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CLOSE - WAGGENER

breaks down.

WAGGENER
NO IT WASN'T...

An end, no sleep--the empty moment's all too much,

WAGGENER
(continuing)
«..I blew it! I blew it! She loved
me and I blew it! Maybe it never
would've worked, but I should've
tried! At least I should've tried!...
I blew it!...

He falls asleep-~crying--with Gardner standing over him.

GARDNER
The boy's got it bad.

Gardner moves to the edge of the butte, looks out at the

distance.

The wind blows his hair. It's kinda sad. Kinda

heroic. Like the MUSIC,

P.O.V.
The world.

GARDNER
Phillip, you ever been in love?

PHIL
Me?...1 don'; know.

GARDNER
'Course you know. If you ever
thought you loved a woman, you
loved her. That's all love is
mostly=--thoughts.

PHIL
You think so?

GARDNER
I do. And sometimes thoughts get
to be things you know'll never,
never go away...
(looks off the butte)
...They'll change, like most
everthing I guess...

270

(CONTINUED)
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CONT INUED: 270

GARDNER
...But they'll never go 'way.

A beat,.

PHIL
Sounds painful.

Gardner snaps out of it, sighs.

GARDNER
Yeah, but some people like that.
Help me here...

He grabs Waggener's feet.

GARDNER
This boy's got to get married.

CUT TO:
EXT. PRESIDIO, TEXAS - PHONE BOOTH - AFTERNOON 271
Gardner hangs up and steps out. Phil and Dorman are waiting.

PHIL
"Yes?"

GARDNER
Well of course she said "yes.'" It
was me proposin' for him, wasn't it?

Phil's excited.

PHIL
Was she mad?
GARDNER
It's okay. I blamed it all on you.
PHIL
What?
GARDNER

I think she knows better, son. Now
look, for once in your life, just
do what I tell ya and we might pull
this thing off.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 271

PHIL
We gonna take him to Houston?

GARDNER
No, her family'd kill him. Besides,
it'd be boring... She's gotta come
here.

PHIL
How?

Gardner blinks, thinks, steps back in the phone booth.

GARDNER
Gimme that dime. There's only one
human bein' who could do it in time...

C‘ CUT TO:

EXT, HOUSTON FREEWAY - AERIAL SHOT - DAY 272

Truman's funky plane zooms above the traffic, headed toward
town,

INT. PLANE 273

Flying with one hand, Truman reads scribbled directions off
a piece of cardboard in the other.

TRUMAN
(mumbling)
oaaLesseeo.. I-lo to LOOP 610..0
south to...
EXT. PLANE 274

as it dips for Truman to read a freeway sign...
INT. PLANE 275
Truman stares at his directioms.

- TRUMAN
...south to Band-Aids?...

He pulls back on the stick.
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EXT. PLANE 276

Truman does a full loop, zipping under the freeway sign

once more. It reads: '"WESTHEIMER BLVD - 3% MI. -- SOUTH

POST OAK BLVD, - 4 MI"

INT, PLANE 277

Truman checks his directions again.

TRUMAN
Oh! Westheimer! Wow!

Giggling, he rips off the edge of the directions/Band-Aids
box to avoid further confusion.

EXT. POLICE HELICOPTER 278

as it swoops in beside the plane. Two COPS. Sunglassed.
Stern-faced. The whole bit. One of them picks up a micro-
phone.

COP'S VOICE (p.a.)
You!

Truman glances over, does a double take, then pretends not
to see them.

INT. PLANE 279

TRUMAN
Oh wow...

COP (v.0.)
I'm talkin' to you! Terminate that
flight path immediately and proceed
to Hobby Field!...Now! I'm not
tellin' you twice!

Looking at the cops out the corner of his eye, Truman starts
to follow them...then dives toward a four level interchange.

The Cops swoop after him. They're pissed.

EXT. SKY ' 280

Truman beelines for the four-level, aiming right for the
narrowest possible passage. Cars swarm like beetles on
every level. .
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INT. HELICOPTER
The passenger Cop grips his seat.
CcoP
(to pilot)
Bob?...Wait Bob...BOB!
EXT., FOUR-LEVEL
Truman ROARS into the labyrinth.

The helicopter pulls up just short of a pylon, hovering
crazily.

INT. HELICOPTER
The passenger Cop is GASPING.

PILOT
Damn!

EXT. HELICOPTER

It yanks itself up and over the top level in hot pursuit.to:
THE OTHER SIDE

...but Truman's not there. Just suburban prairie.

INT. HELICOPTER

The Cops suspect the worst.

Cop
Oh my GOD!!!

Quickly they descend from level to level, looking for carnage.
P.O'V'

No wreckage. Nothing.
CUT TO:

EXT. FREEWAY - DAY

Right in the middle of traffic, Truman taxis along at a safe
and sane 55 mph.

CUT TO:
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EXT. PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - AFTERNOON

117.

289

Except for some wrinkled OLD MEN, it's completely empty.

Then Gardner and Phil appear, conspicuously carrying a

card table.

With great flourish, they set it up, dust it off, and

as Phil straightens and re-straightens the table, Gardner

strikes an expectant pose, looks off down the street.
checks his wrist as if he had a watch.

OLD MAN #1
squints at them skeptically.

OLD MAN #1
What're you doin'?

GARDNER
Us? Oh! We're just settin' up
for a weddin' reception.

OLD MAN-#1
Here?

GARDNER
Yep. Big one too, Champagne.
Roast duck. The works. Caterin'
trucks oughta be here any minute...
Uh, feel free to stick around.
There'll be plenty for everybody.

Phil slaps his forehead.

PHIL
Ahh! Napkins! I forgot to order
napkins! I knew there'd be something!

Exasperated, Gardner throws up his arms, and waits,

OLD MAN #1
Hell, I got napkins.

| GARDNER
Do you? .

INT. DRUGSTORE

He

290

291

Dorman sits by a pay phone, watching the scene in the square.
As 0l1ld Man #1 starts toward home, Dorman takes a dime from a

stack of them and makes a call.



292 EXT. TOWN SQUARE
A pay phone by the square starts to RING.

Gardner's peering down the street anxiously. Phil's
straightening the card table.

The remaining 0ld Men look at each other--that phone never
rings. Finally, one of them shuffles over and answers it.

OLD MAN #2
(shouting)
Hello?...Who?...Just a minute...
(to Gardner)
You Mr. Barnes?

Garnder springs toward the phone.

GARDNER

Yes I am!...

(takes receiver)
Thank you, sir! Say, you be sure
and bring the missus. Plenty for
everybody!...Hello?...Yes?..Yes?...
What?...You've got to be kidding!
Well, how am I suppesed to...?

He hangs up, waves his arms in despair.

PHIL
What is it?

GARDNER
No champagne! The truck flipped
over in Fort Stockton! Broke every
bottle!

PHIL
What'll we drink?

Gardner shrugs hopelessly...and waits.

OLD MAN #2
Do .ya'll drink beer?

Gardner points a puzzled look at him.

GARDNER
Well, yes. On occasion.

118.
292

(CONTINUED)



292

293

294

295

119,
CONTINUED: 292

OLD MAN #2
I might could get a coupla cases
at my brother's store.

GARDNER
How 'bout ice?

CUT TO:
EXT. HOUSTON FREEWAY - DAY 293

Truman drives down a freeway off-ramp and eases up to the
stoplight, propellor spinning.

He checks his directions, then rolls down his window and
shouts at the GUY staring at him in the next car.

TRUMAN
Hey! Which way's River Oaks?

The Guy points.

TRUMAN
Thanks a lot.

He sticks out his arm, signaling a turn, and ROARS through
the intersection blowing pedestrians everywhere.

CUT TO:
EXT. PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - DAY 294
Curious faces mill around, watching the boys.
GARDNER 295

accepts a hugh bowl of potato salad from a nice FAT LADY.

GARDNER
You are so kind. Can you believe
that caterer had twenty pounds of
potato salad go bad on him?

FAT LADY
I'11l be.

Gardner tastes a fingerful, makes an ecstatic face.

(CONT INUED)
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GARDNER
Um! Now that's wonderful...

He makes another LITTLE OLD LADY bearing silverware taste
some,

GARDNER
You know what'd go good with this?...

LITTLE OLD LADY
Beans!

GARDNER
You read my mind?...Lord, I wish
we'd ordered beans instead of caviar!

LITTLE OLD LADY
I 11 go right home and fix a batch.

GARDNER
Aw ma'am, you can't---

LITTLE OLD LADY
No trouble!

She hurries off. Gardner puts the potato salad on the card
table beside stacks of napkins, paper plates, and bottles
of Coke. A trash can full of iced beer sits nearby.

PHIL
(loud)
I hope they're bringing extra tables
on the truck!

OLD MAN #1
There's a whole slew a tables in
the schoolhouse.

GARDNER
Well, I wonder if we might borrow
a few? Just in case?

0ld Man #1 starts off again.

OLD MAN #1
I reckon! My boy's principal!

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 295

A big guy in a blood-smeared butcher's smock walks up to
Gardner,

BUTCHER
You lookin' for me?

GARDNER
Ed? The butcher?

ED nods. Gardner puts a sheepish arm around his shoulders.

GARDNER
Ed, this is so embarrassing...
CUT TO:
EXT. RIVER OAKS MANSION - DAY 296

Mega wealth. The place looks like a museum.

A plane ENGINE builds o.s., then Truman casually taxis up
in front of the house., He HONKS a horn.

Across the street, a long black Lincoln pulls over and a
guy in a $500 suit and a Stetson climbs out to gawk.

The RICH GUY approaches Truman's window as a small figure
in b.g. runs out of the mansion lugging a suitcase.

RICH GUY
This thang yours?

Truman REVS his engine.

TRUMAN
Yeah.

The guy pulls out his wallet.

RICH GUY
How much yew want for it?

) CUT TO:
EXT., PRESIDIO TOWN SQUARE - A SIDE OF BEEF 297

barbeques over a fire tended by Old Man #1 ana Old Man #2,
(CONTINUED)
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CONT INUED:

PULL BACK--People scurry everywhere, carrying covered dishes,
bottles of drink, etc. toward overflowing tables.

GARDNER
directs traffic, apologizing and thanking people profusely.

GARDNER
.. .never cater another party with
those people, I'll tell you!,..
You folks are so kind...

Phil runs over from the pay phone, despairing.

PHIL
We lost the band!

Gardner rolls his eyes skyward, clutches his temples, and
paces toward a man laying cable across the square.

GARDNER
Mayor, I---

MAYOR
I heard. That's a shame. But you
know, there's some fellers in town
here that play a mean---

GARDNER
Well the hell of it is the band was
bringing all the decorations too!
Our tree lights, everything! Sorry
you hooked up all these extensions
for nothin',

MAYOR
(looking around)
Tree lights, huh?

Seeds planted, Gardner scoots across the street toward a
tiny bakery.

INT. BAKERY

Behind the display case, a THIN WOMAN cranes her thin neck
to see the commotion outside. Behind her ANOTHER WOMAN
rolls dough and stands on tiptoes to see.

(CONTINUED)

297

298

299



299

300

301

302

303

123,

CONTINUED:

Gardner hurries past the door importantly, 'motices' them,
backs up to step inside.

GARDNER
You ladies come on out here!
Don't be bashful! Plenty for
everybody!

THIN WOMAN

Flustered, flattered, she glances at her co-worker, touches
her bun of hair.

THIN WOMAN
Well...thank you!

Gardner winks, starts back out the door.

THIN WOMAN
Uh, can we bring anything?

GARDNER

whirls, heads straight for a tiny bride and groom and the
wedding cake they're perched on.

GARDNER
As a matter of fact...

CUT TO:

INT. CADDY - AFTERNOON

Waggener is fast asleep in the back seat. Lester's on the
floor. A door opens quietly.

PHIL
Grinning, excited, he shakes Waggener's foot.

PHIL
Waggener! Wake up!

Waggener starts, shakes his head.

WAGGENER
Uhn?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 303

Phil pushes a razor and shave cream at him--and Gardner's
dry cleaned tux.

PHIL
Get handsome

CUT TO:

EXT, HIGHWAY - GARDNER 304

stands on the edge of town dressed in second-hand clothes.
He's smiling sadly at the sky.

P.0.V, 305

Truman circles for a landing against the most magnificent
sunset that's ever been seen.

The plane floats, touches perfectly on the two-lane, CREAKS
to a stop at an abandoned gas station.

TRUMAN 306
clambers out and hurries around the plane, beaming proudly.
Gardner shakes his hand.

GARDNER
Truman, you're a gentleman and
a scholar.

TRUMAN
Aw, I owed you one, Mr. Barnes!...
And here she is!

He steps aside, and The Girl With Hair Like Honey is standing
there...smiling an old smile.

GARDNER 307
It hurts to smile back.

.  GARDNER
Don't I know you?

A beat.

THE GIRL
You used to.
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308  WAGGENER 308

races around the corner of the gas station, pulling on the
tux jacket with Phil's help.

He sees The Girl, sees Gardner in a thankful blur, then
he runs/she runs to lock in a spinning, burning hug.

Eyes shut. No words. Just spinning. Just burning.
309 GARDNER 309
turns away.
DISSOLVE TO:
310 EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DUSK 310

Christmas lights hang in the trees. Here and there--foil
and glitter.

311 THE CROWD 311

parts. Wedding dressed, radiant, The Girl moves toward a
Gazebo/Bandstand. Somebody gives her a handful of flowers.,

312 GAZEBO 312
Waggener's waiting there.
By the pale peeling latticework, a JUSTICE OF THE PEACE
scribbles out a marriage license. Gardmer slaps five dollars
in his hand.
313 PHIL 313

twists grass into a ring. Lester blinks, bewildered.

314 THE GIRL 314
She's got some glitter in her hair. The light catches it
just right.

315 WAGGENER 7 315

As Gardner and Phil fall in beside him, he takes her nervous
hand and leads her up the gazebo steps to the waiting preacher.
316 PREACHER 316

It's Dorman.
CUT TO:
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EXT. TOWN SQUARE - LATER

The cake is cut. Drinks are drunk. Bread is broken.

Gardner was right--plenty for everybody.

There's a band in the gazebo,

DORMAN

stands in a gaggle of little old ladies, sipping a cup of

tea., Somewhere, he's found a suit.

A GRANDMOTHER introduces him to her chubby GRANDDAUGHTER.

Dorman nods

GRANDMOTHER #1 :
Casey, this is Brother Dorman, the
pastor who conducted the wedding?
He just graduated in...uh...

GRANDMOTHER #2
Philosophy.

GRANDMOTHER #1
Yes! Philosophy! From University
of Texas and he'll be entering...uh...

GRANDMOTHER #2
Southwest Seminary.

GRANDMOTHER #1
Oh yes! Southwest Seminary....uh,
this fall. 1Is that right, pastor?

pleasantly.

GRANDMOTHER #1
(twinkling)
Now you behave Casey, because 1
think we've just about talked him
into...uh...

GRANDMOTHER #2
Staying.

GRANDMOTHER #1
Yes! Staying here in Presidio!
Wouldn't that be grand?

126,
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CASEY 319
has 4000 zits.

CASEY
Yes 'm.

PHIL 320
barges up and pulls Dorman away, making some excuse,

PHIL
Are you serious?

Dorman nods again.

PHIL
But...why here?

DORMAN
They don't know me here. I can
be whatever they need.

CUT TO:

GARDNER 321

stands on the edge of a ring of people, watching, Waggener
dance his bride toward him,

They stop. Waggener eyes his bud,

WAGGENER
Thanks.

Gardner shrugs. Can't talk.
Waggener embraces him, grabs his beer, pushes him toward Her.

WAGGENER
Here! Best Man's got to dance too,
you know!

With a laugh, he's swallowed in the crowd.

-

GARDNER, THE GIRL 322

It's an awkward instant. The kind you'd never pass up.
(CONT INUED)
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CONTINUED: 322
He takes Her hand, leans toward the band and shouts.

GARDNER
How 'bout a fandango?

She kicks off her shoes.
The MUSIC's not classic, but it's hot.

They look just electric~-whirling and turning, cutting
like two pros, moving as they must have once.

And suddenly, they're just standing there...close...sweating
...feeling that pull,..as the crowd sways dancing around them.

Then she takes his face in her hands, kisses it, and goes
looking for her husband.

Gardner stands lost in a sea of faces.

CUT TO:

WAGGENER 323
happily shaking reception line hands. (He's even got gifts.)
Beside him, Lester shovels up onion dip, looking around.

LESTER
Hey...This isn't Houston!...
Did I miss somethin'?

CUT TO:

TRUMAN 324

sitting on a curb, well away from the revelry, smoking a
joint. A bottle sits with him.

He spots Phil wandering aimlessly.

: TRUMAN
Hey Mr. Hicks! Hou you doin'?
Siddown here...Wanna hit?

Pail dezlines the dope, but sits, watches the crowd.

(CONTINUED)
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TRUMAN
Some party, huh?

Phil nods.

PHIL
That was a nice thing you did
today, Truman,

TRUMAN
Huh? Ah, it was nothin'.
A beat.
PHIL
Can you fly me somewhere tonight?
TRUMAN
Sure, man. Where ng\goin'?
PHIL
To war.
Truman looks at him.
TRUMAN
'Nam?
PHIL
Yeah,
Truman looks some more.
TRUMAN

You doin' a story or what?

PHIL
Yeah...,a story.

Truman reaches for his bottle, snorts.

: TRUMAN
Well save yourself a bad trip, dude.
I can tell ya stories.

PHIL
I gotta see first hand...You can
tell me when I come back. We'll

swap.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
Truman laughs and laughs in a not-so-funny way,

PHIL
What's so funny?

TRUMAN
You don't ever come back, man,

CUT TO:

RICE

flying like hail.

Waggener and The Girl run a gauntlet of "Goodbyes!"
DORMAN .

is wiring trash cans and shopping carts to the back of the
Caddy. Lester helps him, still unsure of things.

LESTER
Hey, did I miss somethin'?

DORMAN
Not much.

WAGGENER, THE GIRL

swept along, waving at faces, thinking only of each other.
There's too much to notice.

Phil intrudes, presses the Caddy keys on them.

PHIL
Keep it.

The Girl kisses him, jumps in the front seat...God, she's
beautiful.

WAGGENER
(craning)
Where's Gardner?

130
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They all crane, but just for a second. The moment's rushing on.

'It's been real You better write Take care and see ya bud.'
The eys say more......

Then they're gone.
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P.OQVO

Shrinking tail lights. Vanishing fins.

THE CROWD
melts.
TRUMAN
Hey Mr. Hicks, we better take off,
dude.
PHIL

Just a minute.
He waits 'til the Caddy's out of sight. Lester doesn't.

LESTER
Well listen, I'm gonna try and
catch a ride with somebody...
It's been real.

He waves, moves off down the road, thumbing, holding a sign
for potential rides--"ANYWHERE."

LESTER
Call me!...Arthur Anderson in
Dallas!

It's really happening.
PHIL
turns to Dorman, looking lost.

PHIL
Gardner didn't say goodbye.

DORMAN
Neither will I.

He walks away. Phil watches him go, suddenly torm, suddenly
old.

- PHIL
Dorman?

The Big Guy turns...Phil moves toward him with an anxious
outstretched hand.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

PHIL
G'bye, friend.

They shake.

DORMAN
Have a nice life.

CUT TO:
EXT, MESA - A LONE SIILHOUETTE (GARDNER) - NIGHT

He crouches against the moon, watching figures disperse in
the tiny town square.

He raises a beer in a solitary toast, slings a bundle over
his shoulder, and ambles downhill...toward the gleaming
river behind him.

A COYOTE
lopes up to take his place before the moon, and HOWLS,

FADE OUT:
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