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INT. TRAVIS' HOME - LIVING ROOM - MORNING

TRAVIS (20s) Hispanic. An introverted enigma, scribbles in a 
notebook while holding a bass guitar. CANDY (20s) Hispanic. A 
hard-edged survivor of life, drags in wearing Travis’ robe. 

CANDY
Thanks for letting me stay last 
night.

TRAVIS
I told you emergencies only.

CANDY
Not having anywhere else to go is 
an emergency.

TRAVIS
You lost your apartment again?

She shakes her head.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
I know you didn’t let some 
knucklehead run you out?--

CANDY
I don’t want to talk about it.

TRAVIS
Why you leave my front door open? 

CANDY
Who’s gonna break in your house?

He goes back to his song.

CANDY (CONT'D)
You got anything to eat?

TRAVIS
On the stove.

She disappears and reappears with egg wrapped in a piece of 
toast. Travis plays a nice tune on the guitar.

CANDY
I’ve gotta go to court next week. 

TRAVIS
For what?
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CANDY
To try and get my little boy back. 
I could use a good word.

TRAVIS
We just got through talking about 
why you’re here. Why should your 
son be brought into that?

CANDY
Because, I’m his mother and I 
love’m.

TRAVIS
Sometimes, love ain’t enough. You 
off that stuff?--

CANDY
Come on, man.

TRAVIS
It’s not a trick question. 

CANDY
I’ve been clean for six months.

TRAVIS
Let me see your arms.

She glares at him. He’s serious, she exposes her arms.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Maybe I should check them thighs 
and between them toes--

CANDY
Screw you, Travis!

TRAVIS
Stop getting drunk and leaving a 
mess for me to clean up, then we 
can talk about my words you need.

CANDY
You wouldn’t treat Tia this way!

TRAVIS
She wouldn’t act this way. Tia 
respected her life.

She dramatically over claps.
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CANDY
It must be nice to walk the path of 
righteousness, but as I recall you 
were a criminal a lot longer than 
you’ve been born again!--

TRAVIS
Get out!

She storms off.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
(mumbles)

Think you gon’ stand here and talk 
to me any kind of way.
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