.

SALLY
What's the matter?

EDDIE _
- What's the matter? Where're you
racin' to? Where's the fire?

SALLY
No fire. That's the way the song
goes. It's written that way.
Upbeat. What's the problem?

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE
The problem is I'm just sayin'
words. You've got to give me a
little room, so they know what
I'm singin' about!

- SALLY
Like where?

EDDIE
Like after...
{singing)
"Betty Lou's got a new pair of
shoes..."
{then)
Pause.
{singing)
"...And she wants to go danczn'"
Like there.

SALLY
No, man! Don't stop there! 1It's
no big deal. You lose the beat,
the people miss a step. We want
them to dance!

EDDIE
No big deal?! Don't lose the beat?
What are you, a fuckin' moron? I'm
singin' a song, not playin' a hula!

SALLY
Hey, who wrote this song?

EDDIE
(pointing at him)
You, pal. You did.

SALLY
(recovering)
Okay. If I wrote the song, then I
say how it goes.

EDDIE
No, man, it doesn't work that way.

SALLY
(turning to the others)
Do you believe this guy? He asks
me to write a song for him...we
need new material, he says...and
now he starts jerkin' my chains...
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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SALLY (CONTD)
{turning to Eddie)
Hey, man...this isn't "Ebb Tide"
+..you know...it's "Blue Suede

-SBhoes"!

EDDIE
Sally...Sally...I like it. I love
you. I love your stuff. I'm just
not sure it's what I'm lookin' for
...you understand?

. SALLY

(hurt)
Forget it, will ya? You made up
your mind before yva even started,
you ain't gonna do my stuff...so
what am I knockin' myself out for?
It's not good enough for you! I'm
not good encugh for youl...But I'1l
tell you something...it's what they
want. Listen, Eddie, you wanna
make music, I wanna make a buck.
That's where we part.

EDDIE
{trying to stay calm)
I tell you what, Sally. I don't
want to argue with you. Let's get
another opinion on the subject,
okay?

SALLY
No...no, forget it.

EDDIE
No...no, let's get another opinion...
Joann...?

SALLY
What the fuck are you askin' her for?

EDDIE
What's wrong with askin' her? She's
got a brain.

Joann shrugs and turns away: this is nothing new.

{CONTINUED)
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SALLY
I don't know anything?! She knows,
huh? All of a sudden she's a
fuckin' expert? Everybody you
bring into the band's an expert...
except Sally...Sally's just a dumb
guinea, huh?

: EDDIE
Wait a minute, you dumb guineal...

He notices Frank leaning up against the bar, watching.
INTERCUT

EDDIE (CONTD)
(pointing at Frank)
Hey, kid.....come here!

FRANK .
Who? Me?

EDDIE
Yeah...you...come here!

Frank walks towards the stage.

EDDIE
You heard both versions...Which
do you like better?

FRANK
{a little nervous)
...l like the caesura.

EDDIE
(to sally)
See!...My way, with the Caesurian!
SALLY
The what?
EDDIE
Tell him...
{then)
...What's your name?
FRANK
Frank.
EDDIE

Tell him, Frankie...

(CONTINUED)
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FRANK
Caesura...it's a phrase used in
poetry criticism...a timely pause,
a kind of strategic silence.

Eddie leans back triumphantly.

EDDIE
That's just exactly right!

FRANK
I think I can show you what I mean...

He pulls a paperback from his pocket and thumbs through it.

FRANK (CONTD)
b (taking a deep breath)
This is from a poem by Rimbaud.
I'll read it without the caesura,
then I'll read it with.
{locking up)
I think you'll hear the difference.
i Here it goes...
{reading)
"One evening I took Beauty in my
arms and I thought her bitter and
I insulted her."

EDDIE
Sounds like shit. Right?

FRANK
Now hear it the other way...
{(reading)
"One evening I took Beauty in my
arms...and I thought her bitter...
and I insulted her."

EDDIE
Now that's got class. Sally, am I
right? Does that have class?

Sally shrugs.

3 EDDIE
L ’ Kid......You can stay.

CUT TO:
INT. HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM - DAY (PRESENT)

TIGHT ON Susan Foley.

{CONTINUED)
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SUSAN
(clearing her throat)
-..Excuse me...?

PULL BACK to reveal Susan standing in front of Frank's
desk.

He turns around, surprised. 1It's not every day that a
beautiful woman is standing in his classroom.

FRANK
Can I help you?

SUSAN
(smiling)
E Yes, I think you can.

FRANK
(at his most charming,
and indicating the
' blackboard)
b - Are you interested in Wordsworth?

SUSAN
™ (still smiling)
_ Well, "Tintern Abbey”"'s not exactly
the lyric I had in mind.

FRANEK
Oh? What is it then?

: SUSAN
"Season in Hell™.

The past is rushing in on Frank, washing over him.

CUT TO:
INT. DOM'S VARSITY LUNCHEONETTE - DAY

, A classic old luncheonette: gray formica tables, burgundy
’ naughahyde seats with a juke box at each table.

B Frank and Susan are sitting in a booth, drinking coffee.
| SUSAN -

' ...s.Frank...what happened that

T last night at the recording studio?

(CONTINUED)
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. FRANK
Miss Foley...I'm sorry...there's
nothing personal in this. 1I'a
like to help you, I really would...

SUSAN
It's just that there are so many
unanswered questions...

FRANK
I know what you're up against...
but that was then, and this is
NOW.uvsosssoa I'm just not interested
in doing an interview...

SUSAN
Look, I'm not here to make a
% carnival of your life. I have

something more in mind...Something
like a tribute to a group of guys
who were ahead of their time...

b who had something, something great.

FRANK
Don't you understand?...The night
Eddie died, the Cruisers died
with him,

Susan holds up a paperback copy of "A Season in Hell" by
Arthur Rimbaud.

SUSAN
....Is this what influenced
Eddie?
He shakes his head, puts some change on the table, and
gets up.
- SUSAN
b Is it?
FRANK
5 There's no way on earth that
. I can go into that with you.
{ SUSAN
B Why not?

o : (CONTINUED)
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FRANK
Maybe it's because Eddie's dead
...and I'm alive.......He was
my friend...and you and I just

met.

After a moment, he turns and leaves.
CUT TO:

EXT. TRAILER COURT - DAY

HIGH ANGLE REVERSE SHOT of "“VINELAND TRAILER COURT". A
mountain of freshly packed snow lines the highway. 1In
the distance Frank's Rabbit pulls off the road and heads
towards the CAMERA. CRANE DOWN and PAN as the car comes
to a stop.

Frank gets out, grabs his briefcase and enters the trailer.

ON FRANK

In doorway. The color drains from his face.

FRANK'S POV

The bed has been turned over and the mattress cut; chairs
have been slashed and ripped. Records have been pulled
from their jackets, books from the shelf. The pages of
his manuscript have been strewn across the floor.

He bends down, gathers them carefully, and places them back
on the desk.

ON FRANK

He feels violated. He can't breathe. Has to get out.
EXT. TRAILER

Frank exits the trailer, lights a cigarette. BHe takes a

long hard pull. Son of a bitch! There was somebody out
there this morning....But who?....and why?

(CONTINUED)
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His thoughts are interrupted by the piercing RING of the
PHONE.

He guickly goes inside.
INT. TRAILER
Frank grabs the phone.
FRANK

(into phone)
Hello...?

He cradles the phone on his shoulder, bends down and picks
up an album.

B INSERT:
) "FAR~AWAY WOMAN"...Eddie and the Cruisers are posed in

front of the 1957 Chevy Bel-Air. Standing next to Eddie
is none other than the young Frank Ridgeway. ]

ON FRANK

VOICE (0.5.)
.. Wordman...?

His o0ld Cruiser nickname...a blast from the past!

PRANK
Who's this?

VOICE (0.5.)
This is the night-stalker, the
blues-talker, the water-walker...

FRANK
ee s DOC...7

He places the album on the table.

DOC (0.S.)
Hey there, Wordman, say there.
Wordman, whatever happened to you?

FRANK
(with an edge)
It's been a long time...what's up?

DOC (0.8.)
You need me, Wordman. You need me
fast and you need me bad.

(CONTINUED)
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FRANK
(looking around)
Is that right?

DOC (0.8.)
We gotta rap. How soon can you
get your ass over here?

FRANK
Where are you?
DOC (0.5.)
Right back where we started from,
kid.
FRANK
Asbury Park?
poC (0.S8.)

Just ten miles and ten lifetimes
away...Rahway, New Jersey...

CuT TO:
INT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING - DAY

The late afternocon sun has turned the morning snow to
slush.

Frank is listening to a golden oldies station: "Gone from
the charts, but not from our hearts"..."The Wanderer" by
Dion and the Belmonts.

Overhead, a large sign: "RAHWAY - STRAIGHT AHEAD". WNext to
it, with an arrow pointing off the Parkway, "ASBURY PARX,
JERSEY SHORE".

EXT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING

Frank makes a sudden decision...without even signaling, he
swings into the right lane, exits the Parkway, and starts
traveling down Scenic Route 9.

INT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING

He's getting off on seeing the old pitch-and-putt golf courses,
surf 'n' turf restaurants, mixed in with MacDonalds, Burger

King and Kentucky Fried Chicken places, as if they'd all
lived side by side forever.

(CONTINUED)
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Lots of INTERFERENCE on the RADIO. Frank turns the dial,
comes up on WRAY.

DOC
{on radio) '
This is Do¢ Robbins...the Voice
of Rahway...

Frank smiles.

DOC (CONTD)

...Leading off with something for
the armchair traveler...From the
land of Coors beer and condominia,
a young fellow who's high on life,
Mr. John Denver...

{(doing a great John

Denver imitation)
...and no matter what you hear...
I'm not Alfred E. Neuman in
disguise...! Far out!!}

"Rocky Mountain High" begins.

On his left, Frank spots a red neon sign: "AMATO'S VILLA
NAPOLI". There are blinking, multi-colored lights
bordering the building; on the roof a plastic Santa with
his reindeer. '

ON FRANK

His face indicates he's been here before. 1It's not a
happy memory. He continues driving.

EXT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING - DUSK

An arched sign over the road: "WELCOME TC ASBURY PARK".
The car passes under it and continues down a side street,
heading for the beach.

CUT TO:
EXT. ASBURY PARK BOARDWALK

An Art Deco movie house. On the margquee: "CLOSED". The
doors leading into the lobby are reinforced with wood to
protect it from the wind coming in off the Atlantic.

Frank walks along the boardwalk, past shuttered stores,
Playland and Miniature Golf, until he approaches the
building that once housed Vince's Boardwalk Bar. 1It, too,
is closed for the winter.

(CONTINUED)
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The large neon "V" remains. However, the rest of the sign
has been taken down, and is replaced by: "VALENTINO'S
PIZZA". The white building has been repainted in the
colors of the Italian flag: red, white and green.

Frank shakes his head, then walks up to the window.
Using a handkerchief from his back pocket, he cleans off
one of the panes, and, cupping his hands over his eyes,
looks in. He begins to HEAR: Tchaikovsky's Concerta #1.

CUT TO:
INT. VINCE'S BOARDWALK BAR - DAY (1862)
The MUSIC continues.

It's early morning and the bar is empty. Joann saunters
in. She's wearing a one-piece Jantzen bathing suit, a
man's shirt knotted at the waist, and high spiked sandals.
She takes your breath away.

As she crosses to the bar to retrieve a pair of sunglasses,
Joann follows the MUSIC to the stage where Frank sits at
the piano, playing. When he sees her, he stops, embarrassed.

JOANN
Don't stop......I like it.

He smiles and starts playing again. He now has an
audience--of one, but a very important one--and he's
playing just for her.

A battered paperback sits on the piano. Joann picks it up
and locks at it.

INSERT:

"A SEASON IN HELL" BY ARTHUR RIMBAUD.

Frank finishes the piece with great flourish as Joann
places the book back down on the piano.

She APPLAUDS him.
FRANK
(smiling)
Thank you...thank you.

JOANN
...A touch of class for Vinnie's.

Frank needs to be doing something to keep from staring at
her. He starts playing some typical LOUNGE MUSIC.

(CONTINUED)
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He closes with an arpeggio. She smiles, and after an
- awkward moment, looks back at the book,

JOANN
What's this?...Poetry...?

P FRANK

‘ (trying for casual)

% Oh...Rimbaud...are you familiar
with his work?

JOANN
é ) Sure.

She isn't. She glances down at the jacket of the book.

JOANN
(reading surreptitiously)
"Quite disreputable, mean...and
B perhaps even ruthless and perverse..."

Frank turns the book around to face him.

FRANK
{catching on, reading)
"...A tortured soul.....But still
one of the greatest poets that ever
lived."

They burst out laughing. Her laugh is deep, full, rich
and infectious. It catches him by surprise. He's knocked
out by her.

FRANK
...Would you like it?

JOANN
No...no, thank you...I've gotta
go. I'm going to the beach...I
forgot my sunglasses...
(holding them up)

FRANK
{offering her the book)
Here...take it with you...Read
it on the beach...

He holds it out to her.

b
?
)
P

FRANK (CONTD)
-+.A present...

{CONTINUED)
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EDDIE
We got musicians, man...
Wendell...he'll turn it into
blues...and Sally'll make it
a cha~cha......Hopkins'll
beat the shit out of it any
which way. You just leave
that to me.

FPRANK
All I did was try to write a song
about...a woman...

E EDDIE
Hey, what say you just read the
damn thing to me? Then I'll know
what it's about.

Frank unfolds the piece of paper.

FRANK
{(reading)
"Shadows are longer now
Where I go
Sun is falling
Down blcoody and low...

I

1 Step to the dark side...
i Who needs light?
' Gonna feel my way., baby

And it's gonna feel right..."
g Frank waits for Eddie to crack up. He doesn't.
b

EDDIE

Where's the rest of it?
: FRANK
g You want me to continue?
\ Eddie stands up, flicks away his cigarette.
b EDDIE

Might as well.
3
b He turns and walks away, removing his car keys from his
’ pocket.
E FRANK
: (shouting)

JUST A DAMN MINUTE!

{CONTINUED)
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Eddie stops, turns, looks at Frank.

FRANK <

I'm working the bar. A college
drop-out. You come to me and say,
"Hey, kid...since you're here...
while you're restin'...why not
write me some songs? Something
special...just for the Cruisers."

(then)
That's not much to go on, you
know? I sit down and I put out.
I really try. And I don't care if
this is the worst thing you've
heard since "The Purple People Eater".
I want some feedback. I want to
know what you want from me.

Eddie stares at Frank. He's hard to read; it looks like
he might slug him. But then he puts a hand on each of
Frank's shoulders and hunkers down in front of him.

He puts a

He stops,

EDDIE
(laughing)
HOLEE SHIT!...the things she gets
me into! First time outta the
gate, T get me a prima donna wordman.

FRANK
She got you?

EDDIE
Just be gquiet, Wordman.

finger over his mouth to show what gquiet means.

EDDIE
We've got this mutual friend who .
thinks you could be good. She told
me to try you. I listened to her.
Now don't start askin' me what I
want from you. I don't know yet.
The question is...what do you have
to give?....Let me tell you about
the Cruisers....Every night I'm up
there working, three, four sets...
and I look down on people dancin’,
and drinkin', which is fine by me.
But what I want is...

twirls his keys around his index finger.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 34.

EDDIE (CONTD)
...1ls songs that echo. Most of
the stuff we're singin' now,
they're like the sheets in some-
body's bed. Spread 'em and soil
'em and ship 'em out to the laundry
-..You know?...But our songs...I
want us to be able to fold ourselves
up in them forever.,.

Eddie stays crouched a moment longer, head down. To Frank
it feels like a confessional; it embarrasses both of them.

EDDIE
That's as much as you're gonna get
out of me, Wordman. Ever.

With that, he gets up, and makes his way across the beach
towards the boardwalk.

CUT TO:
INT. RADIO STATION WRAY - NIGHT (PRESENT)

The station is despérately small-time, just a cut above
the places that sell live chickens and Jesus pictures over
the air. The dime-store Christmas decorations don't help.

A hyper-active Doc Robbins sits behind the console. He
hasn't aged well. BHe compensates for his baldness by
letting his hair grow longer on the sides. If a cigarette
leaves his lips it's only to crush it out before starting
another. '

DOC
(into mike)
Okay, you near-beer fans. Remember
Mock-bird-ing~bird? Charley and
Inez Foxx, summer of 'sixty-three?
James Taylor and Carly Simon are
betting you don't...

Doc snaps off the mike, places the needle on the record,
and offers Frank a chair beside the console.

poc
Howdy, Wordman. Long time.

FRANK

(shaking his hand)
Doc...how've you been?

{CONTINUED)
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DOC
(shrugging)
The hits just keep on coming...
You haven't changed much...Still
a kid....And don't bother
returning the compliment.

Frank sits down and looks around the joint.

. DOC (CONTD)

Hey, don’'t be fooled. This place
isn't as bad as it looks. Pay's
not bad, and you can't beat the
hours. Besides, there's a state
college in town and the kids love
my irreverent wit. They tell me
I'm becoming quite a cult figure
around here.

FRANK
That's great.

Doc leans back in his chair, puts both hands behind his
head. '

DocC
80......did you write that book yet?

FRANK
No...I never got around to it.

Doc gets serious for a moment.

bCC
You should...Eddie always expected
big things from you, kid...

FRANK
Yeah...I know......
(then, a little
annoyed)
But I still don't know why you
wanted to see me...? What was so
urgent?

‘ DOC
Calm down. 1I've got your best
interests at heart. I guess you
know what's been happening with
the Cruisers lately? Well, the
way I see it, Eddie's my ticket
out...and yours...

{(CONTINUED)
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FRANK
Eddie....? Ticket to where...?

DOC
Anywhere we wanna go! Eddie's
gonna be big! Bigger than ever!

FRANK .
He's dead.

DOC
Doesn't matter. This is larger
than life. Let me ask you some-
thing, kid...Did you ever tell
anyone you were a Cruiser?

FRANK
No. '
DOC
Not even your wife?...or your kids?
FRANK
No.
DOC

It's like I figured. You're just
sitting on it, letting it happen.
Well, not me...my mind doesn't
work that way.

FRANK
We've got one album. Twelve cuts.
The kids will buy them for a while
and that'll be the end of it.
You're making a big deal out of
nothing!

DOC

I'll tell you about nothing!
Nothing's what we cot on the
reissue of the old album! Right
after Eddie died I sold all the
rights back to Ekko Records...to
that bastard Lew Eisen. Shit! I
could kick myself! But there's
nothing I can do about that now.

(then)
Anyway...this movie deal is some-
thing else again. I'm looking
inteo it. You've heard about the
movie, right? "The Eddie Wilson
Story"? You're with me so far?

{CONTINUED)
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~ Frank nods.
DOC
§ The way I see it, they gotta
have a script--richt?--and

; locations, and period stuff.

o That's where we come in.

\ Technical Consultants. They

i gotta come to us! Who else they
L got?...Eddie's parents...? 1It's
¥ money in the bank!

FRANK
{sarcastically)
Suppose they fake it? Set it in
California, turn us into a surfer
group?

DOC
Let 'em try! Beautiful! We'll
sue-~libel, invasion of privacy,
abuse of copyright! We'll get
lawyers!...And there's more...
there cught to be a part for beth
of us. Not that we should

~ necessarily play ourselves.....
b
é - Frank wants out. He wants no part of these schemes.
FRANK
b It sounds like you can't miss. I
b wish you all the luck in the world.

Frank rises, turns to leave.

DOC
b (laughing bitterly)
Guess I've lost my touch...If I
can't convince you, who can I
convince?

& FRANK

B (charitably) _
You never know...the movie people...
they might be interested...

b DOC
E Sure. A trip to the coast and a
chance to meet the stars. Thanks
a lot.
{MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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DOC (CONTD)
{(then)
Thanks for dropping by. I knew
you would. You always were a
decent kid...

Through the glass partition we SEE a large, barrel-
chested MAN enter the studioc. He has a crew cut; the
look of an ex-drill instructor.

DOC (CONTD)
+..How about a 1lift home? 1It's
not far. There's something I
want to show you.

FRANK
What?
DOC
All in due time...
FRANRK
Sure, Doc. Any way you want to

play it.

The door to the booth OPENS.

HICKEY
(a gruff voice)

~ Hiya, Doc.?.

(offering his hand
to Frank)
Edsel Hickey...news and weather...

They shake.

Doc turns

FRANK
Frank Ridgeway...

on the microphone and goes into his closing rap:

DOC
And now darkness settles over the
land of ooh-baa-dee and the Voice
of Rahway sinks below the level
of a lover's whisper. Are you
listening? Till rosy-fingered
aurora streaks the morning sky,
this is Doc Robbins sneaking into
the night with a smile on my face
and a dellar in my wallet and a
song in my heart., For the Wordman,

(winking)
{MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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N DOC (CONTD)
- "Down On My Knees" by Eddie and
the Cruisers!
(snapping off the mike)
Let's blow!

CUT TO:
INT. FRANK'S CAR - NIGHT

As the engine turns over, the RADIO comes on. "Down On
My Knees" is still playing. Frank turns on the defroster
and the windshield wipers. In the b.g. we SEE that the
radio station sits off the highway, flanked by a drive-in
movie and a finish-it~-yourself furniture place.

DOC
Make like a Cruiser!

They drive in silence until the MUSIC ENDS. Edsel Hickey
comes on witk the NEWS. Doc¢ snaps off the RADIO.

DOC
Know what I was wondering? 1It's
~ just an idea...I know you're
: gonna hate it.
_ FRANK

| What is 1it?
o
b Doc¢ reaches into his pocket and pulls out 2 handbill.

DOC

I was thinking of bringing the
group back together.

Frank takes his eyes off the road and gives him a look.

DOC

{reading)
"Let the Good Times Roll"...
Eddie and the Cruisers...
Featuring Sal Amato...
Appearing nightly at 8 and 11...
Holiday Inn, Margate City,
New Jersey...

T YO T TEw Wy TEE | e TaEny | e

Frank glances at the handbill in the dim light of the
dashboard.

b ' (CONTINUED)
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DoC
I checked him out last weekend.
He's got this Eddie Wilson look-
alike, who ain't half bad. They're
starting to make a little noise...
But you know Sally...a nickel and
dime operation. Now...here's my
plan: I figure we'll get rid of
the losers and bring on the Cruisers!
...You, the Clone, Sally, Kenny,
some spade on sax, and the chick...

FRANK

...Joann. ..

DOC
Yeah, Joann...I hear she's back,
you know...

Frank looks at him.

DOC
.».She was dancing...in Vegas...
Caesar's Palace...!

—~ FRANK
E Where is she?
4

DOC
Not that far...Lakehurst...

B FRANK
ﬂ Have you seen her?

DOC

No...but I hear she's looking good...
b (then)

...At any rate, we get her and the
' others together...I put up a little

- seed money, dget you some publicity...

the right clothes...open you in the
right joint at the right time...and
we come back BIG! Eddie and the

w|E mE

Original Cruisers!..... So whaddya
think?

;

E FRANK

What the hell do you think I think?

-

DOC
o~ I think you hate it.

b (CONTINUED)
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FRANK

Why not do a James Dean? Hit the
_ junkyards and blowtorch the car

| Eddie died in into little pieces
E for the tourist trade. Or better
still...pass the word: he's still
alive, he had plastic surgery...
he froze himself. Only do me a

| favor.....leave me out of it.

pocC
Oh, shit, kid...I'm sorry.

FRANK
It's okay. Forget it.

\ They sit back and once again drive in silence. The glow

: of the dashlights and oncoming traffic cast eerie shadows
on their faces.

CUT TO:
EXT. CABIN COURT - NIGHT

A sad little place with individual cabins and a "VACANCY"

~ sign that nobody ever bothers to turn on..
E Frank's car pulls up in front of one of the cabins; both
b men get out and walk towards it.

' DOC

5 : {(opening the door)
| They may look like shacks on the
outside... :
(motioning Frank
through the door)

I ...But you'd be surprised at the
interior.

INT. CABIN

When the lights COME ON. we SEE that the place has been
ransacked.

DOC
‘ Maid's day off....This was
f ' waiting for me when I got home
% - last night.

{ " FRANK
TN Looks like we have the same
decorator....They got my place
r this morning.

{CONTINUED)
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™
' DOC
g It's like the o0ld joke: "We
‘ might be paranoid, but that
’ doesn't mean they ain't after
, us".
b
FRANK
P Who's after us?
| DOC
e Music lovers.
FRANK
Why?
DOC
| We must have something they want.
) ' FRANK
‘ What's that?
}
DOC
Can't you figure it out?
Bien FRANK
? No.
b ' R DOC
Try. What could we have that's
worth stealing? My Robert Hall
] suit? Your Wilkinson blades?
FRANK
Doc, for Christ's sake! What are
they after?
!
. DoC
F The tapes..."Season in Hell".
b Far off in the night we HEAR a high-pitched wail.
b CUT TO:
? INT. RECORDING STUDIO - NIGHT (1964)
f | TIGHT ON a large speaker.
Eddie's falsetto voice has taken on the gquality of a
E street-punk gone to heaven and reincarnated as a choir-
H

e boy. The lyrics are poetic and haunting, the music a
2 cross between jazz, blues, rock and classical: we are

| listening to a playback of the completed mix of "Season in
i Hell", . ’

(CONTINUED)
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PAN DOWN and PULL BACK to reveal a small but efficient
recording studio, separated from the control booth by a
glass partition.

Eddie's a caged animal, pacing back and forth, a cigarette
in one hand, a bottle of beer in the other. His eyes are
darting all over the place.

Kenny's straddling his chair, tapping out a rhythm with
his feet.

Sally's standing at a large table, eating non-stop from a
tray of cellophane-wrapped cold cuts. :

Frank's standing off by himself, drinking a beer, watching
Eddie...waiting.

Joann's sitting on the floor, legs crossed, eyes shifting
nervously from Eddie to Frank to the control booth.

ON CONTROL BOOTH

On the wall, a large neon record with the logo "EKKO RECORDS";
seated in front of it is LEW EISEN, President of Ekko

Records, short, balding, nattily dressed. He gets up from
his chair and starts vrowling about the tiny confines of

the booth.

With him are his two associates, a couple of engineers and
Doc.

ON EDDIE

Continuing to stalk, eyes fixed on the control booth. He
can't hear a word, but he senses all is not going well.

ON BOOTH

Eisen grows more and more agitated. Doc gets up, goes to
him, puts his arm around his shoulder, trying to pacify him.
Eisen shrugs him off, points to one of the engineers.

EISEN
(running his finger
across his throat)
Kill it.
The MUSIC STOPS abruptly.

Eddie goes crazy. He flings open the door to the control
booth.

{CONTINUED)
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b EDDIE
Lo What the fuck are you doin'?

EISEN
I've heard enough. Sit down, kid.

Eddie remains standing.

L : DocC
| {to Eisen)
b Lew...there's nothing can't be

fixed. You get wrapped up in a
project, you get too close to it,
You need someone to kind of stand
back and take a fresh look. Am I
right?

EISEN
This won't fix. This is a disaster.
: "Season in Hell"! Well, I got
news....Hell isn't in season.
Eight minute cuts? Monologues?

: Choruses?
' (turning to Eddie)
@ You want to be a poet? Try
-~ Greenwich Village.
: DOC
b (trying to save the
deal)

Another coupla weeks, we could...

EISEN
Doc, Doc...I don't mind skating on
thin ice with you. But your tiger
here wants to walk on water. This

B isn't songs...this is a suicide
note! Take six weeks, I still
B wouldn't know what to do with it...
i
EDDIE

You wanna know what you can do with
B it? 1I'll tell you, you son of a
bitch! You can take it and shove

b it up your ass! That's what you can
! do with it!
g Eddie reaches behind Doc and pushes Eisen out of the side

door, and goes for him. The rest of the Cruisers rush
into the control room; Joann tries to pull Eddie off Eisen.




45.
. - INT. HALLWAY

. EISEN
. . (breaking away) '
> I put up a hundred grand, I
expect something for my money!
This is what I've been waiting
a year for? A bunch of jerkoffs
making weird sounds? You're not
going to see a red penny!

Eisen turns and runs down the long flight of stairs, his
boys following. Doc's right behind them.

EDDIE
(velling after them)
You know what you can do with
your hundred Gs? We got our guts
wrapped up in this! You hear me?
Get the fuck out of here, you
little prick! '

INTERCUT

jalaled
(to Eisen)
Lew, he's been under a lot of
pressure since Wendell died...I'1l

I R

: talk to him...

s EDDIE

| (still yelling down)
b You ain't talking to nobody!

They're all scumbags!

DOC
{to Eisen)
We'll work something out...

EDDIE
Bullshit!
ETSEN
(to Doc)
Don't do me any favors. I don't
need this.-

Eisen and his flunkies leave. Doc comes bounding back up
the stairs.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

DOC
You're crazy! Shit! We had the
money in our hands!

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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DOC {CONTD)
{grabbing Eddie
by the shirt) _
You blew it, man! You blew it!

Eddie throws Doc across the room. Doc bounces off the

wall and starts coming back at him. Eddie hits him, knocking
him to the floor, goes after him. Sally reaches for the back
of Eddie's shirt and pulls him off.

SALLY
Eddie...you're wrong. You're
wIong.

{(throwing him up
against a wall)
I love ya...I've known you
longer than anyone else, but
you're fuckin' wrong! We just
play music, man. We play rock
'n' roll! We ain't no poets!

Kenny and Doc grab Sally; Joann and Frank pull Eddie away.
The engineers are between them. ’

SALLY
I'm playin' this stuff, and I
don't even know what I'm playin’'.
They want "Far-Away Woman", and
what're we givin' em, some goddamn
operal

{then) _
It ain't your fault, Eddie. I
know it ain't your fault.
(gesturing at Frank)
It's the kid...it's Wordman puttin’
that shit into your head...That's
what killed Wendell, I swear to
you...that's what did it! Tryin'

_ to satisfy you! Nothin's good
enough for you...don't you under-
stand? I don't even know what the
fuck you'tre after!

: EDDIE
.. .Something nobody's ever done
before...something great!

SALLY

Why?...We ain’'t great. We're just
some guys from Jersey...

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE
{pouncing on Sally
again, shaking him)
Don't ever say that to me, Sally! :
Never! Because if we can't be great
there ain't no sense in ever
playin' again!

Sally reaches out, grabs Frank, pulling him to Eddie.

SALLY .
It was you! I blame this on you!
It's your fault, man. We were
doin' good until you came along!
You got us all screwed up!

Eddie swings wildly, landing a punch to Sally's chin. The
brawl escalates into a knock-down, drag-out, free-for-all,
growing more intense until sheer exhaustion takes over.
Then tempers subside and the dust starts to settle.

Eddie pulls away, turns and goes out of the door. After a
moment, Joann chases after him.

ON FRANK

He iust stands there, devastated, accepting all the blame.
CUT TO:

EXT. CABIN COURT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Frank's behind the wheel of his car, his window down. He's
leaning back against the seat, eyes closed, hands tightly
clutching the steering wheel.

DOC
(leaning in the window)
Lemme tell you something....A
day hasn't gone by that I haven't
relived that night...Did I say a
day?...8hit...lately there hasn't
been an hour...

FRANK

(relaxing his grip on

the wheel)
Eddie wanted songs that would echo...
songs we could wrap ourselves up
in...like clean sheets...

(with a self-mocking laugh)
We didn't make it...did we, Doc?

{CONTINUED}
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DOC
I don't know...maybe Eisen was
wrong...maybe we were all wrong...
maybe you guys really were on to
something...

FRANK )
...Eight minute cuts...monologues...
weird sounds...?

DOC
It's just that "Season in Hell"
wasn't like anything we'd ever
heard.......Maybe you guys really
were great...

FRANK
(unconvinced)
Yeah...maybe...

DOC
Look...somebody's going to a whole
lot of trouble to find those tapes.
They must be worth something.

FRANK
Who....? Pirates?

DOC
You got it, kid....and we spend
the rest of our lives trying to get
what's rightfully ours. And it is
ours! That's what gripes me.

FRANK
If you ask me, the master is
probably still at Ekko Records, )
collecting dust in some storage bin...

pocC
That's what I figured...so I paid
them a little visit the other day...
and you wanna hear something cute?
The tapes were gone. Somebody walked
off with them back in '64...the day
after Eddie died!

FRANK
{taken aback)
Who the hell would've done that?

(CONTINUED)

48.
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DOC
(matter of fact) ~
I kinda thought it might've been
you...?

FRANK
Why would I have taken them?

pocC
A little momento...? I don't
know. Maybe you wanted to destroy
the evidence...? Who's to say?

FRANK
(hard. firm)
I didn't take those tapes, Doc.

DOC

«»=s..Then...who?

(after a moment)
Good 0ld Doc Robbins...as usual, a
day late and a dollar short...

{(banging his fist

against the car)
Damn it! Those tapes belong to us!
I didn't wait seventeen years to
get hosed!....Kid, I'm broke. I
barely beat the checks to the
bank each week. I need your help.

FRANK
How?

. DOC
You've got a car...a little time
off...Go around to the Cruisers...
and see if you can get a line on
those tapes...

FRANK
I wouldn't know where to start...

DOC
Pay Sally a visit...go see Joann...
check around...I hear Kenny's
dealing blackjack in Atlantic
City......Go on, kid...see what's
left of Eddie out there...

. FRANK
I don't know Doc...

49.

(CONTINUED)
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After a moment, Frank turns on the engine.

pocC
Give it a shot. What's to lose?
(stepping back
from the car)
...And. .Wordman....Merry Christmas!

FRANK
Merry Christmas, Doc.

He hits the accelerator and takes off. PULL UP higher
and higher; Doc's left standing there, a desolate figure
in the night, as Frank's car disappears into the darkness.

CUT TO:
INT. FRANK'S CAR - TRAVELING - NIGHT

A few flurries of snow start to fall. Trzffic is light.
Frank's car makes its way onto a ramp leading to Route 9,
heading back towards the Jersey Shore.

ON FRANK

His face looks tired and drawn as he is blinded for a
moment by the lights from a passing car. His eyes are
on the road, but his mind is elsewhere.

In the distance a sign blazes like a beacon in the night:
"AMATOQO'S VILLA NAPOLI"™. 1It's the same restaurant he
passed on the way to Doc's.

CUT TO:
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EXT. "VILLA NAPOLI" RESTAURANT

Frank pulls into the parking lot, and is met by a gust of
wind as he dashes into the restaurant.

INT. "VILLA NAPOLI" RESTAURANT

He blows on his hands, stamps the snow from his shoes,
takes off his coat and hangs it up. Off to the side is a

PAY PHONE. He goes to it, digs into his pocket, pulls out
a dime, deposits it, and dials information.

. FPRANK
(into phone)
Do you have a listing for Joann
Carlino?...Lakehurst...

Nervous already...? It's just the operator!

FRANK
...(201) 659-6178...thank you,

The coin comes back. He takes a deep breath. Here goes...
He re-deposits the dime and dials. The phone rings...
rings again...a click.

JOANN {(0.S8.)
I'm not at home now. If you
like, leave a2 message when you
hear the beep. I'll be back soon.

FRANK
(almost relieved)
Joann...this is Frank Ridgeway...
from the Cruisers. Remember?
I've got to talk to you, the
sooner the better. Please call .
me at (609) 203-8270.....See you.

He hangs up the phone; makes his way over to a small
table.

There's a godawful room-length mural of the Bay of Naples,
a tiny bandstand, and a couple of naked statues that piss
whiskey sours. The tables are set with red and white

checked cloths and chianti bottles with half-burned candles.

He sits down and glances around the room.

(CONTINUED)
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Behind him, FOUR MEN are standing at the bar, watching a
footbhall game on a large Advent TV screen. As the food
arrives at their table, one of the men claps his hands
together.

A MAN
Hey, you guys! Let's eat!

Frank guickly turns towards them.

CUT TO:
INT. "VILLA NAPOLI" RESTAURANT - DAY (1964)

TWO WAITERS place trays of hot pasta, veal and chicken on
the table.

Dressed in dark clothes are Sally, Frank, Kenny, Doc and
Joann. Her eyes are red and swollen.

SALLY
{(a napkin tucked
in his shirt)
Kenny, you better watch out for
the garlic. It's an aphrodisiac,
you know.

KENNY
Thanks for the warning.

SALLY
Hey, Wordman, Wendell woulda
loved this Guinea soul-food, huh?

FRANK
Yeah.
{a beat, then)
I sure miss that guy.

KENNY
Best goddamned sax I ever heard...

SALLY
{after a beat)
Hey, everybody! Dig in!

They all pick at their food, except Sally, who starts
putting it away real good.

After a moment, he looks up and sees that he's the only

one eating. He removes the napkin from his shirt, and
wipes his mouth.

(CONTINUED)
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= SALLY

Lo Okay...let's talk.....This
morning we said goodbye to Eddie.
He was your friend and my friend.

b Mine first. I got nothin' to
prove in that department. Under-
stand me? Anybody got any doubts
along those lines, say so, and
we'll clear it up right now.
{then) .

The question is...and Eddie would
want us to ask it, with no delay,
and no screwin' around...what
next for us?

He glances around the table, allowing time for the gquestion
. to sink in.

SALLY (CONTD)
Doc...why don't vou pick up on
’ what we talked about earlier?

DOC
Okay. Sally and I figure we've
still got a good basic group.
N . We've already got a solid re-
placement for Wendell.....And
now...we're gonna need a lead
singer. I say, let's not rush
it. Nothing permanent till we
: find somebody enough like Eddie
so we can hold onto the o0ld crowd.
E -But different, too, so we can
build on what we had. What do
you say?

No one says a word.

SALLY
I'm tellin' you guys, we got to
take our shot now, before they
) : forget us. They forget fast,
‘ you better believe me. 8o, what
do you say? DO WE GET ON WITH
THE MUSIC?.

Frank sneaks a glance around the table. The others are
sitting with their heads bowed, like students who don't
want to be called on. '

SALLY (CONTD)
I don't believe this!

He slams the table so the dishes rattle.

{CONTINUED)
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h _ SALLY
T It's like I'm pullin' your
fuckin' teeth! Do I get a
response from you guys? What
d'ya say? A little table talk?
; Dinner conversation? You,
b Hopkins, how about it.

KENNY
{(softly)
No, Sal.

SALLY

I beg your pardon?

{(cupping his hand

to his ear)
Could you speak a little louder,
please. These drum solos you
been playin' must be goin' to my
brains.

KENNY
I'm thinking of making some
other plans.

ST SALLY
' Other plans, huh? That's nice.
You mind tellin' me? In case
somebody asks me whatever
| happened to you, I don't want to
b look any dumber than I have to.

E KENNY

I'm not sure, yet, but...this
was just a phase for me...With
Wendell and Eddie gone...the
4 fun's kinda over...

SALLY
(staring at him,
long and hard)
+...Just a phase...
(turning to Joann)
«..Joann...?

She shakes her head, hardly able to speak.

JOANN
. ..NOt without Eddie.

SALLY
I understand.
{then)

(MORE)
E _ (CONTINUED)
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RS SALLY (CONTD)
b How about you, Wordman? Care to
o ' spend the summer tourin' with

; the Cruisers?

E FRANK
S . (shaking his head)
| There's too much I'd miss.

b SALLY

; (nodding, understanding)
Looks like an eat-and-run

a situation, don't it?

{hclding back tears)

Well, nobody ain't gonna keep
you where you don't wanna be.
I ain't beggin'. Unless this
was beggin’, Which it was.

P

4 He pushes a napkin around his eyes, fighting hard not to
E reveal his tears.
b
b

SALLY (CONTD)
What do you say, Doc? Still
with me?

DOC
Just Long Tall Sally and the Big
Bopper, huh?
b {shaking his head)
I don't think we're gonna make it,
kid.

]
E SALLY
{pissed off)

I'm gonna miss you guys. But do
\ me one little favor, okay? Don't
come back at me a year from now...
'Cause there's gonna be some kind
of a band called the Cruisers.
And I'm gonna be the leader of
that half~assed outfit. And I'm
gonna give it my best shot. So
I'm askin' you nice to stay away,
okay? No droppin' by to say hello,
no old-timers' day or auld lang
syne, Because I'm not too sure I
could handle that. Deal?

b
b .
b

Everyone nods.

CuT TO:




36.
INT. HOLIDAY INN LOBBY - NIGHT (PRESENT)

TIGHT ON a glass-enclosed shadow box. In script: "LET THE
GOOD TIMES ROLL"....."EDDIE AND THE CRUISERS, FEATURING
SAL AMATO". Under that, a large glossy photograph of
| Sally and the new Cruisers, all of whom bear a remarkable
oo resemblance to their original counterpart.

ON FRANK
] Looking at the photograph.
| Susan Foley approachesrfrom behind.

SUSAN
Trying to spot which one's you?

FRANK
(turning around,
surprised)
) es.Oh...hi...

SUSAN
Hi...

- Neither knows what to say next; there's a moment of
awkwardness, then Frank looks back at the photograph,

) SUSAN
(after a moment)
Have you seen him yet?

5 FRANK
Ho...I'm not sure what his
reaction would be...

] ' SUSAN
| I interviewed him between shows...
he said nice things about you...
that you were some kind of genius
N with words...a regular whiz kid

Frank smiles, a little embarrassed.

SUSAN
Would you like me to tell him you're
here?

FRANK

No...no.,..If he knows I'm here he's
just crazy enough to call me up on
stage.

(CONTINUED)
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She smiles. In the b.g. we HEAR an instrumental version

cf "Bettz Lou".

SUSAN
The show's about to begin...
we're sitting ringside...
(peering into the
. lounge)
...Care to join us?

T TR = R
l.‘.

FRANK
No.....thanks, anyway...I think
I'11 just catch the show from

Frénk...........Why did you come
here tonight?

, the bar.

b She nods, turns and walks towards the lounge; stops, turns
back.

b

% SUSAN

b (gently)

b

b

FRANK
(after a moment)
\ - ' I wanted to see how things turned
oo : out for some old friends of mine.

TR

SUSAN
oo (softly)
Is that all?

- FRANK _
No.......I guess I also wanted to
see...how things....how things

B might have turned out for me.
SUSAN
b : (touched)
b I know this is difficult for
you....but could@ we talk about
b . it later?
b FRANK

(relenting)
What do you want to know?

oL {(CONTINUED)




SUSAN

I've heard the words to "Far-
Away Woman”, and they are special.
I know that.... Something happened,
and those words stopped coming.....
I'd like to know why...

{then, after a
P moment)
) «»....Frank, can I buy you a drink
after the show?

g CONTINUED: 58.
Y
b

=

E Frank nods.
FRANK
...1'11 see you later.
b She smiles, turns and goes into the lounge.
B

INT. HOLIDAY INN LOUNGE

The room is dark. A baby SPOT falls on the M.C.

L

M.C.
Ladies and gentlemen, the Holiday
™~ Inn is proud to present a group

that's been bringing us hits for
L seventeen years. A big hand for
P some Jersey boys who made good...

EDDIE AND THE CRUISERS, featuring

Sal Amato!

APPLAUSE.

The SPOT WIDENS, picks up Sally and the CRUISERS. The
GUYS are all dressed in formal suits; as an added touch
Sally wears a long white silk scarf. A sexy dark-haired
GIRL in white toreador pants stands off to the side, with
a tambourine in her hand.

' . ) Sally's hair is combed Bill Haley style to cover the thin
spots. The years of pizza and lasagna have stuck to his
b ribs, but he's still Sally--no fuckin' around.

He takes a deep bow.

SALLY
{(singing)
"Betty Lou's got a new pair of
shoes
And she wants to go dancin"..."

ON ENTRANCE TO LOUNGE
§ Frank enters, heads for the crowded bar. He orders a
b

beer, grabs a handful of peanuts and turns to face the
stage. '



59,
E' S FRANK'S POV

; o Sally brings "Betty Lou" to a close; segues into "On the <
| Dark Side".

From stage left, brightiLIGHTS go ON as the TV CREW from
20/20 starts filming.

:; A KID, who could be Eddie's double, steps forward and
) plants his feet on both sides of the mike.

KID
E {singing)
"Shadows are longer now
Where I go
Sun is falling
} Down bloody and low..."

ON FRANK
| He closes his eyes. He could be liétening to Eddie.

, . KID (CONTD)
{singing)
; "Step to the dark side
—~ - Who needs light?
‘ Gonna feel my way, baby
Lo ' And it's gonna feel right..."

CUT TO:

EXT. CRUISERS' BOARDING HOUSE - DAY (1962)

The MUSIC continues.

CAMERA PANS a long row of weathered brown clapboard

houses, settles on one, travels up the stairs, on to the
porch and in through an open window.

: . INT. CRUISERS' BOARDING HOUSE

A large bright room, white-washed wood walls, sparsely
[ furnished, a few wicker pieces. The afternoon sun blasts in.

Frank's at the piano, playing "On the Dark Side". The
_ Cruisers stand around, listening.

‘ ' FRANK
(singing)
"Gonna feel for the dark side
L~ Don't care what I find
y My love's .gonna guide me
E Gonna help me go blingd..."

(CONTINUED)
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His singing sucks.

Behind his back, Sally gives Eddie a look that says: "Do
you believe this guy?" HNo response. Doc shrugs: he can't
figure it out either.

The song comes to an END.

EDDIE
Not bad.
SALLY
{(incredulously)
What?
EDDIE

I said, not bad.

poC
(throwing up his hands)
Not bad! What's with you? 1I
mean, the kid can't play, he
can't sing, and he can't write!
So what's "not bad"?

EDDIE
Something the kids' got, we need.
DOC
Like what?
SALLY
(laughing)
Sounds like "The Voice of Firestone"
to me!

The others laugh. .Eddie runs his fingers through his hair
and turns away. After a moment he turns back to face Doc.

EDDIE
. ..The way he reacts...the words
he uses...the way he comes at songs.
Like they're not dance music, they're
lyrics.

SALLY
He can't dance worth a damn, that's
for sure!

DOC '
Sounds like you're trying to carry
six pounds of shit in a five-pound
bag!

{CONTINUED)
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: EDDIE
Words and music, Doc...
{crossing his fingers,
showing how they go
together)
...Words and music...

He sits down beside Frank, looks over the words and starts
pounding out some basic chords in a rock progression.

EDDIE
Just do like I'm doin'...

Eddie shows him.

EDBIE
...like that...

Frank is embarrassed. He tries to play; the chords are
hesitant.

EDDIE
NOo.......1like this!

FRANK
They're right...I can't do this!

EDDIE
It's easy. Like gettin' laid.
Or ridin' a bike. Just do like
I'm showin' ya.

Frank starts again.

EDDIE
Relax.....loosen up!

Wendell starts blowing on his sax: a wonderful rich melody.
Frank goes with it. Eddie starts singing. "Kenny slides

- his chair over to his drums and starts playing.

Joann comes up behind Frank and Eddie, puts her arms around
both their shoulders and starts to hit some of the higher
notes.

EDDIE
(to Sally)
You on vacation?

Sally picks up his guitar and begins banging out the rhythm.
Frank's getting more courageous, starting to have some fun.
Sally plays a powerful riff; Kenny slugs away. Wendell's
sax gathers momentum. Rock 'n' roll!

(CONTINUED)
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- EDDIE
LET'S GET ON WITH THE MUSIC!

CUT TO:
! INT. HOLIDAY INN LOUNGE - NIGHT (PRESENT)

The audience APPLAUDS as Eddie's clone bows.

SALLY

That was the Memory-lane voice

- of Eddie Wilson...the original
sound of the Cruisers! And now
I'd like to take you on another
little journey. You remember that old
feeling.....? Sand in your
shoes...ants in your pants...and
a secret weapon in your wallet?
How many of you out there can
remember that magic night...that
first time?

(then)
COME ONM!...I wanna see a show of
hands!
~ Some of the audience, embarrassed, raise their hands.

SALLY (CONTD)
Slow-dancin', hickies and sub-
marine races...that's the
. inspiration behind "It'll Happen

Tonight"...
The MUSIC starts.

CUT TO:
INT. VINCE'S BOARDWALK BAR, FRANK'S ROOM - NIGHT (1962)

N . His room is backstage. Through the walls we can HEAR the
f tumult and excitement coming from the bar.
B

Frank's dressed in black chinos and tee shirt; his hair is
Cruiser-style, with a pompadour and duck-tail. He pours

i himself a shot of Wild Turkey.

There's a KNOCK at the door.

FRANK
Who is it?

% i The door opens.
!

{CONTINUED)
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CAROQL
(peeking in)
...Wordman...?

FRANK
Yeah...

CAROL
{sexily)
...I'm Carol...

She's dressed in tight short-shorts and a bra-less tee
shirt. She has long blond hair and soft skin that still
looks warm from the beach.

CAROL
Eddie suggested I come by and
say hello. He said tonight's
gonna be your first performance...

He looks at her.

She walks
the first
sits down

CAROL (CONTD)
...He said you're a little nervous...

FRANK

CARQOL
You must be good if he let you join.

over to the cot, slipping off her tee shirt on
step, her shorts and sandals on the second, and
next to Frank. He can't believe his eyes.

CAROL
I hear you play the piano.

She starts undressing him.

CAROL (CONTD)
Well...

FRANK
...the piano...?

She removes his shirt.

FRANK (CONTD)
...Yeah...I play a little...

She undoes the buckle of his belt.

{CONTINUED)
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CAROL
Do you now?

Before he knocws it, his clothes are off.

)
;

FRANK
...and I sing background...
b She pulls him on top of her.
b

) FRANK
...behind Eddie...

She winds her legs around him.

FRANK
I also write lyrics...

Her heels move up and down the small of his back.

CAROL
Terrific...

FRANK
This is my first night...

CAROL
Think you're ready?

FRANK
I've rehearsed.

CAROL
You feel ready.

B He starts rocking.

CAROL
Oh, yeah, I think you're ready.

He rocks harder.

CAROL
Ch, for sure.

