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INT. CAMPAIGN AFTER-PARTY—NIGHT

BUCKY, (20's), slightly clueless, an artist and poet, at Xi Chi's restaurant, watches election results shown on a TV over the bar with MUFFLES, (30), a campaign worker.

MUFFLES
Well, looks like you lost two to one.

BUCKY

That it does.

MUFFLES

At least you can console 

yourself with the fact that you 

didn't even want to win. You just 

wanted to impress that girl, Marthy. 

Did it work?
BUCKY
Guess not. She's not here, is she?

MUFFLES
I heard she was going to be at 
Hookie'e event.

BUCKY

Hookie's? Where?
MUFFLES
Bonks Bar.

INT. BONKS BAR—NIGHT
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MARTHY, (20's), dark-haired, lovely, is talking to some of her gorgeous, hot girlfriends. Bucky

interrupts. He taps Marthy on the shoulder.
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BUCKY

So, what if I lit up the whole

city?

MARTHY

What city?
BUCKY
This city—Reno.

MARTHY

You're going to light up the whole

city of Reno?

BUCKY

Right—what if I did? Would you go

out with me then?

MARTHY

If you lit up the whole city?

What do you mean?

BUCKY

If the whole city was in lights—

Christmas lights—and if, just for you, 

I could turn them on—like with the 

snap of my fingers—

MARTHY

What? Snap of—

BUCKY

Right—if I did that—would you go out

with me?

MARTHY

Sure, Bucky—if you could light up the 

whole city of Reno, with like, 

Christmas lights—and, what did you say?

BUCKY

With the snap of my fingers—

MARTHY

Okay, with the snap of your fingers—

light up the whole city of Reno 

with Christmas lights—

Yes, then I'd go out with you.

BUCKY

Okay, it's a deal.

He sticks out his hand to shake. Marthy's not too sure.

MARTHY

Alright—it's a deal.

She shakes his hand.

MARTHY (Cont.)

I gotta go.
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INT. SMALL LOCAL BAR—DAY

BUCKY, (30's), is playing a piano behind the bar. Behind him is a mural of a lake with a canoe and a paddle. Bucky is singing.

BUCKY

Santa Claus,

a guy named Santa Claus,

is comin' 

to Reno, Nevada.

Little goodies in his sleigh,

Santa Claus,

a guy named Santa Claus

is comin' 

to Reno, Nevada.

FRED, ( 50's), sitting behind bar, is reading a newspaper, there are no customers.

FRED

Jeez, Buck, don't you know anything else?

It's not even Thanksgiving.

BUCKY

Right, Fred. I'll get the guitar.

FRED

Thank God.

Bucky pulls out guitar. Starts singing.

BUCKY

I”m an artist,

I'm a poet—

you might get a little upset about it.

I'm a writer,

I'm an artist—

I write about people.

You might get a little upset about it.

I'm an artist,

I'm a poet—

I live in a motel.

Stops singing.

BUCKY

What do you think?

FRED

I don't know—kind of a downer.

BUCKY

Yeah, I guess.

FRED

Listen, Buck. It's getting late.

You got to do the ladies.

Bucky does a few chords and sings.

BUCKY

I got to do the ladies—

Come on ladies—let me
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