EXT. SYCAMORE CGROVE PARK - DAY

G| sits at a picnic table with VALDEZ and two ot her CRUMB-
BUVS. They drink beer and Val dez pl ays chess.

Val dez and the Crunb-Buns speak in Spanish. G| understands
t hem but responds in English.

VALDEZ
This one broad that works at the
gallery. She set up ny show. Very
attractive. Everyone el se there?
Dumm es. |'m shocked they don't try
to eat the paintings.

G| watches the board. Valdez puts his fingers on a piece.
G| shakes his head at him Val dez renoves his fingers.

GL
When' s t he openi ng?

VALDEZ
| don't know. Tonmorrow, | think

GL
They need any entertai nnent?

Crunmb- Bum One and Crunb-Bum Two | augh.

GL
Fuck is so funny?
VALDEZ
That you think you're a conedi an
Still. Come by. Free w ne.
Val dez makes nove.
GL
God you suck at chess. He's got you

in three.
Crunb Bum One nakes a qui ck, aggressive nove.

GL
Tol d you.

G| indicates the next few noves wth his finger

GL
Bam Bam Bam Wh-bam Done.



VALDEZ
Maybe. But | have nore beer.

The three old timers |augh their asses off. G| stares at
t he board and sips a beer. He BURPS.

GL
Bro. Wiy even play?

WOOP WOOP. It's the sound of the po-lice. Al four of them
stop tal king and | ook over at Fi gueroa avenue.

A shirtless JACKSON bolts froma van parked on the street.
Two COPS zoom up behind it, sirens flashing.

They get out of their cars and approach. Slowy. The
Shirtless Man runs in odd circles.

The FIRST COP circles one way. The SECOND COP circles the
ot her. Jackson makes sounds |ike a bird.

The cops nmake their circle smaller and smaller. Val dez turns
away. He stares down and nakes his next nove.

VALDEZ
Fucki ng dogs.

Jackson plants his |l egs and turns around and around. Crunb-
Bum One and Crunb-Bum two | ook back to the gane.

G|l watches. Cop One darts forward and grabs Jackson from
behind. Cop Two wails himin the gut with his billy club.

Jackson doesn't go down. Cop Two wails himon the side of
t he knee. Twice. That does it. Jackson drops.

They shove hi m down and cuff him Roughly.

GL
Danmmmm.

VALDEZ
Gl berto. They're savages. Fuck them
in their dunb stupid asses. Show ne
how I'mgoing to | ose this gane.

G 1 holds his beer high and in plain sight. He chugs nore
than half of it in one sip.

GL

(yells)
Suck a donkey dig, pigs.



The cops hear himbut they don't care. They're two busy
bangi ng Jackson's head when they shove himin the car.

Crunb- Bum One nakes a nove. Valdez inmediately slides a
pi ece and knocks over Crunb-Bum One's King.

VALDEZ
Checknnt e.

G1's eyes shoot to the board.

EXT. G L"S PLACE - N GHT

G| wal ks down a steep incline that | eads past an apart nent
buil ding to a basenent apartnent.

He flips a set of keys in his hand and taps the wall at
regul ar intervals. He stops dead when the incline flattens.

There's a huge EVICTI ON NOTI CE taped to his door. And a
gigantic lock that his keys aren't likely to fight.

Al'l of his stuff is piled at the end of a shallow alley.
What's left of it, anyway. It's been picked through.

He nudges a pile of clothes with his foot.

INT. JO-JO S - BEDROCOM - NI GHT

Jo-Jo chucks G| a duffel bag. He transfers sonme things in
toit froma plastic garbage bag.

GL
Yo, man. | really appreciate this.
You have no idea.

Jo-Jo shrugs.

GL
I know we're not really tight these
days, but still. This is solid.

JO-JO
I"mstaying at Delia's tonight cuz
her folks are out of town. | want you
gone before | get back tonorrow
Early. Like seven or eight.

G 1's hands stop noving. He | ooks at the ground.



GL
Yeah. K.
INT. TRAIN - | N BETWEEN STATI ONS - DAY

Gl sits in acorner with his legs up the duffel bag. H's
arns are crossed on his chest. H's eyes are cl osed.

The train pulls in to South Pasadena. H s eyes open when the
doors open. They cl ose when they cl ose.

The train runbles on. He adjusts his position to get nore
confortable. It doesn't work. He twi sts and turns.

The doors at the far end of the platformto the next car
open. Two TRANSIT COPS cone in and start checking tap cards.

G | opens one eye. Catching sight of the cops wakes hi mup
conpletely. He leans forward and gets a hand on his bag.

He checks out the wi ndow. He checks the cops. He checks out
t he wi ndow. He checks the cops.

They're halfway to himwhen the train pulls in to the
H ghl and Park station. He waits until the doors open -

- and bolts out as discreetly as he can.

EXT. H GHLAND PARK - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

G| shoulders the duffel and walks. That's it. He wal ks. He
wal ks past The Hi ghl and Park Cafe.

He wal ks past fancy coffee shops and properties being
renovat ed and the Highland Theater.

He wal ks down side streets past run down houses next to
houses being fli pped.

He wal ks along the LA River. He wal ks over bridges over the
LA River. He wal ks under bridges over the LA River.

He wal ks fromone train station to the next. He wal ks past
Superior G oceries and Taco Fi esta.

He wal ks past Liam s house and down the dirt road next to
it. He wal ks past HOBO ALLEY and in to -



EXT. SYCAMORE CGROVE PARK - DAY

- where he sets hinself up on a group of stone chairs in
front of a shuttered band-shell.

He stretches his legs and rests his feet on the duffel. He
crosses his arnms over his chest and closes his eyes.
EXT. VALDEZ'S - FRONT PORCH - DAY

Val dez sits on the steps. He sips froma STEEL RESERVE TALL
BOY and stares at his conpletely dead |awn.

Gl walks up to the gate. He's got the duffel over his
shoul der and an ei ghteen pack of cheap beer.

GL
Yo-yo. Widdup, you old fart - down
for alittle pre-gane?

He wal ks through the gate before Val dez answers.

VALDEZ
The openi ngs not for another six
hours. | should be able to stand

upri ght there, at |east.
Gl sits on a step above Val dez.

GL
Fuck those art snobs. Let's give them
so free entertainnment.

VALDEZ
Yeah. K.

G | CRACKS open a beer

VALDEZ
What's with the bag?

GL
Laundry day.

VALDEZ
Ha Ha Ha. You do | aundry?

GL
CGotta keep my underpants clean for
the ladies, don't 1°?



VALDEZ
VWhat ladies. | don't see no | adies.
Where are you hiding the | adies?

GL
You notice you talk in English when
your drinking buddies aren't around?

VALDEZ
So fucki ng what.

GL
| dunno. Just sayin'.

They sip their beers in silence and watch the world go by
for a spell. Alight breeze blows through the |eaves.

VALDEZ
| saw your nonmma the other day.

GL
Onh yeah. How s she doi ng?

Val dez nakes a so-so nmotion with his hand.

VALDEZ
She asked about you.

GL
(imtates Val dez)
So fucki ng what.

VALDEZ
You should call your nonma, son. She
needs you as nmuch as you need her.

GL
The only thing she needs is for nme to
stay the hell out of her life. She
never wanted to be a nom Especially
not with ny old man. Seeing ne
rem nds her of that. It's a bum out.

VALDEZ
| saw your Poppa too. Sheesh. That is
one unpl easant man.

GL
Yeah. He's a dick.

VALDEZ
Yes.



GL
Yup.

They drink in silence and watch the world go by.

EXT. ART GALLERY - FRONT W NDOW - NI GHT

A coupl e passes the wi de picture wi ndow and wal ks in to the
spare, w de open gallery.

G| and Valdez stand in the center of a group of people.
ANCELA is one of them

It's clear by their body |anguage that G| and Val dez are
putting on quite a show. A lot of pensive |listening -

- followed by a ot of |aughs. Essentially these nostly
white art snobs are eating up the latino' s tonight.

G| wears an over-sized blazer - clearly Valdez's - over his
T-Shirt and Canoufl age pants. It's a thing.

He puts his arm around Val dez and holds his glass in the
air. Everyone in the crowd does so too.

He makes a point of CLINKING his with Angel a's.

EXT. ART GALLERY - BACK - N GHT

G| and Angela back on to the white brick wall, deep in a
sl oppy drunken make out.

G| stats to get aggro. Angela slaps his hand away - so she
can be the one who gets aggro.

She spins them around so he's against the wall.

I NT. ANGELA' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

G|'s eyes shoot open. He has no idea where he is. He sits
up and takes in his surroundings.

Messy roomwi th high ceilings and a | ot of w ndows. Sone of
his clothes in a pile on a chair.

A few condom wr appers around the bed. He rubs his face and
reaches for his shirt.



I NT. ANGELA' S APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - MORNI NG

G |1 | ooks down at Angela, sleeping under a fitted sheet on
her couch. She's full dressed in last nights outfit.

G| scratches his head. He gl ances around for nore pieces of
his clothes. A sock. Both shoes. Hi s underpants.

He gathers themup and walks in to the -

I NT. ANGELA' S APARTMENT - HALLWAY - MORNI NG

- long hallway that |eads to the front door. He dresses as
he wal ks and tries not to make any noi ses.

The only things he's not wearing when he reaches the front
door are his shoes. He reaches for the doorknob.

Her purse hangs on a hook next to a mrror. So he has a good
view of hinself rifling through it and taking some cash.

H s reflection doesn't seemto nind.

EXT. THE RI NKY DI NK TAVERN - DAY

G| sits against the wall next to the grated bar. A TATTOOED
BARTENDER wal ks up. She nods her head at G 1.

He waits for her to open up without offering to help. It
seens to take an eternity.

Wien she gets the door open she gestures himin with a huge,
over bl own arm novenent .

I NT. THE RI NKY DI NK TAVERN - DAY

Gl slaps a twenty on the bar and polishes off a frosty pint
at the sanme tinme. He SLAMS the enpty on the bar.

GL
Sane agai n.

TATTOOED BARTENDER
You riding a twofer, or just getting
a junp on the day?

AL
Twof er .



TATTOOED BARTENDER
Sure snells like it.

GL
Hey. | like ny stench. It's got
character.

TATTOOED BARTENDER
You snel |l |ike garbage.

GL
Ah, yes. But garbage with character
woul dn't you say?

TATTOCED BARTENDER
Fuck, G1I. Drink your beer.

She slides hima fresh one.

GL
G aci as.

TATTOOED BARTENDER
You goi ng up tonorrow?

He shoots a small stage in the corner a sideways gl ance.

GL
Nah.

He stares in to his beer.

I NT. VALDEZ'S - LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

G| flops onto a rickety couch. The springs CREAK and GROAN
under his weight. Val dez tosses hima bl anket.

GL
Thanks, man. | nust have | ost ny keys
somewhere al ong the crooked path from
your opening to that girls hot-box.
Ki ddi ng. Ki dding. She was a rad
chick. Seriously.

Val dez eyes him He knows he's entirely full of shit but
decides to give the kid a break. For now.

VALDEZ
Gotta work tonorrow. You can stay for
breakfast but after that - vam nos.



10.
GL
Al'l good.

He turns on his side. Valdez CLICKS off the light. He
wat ches G| pretend to get confortable for a bit.

Hi s shoul ders shake a little. Small sigh-Iike sounds slip
out of his nouth. Valdez gives himhis sad privacy.
EXT. H GHLAND PARK - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Gl walks nore. H's duffel appears to weigh nore this tine.
He wal ks uphill, away from York Avenue.

He wal ks on winding roads with pretty houses. He wal ks past
a high school. He wal ks past a small restaurant in a house.

He wal ks up a steep, steep hill. Hs gait slows. H's posture
stoops forward. He's exhausted.

When he gets to the top of the hill he's only a coupl e of
houses away from hi s dads pl ace.

He wal ks past it without a single glance. He wal ks to the
top of another steep hill -

- and di sappears fromview as he wal ks down it.

EXT. FI GUEROA AVENUE - HI GHLAND PARK CAFE - LATER

G| drops his duffel bag in front of a vacant store front
across the street fromthe ridicul ously adorable cafe.

He sits on the bag, props his el bows on his knees, and drops
his head in his hands. He dozes off.

When he shakes awake the Cafe staff close up for the day.
The evening slamred into the sky with a riot of soft colors.

He gets to his feet and shoulders the duffel. It |ooks |ike
it weighs a ton this tine.
EXT. FlI GUEROA AVENUE - H GHLAND THEATER - LATER

G| stares at the lights of the marquee. The sky isn't dark
enough for themto really pop. But it's getting there.

A thin crowd trickles out of the theater. Anong it are LOU S
and SAMM . G| backs into a doorway.
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He watches them make out and goof off as they head down the
street. They're dopey happy. In | ove happy. Happy happy.
G| switches the duffel fromone shoul der to the next and
heads off in the opposite direction.
EXT. SYCAMORE GROVE PARK - HOBO ALLEY - N GHT

G| sets up his duffel bag to use as a pillow at the end of
a row of make-shift tents. It's a small comunity.

A few people lie on the ground without shelter, |ike him
Cats HOAL somewhere. Cars ZOOM by on the 110.

He covers his face with his armand lies extrenely still.
Foot st eps CRACKLE on gravel. H s eyes shoot open.

A JOGCGER runs past him and right through Hobo Alley. He
sits up, punches the duffel, and |lies back down.

He forces his eyes closed. Two dogs fight sonewhere. He
pulls his legs up. Cars ZOOM by on the 101

A CACKLE sounds fromone of the tents. It's hard to tell if
it's laughter cackling or devious cackling.

He sits bolt upright.
GL
Fuck this.
I NT. THE RI NKY DI NK TAVERN - STAGE - NI GHT

G| leans on the mc on the small stage. A nedium sized
cromd litters the tables. They all | ook at him

He rubs the bridge of his nose. He noves the mic fromone
hand to the other. He takes a deep breath.

G L
So |l was trying to sleep in this Hobo
Al'l ey tonight -

What ever he says next cracks the audi ence up. He proceeds to
deliver a blistering, personal stand-up set.

The crowd HOALS with |aughter
CUT TO BLACK:



