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EXT. UNION STREET - EVENING

LINK, a high school teenager, is singing and playing guitar.
 

LINK
YOU SAY I’M YOUNG

THAT I DON’T KNOW A THING
I DON’T CARE

FOR THE WORLD BECAUSE I AM SO YOUNG
I KNOW

LESS THAN ANYBODY ELSE
MY VOICE DOESN'T MATTER

TO YOU...
 

LINK abruptly stops singing as he puts his guitar down. He buries his head in his palms.

Enter HYDE, a failed musician in his 30s. Slightly tousled hair, loose shirt, hands drooping into his pockets. He
notices LINK.
 

HYDE
(whistles)

 
LINK snaps his head up towards HYDE.
 

HYDE
What'cha doing?

LINK
Just...singing, I guess.

HYDE
Oh, you sing?

Here, why don't you sing me something?
 

LINK clears his throat. HYDE half-closes his eyes, ready to hear some music.
 

LINK
YOU SAY I'M YOUNG

 
HYDE snaps out of his relaxed expression and turns to LINK with surprise.
 



LINK
(cont'd)

THAT I DON'T KNOW A THING
I DON'T CARE

FOR THE WORLD BECAUSE I AM SO YOUNG
I KNOW-

HYDE
(interrupts)

That squeaky little voice sounds familiar...
 

Hey, aren't you that kid from the open mic last week?

LINK
You came to my open mic?

HYDE
I came to you after the show, remember?

 
LINK takes a second to recall.
 

LINK
Oh yeah! You're...

you're the guy that told me I sound like shit.

HYDE
Hey, I'm just saying it like it is.

LINK
O-kay...

I'm sorry, I...have to work on something now.

HYDE
Got another cover to work on?

LINK
No I'm writing a song.

HYDE
You are writing a song?

LINK
Yeah...this song means a lot to me.

HYDE
Ho no, not again.

 
Shaking his head, HYDE pulls a 20 dollar bill from his pants' pocket.

LINK
Wh-what are you doing?

HYDE
What do you think I'm doing? Saving your ass.

 
HYDE drops the bill in LINK's guitar bag.



 
HYDE

Do "Drive My Car" for me.
Can't go wrong with a classic.

 
LINK

What's the money for?

HYDE
What else can it be for, kid?

I'm paying you to sing that song!

LINK
But...I don't want to sing it.

Can't you play it on Spotify or something?
 

HYDE sighs as he reaches into the same pocket once more. He digs up another 20 dollar bill, and chucks it in
LINK's guitar bag.
 

HYDE
Here's forty dollars, kid,

and that's a lot of money for an
ungrateful little street-side musician like you.

Now sing it for me!
 

LINK
I don't feel like doing a cover today,

I just want to write my song.
 

HYDE reaches into both of his pockets and pulls out anything and everything inside.
 

HYDE
I don't know why you think songwriting is

going to work out but it's not, man!

LINK
(interrupts)

I-
 

Coins and bills splatter all over the ground and into LINK's guitar bag.

HYDE
(cont'd)

I live in a dingy little apartment down the road
with two unemployed drunks and their

hairless cat that meows at three in the morning.

LINK
(interrupts)

Sir I-
 

HYDE digs in the pocket aggressively for a few more times until both pockets hang out of his pants, as bare as
peeled bananas.

HYDE
(cont'd)

So if somebody gave me 60 dollars



to sing a stupid song, I will be
grateful to do it instead of being a little-

LINK
(interrupts)

Ok! I'll do it!
 

LINK picks up his guitar and begins to sing motionlessly.

LINK
ASKED A GIRL WHO SHE WANTED TO BE

SHE SAID BABY CAN'T YOU SEE
I WANNA BE FAMOUS, A STAR OF THE SCREEN
BUT YOU CAN DO SOMETHING IN BETWEEN-

 
HYDE shakes his head in annoyance.
 

HYDE
(interrupts)

You call that singing? Here.
 

HYDE grabs the guitar from LINK.
 

HYDE
(passionately)

BABY YOU CAN DRIVE MY CAR
YES I'M GONNA BE A STAR...

 
LINK regards HYDE in a mix of astonishment and awe.

HYDE
(cont'd)

BABY YOU CAN DRIVE MY CAR
AND MAYBE I'LL LOVE YOU!

 
LINK freezes in his expression.
 

HYDE
You gotta pay respect to the Beatles, man!
Those people know what they are doing.

 
HYDE hands the guitar back to LINK with unexpected care; LINK timidly receives it.

LINK
May I ask what your name is, sir?

HYDE
It's Hyde.

And please don't call me sir, I hate that word.
Too BUSINESSY.

LINK
Hyde...

Wait, aren't you that guy from Youtube?
I mean, use to be on Youtube?

HYDE



Yeah let's not go back to that.

LINK
But you are Hyde Mykel?

HYDE
Believe me,

I would rather be anybody else right now.

LINK
Why would you-

HYDE
I got a story for you kid:

Everyday after school, this guy would walk
all the way to Union Street just to play his songs.

Everybody said he was so good, he should be a singer-songwriter.
You know who I'm talking about?

LINK
Yeah? that's-

BOTH
Me!

LINK
Wow. So you-

HYDE
(interrupts)

But it didn't work out.
Little did I know,

this songwriting business was a total shithole-

LINK
(interrupts)

I'm sorry to interrupt, but...
are you telling me that songwriting is a dead end?

HYDE
I'm not saying songwriting is a dead end.

It's your songwriting that's-

LINK
(interrupts)

My songwriting?
 

 LINK's phone alarm blares from his pocket. He quickly pulls it out.

LINK
Oh, I almost forgot!

I have to be home by 8 to have dinner with my mom.

HYDE
You late already?

LINK



No, thank god!
I set an alarm for thirty minutes before.
My mom will literally kill me if I'm late.

 
LINK rises to his feet with newfound determination.

LINK
Look, Hyde,

I don't know why you think my voice is shit,
or that my song is not worth singing,

but I don't care.
I know I make good music.

HYDE
I never said your song is not worth singing.

LINK
Then what did you mean to say?

HYDE
I'm just not a fan of your style.

But I have suggestions if you want to hear me out.

LINK
No, I don't want to hear you out, 

I have to go home.

HYDE
Alrighty then.

 
LINK walks away, but HYDE trails after him.

 
LINK catches HYDE in the act and whirls around.

LINK
What do you think you are doing?

HYDE
Walking back to the bar.

LINK
The bar? What bar?

HYDE
I work at Micky's Bar&Grill over there

and my shift starts in an hour.
Did you really think I'm a creep that follows

a stranger around for no reason?

LINK
Well, yeah!

HYDE
Then you're wrong.

 
LINK rolls his eyes and walks away. After brief contemplation, HYDE trails behind LINK once more.
 

CUT TO:



 
EXT. BRIDGE - EVENING
 

 
HYDE leisurely strolls behind LINK, who is not far away.
 
LINK stops in his tracks, refusing to turn to HYDE.

LINK
Are you still here?

HYDE
Are who still where?

 
HYDE swiftly catches up to LINK, stopping right next to him.

LINK
You!

You have been following me, haven't you?
 

LINK turns to glare at HYDE.

HYDE
No I have not!

I got an hour before my shift,
so I thought I could take a stroll down this beautiful bridge-

LINK
(interrupts)

Oh, cut that bullshit!
You have been following me around!

What do you want, Hyde? Money? Food?

HYDE
I don't want anything from you...

whatever your name is,
I am just going about my day

and if that bothers you, I'm sorry.

LINK
It does bother me!

HYDE
Well, that sounds like a you problem to me.

 
Grunting, LINK storms away. HYDE catches up on him once more with an amused look.

HYDE
What is your name again?

LINK
I said it at the open mic.

HYDE
I forgot.

 
LINK stops walking; HYDE stops accordingly.



LINK
I'm glad you forgot.

In fact, I hope you forget me altogether
because if you don't, the

next time you see me you will be like:
"Oooh, there's that squeaky kid who writes shit songs!"

 
HYDE lets out a long sigh.

HYDE
If you want to make money, kid,

you gotta give people what they want.
Money is the only thing that gets to talk-

 
HYDE pauses for a second as if to think.

HYDE
(cont'd)

Well, actually, the people who own your
record label gets to talk too. All they do is

walk over you and shit on your dreams.
 

LINK lowers his head.

HYDE
Your opinion doesn't matter, kid.

And I learnt that in the worst way possible.

LINK
So that's why you paid me to sing a Beatles song...

 
LINK takes all the money HYDE shoved in his guitar bag and hands them back to him.

LINK
Here.

 
HYDE looks down at the handful of dollars and coins.

HYDE
What are you doing?

LINK
If you gave me money because you thought

you could bribe me into doing things your way,
then I won't take it.

HYDE
And why won't you take my money?

LINK
I wanted to come here to do my song,

not to do a cover of some Beatles song.

HYDE
Whoa, way harsh, man!

The Beatles are good people-



LINK
(interrupts)

No, I'm not judging them or anything,
I just don't want to follow people's footsteps anymore.

I know you're trying to tell me it's
better to go with what works already, but...

I just don't want to spend all my life
pretending to be someone I'm not.

 
LINK looks up at a very shocked HYDE, who is frozen in his expression.

 
Having concluded his speech, LINK starts to walk away. After he has walked out a few steps, HYDE snaps back
into reality and calls out behind him.
 

HYDE
I was just trying to help!

 
LINK side-eyes HYDE.
 

LINK
I don't need your help, Hyde.

I can do this on my own.
 

LINK starts to walk away, but HYDE speaks again.

HYDE
It's not easy to make your music famous, kid.

Your style is unique and...
I just don't want you to go through

the same things I went through.

LINK
Look, I really don't have time for a pep talk, ok?

I gotta go.

HYDE
I remember when I stood here

and argued with my parents about
wanting to make it as a singer-songwriter.

LINK
You did?

HYDE
It was so dumb.

LINK
You know, part of me doesn't care,

but part of me kind of wants to know more about you.

HYDE
So now you're interested? Alrighty then.

I was making music in middle school.
And when I got to high school,
I started being serious about it.

I came out on the streets and played for people.



I heard great things from them,
so I felt like I could make something out of myself.

So I booked a meeting with this record label.

 
INT. ELLIS' S OFFICE - DAY
ELLIS, a business manager in her twenties, sits across a highschool-aged HYDE. She dons a pair of cat-eye
glasses, a body-hugging suit set and shiny sky-high heels.
 

ELLIS
Hyde Michael, you are a senior in high school?

HYDE
Yup.

ELLIS
How much experience have you had with

music-making, Hyde?

HYDE
Oooh I don't know...7 years? Or is it eight-

ELLIS
(interrupts)

That's impressive.

HYDE
Th-thank you.

 
HYDE shuffles awkwardly in his seat while ELLIS writes in her notebook.

After a while, ELLIS abruptly closes her notebook and turns her attention to HYDE.

ELLIS
Hyde, I think your music is great.

However, there are a few things I would like to address.

HYDE
(v.o)

And that's when all hell broke loose.
 

CUT TO:
 

INT./EXT. HYDE PERFORMING IN DIFFERENT CIRCUMSTANCES - NIGHT

HYDE
(v.o) (cont'd)

My manager changed almost everything about me,
because she wanted me to have a bigger audience.

I got all the fame in the world,
but I never got to sing what I wanted to sing.

Tried speaking up once or twice
but no one gave a shit,

so I stayed a pushover who did it just for the money.

After seven years, I decided



I can't put up with this anymore.
So I packed my junk, waved goodbye

to those slave-drivers and never looked back again.
 

INT. MICKY'S BAR & GRILL - NIGHT

HYDE sluggishly walks in and collapses at the bar.

MICKY, the bar-owner in her 20s, approaches HYDE.
 

MICKY
Hi, can I get you anything?

HYDE
I...I‘m good.

 
MICKY discerns something in HYDE's expression.

MICKY
Long day?

HYDE
Yeah.

MICKY
Gotcha. We all get one every now and then.

 
HYDE buries his head in his hands.
 

MICKY
You sure you're okay?

HYDE
(muffled voice)
Yeah I'm fine.

MICKY
No, you're not. Let's talk about it.

HYDE
(v.o)

Mickey became one of my best friends.
She helped me through-

 
CUT TO:

 
EXT. STREET - NIGHT

LINK's phone alarm goes off again. The phone reads 7:50 pm.
 

LINK
Oh, shit! I got to run!

Nice talking to you, Hyde.
I'll-uh, I'll see you around.

 
LINK shoots one last look at HYDE before running to an incoming bus. He boards it shortly after.



HYDE watches the bus drive off into the darkness with a smile.

A melody emerges from his lips moments after.

HYDE
(softly)

ALONE ON THE STREET
I GOT NOWHERE TO GO

THE VOICES OF THE HATERS,
SHATTERING MY PRIDE

(amplified)
ALONE ON UNION STREET
I'VE GOT A SONG TO SING

BUT THE PEOPLE WALKING BY THEY DON'T
GIVE A DAMN!

OH HOW I WISH
SOMEONE WILL STOP AND LISTEN

TO MY VOICE AND TO MY SONG
I' VE GOTTA SCREAM AND SHOUT!

 
INT. BATA BUS - NIGHT

LINK
BUT IF YOU CAN'T GET THEM TO WATCH

AT LEAST YOU PROVED YOURSELF:
THAT YOU HAVE A DREAM

AND YOU'RE GONNA MAKE IT TRUE!
 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

HYDE
ALONE

ON THIS ROAD,
I DON'T KNOW WHERE TO GO.

BUT I GOT A SONG,
AND I GOTTA SING!

BOTH
ALONE!

ALL THIS LOAD
OF TROUBLES IN OUR WAY

BUT WE DON'T CARE WHAT ANYBODY
THINKS CAUSE WE KNOW THAT

OUR VOICES WILL BE HEARD
AND THAT'S ALL THAT MATTERS!

 
INT. BATA BUS - NIGHT

LINK
ALL MY LIFE I NEVER GOT TO

DO WHAT I WANNA DO.
MY DAD SAYS " NEVER TRY",

MY MOM SAYS " DON'T YOU CRY
WHEN YOU REALISE

THIS IS A WASTE OF TIME!"



 
EXT. STREET - NIGHT

HYDE
I DON'T THINK SO...

 
INT. BATA BUS - NIGHT

LINK
AND THERE'S NO WAY

I CAN CONVINCE THEM!
 

EXT. BRIDGE - NIGHT

HYDE
I STOOD ALONE AGAINST THE

PEOPLE WHO TOLD ME TO GIVE UP,
AND THEN THERE'S YOU, WHO

GAVE ME INSPIRATION!
 

INT. BATA BUS - NIGHT

LINK
I KNOW I'LL MAKE IT OUT THERE,NO
MATTER HOW MUCH TIME IT TAKES!

OH I KNOW I CAN DO IT EVEN IF I'M ON
MY OWN ON UNION STREET.

 
EXT. MICKY'S BAR AND GRILL - NIGHT
 

LINK
(cont'd)

I SING ALONE, ON THIS ROAD
I DON'T KNOW WHERE TO GO.

BUT I GOT A SONG,
AND I GOTTA SING!

 
INT. BATA BUS - NIGHT

BOTH
ALONE,

ALL THIS LOAD
OF TROUBLES IN MY WAY!

 
INT. MICKEY'S BAR & GRILL - NIGHT

HYDE walks into the bar. MICKY comes out to greet him.
 

BOTH
(cont'd)

BUT I DON'T CARE WHAT ANYBODY SAYS,
AND THAT'S THAT!

 
EXT. LINK'S HOME - NIGHT

LINK jumps off the Bata bus and makes a run for his house.
 



CUT TO BLACK:
 

 


