
INT. THE RINKY DINK TAVERN - BACK AREA - DAY

Cass leans back in a creaky wooden chair. He his feet are on
the table and a NEW CAST GLOWS ON HIS LEFT WRIST.

He picks at a few threads that poke out by his fingers. JOHN
TRAIN appears in the doorway.

He nods at Cass. Cass nods back. John makes a "need a drink"
motion. Cass looks at his half full pint. And drains it.

John pops back inside. Cass watches him walk to the bar. He
swings his legs off the table and adopts a laid back pose.

He lowers the sunglasses on his forehead. A book lies face
down on the table. He flips it over.

It's "A Girl Like I: An Autobiography" by Anita Loos. Looks
like Cass is in it to win it with his exes ex.

INT. THE RINKY DINK TAVERN - BACK AREA - LATER

John and Cass avoid looking at each other across their full
pints. John fusses with the coaster. Cass just sits.

JOHN TRAIN
You talked to Agnes since we wrapped?

CASSAVETES
Nope.

JOHN TRAIN
You should check in. She's going kind
of bonkers in the editing room. I
think her brain melted a little
towards the end there.

CASSAVETES
Shit was stressful.

John leans back and takes his first sip. His posture settles
a little. He fumbles out a cigarette and lights it.

JOHN TRAIN
Gotta say, man. I was a little
surprised to get your call. You and
Lucy split, yeah?

CASSAVETES
Speaking of which.

Cass leans forward. John nods.



JOHN TRAIN
Right, right.

He takes a velvet box out of his bag and slides it across
the table. Cass opens it. A WORN POCKET WATCH sits inside.

JOHN TRAIN
Any chance you know why she wants it
back? You know it's her dads, right?

CASSAVETES
None of my business, bro. She did me
a solid recently. I'm just looking to
clean the slate, is all.

JOHN TRAIN
She's not talking to him again, is
she? That guy's an absolute prick.

CASSAVETES
Her pop's her pop.

JOHN TRAIN
He treats her like absolute dog shit.
Honestly. It's fucking awful.

CASSAVETES
Funny, coming from you.

John crosses his legs and leans back to study Cass. Just
study him, with a little curiosity and no judgment.

JOHN TRAIN
OK. So you don't like me. I was never
really sure on set.

CASSAVETES
It wouldn't occur to me to like or
dislike you. You're my old ladies ex.

John cocks an eyebrow. Cass stiffens at his mistake.

JOHN TRAIN
Ah, fuck it anyway. You killed it in
Saint Huck. Some part of me will
always love you for that.

Cass settles back into a lean. A flicker of relief plays
across his face because John let his slip go.

CASSAVETES
You think?

2.



JOHN TRAIN
Yuuuuup.

He says "Yup" the way Lucy says "Yup." Cass notices.

JOHN TRAIN
You plan to keep acting?

CASSAVETES
Nah.

John waits for him to go on. He doesn't. John perks up.

JOHN TRAIN
Holy shit. I get it. Ha ha. Huh. Yup.
Total light bulb moment. Makes utter
sense. I mean. Of course it does.

He's talking to himself. He notices Cass watch him do it.

JOHN TRAIN
Sorry. Why Lucy is so in to you.
After dating me for like three years,
any second of silence must be worth
it's weight in gold. Not. You know.
Not that I spend much time trying to
parse out why she's - it just -
ding - occurred to me just this
second. Fuck me.

He polishes off his pint and pushes himself up.

JOHN TRAIN
I'm thinking I'm going to fire up a
Sunday morning gin & tonic. You good?

Cass waves his hand over his pint. John heads back into the
bar. Cass calls after him when he gets to the door.

CASSAVETES
Yo. Maybe a whiskey and soda. On ice.

John makes an affirmative gesture.

INT. THE RINKY DINK TAVERN - BACK AREA - LATER

A few empties sit on the table. John's are all gin and
tonics. Cass's are pints. He nurses the whiskey and soda.

Their postures are both a little looser. They're getting
along. John lifts his glass and points it at Cass's.
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JOHN TRAIN
You want a fucking straw for that?

CASSAVETES
Shit to do later.

JOHN TRAIN
But you'll hang out a bit, right? I
got the post-shoot blues. I want to
get drunk while it's still light out,
but the idea of hanging out with
anyone that didn't work on The Huck
is bone chilling.

He mock-shudders.

CASSAVETES
Dude. Don't call it "The Huck."

JOHN TRAIN
I wrote the sommabitch. I'll call it
whatever the F I want. Anyway. Back
to the matter at hand.

He slaps his most recent drink on the table.

JOHN TRAIN
You're really a big Helena P.
Lovercraft fan?

CASSAVETES
Shit yeah.

JOHN TRAIN
Huh. Wonders never cease.

CASSAVETES
Wuddup now?

John gestures at the Loos book.

JOHN TRAIN
I dunno. I wouldn't think someone
that digs Anita Loos would be into
that kind of homogenized claptrap.

CASSAVETES
It's all the same shit.

JOHN TRAIN
Pfft. No it fucking isn't.
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CASSAVETES
Sure it is. Writer's wrote it. Actors
acted it. Someone put a camera on it.
That's what we just did, right?

JOHN TRAIN
Yeah. But. You can't equate the
method with the content. We made
something real.

CASSAVETES
Real isn't a subjective term, hombre.
Real is real.

JOHN TRAIN
Hogwash.

Cass leans forward over his whiskey & soda.

CASSAVETES
See, man. You're an academic. Like.
The only joy you get is from thinking
you know more than everyone else.

JOHN TRAIN
Funny. Lucy said the same thing. On a
pretty regular basis.

CASSAVETES
There you go. She's a clever bird.

John leans forward to engage.

JOHN TRAIN
Yeah, man, but it was the way she
said it that leveled me. In that
weird way that made it seem like I'd
agreed with her the last time she
said it and was - I dunno - pissed
off that I changed my mind. She do
that shit to you?

Cass reaches for his whiskey & soda.

CASSAVETES
Oh yeah.

He gets the drink halfway to his mouth when it stops. He
really doesn't want to be bro-ing out with John about Lucy.

He sets the drink down.
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CASSAVETES
She usually had a point.

JOHN TRAIN
She always had a point, man. It was
infuriating. Half the time I felt
like I was a grad school sociology
project she was studying for.

CASSAVETES
The other half?

JOHN TRAIN
She made me feel like an asshole. But
man. When I looked good to her?
Nothing like it on earth, my friend.

He drains his drink. A heavy silence drops on them both as
they remember the times they probably acted like assholes.

John swirls the ice in his empty glass.

JOHN TRAIN
Level with me. You're going to try to
win her back. Right? That's really
why you want her dads watch.

It's not really a question. He looks to Cass for any proof
that he's right. Cass doesn't offer any. He gets up.

CASSAVETES
I'm good for one more. You?

JOHN TRAIN
Yeah. Same again, thanks.

Cass walks inside.

INT. THE RINKY DINK TAVERN - MEN'S ROOM - DAY

Cass sits on the single, door-less stall. The toilet faces a
urinal. He pees and stares at his phone.

John pushes into the impossibly small room and makes haste
for the urinal. He does a double take when he sees Cass.

JOHN TRAIN
Huh. So you use the men's room.

The words hang in the air like a bird with a broken wing
then thud to the ground without a response.
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Cass wipes and squeezes past John to wash his hands.

INT. THE RINKY DINK TAVERN - BACK AREA - LATER

John walks up to the table with a new gin & tonic and two
shots of tequila. Cass shakes his head.

JOHN TRAIN
Just one shot. A tiny drop in life's
bucket with a hole in it, yeah? It's
Sunday, for fucks sake. God's day.

He slides the shot in front of Cass.

CASSAVETES
You're an asshole.

JOHN TRAIN
My secrets out then. Cheers.

He clinks the shot glasses and throws his back. After a
second Cass throws his back too.

JOHN TRAIN
You want to know a secret?

CASSAVETES
Nope.

JOHN TRAIN
I have two sequels to Saint Huck just
sitting on my hard drive back at
home. But that's not the secret. The
secret is, I wrote them way before I
sold the first one.

CASSAVETES
That's pretty weird, bro.

JOHN TRAIN
Well god damn. That's the second time
you've said the exact same thing Lucy
said. Only when you say it I kind of
believe you think it's weird. When
she said it. Well. I just felt like
she was trying to trick me into
thinking that she thought it was
weird so I would pay more attention
to her. A master of not letting me
feel my own feelings, that one.
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He's on the verge of sloppy drunk. You can see it in his
face. He's about to go shark-eyed. But he's not there yet.

Cass checks the time on his phone. It's barely noon.

CASSAVETES
I got a question, if you can answer
it in under an hour.

John smiles and nods.

JOHN TRAIN
Go.

CASSAVETES
What do you think it would take to
make Lucy really happy?

JOHN TRAIN
Ah, that old chestnut.

Cass nods. His body language gets uncomfortable when John's
voice gets an octave or two thicker.

JOHN TRAIN
Let me tell you something about Lucy.
I saw all this virtue in her and she
knew it and she lorded it over me. I
told her from day one that I was a
fucked up dude. Instead of accepting
that she tried to change it. She was
so perfect I had to say things that
made me seem perfect too. That made
her act betrayed. She was so on the
level that I had to lie to her with
her kind of truth. That made her act
like I was deceptive. She was so
clear headed I had to be decisive,
and she called that aggressive. I'd
never met anyone like her and I had
to be the person she wanted most of
all. So I was that person for as long
as I could be. Like marriage and
shit. If I hadn't told her I was in
to it, we would have broken up. You
know? I said all these great things
to her and she threw them in my face.
Everyone always thinks that you have
to lie to manipulate, but you can do
it just as easily with the truth.
When we were first together loving
her made me feel great.

(MORE)
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By the end? It was all just guilt and
JOHN TRAIN

shame because of her impossibly high
standards. And that's her. That's
Lucy, high up there on her pedestal,
where virtue is easy and we're all
bags of shit for not knowing it. And
so I ask you. Man-O-E-Mano. What do
you think of that?

Cass straightens up. He finishes the last sip of his beer
and gathers all the empty glasses. He pockets his book.

John sways but keeps his eyes steady on Cass. Cass stands
and looks down at him.

CASSAVETES
I think I asked you a question about
Lucy and all you did was tell me
about yourself.

He walks inside. John downs his gin & tonic.

EXT. HIGHLAND BAPTIST CHURCH - AFTERNOON

Cass stands across the street from a church with an
exceptionally wide lawn. He watches people file in.

He opens the velvet box and looks at the watch. His fingers
trace the delicate patterns on the front.

SNAP. The box closes and disappears into his pocket. He
shrugs into his jean jacket and walks toward the church.

CUT TO BLACK:
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