
1 
 

 

 

 

STREET GIGS 

 

“Pilot” 
 

Written by: 

Vanessa M. Chattman 

Episode Title: “The First Note” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WGA Registration #2322684



2 
 

 
EXT. CHICAGO - THE HONEYWELL THEATRE - DAY 

 

The iconic Honeywell Theatre stands proudly amidst the kinetic energy of downtown Chicago. 

Sunlight glints off the theatre's marquee, currently displaying a classic play. Pedestrians bustle 

past – businesspeople in suits, students with backpacks, tourists snapping photos. The air is alive 

with the symphony of city sounds traffic, distant sirens, snippets of conversations. 

INT. DAVID'S APARTMENT - DAY 

 

A cozy, slightly cluttered apartment filled with sheet music and the warm glow of a piano. 

DAVID HEATHWOOD, 30s, sits at his well-worn upright piano. His fingers dance across the 

keys, coaxing a complex, melancholic melody. He’s lost in the music, his eyes closed. 

 

The music swells, a powerful crescendo, then fades into a soft, lingering chord. David opens his 

eyes, a sigh escaping him. He looks at his hands, then around the room, a flicker of frustration 

crossing his face. 

 

INT. DANCE STUDIO - DAY 

 

A large, mirrored studio. REGINA HOLLISTER, 17, is a whirlwind of motion. Sweat glistens 

on her brow as she executes a series of sharp, dynamic contemporary dance moves. Her energy is 

palpable, a fierce determination radiating from her. She pushes through a difficult sequence, 

faltering slightly at the end. 

 

She stops, breathing heavily, staring at her reflection. She shakes her head, dissatisfied, and 

restarts the sequence, pushing harder. 

 

EXT. CHICAGO STREET CORNER - DAY 

 

KEITH PATERSON, 18, is sketching in a large pad, capturing the energy of the street. He’s 

dressed casually but stylishly. He pauses, looking up at the Honeywell Theatre. His gaze drifts to 

the other side of the street, where Susan and Linda are walking and talking animatedly. 

 

He then glances across to where Chante is rapping a rhythm to herself, tapping out beats on her 

thigh, a small crowd of momentarily captivated onlookers. Michael Watson is further down, 

setting up a portable easel, preparing to paint a street scene. 

 

Keith closes his sketchpad, a thoughtful expression on his face. He has a plan. 

FADE OUT. 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE 1 

INT. MR. PATERSON'S TRUCK - DAY 

 

MR. PATERSON drives his sturdy pickup truck through the dense downtown Chicago traffic. 

His son, KEITH, sits in the passenger seat, with a canvas bag at his feet. The truck is functional, 

not flashy, reflecting Mr. Paterson's no-nonsense approach. 

MR. PATERSON 

(Sighing, navigating a tight spot) 

Another Tuesday, another traffic jam. You'd think people would learn to use the 'L' more. 

 

KEITH 

(Eyes on his phone, then looks up) 

You know, Dad, I was thinking about the summer programming at the Honeywell. It’s great. 

venue, really. 

 

MR. PATERSON 

We’ve got a solid lineup booked, Keith. Classic revivals, a few experimental pieces. It’s what the 

patrons expect. 

 

KEITH 

Right, but it’s also a prime spot to showcase new talent. Fresh energy. Like David. He’s been 

practicing non-stop; his new compositions are incredible. He deserves a proper stage, not just 

coffee shops. 

 

Mr. Paterson glances at Keith, a slight frown forming. 

 

MR. PATERSON 

David’s a good musician, I’ve always said that. But he’s… older. He’s established in his own 

way. He doesn’t need us to hold his hand. 

 

KEITH 

He needs a break. And you know how much he’s been wanting to perform at Honeywell. He’s 

ready for it. 

 

MR. PATERSON 

Honeywell isn’t a charity, Keith. We book acts that draw. 

 

KEITH 

And I’m telling you; David will draw. His music is universal. Plus, I was thinking about Regina. 

Mr. Paterson’s grip tightens slightly on the steering wheel. 
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MR. PATERSON 

Regina? Your ex-girlfriend? Keith, that’s… complicated. 

 

KEITH 

She’s an amazing dancer, Dad. Truly gifted. She’s been working so hard. She’s got this raw 

power, this passion you don’t see every day. She’s perfect for a short showcase, maybe an 

opening act. 

MR. PATERSON 

(Skeptical) 

A dancer? We haven’t had a dedicated dance slot in years. And Regina… I remember her. She’s 

young. Is she even ready for a professional setting like this? 

 

KEITH 

She’s more ready than most. She’s got the drive. Just give her a chance. And David. Please. 

They’re both incredibly talented. It would mean the world to them. 

 

Mr. Paterson stays silent; his gaze fixed on the road. He’s clearly weighing the request. 

 

MR. PATERSON 

I’ll… consider it. But no promises. And I want to see what they can do first. No surprises. 

 

Keith beams, a genuine, hopeful smile. 
 

KEITH 
Thank you, Dad. You won’t regret it. 

SCENE 2 

 

INT. DAVID'S APARTMENT - DAY 

 

David is at his piano again, but this time he’s working on a faster, more upbeat piece. He’s 

focused, but weariness lingers. A knock at the door. 
 

 

(Without looking up) 

Come in, it’s open! 

 

Keith enters, carrying a large portfolio. 

DAVID 

 

 

 

 

KEITH 

Hey, maestro. Still composing the next symphony? 

 

DAVID 

(Chuckles, stops playing) 

Just trying to find a melody that pays the bills, man. How’s the art world treating you? 
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KEITH 

It’s… a hustle. But I’ve got good news. I talked to my dad. 

 

David turns on his stool, a spark of anticipation in his eyes. 
DAVID 

And? 

 

KEITH 

He said he’ll consider giving you a spot at the Honeywell. A short set, maybe. But it’s a foot in 

the door. 

 

DAVID 

(A wide smile spread across his face) 

No way! Keith, that’s… wow. I can’t thank you enough. I’ve been dreaming of playing there for 

years. The acoustics are incredible. 

 

KEITH 

He wants to see you play first. So, get ready. I told him you were ready. 

 

DAVID 

I am ready. I’ve got a new piece, something with a bit of jazz influence, a bit of soul. I think it’ll 

go over well. 

Keith sets down his portfolio. 

KEITH 

That’s great. And… I also put in a good word for Regina. 

David’s smile falters slightly. He knows history. 

DAVID 

Regina. Right. That’s… brave of you. 

KEITH 

She’s talented, David. Really talented. And she needs this. We all do. 

 

DAVID 

Yeah. We do. 

 

A beat of shared understanding, a recognition of their shared struggle for recognition. 



6 
 

SCENE 3 

INT. DANCE STUDIO - DAY 

 

Regina is in the middle of a fierce rehearsal. She’s working with a choreographer, a stern but 

encouraging woman named CHLOE (30s). Regina is pushing her limits, her movements sharp 

and precise, yet imbued with a raw, emotional quality. 

 

CHLOE 

Stronger, Regina! Feel the music in your bones! Don’t just execute, *emote*! 

 

Regina nods, pouring more energy into the routine. After a particularly demanding sequence, she 

stumbles slightly. 

 

CHLOE 

Breath, Regina. You’re fighting for the music. Let it flow through you. 

 

Regina takes a deep breath, then starts the sequence again, this time with a different intensity. 

She’s not just dancing; she’s telling a story. 

After the rehearsal, As Regina is wiping her brow. Keith enters, his sketchbook under his arm. 

KEITH 

Heard you were killing it. 

 

REGINA 

(Smiling, though tired) 

Just trying to survive. Chloe’s a perfectionist. 

 

KEITH 

Your dad’s going to give you a chance. A short showcase. 

Regina freezes, her eyes widening. 

REGINA 

Seriously? You actually talked to him? I thought you were kidding. 

 

KEITH 

He agreed to see you. You have to impress him. He’s tough, but he’s fair. 

REGINA 

(A mix of excitement and nerves) 

I can do this. I *have* to do this. This is everything. 

She looks at Keith, a flicker of their past relationship in her eyes, now overlaid with professional 

ambition. 
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REGINA (CONT'D) 

Thanks, Keith. Really. 
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KEITH 

Just show him what you can do. 

SCENE 4 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - AUDITION ROOM - DAY 

 

The audition room is smaller than the main stage but still imposing. MR. PATERSON sits at a 

table with a clipboard, his expression neutral. KEITH stands near the back, observing. DAVID is 

seated at a grand piano on a small, raised platform. 

 

DAVID 

(Clears throat) 

Good afternoon, Mr. Paterson. Keith. I’m David Heathwood. I’ll be performing an original 

composition. 

 

He begins to play. The music is sophisticated, layered, and full of emotion. Mr. Paterson listens 

intently, his pen occasionally making a note. The melody is captivating, building to a powerful, 

resonant finish. 

 

When David finishes, the room is silent for a moment. 

MR. PATERSON 

(Nods slowly) 

Impressive, Mr. Heathwood. Very polished. The piece has… depth. 

 

DAVID 

Thank you, sir. I’m hoping to bring this energy to your stage. 

 

MR. PATERSON 

We’ll be in touch. 

 

David offers a polite nod and exits, a hopeful tension in his shoulders. 

 

Next up is REGINA. She walks onto the platform, her presence commanding despite her youth. 

She doesn’t speak, just nods at the accompanist (a theatre staff member) and then to Mr. 

Paterson. 

 

The music starts – a dramatic, percussive track. Regina launches into her dance. She’s fluid, 

powerful, and incredibly expressive. She uses the space, her movements telling a story of 

struggle, defiance, and hope. Keith watches, mesmerized by her transformation. 

Mr. Paterson leans forward, his earlier skepticism giving way to a grudging admiration. Regina 

finishes in a striking pose, her chest heaving. 
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MR. PATERSON 

(After a pause) 

Remarkable energy, young lady. You certainly have passion. 

 

REGINA 

(Breathless but firm) 

Thank you, Mr. Paterson. I’m ready for this. 

MR. PATERSON 

We’ll be in touch. 

 

Regina nods, a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes, and exits. Keith catches her eye, giving her a 

subtle thumbs-up. 

Mr. Paterson looks down at his notes, then at Keith. 

MR. PATERSON 

She’s good, Keith. Very good. But she’s also very young. And… you two are involved. I need to 

be sure this is purely professional. 

 

KEITH 

It is, Dad. She’s got her own path. We’re just friends who happen to have crossed paths. 

 

Mr. Paterson raises an eyebrow, not entirely convinced, but he doesn't press the issue. He makes 

another note. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 

ACT TWO 

SCENE 1 

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY 

 

A trendy, bustling coffee shop. Keith sits at a table with SUSAN WHITFIELD, LINDA 

LANDCASTER, MICHAEL WATSON, and CHANTE WILLIAMS. They’re all eager, a 

palpable sense of anticipation hanging in the air. Cups of coffee and pastries are spread around. 

SUSAN 

So, Keith, any news? We’re all dying to know if your dad is opening the doors at the Honeywell. 

 

LINDA 

I’ve heard great things about the theatre’s acoustics. It would be perfect for my new ballad. 
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MICHAEL 

I was hoping maybe for some wall space. The lobby is so grand, it could really showcase some 

of my larger pieces. 

 

CHANTE 

Yeah, man, I’ve been working on this new track, it’s got this intense build-up, perfect for a live 

performance. Imagine it under those spotlights! Keith shifts uncomfortably, taking a sip of 

his coffee. 

 
KEITH 

Look, guys… I talked to my dad. He’s open to giving some people a shot. 

Their faces light up. 

SUSAN 

Oh, that’s amazing! Who did you mention? 
 

KEITH 
Well, I specifically talked about David, the pianist. And… Regina. 

A beat of silence. Their expectant smiles falter. 

LINDA 

Regina? The dancer? 
 

CHANTE 
What about us? You said he’s open to giving *people* a shot. 
 

KEITH 
(Hesitantly) 
He agreed to let Regina audition. And he’s considering David for a spot. That’s all I can 
get for now. He’s very particular about who gets on stage, especially with the new 
season coming up. 
 

SUSAN 
(A little deflated) 
Oh. So… just them? 
 

MICHAEL 
But we’re all artists, Keith. We’re all trying to get our work out there. 

KEITH 
I know, I know. It’s just… my dad has his ways. He’s old school. He needs to see… I 
don’t know, a proven track record. Regina’s audition went well, and David’s music really 
impressed him. 
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LINDA 
(Scoffs lightly) 
So, the ex-girlfriend and the best friend get the spotlight, and the rest of us are 
supposed to wait in the wings? That’s not exactly a group of friends supporting each 
other, is it? 
 

KEITH 
That’s not fair, Linda. I’m trying my best! It’s not easy convincing him. He’s worried 
about the theatre’s reputation, about the cost. 
 

CHANTE 
But we *are* the reputation, man! We’re the future! If we can’t even get a chance to 
show what we can do… 
 

KEITH 
I promise, I’ll keep pushing. I’ll find other opportunities. Maybe we can organize 
something ourselves, outside the theatre. 

Susan looks thoughtful. 
 

SUSAN 
Maybe we should. A street performance? A pop-up gallery? 
 

MICHAEL 
I’d be up for that. 
 
Linda shakes her head, unconvinced. 

LINDA 
Street performances don’t pay the rent, Michael. I need a real gig. 
 
Keith looks at his friends, seeing their disappointment and frustration. He feels the 
weight of their expectations, and his own guilt. 
 
SCENE 2 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - MR. PATERSON'S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Mr. Paterson is at his desk, reviewing contracts and schedules. The office is functional, 
filled with theatre memorabilia. Keith enters, looking nervous. 
 

KEITH 
Dad? You wanted to see me? 
 

MR. PATERSON 
(Gestures to a chair) 
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Sit down, Keith. I’ve been reviewing the audition tapes. David Heathwood is a fine 
pianist. Solid. He’ll get a small slot, a 15-minute set, before the main act on a Tuesday 
night. It’s not prime time, but it’s a start. 

Keith’s face brightens. 

KEITH 
That’s great! Thank you! 
 

MR. PATERSON 
And Regina Hollister. She’s… raw. Very raw. But there’s something there. A fire. I’m 
going to give her a 10-minute slot on a different night. It’s a risk. She’s young, and 
frankly, I don’t like the idea of you being involved professionally with your ex. It blurs 
lines. 
 

KEITH 
It’s purely professional, Dad. I just believe in her talent. And David’s. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
I understand you want to help your friends. That’s admirable. But this theatre is my 
livelihood. And yours, eventually. I have to be practical. This is a trial run for both of 
them. If they do well, perhaps we can talk about more. But if they falter… 

KEITH 
They won’t falter. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Let’s hope not. Now, about your artwork… I was looking at some of the pieces you 
brought. That abstract cityscape… it has a real energy to it. 

Keith looks surprised. 

KEITH 
You saw those? 
 

MR. PATERSON 
I’m not blind, Keith. You have talent. Perhaps after the season starts, we can find a 
place to display some of your work in the lobby. A small exhibit. 
 

KEITH 
(Excited) 
Really? That would be amazing! 
 

MR. PATERSON 
It’s a start. Just like David and Regina. Everyone has to start somewhere. 
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SCENE 3 

EXT. CHICAGO STREET CORNER - DAY 

A busy corner near a popular cafe. DAVID has set up his keyboard and a small 
amplifier. He’s playing a soulful, improvised piece, his eyes closed, lost in the moment. 
A small crowd has gathered, some tossing coins into his open piano case. 
 

Susan and Linda Walk by, on their way to lunch. They stop, recognizing David. 

SUSAN 
Is that David? Wow, he sounds incredible. 
 

LINDA 
(Nods, a hint of envy) 
Yeah, he’s good. But this is just… street music. I was hoping for something more. 
 

SUSAN 
It’s a start, Linda. And look, people are really enjoying it. 

Linda watches for a moment, then pulls Susan along. 

LINDA 

Come on. We’re going to be late. 
 
As they walk away, David opens his eyes and sees them. He offers a small, weary 
smile, then returns to his music, playing with renewed determination. 
 
SCENE 4 
 
INT. DANCE STUDIO - NIGHT 
 
The studio is empty except for Regina and her mother, MRS. HOLLISTER (40s), who is 
tired but supportive. Regina is still practicing, going over a particularly intricate part of 
her routine. 
 

MRS. HOLLISTER 
Honey, it’s late. You’ve been at this all day. 
 

REGINA 
I just need to get this transition perfect, Mom. It’s crucial. 
 

MRS. HOLLISTER 
I know, sweetie. But you need rest. And… how are things with Mr. Paterson? Did he say 
anything? 
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REGINA 
He said he’d be in touch. He saw me audition. And Keith… he really pushed for me. 

MRS. HOLLISTER 
Keith. That boy… He’s a good one, even if he and you… well. 

REGINA 
(Sighs) 
It’s complicated, Mom. But right now, this is about my future. About getting us out of this 
neighborhood, getting you a break from working two jobs. 
 
Mrs. Hollister walks over, puts a hand on Regina’s shoulder. 
 

MRS. HOLLISTER 
You don’t have to do it all yourself, Regina. We’re a team. Just promise me you’ll take 
care of yourself. That fire you have is amazing, but it can burn you out if you’re not 
careful. 
 
Regina leans her head against her mother’s hand, a rare moment of vulnerability. 
 

REGINA 
I promise. 
 
But her eyes drift back to the mirror, to her own reflection, and the relentless drive within 
her. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 

 
ACT THREE 
 
**SCENE 1 
 
INT. ART GALLERY - EVENING 
 
A small, chic gallery downtown. Keith’s paintings are displayed on the walls – vibrant, 
textured pieces that capture the spirit of Chicago. MICHAEL WATSON’s work also 
features more muted, introspective landscapes. A modest crowd mingles, sipping wine. 
 
Keith stands by one of his paintings, talking to a potential buyer. Michael is nearby, 
looking at his own work with a critical eye. 
 

KEITH 
(To buyer) 



15 
 

This piece is called ‘L Train Pulse.’ It’s about the rhythm of the city, the energy that 
moves through us. 

As the buyer moves on, Michael approaches Keith. 

MICHAEL 
Your work is really coming alive, Keith. This is a great showing. 
 

KEITH 
Thanks, Michael. It’s a start. Still feels like I’m shouting into the wind sometimes. 
 

MICHAEL 
I know the feeling. I’ve submitted my portfolio to three different galleries this month, and 
nothing. It’s like they want art that fits a mold, not art that pushes boundaries. 
 
Suddenly, MARK HARRISON, a well-dressed man with an air of authority, stops in front 
of Keith’s ‘L Train Pulse.’ He studies it intently, then turns to Keith. 

MARK HARRISON 
This is striking. The use of color, the implied movement… are you Keith Paterson? 
 

KEITH 
(Surprised) 
Yes, sir. I am. 
 

MARK HARRISON 
Mark Harrison. I’m curating an upcoming exhibition at the City Arts Center. We’re 
looking for emerging artists who capture modern urban experience. This piece… it has 
potential. 
 
Keith’s eyes widen. Michael looks on, a genuine smile for his friend. 
 

KEITH 
Thank you, Mr. Harrison. That means a lot. 
 

MARK HARRISON 
Keep painting. And perhaps you can show me more of your work next week? 
 

KEITH 
Absolutely. 
 
As Mark Harrison moves on, Keith turns to Michael, a wide, triumphant grin on his face. 

KEITH 
Did you hear that? City Arts Center! 
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MICHAEL 
That’s fantastic, Keith! See? Things are happening. 

SCENE 2 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - EVENING 
 
It’s the night of Regina’s performance. The lobby is buzzing with anticipation for the 
main act, but there’s a small, dedicated group gathered for the opening. Keith is there, 
looking sharp. Susan and Chante are with him, both radiating excitements. 
 

SUSAN 
I’m so nervous for her! Is she okay? 
 

KEITH 
She’s backstage, probably running through her routine a hundred times. She’s ready. 
 

CHANTE 
I hope your dad likes it. He’s got to see what we’re all capable of. 
 

LINDA LANDCASTER arrives, looking elegant. She approaches Keith. 

LINDA 
Hey. Just wanted to see how Regina’s doing. 
 

KEITH 
She’s backstage. Nervous, but ready. 
 

LINDA 
Good. She deserves this. And I heard David’s got a slot too. Lucky them. 

Her tone is polite, but there’s an edge of competitiveness. 

KEITH 
We’re all trying to make it work, Linda. 
 
Linda offers a small, tight smile and moves to find a seat. 
 
MR. PATERSON walks through the lobby, nodding to patrons. He pauses as he sees 
Keith, Susan, and Chante. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Keith. Supporting your friends tonight? 
 

KEITH 
Of course, Dad. 
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Mr. Paterson looks at the marquee, then back at Keith. He seems to be contemplating 
something. 

MR. PATERSON 
Regina’s about to go on. I’m curious to see what she brings. 

SCENE 3 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - STAGE - EVENING 
 
The house is light dim. A spotlight hits the small stage. Regina, dressed in a simple but 
striking costume, walks to center stage. The music begins – the dramatic, percussive 
track. 
 
Regina takes a deep breath and begins to dance. She’s electric. Every move is precise, 
powerful, and filled with raw emotion. She’s not just performing; she’s pouring her heart 
and soul into the piece. The audience is captivated. Keith watches from the wings, his 
heart pounding. Susan and Chante are in the audience, holding their breath. 
 
Mr. Paterson is in his usual seat in the theatre, his arms crossed, watching with an 

intense, unreadable expression. 

Regina finishes with a dramatic flourish, holding a powerful pose. The audience erupts 
in applause. It’s a standing ovation. Regina looks overwhelmed, tears welling in her 
eyes as she takes in the recognition. 
 
She bows, then exits the stage, her face radiant. 

SCENE 4 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS 

Regina rushes offstage, breathless and exhilarated. Keith is there, beaming. 

KEITH 
You were amazing, Regina! Absolutely incredible! 
 

REGINA 
(Laughing, tears streaming) 
I did it! I did it! 
 
She throws her arms around Keith in a spontaneous hug. He holds her tight for a 
moment, shared pride passing between them. 
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Just then, MR. PATERSON enters the backstage area. Regina pulls away from Keith, 
suddenly nervous. 

MR. PATERSON 
(Approaching Regina, a rare smile) 
Regina. That was… truly exceptional. You have a rare gift. 
 

REGINA 
Thank you, Mr. Paterson. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
I’ve been thinking. This little showcase… it was just a taste. I think the Honeywell could 
use more dance. Perhaps we can discuss a more substantial role for you in our spring 
season. 
Regina is stunned, speechless. 
 

REGINA 

Thank you. Thank you so much. 
 
Mr. Paterson then turns to Keith, his expression softening. 

MR. PATERSON 
And you, Keith. You have a good eye for talent. And your own art… I’ve decided. We’ll 
clear out that small alcove in the lobby. You can have a solo exhibition there for the 
month of August. 

Keith is stunned. 

KEITH 
Dad… wow. Thank you. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
You all have potential. It’s my job to nurture it, even if it means taking a few risks. Now, 
go celebrate. You’ve earned it. 
 
Mr. Paterson claps Keith on the shoulder, a gesture of genuine pride. He gives Regina a 
nod, then turns and walks away, leaving the three of them standing there, basking in the 
glow of their achievements. 
 
Keith looks at Regina, a sense of accomplishment and shared victory between them, 
transcending their past. 

KEITH 
See? I told you we’d get there. 
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REGINA 
(Smiling, wiping her eyes) 
You did. 

FADE OUT. 
 
 
 
EPILOGUE 
 
EXT. CHICAGO STREET CORNER - NIGHT 
 
The city lights shimmer. David is playing his keyboard again, this time on a slightly more 
prominent corner, drawing a larger, appreciative crowd. Susan Whitfield stands nearby, 
listening intently, to a look of inspiration on her face. 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - NIGHT 
 
Keith’s artwork is now displayed in the designated alcove. Patrons stop to admire his 
paintings as they enter the theatre. Michael Watson stands with him, proud. 
 
INT. DANCE STUDIO - NIGHT 
 
Regina is practicing, but this time with a newfound confidence, her movements even 
more powerful and assured. 
 
EXT. CHICAGO STREET - NIGHT 
 
Chante Williams is walking, headphones on, a new rhythm forming in her mind. She 
pulls out her phone, starts recording a voice memo, a smile playing on her lips. 
 
The spirit of the city, the drive of the artists, and the promise of future gigs continue. 

FADE TO BLACK. 
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FADE IN: 
 
EXT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - DAY 
 
A grand, historic theatre building stands amidst the bustling, modern downtown Chicago 
skyline. Its marquee, a classic design, is dark, with a "CLOSED FOR RENOVATIONS" 
banner draped across it. Traffic hums, pedestrians rush by. 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - DAY 

Dust motes dance in shafts of sunlight filtering through tall, arched windows. The lobby 
is in disarray: drop cloths cover ornate furniture, ladders stand against walls, and 
buckets of paint are stacked in corners. The air smells of fresh paint and old wood. 
 
MR. PATERSON (40s, pragmatic, tired but determined, dressed in work clothes) stands 
by a large, empty display alcove, examining the bare wall. He rubs his chin, deep in 
thought. 

KEITH PATERSON (18, observant, artistic, dressed in comfortable, paint-splattered 
clothes) enters, carrying a large, rolled-up canvas. He's got a focused intensity in his 
eyes. 
 

KEITH 
Dad, I found the perfect spot for the new mural. Right here. It'll catch everyone's eye as 
they walk in. 
 
Mr. Paterson turns, a faint smile touching his lips. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
You're already sketching? I thought we agreed to finish the structural repairs first. The 
new season isn't for another month. 
 

KEITH 
The sooner we get the art up, the sooner we feel like a theatre again, not a construction 
site. Besides, I've got some ideas for the main gallery space too. What about a rotating 
exhibition? Local artists. 
 
Mr. Paterson sighs, running a hand through his hair. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Keith, we're barely keeping the lights on as it is. Rotating exhibitions mean more 

overhead, more insurance, more marketing. We need a blockbuster show to get us 
back on solid footing. 
 

KEITH 
A blockbuster show brings in the crowds, but local artists bring in the community. It's 

about building a connection. 
 



21 
 

Keith unrolls his canvas slightly, revealing a vibrant, abstract sketch of Chicago's 
skyline, interwoven with musical notes and dancing figures. It's dynamic and hopeful. 
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Mr. Paterson studies it, a flicker of pride in his eyes. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
It's… ambitious. You're getting good, son. Really good. 
 

KEITH 
Thanks, Dad. Speaking of ambitious… I was thinking about the pre-show 

entertainment. You know, something to liven up the lobby before the main curtain. 

Mr. Paterson raises an eyebrow, sensing a new pitch. 

MR. PATERSON 
What's on your mind? 
 

KEITH 
My friend, David Heathwood. He's an incredible pianist. You've heard him play at the 
community center, right? He could play some classical pieces, maybe some jazz, set 
the mood. And Regina Hollister, my… my old friend. She's a dancer. Phenomenal. She 
could do a short, modern piece. Just a few minutes before the house opens. It'd be 
unique. 

Mr. Paterson walks over to a stack of financial ledgers on a makeshift desk. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
David… yes, I remember him. Talented. Regina… I'm not sure we have space for a 

dancer in the lobby. And what about fees? We're on a shoestring budget. 
 

KEITH 
They'd do it for exposure, Dad. Seriously. They just need a place to showcase their 

talent. It's a win-win. We get free entertainment; they get a professional venue. 
 
Mr. Paterson pauses, considering. He knows Keith's heart is in the right place, but he 
also knows the harsh realities of running a theatre. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Free, you say? And are they good? We can't have amateurs scaring off our patrons. 

 
KEITH 

They're far from amateurs. David's been playing since he was a kid. Regina's been 
training for years. They're ready for a stage like this. Please, Dad? Just a trial run? For 
the first week of the new season. If it doesn't work, we stop. 
 
Mr. Paterson looks at Keith, seeing the earnest plea, the hope for his friends. He thinks 
of the theatre's dwindling funds, the need for any innovative idea. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Alright, Keith. A trial run. But they must be professional. And if one note is off, or one 

step out of place, it's over. Understand? 
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KEITH 

Yes! Thank you, Dad! You won't regret it! 



24 
 

Keith beams, already imagining the possibilities. Mr. Paterson watches him, a mix of 
affection and apprehension. 
 
FADE OUT. 

ACT ONE 

EXT. CHICAGO STREET CORNER - DAY 

The vibrant energy of downtown Chicago. Taxis honk, people chatter, street performers 
entertain. 
 
DAVID HEATHWOOD (30s, gifted, patient, but with a weary edge) sits on a small stool, 
his portable keyboard set up on a stand. He plays a complex, soulful jazz piece. His 
fingers fly across the keys, creating intricate melodies that rise above the urban din. 
Passersby occasionally drop a few dollars into his open keyboard case, but most hurry 
past, barely noticing. David plays on, a distant look in his eyes. 
 
Keith approaches, a wide smile on his face. 

KEITH 
David! Man, you sound incredible as always. 

David finishes the piece, looks up, and offers a tired smile. 
 

DAVID 
Keith. Just another Tuesday. Making enough for coffee and a train ticket. 
 

KEITH 
Not for long. Guess what? I talked to my dad. He said yes! 

David's eyebrows shoot up. 

DAVID 
Said yes to what? Getting me a job painting set? Because my brush skills are… 

rudimentary at best. 
 

KEITH 
No, man! He said yes to you playing at the Honeywell! Lobby performances! Pre-show! 

You and Regina! 
 
David's face lights up, the weariness momentarily vanishing. 
 

DAVID 
Are you serious? The Honeywell? That's… that's big, Keith. That's a real stage. 

 
KEITH 
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It is! It's a trial run, but if it goes well, it could be regular. Think of the exposure! 
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DAVID 
Exposure doesn't pay rent, but it's a hell of a lot better than this corner. When do we 

start? 
 

KEITH 
As soon as the theatre reopens, in about a month. We should meet up, talk logistics. 
And I got to tell Regina. She's going to freak out. 

DAVID 
(A slight pause, a knowing look) 

Regina, huh? Still on good terms after… everything? 

KEITH 
We’re friends. We always will be. This is a huge opportunity for her. She deserves it. 
 

DAVID 
She absolutely does. She's got fire. 

Keith nods, looking around at the indifferent crowd. 
 

KEITH 
This is just the beginning, David. No more street corners. 
 
David smiles, a genuine, hopeful smile. He starts to play a more upbeat, triumphant 
melody. 
 
INT. DANCE STUDIO - DAY 
 
REGINA HOLLISTER (17, ambitious, fiery, dressed in worn but professional dance 
attire) is drenched in sweat, executing a powerful, intricate contemporary dance routine. 
Her movements are sharp, precise, full of raw emotion. The small studio is bare, save 
for a large mirror reflecting her focused intensity. 
 
She finishes, breathing heavily, but immediately criticizes her own form. 
 

REGINA 
No, no, not clean enough. The turn was sloppy. 

 
She replays the mental image, already preparing to try again. 

Suddenly, Keith appears in the doorway, clapping. 

KEITH 
Flawless, as always. 

 
Regina spins, startled, then her expression softens as she sees Keith. 
 

REGINA 
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Keith! What are you doing here? Don't you have a mural to paint? 
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KEITH 
I have news. Big news. You're not going to believe it. 

He walks further into the studio, excitement bubbling. 

KEITH 
> My dad agreed. The Honeywell Theatre. Pre-show entertainment. You and David. For 
the new season opening! 

Regina stares at him, her mouth slightly agape. Her exhaustion seems to vanish, 
replaced by pure shock and then elation. 

REGINA 
Honeywell? Are you serious? Keith, that's… that's huge! A real stage! No more talent 

shows in school gyms! 
 
She rushes forward and impulsively hugs him tightly. Keith is a little surprised, but hugs 
her back, happy to see her so thrilled. 
 

REGINA 
Oh my god, thank you, thank you, thank you! How did you convince him? He's so… 

traditional. 

KEITH 
I told him you were phenomenal. And that it was free. He likes free. It's a trial, but it's a 

foot in the door. 
 
Regina pulls back, her eyes shining. 
 

REGINA 
A foot in the door is all I need. This is it, Keith. This is my chance. I'm going to make 

him proud. I'm going to make everyone proud. 
 
She does a spontaneous pirouette, then a powerful leap, her energy contagious. Keith 
watches her, a sense of quiet satisfaction. 
 

KEITH 
I know you will. 

 
EXT. CHICAGO COFFEE SHOP - DAY 
 
Keith sits at an outdoor table with a group of friends, all artists in their own right. 
 
SUSAN WHITFIELD (20s, bright, earnest, carrying a sheet music folder) sips her 
coffee. 
LINDA LANDCASTER (20s, confident, polished, dressed fashionably) checks her 
phone. 
MICHAEL WATSON (20s, quiet, introspective, sketching in a notebook) doodles. 
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CHANTE WILLIAMS (18, vibrant, energetic, wearing headphones around her neck) taps 
a rhythm on the table. 
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KEITH 
So, Honeywell’s reopening in a month. Dad's still on the fence about the lobby art 

space, but I'm working on him. 
 

CHANTE 
Man, a real art space, that'd be dope. My spoken word pieces would kill in that 

acoustics. Imagine the reverb! 

SUSAN 
Or a proper stage for singing! I'm tired of open mics where half the audience is just 
waiting for their turn. 

LINDA 
Open mics are fine for practice, Susan. But real venues, that's where the opportunities 

are. Connections. 

MICHAEL 
I just need a wall. Somewhere people can actually stop and see. My last show was in a 

laundromat. 
 
Keith listens, a subtle tension in his posture. He’s just secured gigs for David and 
Regina, but the weight of his other friends' unspoken ambitions presses on him. 
 

KEITH 
Yeah, well, I'm pushing for it. For all of us. But Dad's got legacy on his mind. He wants 

to make sure the Honeywell comes back strong. 
 

CHANTE 
We're strong, Keith! We're the new blood! He just needs to see it. 
 
Keith forces a smile, avoiding eye contact with any one friend for too long. He knows he 
can't promise anything yet, and the burden of his partial success with David and Regina 
feels heavy. 

FADE OUT. 

ACT TWO 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - DAY 
 
Weeks later. The lobby is significantly cleaner, renovations nearing completion. The 
grand piano has been polished and moved into a prominent corner. The display alcove 
is still empty. 
 
Mr. Paterson supervises a crew installing new lighting fixtures. He looks less stressed, 
more focused. 
 
Keith is measuring the empty alcove, making notes in his sketchbook. 
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MR. PATERSON 

The new sound system is in. Stage is ready. Just final cleaning and we're good to go. 



32 
 

KEITH 
Good. I've been talking to David and Regina. They're both incredibly excited. David's 

been practicing new arrangements, and Regina's choreographing a piece specifically for 
the lobby space. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Let's hope it's not too… modern. We have a traditional audience base. 

KEITH 
It'll be perfect. They understand the theatre's aesthetic. 

Mr. Paterson nods, then points to the empty alcove. 

MR. PATERSON 
So, this art space of yours. You still planning to put your work there? 

KEITH 
That's the idea. I've got a new series of Chicago cityscapes, vibrant, full of life. It'll tie 

into the theatre's revival. 

MR. PATERSON 
Good. I want it to look sharp for opening night. Make sure it's professional. 
 

KEITH 
Absolutely. 
 
Keith feels a pang of guilt. He's putting his own work up, but he promised his friends. He 
needs to find a way to get them in too. 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - STAGE - DAY 
 
Regina is rehearsing her dance piece. She moves with grace and precision, utilizing the 
limited lobby-sized space she's envisioned. She's focused, intense, pushing herself. 
 
David sits at the grand piano, playing a soulful, melancholic piece that shifts into a more 
hopeful, rhythmic melody. He watches Regina, occasionally adjusting his tempo to 
match her movements. They're a natural duo. 
 
Mr. Paterson enters the theatre from the wings, observing them from a distance. He's 
impressed despite himself. David's music fills the space beautifully, and Regina's 
movements are captivating. 
 
He glances at Keith, who stands proudly watching them. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
They are good, I'll give you that. Better than I expected. 
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KEITH 
I told you, Dad. They're incredible. 
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Regina finishes her piece, breathing heavily. David concludes his music with a flourish. 
They look at each other, a shared sense of accomplishment. 
 

REGINA 
What do you think, Mr. Paterson? 
 

MR. PATERSON 
(A small, approving nod) 

Professional. Dynamic. Just make sure you don't block the flow of patrons. 

DAVID 
We'll be mindful of space, sir. 

 
REGINA 

We won't let you down. 
 
Mr. Paterson gives them a rare, genuine smile. 

MR. PATERSON 
See that you don't. 
 
He walks off, leaving Keith, David, and Regina to celebrate their small victory. 
 

REGINA 
He actually smiled! That's a good sign, right? 
 

DAVID 
For Mr. Paterson, that's practically a standing ovation. 

 
KEITH 

Relieved) 
Yeah, that's a good sign. 
 
EXT. CHICAGO ART GALLERY - NIGHT 
 
A bustling art gallery opening. Soft jazz plays. People mingle, sipping wine, admiring 
paintings. 
 
MARK HARRISON (30s, respected local arts critic and curator) stands by a painting, 
deep in conversation with a gallery owner. 
 
Keith, dressed in a smart casual outfit, approaches his friend MICHAEL WATSON. 
Michael stands nervously by his own painting – a haunting, evocative cityscape, darker 
and more introspective than Keith's vibrant style. 
 

KEITH 
Michael, your piece looks amazing. It really stands out. 
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MICHAEL 
Thanks, Keith. I just hope someone notices it. These things feel so exclusive. 
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KEITH 
> They will. You just need the right platform. 
 
Keith glances at Mark Harrison. An idea sparks in his mind. 
 

KEITH 
I'm going to talk to Mark Harrison. 

MICHAEL 
Mark Harrison? The critic? Keith, don't. He's intimidating. 

KEITH 
He's also influential. If I can get him to see our potential, maybe… 
 
Keith takes a deep breath and walks towards Mark Harrison. 

KEITH 
Mr. Harrison? Keith Paterson. My father owns the Honeywell Theatre. 

Mark Harrison turns, a polite but distant expression on his face. 

MARK HARRISON 
Ah, yes. The Honeywell. A Chicago institution. Heard you're reopening soon. 

KEITH 
We are. And we're trying to do something new. Bring more local talent into the theatre. 
Not just on stage, but in the lobby. Art, music, performance. We want to make it a hub 
for emerging artists. 
 

MARK HARRISON 
Interesting. Most theatres focus solely on the main production. 

 
KEITH 

We believe the entire experience matters. I'm putting up my own work in the lobby, but I 
also have friends, incredibly talented artists, who deserve a platform. Painters like 
Michael Watson, whose work you see here tonight. Singers, poets, dancers… 

Mark Harrison looks at Michael's painting, then back at Keith, a flicker of intrigue. 

MARK HARRISON 
"Emerging artists," you say. That could be quite a draw. But it needs to be curated, 
professional. Not a free-for-all. 
 

KEITH 
Absolutely. My father is very particular. We're talking quality. 

 
MARK HARRISON 

(A slight smile) 
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Perhaps I'll pay a visit once you're open. See what you're cultivating. 
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KEITH 
We'd be honored, Mr. Harrison. 
 
Keith walks back to Michael, a triumphant glint in his eye. 
 

KEITH 
He's coming. He's going to see your work, Michael. And everyone else's. 

Michael's eyes widened, a mix of fear and excitement. 

FADE OUT. 

ACT THREE 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - NIGHT (OPENING NIGHT) 
 
The lobby is transformed. It glows with warm light. Patrons, dressed in their finest, 
mingle. The air hums with anticipation. 
 
Keith's vibrant cityscapes are displayed prominently in the alcove, catching the light. 
They look professional and impressive. 

Mr. Paterson stands near the entrance, greeting arriving guests. He looks proud, though 
still a little tense. 
 
David is at the grand piano, playing a lively, inviting piece. His music fills the lobby, 
sophisticated and engaging. He's dressed smartly, looking confident. 
 
Regina, in a striking dance costume, moves gracefully through the crowd, performing 
short, fluid movements that draw attention without being intrusive. Her piece is modern 
but accessible, a beautiful complement to David's music. She catches the eye of several 
patrons, who pause to watch her. 
 
Keith watches them, beaming. They're both exceeding expectations. 
 
Susan, Linda, Chante, and Michael are among the patrons, having secured tickets from 
Keith. They watch David and Regina with a mix of awe and longing. 
 

SUSAN 
They're amazing. David's touch, Regina's flow… it's incredible. 
 

CHANTE 
Man, I wish I could get on that stage. Just a mic, a beat… 
 

LINDA 
Patience, Chante. This is a foot in the door for them. Maybe it opens up for others later. 

 
MICHAEL 
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Keith's art looks great too. He really pulled it off. 
 
Keith approaches them, a little sheepish. 
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KEITH 
Hey guys. What do you think? 
 

SUSAN 
It's fantastic, Keith! You really did it. 

 
CHANTE 

For them, anyway. 

Keith winces slightly. 

KEITH 
Look, I'm working on it. Dad's still a tough sell. But Mark Harrison is here tonight. I 
spoke to him about the theatre being a hub for emerging artists. He seemed interested. 
 
Their eyes widen. 

LINDA 
Mark Harrison? The critic? You got him here? 
 

KEITH 
He said he'd check out what we're "cultivating." If he sees enough potential, maybe he'll 
write about it. That could open doors for all of us. 
 

MICHAEL 
So, there's still a chance for the art space? 
 

KEITH 
I'm not giving up. 
 
Just then, Mark Harrison enters the lobby. He looks around, taking in the atmosphere, 
the art, the performances. His gaze lingers on David and Regina, then on Keith's 
paintings. He nods subtly. 
 
Keith catches his eye and gives a hopeful, polite nod. Mark Harrison offers a small, 
unreadable smile in return. 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - MR. PATERSON’S OFFICE - NIGHT 
 
Later, during intermission. Mr. Paterson is taking a rare moment to relax, leaning back 
in his chair, a satisfied look on his face. 
 
Keith enters, knocking lightly. 
 

KEITH 
 
Dad, it's a packed house. And everyone's talking about David and Regina. They're a hit! 



41 
 

 
MR. PATERSON 

(Smiling) 
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They are. I'll admit, I had my doubts. But they've added a real spark. Good call, son. 
 

KEITH 
Thanks. And the art looks good too, right? 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Your work is excellent, Keith. It adds a touch of modern flair. 

KEITH 
So, about the rotating exhibitions… Michael Watson, the painter, his work is evocative. 

And Susan, she's got a voice that could fill this entire theatre. And Chante, her spoken 
word is powerful. Imagine what they could do here. 
 
Mr. Paterson's smile fades slightly. He picks up a pen, twirling it. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
Keith let's not get ahead of ourselves. David and Regina are a trial. A successful trial, 

yes, but still a trial. We need to focus on the main show, on getting the theatre back on 
its feet. One step at a time. 

KEITH 
But Dad, this is how we connect with the community. This is how we find the next big 
thing. The Honeywell could be known as the place where new talent gets its start. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
And how do we pay for all this "new talent"? Exposure doesn't pay the electric bill. I 
have a legacy to uphold, not a charity to run. 

KEITH 
> It's an investment! In the future of the theatre, and in the future of these artists. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
(Firmly) 
We'll revisit this, Keith. For now, let's enjoy the success of opening night. Don't push 
your luck. 

Keith's face falls. He understands his father's pragmatism, but it stings. 
 

KEITH 
Understood. 
 
He exits, disheartened. Mr. Paterson watches the door close, a conflicted expression on 
his face. 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - NIGHT 
 
After the main show, patrons are filing out. David and Regina are still performing a final, 
triumphant piece. They’re both glowing, soaking in applause and compliments from 
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passing audience members. 
 
Mark Harrison approaches them, a small notebook in hand. 
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MARK HARRISON 
Excellent work, both of you. Mr. Heathwood, your command of the keys is remarkable. 

Ms. Hollister, your movements are truly expressive. A delightful surprise to the theatre 
experience. 
 

DAVID 
Thank you, Mr. Harrison. That means a lot. 

REGINA 
We appreciate you noticing. 

MARK HARRISON 
I'll be writing about tonight's performance. And I'll be sure to mention the unique pre- 

show entertainment. I'm always looking for fresh voices, new talent. 
 
He glances at Keith's art, then back at David and Regina. 

MARK HARRISON 
Honeywell is certainly cultivating something interesting. Keep up the good work. 

He nods and walks away. 

David and Regina exchange excited glances. 
 

REGINA 
He's going to write about us! This is it, David! 
 

DAVID 
I know! Finally, something more than spare change. 
 
Keith approaches them, having overheard. He manages to smile, but it's strained. 
 

KEITH 
That's amazing, guys. Congratulations. 
 

REGINA 
We couldn't have done it without you, Keith. Thank you. 

 
DAVID 

Seriously, man. You really came through for us. 
 
Keith feels a surge of pride for his friends, but also a growing pressure. He's opened the 
door for two, but what about the rest? He looks at Susan, Linda, Chante, and Michael, 
who are still watching from a distance, their faces a mixture of happiness for their 
friends and a quiet yearning. 
 
INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - NIGHT (LATER) 
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The lobby is almost empty. Mr. Paterson is overseeing the cleaning crew. 



46 
 

Keith is carefully taking down one of his paintings. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
What are you doing? I thought you wanted your art here. 
 

KEITH 
I do. But I also have other friends who deserve a shot. Michael Watson, for example. 
His style is completely different, but it's powerful. 

Mr. Paterson sighs, rubbing his temples. 

MR. PATERSON 
Keith, we just had this conversation. 

 
KEITH 

I know. But if we're going to be a hub for emerging artists, we need to actually show 
emerging artists. I'll rotate my own work out. Let Michael put one of his pieces here for a 
week. Just one. Let's see what happens. 

Mr. Paterson looks at the empty space where Keith's painting was. He looks at Keith's 
determined face. He sees his son’s unwavering belief in his friends, and in the theatre’s 
potential beyond just traditional shows. He also remembers Mark Harrison's words 
about "cultivating something interesting." 
 

MR. PATERSON 
(Reluctantly) 

One piece. For one week. And you handle all the logistics. No extra cost to the theatre. 

Keith's face lights up. 

KEITH 
Deal! Thank you, Dad! You won't regret it. 

 
Mr. Paterson shakes his head, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on his lips. 
 

MR. PATERSON 
I'm starting to think my biggest challenge isn't the theatre's legacy, it's your ambition. 

 
KEITH 

They're connected, Dad. They always have been. 

Keith hurries off, already pulling out his phone to call Michael. Mr. Paterson watches 
him go, a sense of both dread and a strange, burgeoning hope for the future of The 
Honeywell. 

FADE OUT. 

EPILOGUE 
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EXT. CHICAGO STREET CORNER - NIGHT 
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The city lights shimmer. David is playing his keyboard again, but this time, he’s on a 
slightly more prominent corner, near a popular park. He’s dressed well, and there's a 
small, appreciative crowd gathered, some stopping to record him on their phones. He 
plays with renewed vigor, a lightness in his touch. 
 
Susan Whitfield stands nearby, listening intently, to a look of inspiration on her face. 
She subtly sings along to his melody, her voice a soft hum, testing out a new harmony. 
She looks up at the sky, a quiet determination in her eyes. 

INT. HONEYWELL THEATRE - LOBBY - NIGHT 

The theatre is open for another evening. Keith’s artwork is still displayed in the 
designated alcove, but now, nestled alongside his vibrant pieces, is one of Michael 
Watson's evocative, introspective paintings. Patrons stop to admire both, discussing the 
contrasting styles. 
 
Michael Watson stands with Keith, a rare, proud smile on his face as people gaze at his 
work. 
 

MICHAEL 
I can't believe it, Keith. People are actually seeing it. 

KEITH 
This is just the beginning, Michael. 

INT. DANCE STUDIO - NIGHT 

Regina is practicing. This time, her movements are even more powerful and assured, 
imbued with newfound confidence. She's not just practicing steps; she's performing, 
imagining a much larger stage, a bigger audience. She's pushing her boundaries, 
creating something bolder. 
 
EXT. CHICAGO STREET - NIGHT 
 
Chante Williams is walking, headphones on, a new rhythm forming in her mind. She's 
not just listening; she's creating. She pulls out her phone, starts recording a voice 
memo, her lips moving silently as she lays down a new spoken-word piece, a smile 
playing on her lips. The city lights reflect in her eyes, full of untapped potential. 
 
The spirit of the city, the drive of the artists, and the promise of future gigs continue. 

FADE TO BLACK. 


