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(A crossroads in the south. EDD E
enters with a guitar case.)

EDDI E
You're sure this is it?
(MCK enters.)
M CK
That's what the old guy said. This is the place.
EDDI E
G eat
M CK
Come on! \Where's the excitenent? 1t happened right here!
EDDI E
Whoop- de- do.
M CK
Where is your sense of adventure?
EDDI E
| think it fell out of the car in Mssouri.
M CK
Christ, 1've been listening to you bitch all the way here!

Let's just drink in the vibes of the nost unholy of holy
pl aces.

EDDI E
Right. This is where it happened.

M CK
That's what the man sai d.

EDDI E

Christ, howdid I get talked into this? Mck, that guy
woul d' ve told you anything, so long as you kept buying him
dri nks.

M CK
It was perfect. dd, drunk, black dude in a M ssissipp
roadhouse telling us where the crossroads were. You can't
mess with that kind of kisnet.

(Eddi e stares at him)

M CK (Conti nued)
Eddie, it happened right here!



EDDI E
What, exactly, do you expect to happen?

M CK
Satan to appear and offer us nusical genius, fame and fortune
for our souls.

EDDI E
Yeah. Have you read MIton?

M CK
Who?

EDDI E
Hell isn't exactly Janai ca.

M CK

How do you know? It could be a hell of a |ot of fun!

EDDI E
Wll, we're here. Now what ?

(M ck opens his bag, and pulls out
two cans of beer.)

M CK
Have a couple of cold ones, and wait for the naster of the
underworl d to appear.

EDDI E
Fuck, | forgot ny Quija board.

M CK
Cyni c.

(M ck checks his watch.)

M CK (Conti nued)
Getting close

EDDI E
What ?

M CK
Not hi ng.

(Mck I ooks at his watch again.)

M CK (Conti nued)
Hey, man...Play sonething.

EDDI E
Why ?



M CK
It'd be cool.

EDDI E
"Cool "?

M CK
Yeah.

EDDI E
Two years of "You fuckin' suck." Nowit's "cool ?"

M CK
Man, we are at the crossroads!

EDDI E
Play it yourself.

M CK

Jesus! The crossroads! All you have to do is play. Have
you no respect for history?

EDDI E
Hi story, yes. |It's you | have no respect for.

M CK
It's no wonder we're on the ass end of the nusic industry.

EDDI E
you doesn't have anything to do with our
[ iday I nn | ounges.

Bul I shit. Respecting
tour of bible belt Ho

M CK
You don't think I pull ny share?

EDDI E
Ch, sure, you're a nmaster at bumm ng cigarettes. GCh, wait,
that's fromus, not for us.

M CK
That's not. ..

EDDI E
Have you ever bought a pack of cigarettes?

M CK
You are such a buzzkill. You wonder why the band is going
nowhere fast? You can't blanme ne. You need to cut | oose,
man. It's rock and roll, nmy friend. Live fast, die young,

beauti ful corpse, all that shit! Enbrace the debauchery!
Enbrace it!



EDDI E
| just want to play, Mck. Just play.

M CK
Then pl ay, man!

EDDI E
That's what | do.

M CK
Real ly? You think so? | think you | ook bored as hell over
there stage right. | think that, Eddie, and so does the
audi ence.

EDDI E
It's called focus, trying to take sone pride it doing the
dam job well, instead of just scoring wth the blond at the
bar .

M CK
It's not sexy, not sexy at all. Wy do people cone to a rock

show? To get off. To |look up at the gods of rock...Wy in
the name of God did you join this band?

EDDI E
To play nusic.

M CK
Wong! To get |aid.

EDDI E
Oh, was that it?

M CK

That's why they conme to a rock show, to | ook up at the stage
and dream about banging the crap out of a rock god!

EDDI E
Ch, | get it, that's why you' ve been to the clinic, stocking
up on anitbiotics, four times in six nonths?

M CK
Three tines.

EDDI E
That's attractive, yeah. The inability to piss straight is a
huge turn-on. | think Mss Septenber listed it.

M CK

Do not nock ny lifestyle, Edward! Just because you can't get
laid...



EDDI E
Lifestyle? Passing out in a rest stop bathroomis a
lifestyle?

(Beat)
M CK
Why have you al ways been such a dick?
EDDI E
That's bullshit and you know it. W started playing together
to play! It wasn't about contracts and denos and all that
shit. It was the joy of the nusic.
M CK

That's not enough anynore.

EDDI E
Qobvi ously. You've nade every effort to prove that you are
the "frontman," the center of the universe, and you' re nore
than willing to kick Sid, Carmne or nyself right to the curb
for it.

M CK
Just because you're willing to stagnate doesn't nmean |I'm
going to allow nyself to be sucked down with you

EDDI E
Stagnate? | love what | do, flat out love it. 1'd do it for
free. | give ny blood and sweat to it. Yet, when it's tine
to actually work on sonething, you' re nowhere to be found.
You can prance around like an idiot, but I"'mstill the one
sitting down and bangi ng out songs.

M CK
Maybe 1'd want to rehearse nore if the nusic wasn't boring.

EDDI E
Are you worried you' re not gonna be a star? A "rock god?"
|"ve got news for you, "David Lee," the w ndow for you and |
to be rock stars is closing rapidly, if it hasn't already
sl ammed shut. W are a bar band, nothing nore. Reality
needs to set in with you.

(Beat)

M CK
Reality?

EDDI E
That's what | sai d.



M CK
| " m supposed to stick to reality?
EDDI E
|s there an echo out here?
M CK
Fine. Fromnowon, it's reality central..
EDDI E
G eat.
M CK
But...You gotta pull that thing out and play.
EDDI E
Chri st.
M CK

Trust nme, if it works, he's got very little to do with it.
(Beat.)

M CK (Conti nued)
Come on, indulge nme for one last night, and starting next
week | will be at every rehearsal. Hell, I'lIl be early.

EDDI E
How come I'mfinding it real hard to believe this prom se
|"ve heard you nake a few dozen tinmes before?

M CK
| swear.

(Beat)

M CK (Conti nued)
|'ve just nmade a vow, here, and you question ne.

EDDI E
This froma man who bragged about |ying in confession?

M CK
Jesus, man, what's it going to hurt? You play for a few
m nutes, and we get out of here. |If | screwup later, you
can give ne the boot.

EDDI E

Fi ne.

(He sits and opens his guitar case,
removi ng a acoustic guitar.)



(He strums, executes a few runs
along the neck. Cdearly, he is
conpetent. Mck sits, lights a
cigarette and pops a beer. Eddie
begins to play, sonmething sinple, a
blues riff.)

M CK
That's nice, man. Wat is it.

EDDI E
It's the new one we were working on, the one you never showed
up to rehearse.

M CK
Cool .

(M ck huns al ong, building a nelody
over the progression.)

M CK (Conti nued)
Play it faster.

EDDI E
It's blues, not thrash.

M CK
It's booring |like that.

EDDI E
Not to ne.

M CK

Christ, you never listen to ne.

(Eddi e stops playing.)

EDDI E
You ought to cone to rehearsal.
M CK
Oh, so | waive ny right to have an opinion?
EDDI E
That's about it.
M CK

This is exactly what |'ve been tal king about!

(An older man, in a dark suit that
is clearly out of fashion, steps
into the light. He is BELLS.)



BELLS
You boys need to hold it down.

M CK
Holy shit!

BELLS

Y all could wake the dead. Cryin' and caterwaul i ng' out
her e.

M CK
You scared the piss out of ne!

BELLS
Get over it, sonny. There's worse things out here than old
men |ike ne.

EDDI E
I"msorry. 1'Il put it away.
BELLS
It ain't the guitar. That was soundin' real nice.
EDDI E
Thanks.
BELLS

It's the truth, no need to thank ne

M CK
What the hell are you wondering around out here for, anyway.

(Mck cracks the |ast beer.)

BELLS
| live out here.
M CK
What, out here at the crossroads?
BELLS
Are you an idiot, boy? | got a shack over the rise.
EDDI E

How d you hear us out here?

BELLS
Sound travels a |l ong way out here, boys.

(He eyes M ck's beer.)

BELLS (Conti nued)
Got anot her one of those for an old man?



M CK
In the car.

BELLS
Way don't you run an get ne one.

M CK
What ?

BELLS

Way don't you run along and get ne one.
(M ck seens confused for a nonent.)

M CK
Yeah, sure.

(He exits.)
BELLS
Pretty boy, but he ain't got the brains the lord laid on a
dog.
(He | ooks at Eddie.)

BELLS (Conti nued)
You're the smart one, ain't ya?

EDDI E
| suppose so.

(He holds out the guitar.)

EDDI E (Conti nued)
You gonna tune it?

(Bells takes the instrunent,
i nspects it.)

BELLS
| don't think so.

EDDI E
You did it for Johnson.

BELLS

| did, but, you see, Robert Johnson couldn't play for shit
when | found himsitting here. Goddamm infant on the guitar,
is what he was. Johnson didn't give a shit about the nusic.
He was | ooking for booze and girls. That's all a man wants,
he'll sign anything to get it. You, boy, ain't got that
probl em



EDDI E
| don't?

BELLS
Naw. You got the nusic. You just gotta keep it pure. It
ain't about noney and power, that'll conme when you put your

heart and fire into it, if you keep it pure. Sonetines,
t hough, you gotta scrape | oose a few barnacles. They sl ow
you down, suck that purity out of you

(Eddi e | ooks after M ck)

EDDI E
Real | y.

BELLS
That, however, is a problem| can solve just as easily as |
sol ved Robert's. Probably even noreso.

EDDI E
| see.

BELLS
Al'l you got to do is wal k awnay.

EDDI E
You just let me go? You' re not as greedy as they say, if
that's the case.

BELLS
|"ve already had a few neals tonight, and I"ma bit worn out.
Let's just say | don't want to have to work so hard.

(Eddie smles. [It's not evil, just
that he recognizes the truth of
Bells' statenent.)

BELLS (Conti nued)
G on. Don't worry about Mck, he'll be getting what he
t hi nks he deserves, and what he does deserve.

(Beat.)

BELLS (Conti nued)
G on. | mght just have to change ny m nd.

(Eddie exits. Mck returns with a
si x- pack.)

M CK
Here's your beer, old man. \Were's Eddi e?



Who cares?
you back.

s it that

BELLS
Dead wei ght |ike that,
You're the star.

M CK
obvi ous?

BELLS

O course it is.

wel |,

it's just hol ding



