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EXT. "ZEITGEIST" NIGHTCLUB - DAY

New Orleans.  Frenchmen Street. The edge of the Faubourg
Marigny--where the French Quarter runs headlong into the
real city.  This is where the musicians, the artists, the
weirdos all live and play.

Outside a hole-in-the-wall nightclub, an authentic New Orleans
jazz funeral parade stands at the ready, with a small and
eclectic group of second liners.  A uniformed BANDLEADER
steps up.

BANDLEADER
Many of you may not have known Mr.
Jacques Johannsen in life, but we
come here...to his second home...to
celebrate his life and wish him
Godspeed on his next journey.  Amen.

The CROWD answers back with a clumsy, but heartfelt, AMEN.

BANDLEADER (CONT'D)
"Nearer my God..."

The bandleader holds his trumpet up to his lips and sounds
out the first note.  The band joins in and follows the leader,
slowstepping down the street to the dirge.

As the second line sashays away behind the band, three
onlookers remain.  LIVVY CHALEUREUX, 28 and obnoxiously
gorgeous despite some haggard edges, watches for a beat before
turning to HENRY GEIST, a ruggedly handsome, yet oddly pale,
25-year old.

LIVVY
Another regular leaving for greener
pastures.  Good ol' Jackie.  Paid
his tab up first day of every month. 
Well, most of it at least.

HENRY
Someone's bound to fill his stool.

LIVVY
You think so?

JACQUES JOHANSSEN, an elderly African-American man--
surprisingly vertical for a dead man--leans up against a
door frame, his arms crossed.

JACQUES
I ain't goin' nowhere.

Livvy walks right by Jacques and into the darkness of the
club.  She doesn't see him.
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HENRY
Jackie says he ain't going.

Livvy turns back to Henry.

LIVVY
Is that so?  

JACQUES
I like it here.  Ain't got nowhere
else to be.

LIVVY
He's welcome to stay, as long as he
don't scare away the paying customers.

JACQUES
Shit, girl.  You ain't got no paying
customers to scare away.

Livvy turns back and walks into the club.

HENRY
Now, Jackie, the Zulus were kind
enough to throw you a funeral party,
don't you think they'd want the guest
of honor to join them?

JACQUES
What I got waiting for me?  A rent-a-
hole in the big wall?  Waitin' for a
spot to open up in the oss'awary
pit?  

Jacques stares wide-eyed at Henry.  Henry shrugs.

JACQUES (CONT'D)
Sheeet.  Like you one to talk.  How
long it been?  Two years?

HENRY
Three, but--

JACQUES
But nothin'.  If you ain't leavin',
I ain't leavin'.

A YOUNG GIRL sprints back from the second line.

YOUNG GIRL
Mr. Jacques!  Ain't you comin' along?

She grabs Jacques hand and pulls.  Jacques resists.
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JACQUES
You hold on there, missy.  Mr. Jacques
ain't ready to go just yet.

YOUNG GIRL
But you gotta go now, Mr. Jacques. 
You gonna get left behind.

JACQUES
Maybe Mr. Jacques wants to left
behind.  You ever think of that.

YOUNG GIRL
I got left behind. 

Jacques looks at Henry.  Henry shrugs.

YOUNG GIRL (CONT'D)
Momma wouldn't let me go.

Jacques eyes fill with tears.

HENRY
No one holding you back, Jackie.

The girl pulls on Jacques again.

YOUNG GIRL
They gettin' away, Mr. Jacques. 

Jacques stumbles forward, staring down at the girl.

YOUNG GIRL (CONT'D)
Don't you worry, Mr. Jacques.  I
knows a short cut.  We'll get you
where you need to go.

Jacques continues to stumble toward the parade.  He looks
back to Henry.

JACQUES
Where she takin' me, Mr. Geist?

HENRY
Everyone's trying to get to that
bar, Jackie. 

Jacques smiles and turns back to the young girl.  She smiles
back at him.  As they march off toward the parade, they fade
away.

Henry watches the funeral for a beat.  He turns to look into
bar.  He watches Livvy, alone at the bar, nursing a tumbler
of bourbon.
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He fades into the wall.

INT. NIGHTCLUB OFFICE - DAY

In a claustrophobic, chaotic, blacked-out back office,
something on the couch, buried under ratty blankets and
scattered ledger books stirs.  And moans.

A BANG and CLATTER from the door.  The thing on the couch,
Livvy, jolts upright.

From the other side of the door...

ELOELLE  (O.S.)
Livvy!  You up yet, sugar?

Livvy pulls matted hair from her swollen eyes.  Another late
night with too much bourbon and too many tears has only yet
begun to dim her sweetly Southern visage.

LIVVY
What time is it, Elly?

ELOELLE YOLO, 23, a petite, pre-op transsexual, opens the
door.  Harsh light FLOODS the office.

ELOELLE
It's time for you to get yo' lazy
ass up, Miss Boss Lady.

Livvy flops back down on the couch.

LIVVY
Tell Mr. DeMille I'm not ready for
my close-up.

ELOELLE
Mr. DeMille?  He say his name was
Anderson.

LIVVY
Anders...? Wait.  What?

ELOELLE
The parish man.  Mr. Anderson. 
Somethin' about cabaret taxes or
some shit--

Livvy GROANS...and possibly vomits.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
I'll let him know you up, then.

Eloelle covers her mouth and quickly closes the door.
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Livvy rolls off the couch, staggers to the door, and flips
on the overhead fluorescents.  They are not kind to her.

HENRY
Jesus, Liv, you look like hell.

The light reveals Henry, leaning against a far wall. 

LIVVY
Yeah?  What the hell do you know
about hell, Henny?

Livvy tramps around the room, trying to get her shit together.

HENRY
Cabaret taxes, huh?  Didn't I tell
you those were due?

LIVVY
You told me four months ago.

HENRY
Four months?

LIVVY
Feels like yesterday?

Livvy pauses in front of Henry and stares.  Henry looks around
for a moment, sees something on the floor, looks back and
then...DISAPPEARS.

Livvy leans down and picks her bra off the floor where Henry
had been standing.  Henry reappears behind her.

HENRY
Yeah.  Everything does these days, I
guess.

Livvy walks by Henry and out the door.

INT. ZEITGEIST NIGHTCLUB - DAY

Livvy staggers down a hallway into the open expanse of a
nightclub that care forgot.  A sweaty, fat man in a linen
suit, MR.  ANDERSON, stands up from a bar stool, clutching
some folded paperwork.

ANDERSON
Miss Chaleureux, how do you do this
fine day?

Livvy musters up her best gracious smile, under the
circumstances.
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LIVVY
Elly, why didn't you offer Mr. 
Anderson some iced tea--or maybe
you'd prefer something a little
stronger to battle this heat, Mr.
Anderson?  An Abita?

Anderson thinks it over, but suddenly remembers his task.

ANDERSON
Miss Chaleur--

LIVVY
Oh please, Mr. Anderson, call me
Olivia.

ANDERSON
Olivia?  My, what a charming--Now
you just wait here a minute, Miss
Chaleureux, I did not venture out in
the midday sun to engage in
pleasantries. 

ELOELLE
We ain't got none of those anyway,
honey.

Livvy shoots Eloelle a look.

ANDERSON
Miss Chaleureux, this official paper
I hold--

Eloelle walks over from the bar and places a glass of iced
tea into Mr. Anderson's free hand.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Oh, thank you, dear.  Now, this paper--

Anderson holds out the glass of iced tea.  He stares at it
for a moment.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Now where did I put that paper?

Anderson sets down the iced tea and pats down his
pockets...until he realizes that the papers are in his other
hand.

HENRY 
Bright fellows they're hiring over
at the parish office these days.
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ANDERSON
This paper, that I now officially
deliver to you, Miss Chaleureux--

Anderson tries to hand the papers over to Livvy.

LIVVY
Oh, Mr. Anderson, I couldn't.

ANDERSON
Couldn't what?

LIVVY
I couldn't possibly accept, Mr.
Anderson.  I mean, I barely even
know you.

Anderson's face contorts with befuddled embarrassment.  He
picks up the iced tea and pulls a long gulp.

Henry APPEARS next to Livvy.

HENRY
We only dated two weeks before you
asked me to marry you.

LIVVY
Yes, dear.  But you didn't say yes
until you met my trust fund.

ANDERSON
Trust fund?  Oh, I'm so relieved,
Miss Chaleureux.  I was so worried
that we'd have to call the sheriff
this time.

ELOELLE
Wouldn't even know to change the
calendar without a regular visit
from the sheriff round here.

HENRY
Good ol' trust fund, buddy o' mine. 
Whatever happened to that guy anyway?

LIVVY
I'm so sorry, Mr. Anderson.  I do
believe we've had a slight
miscommunication.  I'm afraid I am,
once again, quite unable to take on
the extra burden of a tax bill at
this point in time.

Livvy walks over to Mr. Anderson and begins to guide him
toward the door.
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ANDERSON
Miss Chaleureux!  Do you take me for
a fool?

HENRY
Watch it, pal.  She's taken plenty a
fool already.

Mr. Anderson forces the papers into Livvy's hands.

ANDERSON
Miss Chaleureux, consider yourself
officially served.  If I leave this
establishment until full payment of
this bill is settled, I will be forced
to return with an eviction notice. 

Livvy slyly returns the papers to Mr. Anderson's front coat
pocket.

LIVVY
And which bill would that be, Mr.
Anderson?  Have you forgotten your
papers again?

Anderson stares at Livvy's empty hands and stammers.

ANDERSON
But...they were just--

LIVVY
Elly, did you put something in Mr.
Anderson's iced tea again?  Mr.
Anderson, you know you shouldn't be
drinking on the job like that?

ANDERSON
But--

Livvy turns Mr. Anderson toward the door again.  He stops.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Miss Chaleureux.  I am sorry, but we
cannot continue like this.  Do we
need to go to your Daddy's office to
resolve this matter?

Livvy stops and stares at the floor.  Henry disappears.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
No?  So you will pay this tax bill?

Anderson pushes the paper onto Livvy's chest.  Without looking
up, she takes it from him.
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ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Shall I let you retrieve your cash
box, then?

Livvy looks up with surprise.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
No checks, Miss Chaleureux.  We've
already played that game.  I will
require the 3,469 dollars and 35
cents you owe in cash or a cashier's
check.

Livvy looks to Eloelle.  Eloelle shakes her head.

Suddenly, the lights FLARE up.  A chandelier shakes violently. 
The lights DROP out and then STROBE.

Anderson backs up to the bar, wide-eyed and slack-jawed.  He
stares at Livvy who returns a wise-ass smirk.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
I'll be back tomorrow, Miss
Chaleureux.  I swear!

The PA system shrieks with feedback.  Anderson flees to the
door.

ANDERSON (CONT'D)
--Or maybe next week!

The light show blinks out and the feedback fizzles away as
soon as Mr. Anderson runs out.

ELOELLE
We gots to get that fuse fixed, Livvy. 
Gonna be the death of us some day.

LIVVY
(To Henry)

Thanks, baby.  I owe ya.

INT. ZEITGEIST NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

A slow night at the club.  Livvy sits at the bar nursing a
bourbon on the rocks--with a cherry and an umbrella.  An old
dude on the piano, MR.  QUALITY JONES, sings something like
a cross between Tom Lehrer and Screaming Jay Hawkins. 

A distinguished older gentleman, ALGERNON CHALEUREUX, saunters
into the club and looks around with a certain amount of
disdain.  When she sees him, Eloelle jumps out from behind
the bar to greet him.
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ELOELLE
Algy, baby!

She gives him a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.

ALGY
Miss Yolo, don't you look fine?

ELOELLE
Why, yes I do.  Thank you for
noticing, you sweet young thing.

Livvy stashes her drink.

LIVVY
Daddy.  What brings you down to the
Quarter?

ALGY
Why am I unsurprised to discover
that my only daughter has neglected
to remember her dinner date with her
incredibly doting father?

LIVVY
Oh, Daddy, I'm so sorry.  I just
completely--It's just been so busy.

The song ends and is replaced by silence.

ELOELLE
It's a full-time job just to keep
the capacity below the fire code up
in here.

ALGY
I'm sure it is.

LIVVY
I just don't think I can leave right 
now, Daddy.

ALGY
Well now, my dearest, I'm afraid I'm 
gonna have to put my foot down on 
this one.  

LIVVY
But Daddy--

ELOELLE
I ain't got nothing goin' on. 

Livvy gives Eloelle a look that sends her back behind the 
bar.
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ALGY
Reggie's keeping the car runnin' out 
there, baby.  Now let's get a move 
on.  

LIVVY
I just can't--

ALGY
Olivia Renee Chaleureux, you get out 
to that car right this minute.  You're 
not too old for me to bend you over 
my knee, ya hear?

ELOELLE
Oooh--

Algy holds the door and Livvy sulks out.  As she walks away, 
Henry appears and stares out the window watching her go.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Livvy and Algy hunker down in a sumptuous, dimly lit booth 
in an ostentatious dining room.  A chilly silence divides 
them.  They both drink heavily.

LIVVY
So, Daddy.  You got me here.  What's 
up?

Algy tries to swallow an ice cube while he answers

ALGY
Well, sweetie, I've got some news to 
share with you, but...

Algy's face puckers and turns red.  He CHOKES on the ice 
cube.

LIVVY
But what?...

Beat

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Daddy?

She sees Algy choking.  She rushes over and starts beating
on his back.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Somebody help me!

She beats harder on Algy's back.  He continues to choke.
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A BUSBOY walks by the booth, sees the conflagration, and
sprints away.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Anybody!  Help!

A WAITRESS rushes into the booth and joins in Livvy's beating
of Algy's back.  To no avail.

WAITRESS
Hit him harder!  We gotta hit him
HARDER!

Clearly, they do not.

A smart-looking young man in a designer suit, JUDE STOLLE,
29 and smooth, bursts into the booth.  He pushes his way in
between the flailing women, wraps his strong arms around
Algy's midsection, and YANKS BACK--

The ice cube FLIES out of Algy's mouth.

LIVVY
Jude?

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT (LATER)

Livvy, Algy, and Jude enjoy dessert and coffee in good
spirits.  Algy and Jude bookend Livvy, making her seem small
and protected.

JUDE
...So then I said to him, "put it on
my bill!"

Livvy cracks up.

ALGY
You told that ol' duck joke to Mick
Jagger?

LIVVY
Did he get it?

JUDE
The joke or the irony?

They all laugh.

After a beat...

LIVVY
So, what brings you to Nawlins anyway,
Judy?
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Jude looks to Algy.

ALGY
Oh my God, with the near death
experience and all, I nearly forgot.

LIVVY
Daddy?

ALGY
Olivia, sweetheart, you know that
nightclub of yours was my wedding
present to you and Henry...

LIVVY
Yes?

ALGY
Well, you didn't exactly, you know,
get married.

LIVVY
Henry died!  At his Bachelor Party!

ALGY
Now listen here, Livvy.  I know that
Henry would have run that club just
fine.  Boy had a real knack for
finding talent--

LIVVY
It was our club, Daddy.  It was our
dream.  What does Jude have to do
with this?

A beat.  Looks are exchanged.

ALGY
Henry never signed the deed, Livvy. 
The club, well the building at least,
still belongs to me.

LIVVY
So, sign it over to me.

Another beat.

ALGY
You know I love you, darlin', but
maybe you're just not cut out--

LIVVY
Not cut out?  Not cut out?
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JUDE
Liv, your father just wants what's
best for you.

LIVVY
Best for me?  And what the hell do
you want, Jude? 

ALGY
I'm selling the club to Axis.

LIVVY
AXIS?  Those motherfucking corporate
rock bastards?

JUDE
Those are my motherfucking employers,
Liv.

LIVVY
You?  Axis?  But...

JUDE
I know.  I know.  But that was a
whole other life ago, Liv.

LIVVY
Henry trusted you!  You were his
Best Man.

JUDE
This is what Henry would want, Livvy. 
He'd want you to be taken care of.

Livvy tries to speak, but the anger cuts her off.

ALGY
We both want what's best for you,
baby.

Livvy stares at Algy for a moment.  Her mouth moves, but
nothing comes out.  

ALGY (CONT'D)
Livvy, baby?  Are you O.K.?

JUDE
Do I need to get the Heimlich ready
again?

Livvy pushes forward toward the table.  She starts to her 
left, but can't find her way past Jude.  She turns to the 
right--hemmed in by her Big Daddy.  
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With no easy way out, Livvy thrusts her torso up and over 
the table.  She hastily clambers over the table top, CRASHING 
through the remnants of the meal.

At the edge, she goes ass over teakettle onto the floor.  
With nary a look back, she quickly rises up and out of the 
restaurant.  Algy and Jude watch her go, struck dumb for a 
moment.

JUDE (CONT'D)
I'd say that went as well as could 
be expected.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

To a mostly empty club, Livvy sits at the piano and bangs 
away with an angry (and a bit drunk) version of "The Curse 
of an Aching Heart."  In spite of the edge, Livvy's talent 
and passion-filled, Bessie Smith-like voice is undeniable.

LIVVY
(Singing)

You made me what I am today  
I hope you're satisfied  
You dragged and dragged me down until 
The soul within me died

Livvy stares down the one bar PATRON paying her any attention.  
Under the power of her glower, he quickly throws some cash 
down on the table and stumbles out the door.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
You shattered each and ev'ry dream 
Fooled me right from the start 
And though you're not true, may God
fuck you 
That's the curse of an aching fucking
heart.

Livvy ends the song by slamming down the keyboard cover.  
She gets up and curtsies with a plastered smile.  The "crowd" 
mumbles softy with approval.

Livvy wobbles over to the bar with an empty tumbler.  Eloelle 
sits behind the bar, reading a magazine.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Elly, make me another one these here 
drinky drinks.

Eloelle doesn't even look up.
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ELOELLE
We're fresh out of drinkies, Boss
Lady.  Don't you think you've had
enough, anyways?

Holding up her own head becomes too much of a burden for
Livvy.

LIVVY
(Muffled)

You're not my Dad, Elly.  Please
don't be my Dad.

ELOELLE
You need to be more grateful to that
man, Livvy.  He's a fuckin' saint to
put up with you all yo' life.

LIVVY
He thinks he can just give it and
take it...away.  What's that all
about, anyways?  Motherfuckin' Indian
Giver.  Giving the Indians those
blankets...with the smallpox.  And
taking away their firewater.

ELOELLE
Girl!  You a F.U.M., you K.W.I.M.? 
A Fucked.  Up.  Mess.

LIVVY
He's taking it awaaaaay, Elly.  It's
all I have.

ELOELLE
What you want with this place, anyway?  
Nothing but a motherfuckin' elmore.  
Surprised FEMA ain't come in and 
moved all us into trailers. 

Livvy sits up straight...ish.

LIVVY
This was supposed to be our dream, 
El--

Eloelle puts down her magazine and moves in closer.

ELOELLE
This was Henry's dream, baby. 

Livvy's face contorts into the start of a ballistic sob 
session.
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ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Oh, no you don't, girl.  Don't you 
start with the cry heaves.

Livvy stops.  Confused.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
You know what your problem is, Boss 
Lady?

LIVVY
My problem?  My problem is that you 
won't pour me another drink.

Livvy tries to get up, but falls off her stool.  Eloelle 
walks around the bar and helps her back up.

ELOELLE
Your problem, besides being an F.D.D., 
is that you always looking for a man 
to take you along for the ride.  

LIVVY
I don't...but you...this is---Wait.  
What?

ELOELLE
Look Livvy, you may not like what 
your Daddy is doing, but maybe it's 
for the best.  Get you to open your 
own damn wings already.

LIVVY
I'm not hanging around the nest, 
Elly.  I've floon that cwoop.

ELOELLE
But there you are, baby bird.  Sittin' 
there with your big baby bird beak, 
squawkin' for worms.

LIVVY
I'm not a baby bird!  I was engaged.  
To be marrieeeeed.

ELOELLE
Yeah?  Right under another man's 
wing?  

LIVVY
But.  I.  Henry...

Eloelle walks back behind the bar.
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ELOELLE
Sugar, you gotta let that man go. 
You ain't gettin' nowhere until he
is TTFE. 

LIVVY
But I don't want to go anywhere. 
This is our home, Elly.

A barfly leans over and pukes in Livvy's lap.

ELOELLE
You sure you want to stay in this
neighborhood, baby bird?

Livvy starts to gag and runs out.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Livvy sits on the tile floor and leans against the wall, her
hair plastered to her forehead with sweat.  Henry walks over
and sits on the sink across from her.

HENRY
Another rough night, honey?

LIVVY
Henny, is that you baby?

HENRY
In the flesh.

Henry turns to look in the mirror, but he has no reflection.

HENRY (CONT'D)
Or, well, you know...

LIVVY
Oh Henny!  Daddy's selling the club. 
You can't let him do that to us.

HENRY
Well dear, I'm not sure what I can
do about that.  I don't think I can
get an appointment with the state
I'm in.

Livvy coughs a bitter laugh.

LIVVY
He's selling out to fucking Axis! 
Oh, and this will kill you...

Beat.
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HENRY
Yeah, Jude.  Sorry to hear about
that.  He always had more ambition
than I did.

LIVVY
You knew?

HENRY
Liv, it's kinda hard not to hear you
in the club.  It's not like your
conversations get drowned out by the
crowds.

LIVVY
That fucking bastard.  He's taking
away our home, Henny.

A female BARFLY totters in through the door and staggers
into a stall.  Henry gets up and sits next to Livvy.

HENRY
Jude's not such a bad guy, Livvy. 
He's my best friend.

LIVVY
Was.  Past tense.  A best friend
would never do this to your...wife
or whatever.

BARFLY  (O.S.)
What was that dearie?  You talking
to me?  

LIVVY
Sorry Lettie, just chewin' the fat
with my inner demons.

BARFLY
Those inner demons got any extra
T.P.? Y'all are out.

LIVVY
Look on the other side, Lettie.

Beat.

BARFLY
Who the fuck puts the roll on the
left side?

HENRY
Sorry, dearie, that was me.  

Beat.
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LIVVY
You O.K. in there, Miss Leticia?

BARFLY
Why?  You gonna come wipe my ass for
me?

HENRY
Classy clientele we're bringing in
these days.

LIVVY
Fuck you.

BARFLY
Fuck you too, Liv!  You and your
fucking left-handed toilet paper.

HENRY
You know, maybe it's not such a bad 
thing letting Jude take over the 
club.  He's got a good business sense--

LIVVY
A good business sense?  What the 
fuck does that have to do with 
running...

HENRY
A business?

The toilet flushes.  The stall door flies open and the barfly 
lurches out.

BARFLY
You got a broken toilet in there, 
Livvy.  Gonna need to clean that up.

The barfly pulls up her pants and walks out.  Toilet water 
seeps out from the toilet out onto the main floor.

Livvy staggers up to her feet.

LIVVY
If he can fix that damn toilet, I'll 
hand over the keys myself.

With the water inching closer, Henry conveniently disappears.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT (LATER)

Alone in the dark after closing, Livvy sits at the piano
plays a little melody.  She plays the opening line a few
times until she gets it right.
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LIVVY
(Singing softly)

Left me with a shovel in my 
Arms, back in my hand-me-down Mercury 
Ready to fly.  So how can I 
Ever try 
To Hide 
The truth inside. 
Brokenhearted.  All the girls in
town 
Left me with a shovel... 
 
And the hole to fill.

Livvy breaks into sobs.  She slams the lid down and slides
off the bench under the piano. 

Henry gets up from a seat in the bar and pulls Livvy's shawl
up around her like a blanket.  He lays down next to her and
watches her cry herself to sleep.

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY

Jude stands over a prone and snoring Livvy--still asleep on
the floor under the piano.  He leans down and touches her
shoulder.

JUDE
Olivia?  Where y'at?

Livvy rolls over and slowly opens her eyes.  After a beat, 
she recognizes Jude and bolts upright--

SMACKING her head on the bottom of the piano.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Whoa, sweetheart.  You got a piano 
hangin' over you.

Livvy mutters curses against the pain.

LIVVY
You come here to rub it in or just 
kick me in the teeth.

Jude holds his hand out to help Livvy up.  She refuses, but 
uses the piano generously on her way back up on the bench.

JUDE
Listen, Liv.  I'm sorry about last 
night.  I thought your Daddy already 
talked to you about the sale.  I 
would never--
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LIVVY
Oh you wouldn't would you?  

JUDE
I wouldn't, Liv.  Really I would 
not.

LIVVY
Yeah?  Never would you not...would.  

JUDE
What are you--

LIVVY
See.  I knew it.  You so would.

JUDE
Would what?  Wait, what?  Never mind. 
Just listen, Liv.  I did not know
that you did not know...about the
club.

Livvy buries her face in her hands.

LIVVY
(Muffled)

If I close my eyes long enough will
you disappear?

Jude sighs.  He looks around and scratches his head.

JUDE
You need a ride home or something,
sweetheart?  I can't believe you
spent the whole night in this dump.

Livvy looks up.  She shakes her head.

LIVVY
No use dickerin' me down, bud.  You're
shining on the wrong Chaleureux.

JUDE
(With a grin)

Seriously though, I don't mean no
disrespect, but you look like hell,
sweetheart.  Let's get you in the
shower and into a nice soft bed--

LIVVY
Sorry, pal.  I ain't that kind of 
girl.
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JUDE
That's not the way I remember our 
college days.

Livvy cracks the smallest of smiles.

LIVVY
Fuck you, Mr. Big Money Carpetbagger.

Jude smiles back.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
If you really wanted to make it up 
to a girl like me, you could grab me 
some water from the bar.

Jude swings behind the bar.  He tries several glasses before 
he finds a reasonably clean one.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Besides, you wouldn't have very far 
to take me.

JUDE
What's that?

Jude fights with the faucet.

LIVVY
Taking me to my bed.  Or couch, as
it may be.

After an ominous CLANK, water jets out of the faucet, spraying
all over Jude.

JUDE
Jesus, Liv!

LIVVY
Oh yeah.  Sorry about that.  We don't
get a whole lotta water drinkers
'round here.

JUDE
What were you saying about a couch?

Jude walks over with a glass of mostly clear water for Livvy. 
She takes a long gulp.

LIVVY
Mmm...yeah.  Five cent tour.

Livvy gets up, totters, but steadies.  She starts to circle
the space.
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
(Gesturing around)

So, you've already seen the kitchen. 
And the living room--sometimes even
visited by the living.  And double
bathrooms.  No bathtub, but you'd be
surprised by the quality of the
showers you can get from the sinks--

(Looking at Jude's 
wet clothes)

No, I guess you wouldn't.  And back 
here....the office-slash-bedroom-
slash-pit of despair.

JUDE
Wait.  You sleep here?

LIVVY
Home sweet home, Judy.

JUDE
You live.  Here?  By yourself?

LIVVY
Well, aside from my regrets.

Henry suddenly materializes in front of Livvy.  She gasps, 
but holds it together.

JUDE
Liv, I really didn't know...

LIVVY
It ain't much, babe.  But it's all
we got.  Until you take it all away.

HENRY
It's just walls and a roof, Livvy. 
You'll land on your feet. 

LIVVY
Just walls and a roof?  What the
fuck, baby?  This is all I have left--

JUDE
Well, Jeeze, Livvy.  I'm sure we can
work something out with Axis.  I
mean if you need a place to stay or
a job--

LIVVY
Fuck you!

JUDE
Hey, I'm just trying--
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LIVVY
This is all we have left, Henry.

Beat.

JUDE
Hey, we all miss Henry.  I--

HENRY
I'm already gone, baby.

Livvy turns away from Henry and buries her head in Jude's 
chest.  SOBS.

Jude stares straight ahead.  He puts a tentative hand on 
Livvy's back.  She pulls him in closer.  He catches the scent 
of her hair and can't keep from inhaling. 

Jude closes his eyes and slowly caresses Livvy's back.  She 
nuzzles her face into his chest.

Henry smiles wanly and fades into the woodwork.

Jude pulls Livvy's face up to his and then--

Pushes her away.

JUDE
I'm...I'm sorry, Liv.  

Livvy stares for a moment...and then SLAPS him across the 
face.  She turns and runs away.

INT. NIGHTCLUB OFFICE - DAY

Livvy scurries around through piles of clothes and junk strewn 
around the office/bedroom.  Manic would be the word.  

A KNOCK at the door.

ELOELLE  (O.S.)
Livvy baby, you O.K. in there?

The door opens.  Eloelle's face shows that this scene is 
even more disastrous than usual.

LIVVY
Elly!  Thank god.  Get your ass in 
here and help me find it.

ELOELLE
Find it?  Oh you definitely lost it, 
girl.

Livvy pulls Eloelle into the room by the arm.
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LIVVY
It's got to be in here.  Look over
in that corner--

Livvy pushes Eloelle toward a corner.

ELOELLE
And what exactly does this particular
bottle of meds that you seem to be
missing look like?

LIVVY
My Guerlain Shalimar.  It's a blue
bottle.

ELOELLE
Ms. Eloelle Yolo knows what Shalimar
look like, honey.  And it's the body
lotion that's in the blue bottle. 
Ms. Eloelle Yolo should know.  Since
that's all she could ever afford on
her fucked up barkeep wages.

Eloelle joins in the search.

LIVVY
Oh my god, you're right!  It's a
clear bottle--

ELOELLE
With the blue crystal lid.  You rich
white girls with your hunner dollar
eau de parfume that you can't even
keep in one place.

LIVVY
Find it for me and I'll let you borrow
the lotion.

ELOELLE
And to what tragedy do we owe this
emergency truffle dig, anyways?

LIVVY
Elly, we gonna catch us a man.

Eloelle immediately stops and puts on her best fierce, yet
fabulous, beast mode.

ELOELLE
Olivia Chaleureux.  You gonna waste
a taste of the Shalimar...on a MAN? 
Is he gay?
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LIVVY
Henry loved it on me.

ELOELLE
Henry Geist loved the smell of a
crawfish boil.  Why don't you dab a
little that behind your ear?

Henry appears.

HENRY
Did someone say crawfish?

ELOELLE
And do you really not hear a word I
said to you last night?  The last
thing you need is another man.

LIVVY
You are so right, Elly.

ELOELLE
Damn right I am.  Wait...why we
baitin' up a man trap?

HENRY
Nothing sexier than a woman sweatin'
out crawfish boil.

LIVVY
Aha!

Livvy pulls out the bottle of Shalimar and spritzes herself.

Henry sneezes.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
We are going to make Jude Stolle
fall madly in love with me.

ELOELLE
And this reflects your participation
in reality in what way?

Henry sneezes.

LIVVY
If he falls in love with me, he can't
very well kick me out of my club--my
own home, for fuck's sake.  So--

ELOELLE
You?  You gonna make that pretty boy
get hisself all craycray...over you?
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LIVVY
I was almost married, you know?

ELOELLE
Yeah, and that worked out so well
for you the first time.

Henry sneezes.

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY

Livvy follows Eloelle behind the bar.

LIVVY
Elly, I'm serious.  And I need your 
help--

ELOELLE
Oh, you need some help, girl.  You C-
RAZY with a capital "cray." 

Eloelle makes herself busy.

LIVVY
I can't do this alone....I--

ELOELLE
What makes you think I would help 
you rope in that man--

LIVVY
Your job for one--

ELOELLE
My job is to help you fool some nerd-
do-well into your pants?  Does this 
mean I finally get Dental?

LIVVY
You won't get anything if Axis takes
over this place.  They'll fill the
place wall-to-wall with those...those
pretty young things...with all those
teeth.

ELOELLE
That's 'cause they get the Dental!

LIVVY
And two, because--

ELOELLE
And what makes you think Ms. Eloelle
Yolo isn't cut out for the corporate
set?  Am I not a PYT?
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LIVVY
Because...yes, you are much too pretty
to work for those soul-sucking--

ELOELLE
Flattery will get you...well, it
won't get you nothin'.  Uhn uh.

LIVVY
And third, because you are my bestest
friend--

ELOELLE
That's right!  I was your Maid of
Honor, wasn't I--no, wait...I wasn't. 
Even.  Invited.  Not that I'm bitter.

LIVVY
I didn't even know you before my
wedding!  We met in grief counseling
group!

ELOELLE
Wherein you learned apparently nothing 
about the seriousness of this human 
affliction called love.

Henry appears and sits on a barstool.

HENRY
She has a point, Liv. 

LIVVY
There you are!  Don't go anywhere, I 
need your expertise too.

ELOELLE
Is HE here now?  Henry, tell our 
girl that she turnin' into an ACORN?

HENRY
A what?  

LIVVY
I am not obsessing.

HENRY
Obsessing?  Acorn?  Like an oak tree?

LIVVY
A Completely Obsessive Really 
Nutty...person.  Ya know, that doesn't 
even really--besides, I'm not 
obsessive.  I'm...crafty.
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Eloelle and Henry both LOL at the suggestion.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Well...persistent maybe.  

HENRY
Stubborn?  Sure.

LIVVY
Fine.  Stubborn.  So I'm not taking
no for a answer.

ELOELLE
Oh shit!  I know that look.  She
breakin' out the cry face.

HENRY
Yeah.  I might have had the pleasure
once or twice.

LIVVY
It's...my...last--

ELOELLE
Oh no you don't girl--

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY 

Jude lounges on his bed with a laptop splayed out in front
of him.  He is completely nude.  And completely gorgeous. 
And...doing sit-ups.

JUDE
It's a complete dump.  But the
history, man!  I totally...think...we
can...

ULLA  (O.S.)
(From the laptop)

Jew him down.

Jude stops for a moment.

JUDE
I don't think we use that--

ULLA
It is English phrase, no?

On the laptop, we see ULLA FLÄRDFULL, 38, tall thin and 
possibly made of actual ice.  Her dress and surroundings 
suggest that she is in a modern office...or Superman's 
Fortress of Solitude.
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JUDE
It's offensive, Ulla.

ULLA
Why did you stop the sit-ups?

Jude continues his nude sit-ups.

JUDE
These...aren't...even...efficient.

ULLA
They work very well for me.  Now, do 
the pusher-ups.

Jude stops, takes a deep breath, and then repositions for 
push-ups.

JUDE
I really want to run point on this 
one, Ulla.  I think I've earned it.

ULLA
Aww..  Isn't that sweet?  Little 
Judy against the world.

JUDE
I'm serious, Ulla.

ULLA
No.  Stop.

Jude pauses on an upstroke.

ULLA (CONT'D)
Not with the pusher-ups.  With the 
serious!

Jude continues.

JUDE
Ull--

ULLA
No.  I will not have it.  Business 
is for the growned-ups.  You are for 
the pusher-ups.

Jude pauses and looks forward.  Ulla raises her eyebrows.  
Jude continues.

INT. "FUNKY BOOTY" NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Eloelle and Livvy sit at a crowded bar in an extremely bland,
but obviously successful nightclub.  
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Smooth jazz oozes from the stage.  Livvy wears something
"sexy" that isn't, at all.

LIVVY
Why did we have to come here?  We 
have our own bar, you know?

ELOELLE
Does "our" bar have waves and waves 
of good looking men breaking against 
the bar all night?

Livvy turns to find the extreme close-up of an intense young 
man staring directly at her.

LIVVY
Well, it is quieter.

ELOELLE
What?

LIVVY
I said--

ELOELLE
JK, girl.  Relax.  

LIVVY
What exactly are we doing here anyway?

ELOELLE
Ms. Eloelle Yolo gonna learn you
some feminine wiles.  If you're gonna
try to trap this man of yours, you're
gonna need some skills.

An obnoxious FRAT BOY bumps into Livvy and spills his beer
on her.

FRAT BOY
Whoa, sorry about that...ma'am.

The frat boy turns back to his friends.

LIVVY
Ma'am?!  I can't be more than five
years older than that boy.

ELOELLE
But you sit like an old married woman.

LIVVY
Old?
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ELOELLE
Yeah, like the way you perched up
there with your shoulders all
scrunched and your head lookin' like
it about to fall off--I'd say you
look at least thirty.  And these
boys ain't lookin' for a cougar.

LIVVY
Thirty?  Thirty isn't old.

ELOELLE
Ms. Thang!  Age ain't nothin' but a 
state of mind.

LIVVY
Exactly!

ELOELLE
And the state of your mind is Florida.

Livvy starts to protest.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Shh-shh-shh!  The lessons shall now
commence.  Now lesson the first...The
Gaze Lock.  There is a gentleman
just down--don't look at him!  O.k.,
now, he's been trolling all around
the room for the last ten minutes--

LIVVY
How can you tell?  You haven't even 
glanced over there.

ELOELLE
Ms. Eloelle Yolo gots eyes in the 
skies, you hear?

Livvy looks around at the ceiling in confusion.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Snap, snap.  Eyes front. 

Livvy snaps her attention back to Eloelle.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Now...he's gonna look over in this 
here general direction.  And when he 
does, you are gonna catch his eye.  
Got it?

Livvy looks over Eloelle's shoulder at the man.  He's looking 
away, but sure enough...
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LIVVY
Ah!

ELOELLE
Now now, don't yank back on the pole 
just yet, baby.  You gotta let him 
nibble a bit.  Now blink your pretty 
eyes and look back down at your drink.

Livvy awkwardly stares and flutters her eyelashes.  The 
gentleman looks away in distress.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Did I not tell you to look down?  
What's wrong with your eyes anyway?  
You got a dry contact or something?  

Livvy starts to respond.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Tut tut tut--I don't really care.  
We'll skip that one for now.  O.k., 
lesson the second: putting some skin 
in the game.

LIVVY
I am not a lady of the evening, Elly.  
Do not expect me to dress like one.

ELOELLE
Oh no, Livvy, you more like a lady
of the mid-morning.  Did I say you
need to slut it up?  Does Ms.  Eloelle
Yolo need to show off her non-existent
hootchie to get a man to look at
her?

LIVVY
But--

ELOELLE
But-but-but--we talkin' about showin' 
a bit of neck here, Ms. Prudence.  
Watch here...

Eloelle looks around and finds a suitable target.  She slowly 
turns and tilts her head to allow her long hair to slide off 
her shoulder.  She reaches up and flips the last few strands 
off and turns and stretches to show the neck in full.

Livvy looks from Eloelle to the target.  He is with a woman, 
but has completely forgotten her presence.  He is locked and 
loaded.  Eloelle lets her hair fall back over the front of 
her shoulders.
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LIVVY
That was amazing.  He didn't even 
notice your...uh...vestigial apple.

ELOELLE
And believe me, that's the first 
thing that's coming out once I find 
a reputable plastic man.  Now, you 
try.

LIVVY
Which one?

ELOELLE
Four o'clock.  With the nasty 
neckbeard...My four o'clock!

LIVVY
Grizzly Adams?

ELOELLE
You gotta start somewhere, baby.  
Besides, he look like he could use a 
reminder of what a neck look like.

Livvy looks toward GRIZZLY and catches his gaze.  She strains 
her head back like a big ol' Pez dispenser.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Girl!  You ain't trying to call a 
vampire in for dinner.

Livvy pulls her chin back in.  She moves her hand up and 
flips her hair violently up in the air.  Her hand--

KNOCKS the Frat Boy's beer out of his extended hand.  Beer 
FLIES out and splashes down onto Livvy's head.

Grizzly raises his drink to her and winks.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Maybe we should start with a mirror.

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY 

Jude walks into the club with his ARCHITECT, as if he already 
owns the place. 

JUDE
So, just a few changes to the 
facade...but in here--

ARCHITECT
Oh my good Lord!  That wall is coming 
down with me or without.
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Jude pauses to look more closely at the faded posters and 
pictures on the walls--ghostly reminders of better times.

JUDE
Damn, Jimmy King and the Crown Royals?  
You ever hear them play, Hal?

ARCHITECT
They play music?

JUDE
Music?  Hell, Hal, the Crown Royals
set fire to the stage.  Every.  Night. 
Best damn live band I ever saw. 
Can't believe they used to play this
dump.

Livvy walks in from the back hallway.  Eloelle gives her a 
meaningful nod toward Jude.

ARCHITECT
Right.  So, the wall?

JUDE
Oh yeah.  I figured you wouldn't 
like the looks of that.  But I think 
we can put in a mezzanine up there 
then, right?

The architect gives the wall a hard look.

ARCHITECT
Right on top of the stage?

JUDE
But then we move--

LIVVY
Hello, Judy.

JUDE
Oh, Liv.  I didn't realize you were--
right, you live here.

The architect walks off toward the corner of the stage to 
look at supports.

LIVVY
So, you come by to count your 
chickens?

Eloelle gets Livvy's attention and mimes some body language 
instruction.  Livvy shifts her high-heels EXACTLY seven inches 
apart with the toes pointed at each other at a 10 degree 
angle.
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Jude loses focus for a moment trying to figure out what Livvy 
is doing.

JUDE
Yeah.  I need to get an improvements 
report out to my boss before the end 
of the week.

Livvy turns a shoulder toward Jude to show off her curves.  
She does a weird thing with her mouth.

LIVVY
Is that right?  

Eloelle gestures to a wide smile.  Livvy mimics.

JUDE
Ye...ah.  She's a bit particular.

Livvy clomps over to Jude and lays her hand on his upper
arm.

LIVVY
That is such a smart move.  They
must be grooming you...

JUDE
Sure, I'm a regular lap dog.

Livvy emits a high-pitched, almost believable laugh.

LIVVY
And a sense of humor, too.

Eloelle mimes a squeeze.  Livvy squeezes Jude's biceps. 
Jude looks down at Livvy's hand.

JUDE
That's quite the grip you got there.

Livvy quickly drops her hand.  She tries to cover with a
giggle.

The architect circles back to Jude.

ARCHITECT
Mr. Stolle, I think you just may be 
in luck.  She's got a solid 
foundation.  A bit thin in the middle, 
but the top is stacked tight.

Jude stares at Livvy.

JUDE
Is that right?
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ARCHITECT
Of course, we're gonna have to get
up underneath to check out the bottom
line, but I think we should be ready
for erection within a few weeks of
purchase.

Jude stares blankly at Livvy.  She turns bright red.  Jude 
shakes it off.

JUDE
Well, let's not be premature here, 
Harold.  You write up the report and 
I'll be sure to get the boss warmed 
up.

Livvy tries to take a few steps back while casting a look 
over her bare shoulder.

LIVVY
Oh, Jude, you do sure know your 
business.

Livvy trips over her feet, but falls expectantly toward Jude.

But the architect SWOOPS in to catch her.  

Her face SLAMS into his clipboard.

ARCHITECT
Whoa there, young lady.  Floor's a 
bit uneven.  Probably soil swelling.

The architect helps Livvy back to her feet.  All three stand 
around for a moment in silence.

JUDE
We'll need to get a test on that, I 
guess.  The swelling.

ARCHITECT
You got it, sir.

JUDE
Liv, are you alright with letting 
Mr. Johns look around your 
undercarriage?  It'll make things go 
much smoother.

Livvy slowly nods.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Great.  Harold, you let Ms. Chaleureux 
here know if you need anything.  And 
I'll get the report started.
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Jude turns and walks to the door.  Livvy watches him go.

Jude turns back.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Liv?

LIVVY
Jude?

JUDE
I almost forgot.  Could you get 
together any parish documents you 
have for the place?  Maybe for the 
last 18 months or so?

Livvy stares blankly.

LIVVY
Sure?

JUDE
Awesome, babe.  Tuesday's fine.

Jude walks out the door.

INT. CAFE DU MONDE - DAY 

In the bustling outdoor cafe, Livvy pushes her way through 
clueless tourists toward the to-go counter.  Just as she 
gets to the window, Henry appears and startles Livvy.

HENRY
Man, I haven't been to du Monde in 
years.

LIVVY
You've been dead for years.

HENRY
Got me there, babe.

The Vietnamese-American CASHIER looks around to see who Livvy 
is talking to.

CASHIER
You want to order something, ma'am?

HENRY
Jude and I used to come here every 
morning, rain or shine.

LIVVY
And yet, you never remembered to 
bring back any for your girlfriend.
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CASHIER
Uh...I'm sorry.  I've already 
got...a...girlfriend?

LIVVY
Sorry.  Gimme a double order and two 
au laits.

HENRY
Two?  Oh, for Jude.  Good thinkin' 
babe.  Extra powdered sugar.

LIVVY
With extra powder, thanks.

The cashier dumps an extra scoop of powdered sugar in the 
bag of beignets.  Livvy takes the bag and the two cups of 
coffee.  The cashier holds out an empty hand--Livvy stares 
at it.

CASHIER
7 dollars, 52 cents.

Livvy tries to balance the bag and the two coffees while 
digging into her purse.

HENRY
Looks like you could use some help 
with that, baby.

Livvy stops and glares at Henry.

HENRY (CONT'D)
Well...I'm just sayin'.

Somehow, Livvy manages to pull off the juggling act without
dropping anything.

HENRY (CONT'D)
Brava, m'lady.  Brava.

Livvy turns from the counter and SMASHES into the chest of a
very large, but handsome, middle-aged man, JIMMY KING, wearing
his trademark porkpie hat.  Covered in sticky coffee and
powdered sugar, Livvy looks up to see that standing next to
Jimmy is--

Jude.

JUDE
Nice look on you, Liv.

JIMMY
Olivia Chaleureux?  Where y'at, sugar?
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Henry fades away.

INT. LIMOUSINE - DAY

Jimmy tears into his beignet while Jude carefully nibbles
his own.  Livvy wipes herself off with one of Jimmy's towels.  

LIVVY
You're a lifesaver, Jimmy.

JIMMY
Aw, it's the least I could for an
old friend...not to mention a
beautiful young lady, such as
yourself.  Ain't she somethin' else,
Jude?

JUDE
I've always thought so, Mr. King.

LIVVY
You're much too kind, Jimmy.  And 
believe me, I can use all the kindness 
I can get these days.

Livvy glances at Jude.

JIMMY
Yeah?  Jude was just telling me 'bout 
you selling the Zeitgeist. 

LIVVY
Well, it ain't me selling; it's daddy.  

JIMMY
(To Jude)

That right?

LIVVY
If I had to wager, I'd put dollars 
to donuts that Judy here is trying 
to sweet talk you into a monthly 
gig.

JIMMY
Is that what we doin' Mr. Stolle?  
And here I thought we were just two 
handsome gentlemen out for a leisurely 
afternoon of bowling.

LIVVY
Bowling?

Jude shrugs.
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JIMMY
Why don't you join us, Miss Olivia?

JUDE
Have you ever seen Olivia bowl, Mr. 
King?  I think that's not something 
she'd really--

LIVVY
Rack 'em up, Jimmy!  I'm in.

INT. MID-CITY LANES ROCK N' BOWL - DAY

In an authentically vintage, cozy bowling alley, with a bar 
twice as big as the rental booth, a live Zydeco band practices 
in a corner stage.  Livvy sits across from Jimmy on their 
lane benches.  She struggles to get her rental shoes on.

Henry materializes on the seat next to her.

HENRY
Mid-City Lanes!  Damn, this is like 
a walk down memory lane.  We had our 
first date here, you remember baby?

LIVVY
It's kinda hard to forget, sweetie.  
My ankle still aches every time a 
front rolls in.

HENRY
Oh yeah, there was that...I guess 
that's why we never came back.

Jimmy pulls out a shiny black bowling ball from his bag.  It 
features the sparkling gold logo of his band.  Jude comes 
down from the bar with three bottles of Abita Turbodog.

JUDE
Nice ball, Mr. King.  18-pounder?

JIMMY
This here is a genuine 22-pounder.

Jude whistles his appreciation and passes out the beers.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
Jimmy King don't just bowl now, ya 
hear?  Jimmy King demolishes pins.

JUDE
You need some help picking out a 
ball, Livvy?  I think the Junior 
sizes are over by the bumper lanes.
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HENRY
Bite that tongue, baby.  Remember 
the plan, right?

LIVVY
Could you pick a good one out for 
me, Jude?  I just haven't bowled in 
such a long time--And I know you 
won't let me down.

Jude stares at the demure stranger for a moment.  She smiles.

JUDE
Yeah.  Sure.  Let me see if they 
have something in a nice soft pink.

Jude walks off to find a ball.  Henry fades away.

LIVVY
So, Jimmy...have you known Jude for 
long?

JIMMY
Couple of years.  Met him at a release 
party for the label.  Him and that 
swedish meatball of his, Hula hoop 
or something like that.

LIVVY
A girlfriend?  She pretty?

JIMMY
If you like that sort of thing. 
Crazy skinny white girl.  And I mean
white...like one of those vampires
from the books--the ones that sparkle
in the sunshine?

LIVVY
That right? 

JIMMY
Yeah.  What's up with that anyway?  
Ain't they supposed to blow up or 
catch fire or something?

LIVVY
What?  Jude's girlfriend?

JIMMY
Nah--vampires.  At least the ones 
'round here have the sense to keep 
the plantation shutters closed.
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Jude returns with a suitable ball--light enough to bounce in 
the palm of his hand.

JUDE
Let's bowl.

INT. MID-CITY LANES ROCK N' BOWL - LATER

As Jude displays his mastery of bowling out of earshot, Livvy 
and Jimmy sit at the scorer's table, sipping beers.

JIMMY
You know I'd rather not have to do 
this business with Axis, right Olivia?

LIVVY
What can you do?  Business is 
business, right?  Before long, they'll 
be the only game in town.

JIMMY
Don't have to be that way, you know?

Jude celebrates a strike.

JUDE
Now that's what I'm talking about!  
Your frame, Jimmy.

JIMMY
Uh oh, Miss Olivia.  Mr. Stolle thinks 
he's got a chance of catching up to 
the King.

Jimmy gets up and gets his ball.  Jude sits next to Livvy.

JUDE
You doin' all right, Liv.  That ankle 
holding up?

Livvy automatically rubs her ankle.

LIVVY
You remember that?

JUDE
I remember that I had to cover for 
Henry for six weeks while he waited 
on you hand and foot.  I'm a little 
surprised you wanted to join us.

LIVVY
Maybe I just wanted to...
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JUDE
Yeah?

Henry appears and leans down to Livvy's ear.

HENRY
Make him feel needed.  Sometimes a
fella just needs to hear that you
can't bear to be without him.

Jude grins.

LIVVY
I...just wanted to get out.  The
club just feels a bit depressing
now.

Jimmy cooly collects a tough spare.

JIMMY
Nobody beats the King!

JUDE
You are da man, Jimmy.  Can't take
that away from you.

A glance at the scoreboard shows Jimmy's final frame
overcoming Jude's respectable low 200s score.  Livvy's score,
before her final frame, is in the double digits.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Looks like you're up, Livvy.  Last
chance to catch up.

Livvy gets up to get her ball.

JIMMY
Now hold on a minute, baby.  Let's 
make this interesting.

Livvy holds up her ball and waits.

JUDE
You wanna put some cash down on this 
frame?

JIMMY
Jimmy King ain't got time for nickel
and dime wagers.  Here's what I got--
Miss Olivia makes strike here, you
pull Axis's bid on the Zeitgeist and
Jimmy King buys it instead.

Jude looks at Jimmy incredulously.  Livvy's lip quivers.
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JUDE
And if she misses?

Jimmy looks to Livvy and back to Jude.

JIMMY
She misses and you sign Jimmy King 
and the Crown Royals to a monthly 
gig.

JUDE
At a 20% take?

JIMMY
That's the offer.

Jimmy and Jude look to Olivia.  She's frozen in place.

JUDE
Oh, I don't know, Mr. King.  That's
an awful lot of pressure on such a
pretty young lady.  She wouldn't
want to, you know, ruin my career or
anything...

Henry appears at Livvy's side.

HENRY
Think this one through, baby.  This 
is a lose-lose proposition.  There's 
no way--

LIVVY
Laissez les bons temps rouler, 
gentlemen.

Livvy turns and approaches the lane.  Jimmy holds his hand 
out to Jude.  Jude slowly takes the hand and shakes on it.

JIMMY
Knock 'em down, baby.

Livvy bends and stares down the lane.  Jude, Jimmy, and Henry 
can't help but stare at her wiggling rear end.

Livvy straightens up and looks back at the boys.  She takes 
a deep breath, turns, and makes her approach.

She swings the ball back, slides--almost elegantly--forward 
and releases.

The spinning ball starts out wide, nearly edging the gutter.

But it spins back to the middle of the lane.
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Just in time.

Livvy dances around, desperately using her body English to 
set the ball straight at the head pin.

Miraculously, the ball SMASHES directly through the head pin 
and EXPLODES through the frame.  

Pins SCATTER and JUMP and BOUNCE around...leaving one

Pin

Slowly WOBBLING... 

Henry sprints down the lane.

Slides down to the wobbling pin...

And BLOWS with all his might.

And the pin...

Settles.  Still upright.

EXT. RIVERWALK - NIGHT 

Livvy and Henry stand next to each other, looking out at the 
lights reflecting off the river.

LIVVY
I blew it, Henny.  That was my only 
shot to save you.

HENRY
Save me?

LIVVY
I mean, to save the club.  It was 
your dream.  Our dream.

Beat.  Henry looks at Livvy.

HENRY
You know, Jude really isn't the bad 
guy you've made him out to be.

LIVVY
Are you saying I should just give 
up?  I can't do that to you.

HENRY
You can't do anything to me, Liv.  
I'm dead.

Beat.
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LIVVY
And I'm sorry, sweetie, I know he's 
your friend and all, but he's just 
such a...jerk.

HENRY
Did I ever tell you about what 
happened at my bachelor party?

Livvy looks over at Henry.

LIVVY
Uh...you died?  I think I'd not like 
to relive that story.

HENRY
No, I mean how Jude tried to do to 
save me.

LIVVY
What?  But it was his fault that you 
were down in Storyville in the first 
place.

HENRY
Jesus no, Liv.  We were all a bit, 
well, blitzed, but Jude was trying 
to get us home.  He just picked the 
wrong cabbie.

LIVVY
The cabbie shot you?

HENRY
The cabbie dropped us off on that 
block.  Jude told him about the party 
and the idiot got the idea that we 
were looking for some...action.

LIVVY
I don't think I need to hear this.

HENRY
That fucking junkie pulled the gun 
on us, Judy tried to calm him 
down...walked right up to him with 
his hands out.

LIVVY
Really, Hen.  I don't need to hear 
this.

HENRY
I think you do, Liv.
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LIVVY
Will it change anything?  Will it 
bring you back to me?

HENRY
I'm just trying to make you 
understand, Liv--

LIVVY
Understand that my life was over 
before it even started?

HENRY
He's a good man, Liv.  He can help 
you.

LIVVY
This plan was ridiculous from the 
start.  Why did I ever think I could 
seduce a man?

HENRY
You didn't seduce me.

Livvy looks confused.  And a bit hurt.

HENRY (CONT'D)
You trusted me.  You opened your 
heart and let me in.  You can do the 
same for Jude.  He needs a friend as 
bad as you do.

Livvy's eyes start to water.  She covers her face with her 
hands.  She turns away from Henry.

Henry disappears.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY 

Eloelle and Livvy walk through the doors of an elegant French 
Quarter hotel in their finest Southern Belle business style. 

ELOELLE
Ok, thanks to Jimmy, you've gotten 
under his skin...Now it's time to 
plant the big lie.

LIVVY
The big lie?

ELOELLE
Big, but not important.  Something 
like, "Oh, Jude, didn't you see Nancy 
Grace last night?  Richard Quantelana 
is about to be indicted--"
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LIVVY
Richard Who?

ELOELLE
Quantelana.  He's the CEO of Axis.  
Don't you RSS nothin?

LIVVY
He's going to be indicted?  For what?

ELOELLE
Jesus, Livvy.  Are you on vibrate or 
some shit?  Pick up already!

LIVVY
I'm listening!

ELOELLE
The lie don't matter--it's all about 
trust.

LIVVY
Gaining trust...with a lie?

ELOELLE
Now you gettin' it, girl.  

LIVVY
I'm not sure I can go through with 
this, El--

ELOELLE
Oh shit, there he is.

Jude walks toward them, trailed by Ulla.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Who the hell...?

JUDE
Olivia.  Ms. Yolo. 

LIVVY
Jude...

JUDE
Oh.  Sorry.  This is Ulla Flärdfull.  
Ulla is my--

ULLA
Lover.  

JUDE
Boss....and fiancée.  
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ULLA
And you must be the sad winnow.

LIVVY
Winnow?

ELOELLE
I think she mean minnow.  Those little
fishies.

JUDE
Widow.  She means "widow."  And yes,
Ulla, Livvy owns...er, runs...the
club.

ULLA
A very pleasure for you, I am sure.

Ulla holds out her wet-fish of a hand.

LIVVY
Did you hear the news...CNN just
murdered Princess Grace's CEO... 

EXT. ZEITGEIST - DAY 

Livvy stands at the open door sipping a double-bourbon and
watching a funeral parade pass by.  Henry appears next to
her.

LIVVY
They all move on, don't they, baby?

HENRY
Only if you let them.

They watch the parade pass by.

LIVVY
I guess I got to let you go...when 
Jude takes you from me.

Livvy walks inside.  Henry follows.

INT. ZEITGEIST

HENRY
I'm not actually sure how that works.

LIVVY
What do you mean?

HENRY
Ghosts.  Hauntings?  

(MORE)
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HENRY (CONT'D)
I mean, if a tree falls in the forest
and no one is around to hear it?

LIVVY
And I'm the only one who sees you...  
But wait, the tax man!

HENRY
I think he's real, Liv.  As much as 
you'd--

LIVVY
No, you scared him away.

HENRY
Me?

LIVVY
Sure with the lights and the--that's 
it, Hen!  We can scare 'em away.

HENRY
But--

LIVVY
No one wants to buy a haunted house.

HENRY
Right, but--

Jude knocks on the threshold of the door.  Ulla is with him.

JUDE
Liv?  Is now a good time?

ULLA
Now is always the time...good or 
not.

LIVVY
Oh, Jude!  Yes, yes of course.  No 
reason to stand in the way of 
progress.

Jude and Ulla walk in.  Ulla's outfit is particularly ill-
suited to the hot weather...and the human shape.

HENRY
Now that is haunting.

ULLA
Jude, you did not tell me that we 
would require the cleansing fire.
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JUDE
Thank you for letting us invade your 
space, Olivia.  Ulla sometimes likes 
to lend her personal touch to 
acquisitions.

ULLA
And Jude sometimes lets his personal 
touch molest his business 
responsibilities.

Ulla begins walking the space.

LIVVY
Right.  Well, this is it.  My home.

JUDE
The building has incredible history, 
Ulla.  If you put your ears up to 
some of those beams, I swear you can 
hear notes played by Jellyroll Morton.

ULLA
History is something sellers invented 
to raise the price.

LIVVY
Oh, not here in New Orleans, ma'am.  
History is as solid as the bricks 
and mortar.

JUDE
Liv's right about that.  That's what 
makes this property so promising.

LIVVY
Sure.  All the music that's bounced 
off these walls, the blood spilled 
from bar fights, the tragic love 
stories...the ghosts...

ULLA
Ghosts?

LIVVY
You not a big fan of the spiritual 
plane, Ms. Flärdfull?

HENRY
Be careful where you take this, Livvy.

ULLA
Do you take me for a little girl, 
little girl?
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LIVVY
I'm just saying what I've heard.  
Strange noises, lights acting up.

Livvy looks up at the lights, then at Henry.  Henry shrugs.

ULLA
Why would I not be surprised to find 
that the state of the electrical 
system in this building were not up 
to code?

JUDE
I did include that in my report--

ULLA
Silly boy.  You think I actually 
read those reports?  Only when they 
include pictures of you...without 
the shirt...and the pants.

LIVVY
Lots of folks died right in here. 
Tragic stories every one.  Some of
the anger is bound to stick
around...make itself heard...once in
a while.

Henry disappears.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Or not.

ULLA
The building is sufficient, Jude.  
We will continue with the acquisi--

The jukebox BLARES to life, right in the middle of a song.  
Ulla jumps a bit.

LIVVY
You see what I mean now, do you?

JUDE
We will need to pull the electricals.  
Not to mention updating that jukebox.

The lights flicker a bit.  A cold wind blows through.  Ulla 
shudders.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Looks like we'll need an AC upgrade 
too.



55.

The bar shakes for a moment.  A glass falls off and SHATTERS 
on the ground.  Ulla backs toward the door.

ULLA
This infernal heat is too much.  I 
must retreat to my room, Jude.  Take 
me now.

JUDE
Seriously, Ulla?  We just got dressed.

ULLA
Now.  We must go now.

Ulla flees the club without Jude. 

LIVVY
Woman knows what she wants.  I can 
see the attraction.

Beat.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
You goin' after her?

JUDE
She can find her own way back... 
So, haunted house, huh?

Henry reappears.

LIVVY
I've heard tales.  Not everything 
can be explained away by bad wiring, 
you know?

JUDE
Is that right?  So, what haunts you, 
Liv?

LIVVY
Me?  What makes you think I believe 
in ghosties?

JUDE
No?  Oh, I think we all have a bit 
of past that we can't let go of.

LIVVY
Is that right?

JUDE
You're not the only one that misses 
him.
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Jude sits on a stool right next to Henry.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Not a day goes by that I don't think 
about him, Liv.   

LIVVY
He loved you, Jude. 

HENRY
Not in a gay way, man.

JUDE
(Chuckling)

Yeah.  Yeah, I suppose he did.  Not 
enough to choose me over you, but...

LIVVY
And now no one gets him.

Henry disappears.  Jude looks at Livvy.

JUDE
She's not gonna scare away, Liv.  
I've already done my homework on 
this place.  Ulla is just here to 
make sure I don't overpay your Daddy.

LIVVY
Oh, is that why she came out from 
under her rock?  Is that really the 
kind of woman that you want to marry 
Jude?  

Beat.

JUDE
I promised him I'd look after you, 
Livvy.  I won't go back on that.

Jude pulls Livvy's forehead to his lips and plants a kiss.  
He backs away.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Guess I better not keep the boss 
waiting too long.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

Yet another slow night at the club.  A large Dixieland Band 
made up of very elderly gentlemen greatly outnumbers their 
audience.  None of them seems to be able to agree on any one 
tune.
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Eloelle walks over to Livvy and places an envelope in front 
of her.

LIVVY
What's this?

ELOELLE
Ten thousand dollars.

Livvy picks up the envelope and marvels at the stack of cash.

LIVVY
An investment in what?  Where did 
you get this kind of cash, Elly?

ELOELLE
That is my butterfly money.

LIVVY
For your surgery?  You saved all 
this?  On what I pay you?

ELOELLE
Shit girl, my willy would wrinkle up
and fall off on its own before you
paid me enough to raise that kind of
cheese.  This is all from my
Kickstarter.

LIVVY
You put your reassignment surgery on
Kickstar--of course you did.  So why
do you have it here?

ELOELLE
I know you're counting on your whole
mantrap thing, but...I overheard you
talking to Jimmy King's manager.

LIVVY
That pipe dream?  Oh, Elly, I could
not possibly take your money for--

ELOELLE
It's an investment, right?  You save
the club, Jimmy brings the drunk
folks in, they put money back in my
hoohah.  You can't make money without
breakin' some omelets...or something.

Livvy pushes the envelope back toward Eloelle.

LIVVY
It's complicated, Elly.  

(MORE)
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
And about as likely to happen as a
snowed-out Jazz Festival.  I just
can't take--

ELOELLE
All right, all right.  Just know 
that it's here.  

Eloelle picks up the envelope, opens the cash register, and 
slides it under the till.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
We sisters gotta stick together, 
right?

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY 

In an empty club, Livvy sits at the piano and writes.  She 
plays a few notes, but can't find the right melody.  She 
scratches through her last line and tears the paper.  She 
throws the pencil across the room and bangs on the keyboard.

Beat.

She softly bangs the keys again...and finds the right note.

Livvy plays the phrase again with the new note.  She plays 
it again and goes into the following phrase.  And again...

LIVVY
(Singing)

If you don't see me 
Crying in my grits 
You can taste the salt 
In my butter.

Jude walks in and watches Livvy sing.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
And if you don't see me 
Pickin' up the pieces 
Of my broken heart 
Off the floor...

Livvy trails off in thought.  She plays the line again, but 
stops.

JUDE
Don't stop on my account.

Livvy spins around and falls off the piano bench.  Jude rushes 
up to help.
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LIVVY
What the fuck, Jude?  Don't you know 
how to knock?

JUDE
Don't you know how to lock your front 
door when you ain't open?

Jude helps Livvy up to her feet.

LIVVY
I'm used to a certain amount of 
privacy--

JUDE
That's what happens when you run an 
empty club.

LIVVY
What are you doing here anyway?  Did 
Ms. Ikea send you to clean out the 
ghosts?

JUDE
Just passing by.  Heard some real 
music and thought I must have wandered 
down the wrong block.

LIVVY
I don't play much...anymore.

JUDE
Really?  Now that's a real shame.  
You were--well, you are--really 
talented.

LIVVY
Well, I do still play now and then.  
Just standards and the like.  

JUDE
Sounded like an original you were 
workin' on when I came it.

LIVVY
I dabble.

JUDE
Dabble?  So that album that Henry 
told me you were working on?  

Livvy registers a look of shock.  She walks over to the bar.

LIVVY
You want a drink?
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JUDE
Actually, I should probably get going.  
But I do have a request for you...

LIVVY
Oh, the parish papers?  I'm trying 
to get them together--

JUDE
I don't care about the papers, Livvy.  
I care about you.  I'm worried about 
what happens when you lose this place.   

LIVVY
Then maybe you shouldn't take it 
from me.

JUDE
I want you to play...at the new club.

LIVVY
I don't know, Jude...

JUDE
You gotta do something with your 
time.  Might as well do something 
you're good at.

Livvy looks down at the ground.

JUDE (CONT'D)
I'll take that as a maybe, then.  

Livvy looks up with a sly smile.  Jude grins.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Did you ever know that Henry wasn't 
the one that found you?

LIVVY
Found me?

Jude sits down at the bar and looks up at Livvy.

JUDE
I was the one that saw you hiding 
out in the back row of Western Civ.  
I should have called dibs.

LIVVY
Oh really?  Is that the way you boys 
sorted out all the co-eds?
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JUDE
You were way out of Henry's league, 
you know that?

Livvy nearly chokes on an ice cube.

LIVVY
But I was in yours?

JUDE
It's a pretty damn exclusive club.

Livvy walks over and puts her hand on Jude's.  She looks 
deep into his eyes.

LIVVY
Maybe it's time you reconsider your 
current alignment?  I'm ripe for 
expansion.

Jude stares at Livvy with a slack mouth.  She smiles and 
slowly withdraws her hand from his.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Don't you have a fiancée to get back
to?

Jude takes a deep breath and pulls himself up from the
barstool.  He takes a few steps back and gathers himself.

JUDE
I wanna hear that whole song next
time.

Jude winks and walks out.

As soon as he leaves, Livvy slumps down, eyes wide with shock.

INT. KING MANSION SITTING ROOM - DAY

In a small, but impressive, Garden District mansion, Livvy
sits in the front parlor.  She nervously fingers an envelope
full of cash.  Jimmy walks in.

JIMMY
Thanks for coming all the way out to
the American quarter, Miss Olivia. 
Sorry to keep you waitin'.

Jimmy sits in a chair across from Livvy.

LIVVY
Oh no, thank you for seeing me, Jimmy. 
I know you're a busy man.
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JIMMY
You don't know the half of it.  Oh, 
wait here, I got something for you.

Jimmy runs out and returns with a child's toy package.  He 
hands it to Livvy.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
This is what I've been working on.

LIVVY
It's a...My Little Pony?

JIMMY
King Jimjim!  You see, the hat...and 
the logo on the rump?

Sure enough, the My Little Pony figurine is jet black with 
Jimmy's signature porkpie hat and the gold Crown Royals logo.

LIVVY
That's...something alright.

JIMMY
That's what you get when you're a 
superstar.  Folks be making you into 
a cartoon baby horse.

LIVVY
I'm sure your daughter is very 
impressed.

JIMMY
I ain't got no kids.  Anyway, you 
keep that one.  They sent me a fucking 
gross of 'em.  So...what were we 
talking about?

LIVVY
You know, if you're busy, I can come 
back--

JIMMY
Your daddy gonna sell that club of 
yours to Mr. Jude Stolle, and you 
gonna get squat.  You just gonna let 
that happen?

LIVVY
I...I just don't know, Jimmy.  Is it 
the right thing?

JIMMY
Lemme tell you a story, Ms. Olivia.



63.

Jimmy moves in closer.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
So there's this lonely lady, right? 
She's brokenhearted.  But her pony
friends don't want her to be lonely
no more, you understand?  They find
this dude.  Big, handsome young stud,
right?  And they give them both a
magic love potion--you hear what I'm
saying?

LIVVY
Yes?

Jimmy gets up to better gesticulate and punctuate his story.

JIMMY
But, and here--as our good friend
Willy Shakespeare said--is the rub. 
That lady and that stud, they fall
madly, completely, selfishly in love
with each other.  Forsaking all
others.  I mean, really, they got
eyes for no one but the other.  You
follow?  Of course you do.  See here's
the thing--that wasn't no love potion. 
That was a love poison.

Beat.

LIVVY
So, what you're saying is...

JIMMY
Aw hell, woman.  If I have to spell
it out.  I'm just saying, you can't
mess with love.  She's a real bitch
that lady love.  But friendship? 
Friendship is magic, ya hear?

Beat.

JIMMY (CONT'D)
Now, down to business.  What you got 
for me?  

Livvy looks down at her envelope and then at the pony.

INT. ALGY'S OFFICE - DAY 

In Algy's overstuffed, Southern Gothic office, Algy and Jude 
sit on either side of a huge desk, each examining different 
pieces of paperwork.
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JUDE
Algy, you mind me asking you a
personal question?

ALGY
Is it gonna cost me anything?  

JUDE
Do you think Olivia is going to be
O.K. after all this?

ALGY
Oh, I think she'll live.  She's always
got a place here she can come back
to.

JUDE
You don't think she needs a bit of
independence?

ALGY
Independence is what got her in this
mess to start with.  That friend
Henry of yours filled her head with
all sorts of foolishness.

Livvy stands in the office door.

LIVVY
Daddy...Jude.  I ain't interrupting
anything, am I?

Jude stands up.  Livvy walks in.

ALGY
Sweetheart.  Come give your Daddy
some sugar.

Livvy pauses, but then walks over and kisses her father on
the cheek.  She sits on the edge of a credenza.  Jude sits
back down.  Livvy can't look at Jude.

ALGY (CONT'D)
Mr. Stolle and I were just talking
about you, Livvy.

LIVVY
Is that right?  You two deciding my
fate for me?  How charming.

JUDE
Liv, your father just wants what's
best for you.  As do I.
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LIVVY
Well, I'm just glad someone's looking
out for my best interests.  Lord
forbid I open my big mouth--

ALGY
Now that's enough, dear.  You can
cry all you want, but there ain't no
cryin' in business.

LIVVY
You think I don't know that, Daddy. 
I've been running that damned club
all by my lonesome for three years.

JUDE
Running it into the ground.  Liv,
you know I want you to succeed, but
you don't know the first thing about
running a club.

Livvy tries to keep it together.  She fails.

LIVVY
You can't do this, Daddy!  He's gonna
ruin your building.

ALGY
He can do whatever he wants to the
building, after he gets his employers
to hand over a very large sum of
money to me.

Livvy makes an awkwardly deliberate move to shove a swath of
material off of Algy's desk.  Jude smoothly moves to scoop
up the mess before it even hits the ground.

Livvy furiously tries to knock the mess from Jude's hands. 
She fails.

LIVVY
You bastard!  You think you can just 
come in and fix everything.  You 
think that--

ALGY
Olivia Renee, you settle down this 
minute!

JUDE
Mr. Chaleureux, with all due respect, 
you need to stop treating your 
daughter like a child.
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LIVVY
Oh yeah, time for the White Knight
to come in and save the fucking damsel
in distress.  Fuck you, Jude.  You
think just because a pony falls the
fuck in love with the stud that you
can just--

JUDE
Falls in love?

LIVVY
And you've got shitty taste in music 
if you think anyone wants to hear me 
play!  So fuck you and the Valkyrie 
you rode in on!

Livvy bolts from the office and slams the door behind her.  
Her heel gets caught in the door.  From the ground, she opens 
the door back up, pulls the broken shoe off, and throws it 
at Jude.

Livvy scrambles back up and limps away.

JUDE
Do you think I should go and help 
her?

Algy shrugs.

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY

Livvy paces back and forth, touching walls and looking under 
things.

LIVVY
Henry?  Hen, where the fuck are you?

She opens the lid of the piano.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Henry?  I know you live in there.  I 
mean, the acoustics must be amazing.

She sits down on the bench.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
So...I guess I might have told Jude
something that maybe I'll regret...

Beat.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
I know.  I know.  

(MORE)
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
It was the stupidest thing...well
one of the stupidest, at least...I've
got a long list.  I didn't mean for
it to happen.

Livvy gets up and tries to get a glass of water.  The faucet
sprays all over her.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Fuck!  I fucking hate this place,
Henry.  Why did we ever think we
could make this work?

She dries herself off and takes a drink.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
I guess I figured if we just played
house long enough...I just wanted to
make you happy. 

Livvy downs the rest of the glass of water.  It spills all
down her chin.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Happy as fuck.

EXT. ROYAL STREET - DAY 

Ulla and Jude stand on a busy French Quarter street corner.  
A crowd gathers around a band performing in the middle of 
the street. 

JUDE
She's got talent, Ulla.  I mean, not 
for running a nightclub, but she a 
fantastic musician--

ULLA
So have her audition for the music 
director.  Maybe she'll suck some 
cock and get a Monday night slot.

JUDE
Ulla!  That's a terrible thing to 
say.  What kind of music director 
would...right, I guess he would, 
wouldn't he.

Ulla puts her hand on Jude's ass and squeezes.

ULLA
It's the way of our world, baby.

Jude pushes her hand away from his ass.
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JUDE
Wait, that's perfect.  We can hire 
her as music director.  She knows 
the local talent, she can fill in 
with a band of her own if she wants.

ULLA
You want to fill her local talent!

Ulla walks away.  Jude scurries after her.

JUDE
Ulla, it's not like that.  Ulla!

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT 

At closing time, Livvy and Eloelle push out the last of the 
barflies.  The lights are dimmed, but the neon sign still 
shines.

LIVVY
Why don't you head on home, Elly?  I 
can close up by myself.

ELOELLE
You sure about that, sweetie?  'Cause 
I'm all TTFN if you're srs.

LIVVY
Go on, get your beauty sleep.

Eloelle wastes no time shedding her apron, grabbing her purse, 
and flying out the door.

ELOELLE
Ciao, babycita.  Much love.

As Livvy goes to lock up the door, Ulla walks up and bangs 
on the glass.

LIVVY
Sorry, we're closed.

ULLA
But it is I, Ulla.

Livvy stares for a moment.

LIVVY
It sure is.  I'm sure whatever you 
have to say to me, it can wait until 
Jude has closed your deal.

ULLA
Just a few moments.  Girl-on-girl?
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Livvy pauses for a moment before turning the lock and opening 
the door back up as she walks away.

LIVVY
You've got two minutes.  You want a 
drink or are you already where you 
want to be?

Ulla walks in.  She's maybe a bit drunk.

ULLA
You have Pimm's Cup?

Livvy looks around the bar.

LIVVY
We don't get many tourists down this 
way.  Vodka tonic o.k.?

ULLA
You know my Judy for many years, 
yes?

Livvy pours Ulla a drink.

LIVVY
Yup.  You wonderin' what to get him 
for his birthday?  Can't go wrong 
with a single malt.

ULLA
I know it is hard to tell, but I 
am...a few years older than Jude.  
You know?

LIVVY
Really?  I wouldn't make you out a
day over...  40?

Ulla takes a big gulp of the vodka tonic.

ULLA
It is very difficult to live as a
successful woman these days, you
know?

Ulla looks over at Livvy.

ULLA (CONT'D)
No, of course you would not.  Anyway,
when you are a successful woman,
such as myself, you can never
show...weakness.  You understand?
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LIVVY
I think I catch your drift.  You got
a point or should I start a tab?

ULLA
I know your own man left you at altar,
yes?

Beat.

LIVVY
You could say that.

ULLA
My father left my mother...when I 
was baby.

LIVVY
I'm...sorry to hear that.

Ulla suddenly BURSTS into sobs.  She is not a pretty crier.

ULLA
She was weak woman.  I will not be 
this woman.  Do you understand?

Livvy backs away subconsciously.

LIVVY
I...understand.

Ulla wipes her tears as if they are made of acid.

ULLA
Then you will understand that I will 
cut your heart from your chest if 
you take my Judy away from me...yes?

Beat.

LIVVY
I...like my heart where it is.

Ulla immediately brightens.

ULLA
Good then.  We are agreed.

Ulla downs the rest of her drink and holds out her hand.  
Livvy cautiously reaches out.  Ulla grabs Livvy's hand and 
shakes hard.

ULLA (CONT'D)
I am happy to see you again then.  
Until again.
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Ulla walks out the door, turning to give Livvy a sharp smile 
on her way out.

Livvy quickly runs to the door and secures the lock.

HENRY  (O.S.)
Wow, she's a real piece of work.

Livvy SCREAMS, turns to see Henry and...

BURSTS into tears.

HENRY (CONT'D)
Sorry?

LIVVY
No!  No, no, no!  You can't fucking 
be sorry, Henry!  It's my.  Fucking.  
Turn.  O.K.?

HENRY
Jesus, Liv.  That lady was gonna gut 
you. 

Livvy drops to her knees and then curls up on the floor around 
a bar stool.

Henry squats down next to Livvy.

HENRY (CONT'D)
So, what do you have to be sorry 
about?

LIVVY
Jude.  The club.  Every-fucking-thing 
I touch.

HENRY
I don't understand why you hate Jude 
so much, Livvy.  He's an awesome... 
dude.

LIVVY
Awesome?  Dude?  Jesus, Henry.  I 
know he's been your friend since 
middle school, but--

HENRY
What?  He's a dude.  He's awesome--

LIVVY
I think I'm in love with him.

Henry fades into near transparency.
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, Henry.  I didn't mean for 
it--I thought I was just 
pretending...I'm sorry.

Henry comes back into full view.  With a huge smile.

HENRY
AWESOME, DUDE!

Henry holds out his hand for a high five.  Livvy stares at 
it.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

In his favorite booth in his favorite ostentatious eatery, 
Ulla sits much too close to Algy.  She has her hand on top 
of his--pleasant, but difficult to eat like that.  She 
whispers something into his ear.

ALGY
Why, Miss Flärdfull, you make an old 
man blush. 

ULLA
No man is too old that can move the 
blood where it needs to go.

Algy laughs, his face turning redder.  A busboy stands by, 
nervously watching for signs of choking.

ULLA (CONT'D)
So...Alglee, I am to understand that 
you and my Jude have agreed to terms.

ALGY
On the sale of the building, yes, I
do believe my lawyer and your very
large entourage of lawyers are each
going over the terms with a fine-
combed tooth.  A fine-combed tooth? 
You see...that's what we call a
malapropism.

ULLA
Ooh, such big words!  I am surprised 
you even need a lawyer.

ALGY
Well, now, who else would I pay one 
hundred dollars an hour to, just to 
tell me what I don't want to hear?
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ULLA
The first thing we do, let's kill 
all the lawyers...yes?

ALGY
Now that is an excellent suggestion, 
Miss--

ULLA
Please.  Call me Ulla.

ALGY
Why of course, my dear Ulla.

ULLA
Perhaps you would like to hear another 
suggestion?

ALGY
I am all ears.

Ulla moves in even closer.

ULLA
My Jude has very good business
sense...for the details.  But,
sometimes, deliberation can hinder
the vision.

ALGY
He does seem like a very careful
man, Mr. Stolle.

ULLA
Yes.  He takes it very slow.  But I
sometimes like it quick quick quick,
you know?

ALGY
I think I understand.

ULLA
Very good!  So, you won't mind if we
move up sale to say...Friday?

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY 

Livvy sweeps up the floor of the empty club.  Jude knocks on
the door and Livvy opens it up.  

JUDE
Good morning, ma'am.  I understand 
y'all play jazz and blues in here.
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Jude carries a beat-up acoustic guitar case.  Livvy looks at 
him and laughs.

LIVVY
That thing supposed be a guitar?

JUDE
I'll have you know this case belonged 
to Lightning Hopkins himself.

LIVVY
Did he use it for a boat during the 
great deluge?

Jude chuckles.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
And after you grossly overpaid for 
Mr. Hopkins's ratty old case, did 
you have any money left over for a 
guitar?

Jude sets the case carefully on a table and opens it up.  
Inside is a chipped and scratched Japanese copy of a decent-
enough Gibson.

JUDE
You like?

LIVVY
A Yakatoma?  Late 70s?

Jude pulls the guitar out.

JUDE
Spruce Special.

LIVVY
Special?  Well la di da.

Jude plucks a few notes.

JUDE
My first guitar.  Mama got it for me 
from the pawn shop for my twelfth 
birthday.

He plays a little riff.  Not bad.

LIVVY
I'm sorry to say, buddy, but the 
Zeitgeist isn't taking on any new 
acts.  It's the economy.
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JUDE
Thought maybe I could play with you.

Beat.

LIVVY
I told you, I don't play for anyone.

Henry appears.

JUDE
Not even an old friend?  With an old 
guitar?

HENRY
You played for me, Liv.  It's why I 
fell for you.

LIVVY
I doubt we'd even know the same songs.

JUDE
Oh, I think you'd be surprised.

HENRY
"Sal's Got a Meatskin!"

LIVVY
Are you fucking kidding?

JUDE
Uh...no.  I don't think so...

HENRY
Shit, you're right.  How about "You've 
Been a Friend to Me"?

LIVVY
Little too on the nose, don't you 
think?

JUDE
Nose?  What?

LIVVY
Fine.  Do you know "You've Been a 
Friend to Me"?

JUDE
Bryan Adams?  Really?

LIVVY
Uh...not the one I'm thinking of.  
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Livvy walks over to the piano and sits.  Jude follows her 
over with his guitar.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
See if you can follow along.

Livvy starts playing the Carter Family bluegrass tune.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
(Singing)

My arc of life was drifting down 
the troubled sea of time 
Since first I saw your smiling face 
and youth was in its prime

Jude picks up the chords and joins in.

JUDE
I'll ne'er forget where'er I roam 
wherever you may be 
If ever I have had a friend 
you've been that friend to me

Jude takes a few steps closer and leans in.  They play an 
instrumental verse together.

LIVVY
Misfortune used me as her child and 
loved me fondly too 
I would have had a broken heart 
had it not been for you

JUDE
I'll ne'er forget where'er I roam 
wherever you may be 
If ever I have had a friend 
you've been that friend to me

LIVVY
I now look back upon the past 
across life's troubled sea 
And smile to think through all I've
seen.   
You've been a friend to me

Henry watches the singers with a warm smile.

LIVVY AND JUDE
(Together)

I'll ne'er forget where'er I roam 
wherever you may be 
If ever I have had a friend 
you've been that friend to me

As they finish the song, Henry fades away. 
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Jude hangs over Livvy for a beat.  She looks up expectantly, 
and then...

JIMMY
Whoo!  If you two need an opening 
act--

Jimmy walks in takes a seat at the bar.

LIVVY
Jimmy.  What a pleasant surprise.

JIMMY
Surprise?  Didn't we have an 
appointment?

Livvy closes the piano lid.

JUDE
Mr. King.  I'm so sorry, I didn't 
realize--

JIMMY
Not with you, stud.  I have business 
with Miss Olivia.

Jude looks to Livvy and then back to Jimmy.

JUDE
I see.  Starting up a bowling league?

LIVVY
Jimmy--Mr. King--is helping me find 
gainful employment.  As you may have 
heard, I won't be running this place 
into the ground for much longer.

JUDE
A job?  Wow, that's mighty kind of 
you, Mr. King.  I must admit--

JIMMY
A job?  What the hell you talkin' 
about?  I'm here--

Livvy swiftly maneuvers her way next to Jimmy.

LIVVY
What Jimmy means is...he's helping 
me with my...album.

Jimmy looks to Livvy with confusion.

JUDE
Your album?  You're finishing it?
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JIMMY
Oh yeah, that album.  Gonna be a hot 
one.  Big ol' steaming plate of vinyl.

JUDE
That's...that's incredible, Livvy.  
I'm really...happy for you.

LIVVY
You seem a little...surprised?

JUDE
Well, hell, Livvy, I was actually
hoping you might stick around and
help me out...with the new club.

Livvy looks up in surprise.

JUDE (CONT'D)
But I guess you don't need me.

Beat.  An uncomfortable one.

JIMMY
E'rebody needs somebody, Mr. Stolle.

JUDE
You do speak the truth, Mr. King. 
I'm happy for you, Livvy.  Henry
would be awfully proud...

Jude puts his guitar back in its case.

LIVVY
Well, we see how it turns out.

Another beat.

JUDE
You know, now that you mention
it...I've got an appointment of my
own to get to.

JIMMY
This nightclub won't turn into a 
pumpkin all by its lonesome.

JUDE
No.  It sure...won't.

Livvy and Jimmy stare at Jude, who makes no move to leave.

LIVVY
Don't be late on our account...
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JUDE
Right.  Another time, Mr. King.  
Liv.

Jude moves in for an awkward handshake/hug.  He grabs his 
guitar case and walks into the door jam on his way out.

JIMMY
Shit.  Nothin' like the look of a 
man that been hit upside the head 
with a case of the lovesick blues.

LIVVY
Jude?  You need your eyes checked, 
old friend.

JIMMY
Woman, that there look on that man's
face is why they invented the blues. 
And I should know--I got a room in
my house with nothin' but mirrors on
every wall.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY 

As Ulla lounges on the bed and flips through television 
channels, Jude performs nude Yoga.

JUDE
Jimmy King would be a major get, 
Ulla.  And Livvy's got that man 
wrapped around her little finger.

ULLA
And we care why about this woman 
again?

JUDE
I just feel...guilty, I guess.  Henry 
was my best friend--

ULLA
And now he is dead.  Boo hoo.

JUDE
You're a real bitch, you know that 
honey?

Jude puts on a robe.

ULLA
That is why I am me and you are you, 
Judy.

Jude gets a drink of water from the bathroom.
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JUDE
I'm just want to make sure she's 
going to be o.k. before we kick her 
out on Tuesday.

ULLA
Friday.

JUDE
No, the closing is on Tuesday.

ULLA
Oh, did I forget to tell you?  That 
adorable Mr. Alglee agreed to move 
the closing up to Friday.

JUDE
Friday?  Why the hell would you do 
that?

ULLA
This heat and humidity of the southern 
doesn't agree with me.  The sooner 
we close, the sooner we can return 
to New York.

JUDE
Return?  I thought you were gonna 
let me run the new club down 
here...for a while.

Ulla turns off the television and gets off the bed.

ULLA
With that little muffaletta?  I think 
not so.

She walks into the bathroom and closes the door.

JUDE
You have got to be joking, Ulla.

Beat.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Ulla, you've got to let me hire Livvy.

ULLA (O.S.)
No, I do not.

JUDE
What do you even care, Ulla?  You're 
just gonna move on to the next deal, 
the next town.
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ULLA  (O.S.)
And so are you, Judy.

JUDE
Don't call me Judy.

Ulla walks back out and washes her hands.

ULLA
You are going to close the deal, we 
are going to come back to the hotel 
room and fuck like wild dogs.

She dries her hands on Jude's robe.

ULLA (CONT'D)
And then we will go back home...and 
fuck like regular dogs.

Jude stares down his own reflection in the mirror.

JUDE
I'm not going back, Ulla.

Ulla mocks shock.

JUDE (CONT'D)
And we're not leaving Livvy behind.

ULLA
I don't think you are in a position...

Ulla grabs Jude's thigh.

ULLA (CONT'D)
To make demands.

Jude grabs Ulla's hand and pulls it away.

JUDE
And I don't think Axis HR will be 
terribly happy to discover that you've 
been sleeping with your direct report.

ULLA
You have not the proof of such accus--

JUDE
That tape we made last month?

Beat.

ULLA
Fine.  She can clean out the toilets.
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INT. ALGY'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Algy sits at his desk, drinking a tumbler of bourbon.  Livvy 
bursts in.

LIVVY
Daddy, you can't sell the club to 
Jude.

ALGY
Didn't we already go through this?

Livvy paces back and forth.

LIVVY
I'm bringing in Jimmy King and the 
Crown Royals--this Friday night.  If 
we push it hard enough--

ALGY
That's all well and good, baby--

LIVVY
You've got to break the deal, Daddy.  
I know it'll work this time--

ALGY
This time you'll magically grow a 
brain for business?

LIVVY
I wasn't ready, Daddy.  But now--

Algy gets up and puts his hand on his daughter's shoulder.

ALGY
Jude's already called the deal off.  

LIVVY
He did what now?

ALGY
Axis Entertainment apparently decided
that the New Orleans live music market
was not quite ready for their patented
brand of mediocrity.  Or some words
to that effect.

Livvy breaks into a huge smile and sprints for the door.

Before she gets out, she brakes and runs back to kiss her
father's forehead, before running back out.
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ALGY (CONT'D)
(To Livvy)

I'm still gonna sell that building,
ya hear?

(To himself)
Not to any of these damn fool music
people, that's for sure.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT 

Slow night, bad music, etc. Livvy dances around to Mr. Quality
Jones's "best" boogie.  Eloelle keeps a skeptical eye on
Livvy.  Livvy dances over to the bar.

LIVVY
Elly, pour me a big old glass of
water, would ya?

ELOELLE
So, you've already had your fill of
drank, then?

LIVVY
Why, Elly, I haven't had a drop to
drink tonight.

ELOELLE
So you high on life or some shit?

Livvy gulps down some water.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
I heard they say that Josephine's 
headed up the coast tomorrow.  Sounds 
like a real beeotch.

LIVVY
Another hurricane?  Ain't gonna rain 
on my parade, Elly.

ELOELLE
You cray, white girl.  You Daddy 
drop you on your head...again?

LIVVY
Batten down the hatches, Hurricane 
Olivia's ready to blow through town!

Livvy dances again.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Ain't Quality right on top of it 
tonight?
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ELOELLE
Top of what?

LIVVY
Whoo-hoo-hoop!

Jude walks in and finds Livvy.

JUDE
Livvy!

LIVVY
Well, hello there, stranger!  Here, 
have a drink, sweetie.

She hands him her glass of water.  Jude sniffs it.

JUDE
What we celebrating?

LIVVY
Oh, I don't know.  Whatcha got?

Jude smiles.  Livvy continues to dance.

JUDE
I quit my job.

LIVVY
Really now?  Why would you do a crazy 
thing like that?  Don't you know the 
economy is in the crapper?

JUDE
I was hoping that maybe you'd have a 
job for me.

LIVVY
Little old me?  Sorry, I done run 
this place into the ground.

Jude smiles.

JUDE
So maybe we can build it back up?  
Together?

Livvy stops of a moment and then continues to dance.  

Jude steps up and takes her hand, his body pressed into hers.  
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QUALITY JONES
(Singing)

You, you got what I what I need 
But you say he's just a friend 
And you say he's just a friend 
Oh Baby!

They dance like no one is looking.  Livvy stares into Jude's 
eyes.  He leans his face in closer.  The world dissolves...

JUDE
God, you smell so good.

LIVVY
That's just the crawfish boil.

JUDE
Damn, I love me a good crawfish boil.

Beat

JUDE (CONT'D)
And if you'll let me, I'll love you 
too, Olivia.

LIVVY
Someone should, I suppose.  I mean, 
I should.  But then, if you do, then--

Jude puts a finger on Livvy's lips.  They stop.  He pulls 
her in tight and they share a long.

Hot.

Kiss.

QUALITY JONES
Ooooh snap Baby, you!  

EXT. ZEITGEIST - DAY  

The unbearable heat of the day is joined by heavy, wet clouds 
and strong winds.  Livvy stands on a ladder in front of the 
club, trying to maneuver a plywood sheet to cover the front 
windows.  

A gust of wind blows Livvy off the ladder.  Luckily, Eloelle 
walks up just in time to catch her.

ELOELLE
Girlfriend!  You need to cut back on 
them beignets.
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LIVVY
Elly!  What are you doing down here?  
It's your day off.

Eloelle lets Livvy down onto solid ground.

ELOELLE
You think Ms. Eloelle Yolo gonna 
miss the last night of the old thing, 
or is it the first night of the new 
thang?

LIVVY
Oh, like anyone's actually gonna 
show up here tonight.  Might as well 
be the end of the world.

ELOELLE
Why you even staying open?    

LIVVY
The show must go on.

ELOELLE
Ain't no business like the show.  
And this show's all about no business.

Eloelle sits on the hood of a car.

LIVVY
Jude's gonna fix all that up now.  
He's got such great plans for--

ELOELLE
For the club?  For you?  Pretty damn 
lucky for you to find another man to 
save yo ass.

Jude strolls up to the club, holding some supplies from the 
hardware store.  He sets a bag down and eavesdrops.

LIVVY
It's not like that, Elly.  Not this 
time...

ELOELLE
Oh, not this time.  I get it.  Now 
that you done jailbreaked yo handset 
you think you can switch carriers to 
your pretty heart's desire?

LIVVY
I did the what now?
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ELOELLE
That Judy boy?  You pulled out his 
little SIM card and spoofed a real 
number on his love.

LIVVY
Elly, is this one of those things I 
need a hashtag to follow?

ELOELLE
You played that man, Livvy!  Instead 
of buckin' up and putting on your 
own damn big girl undies, you had to 
go and sucker some-- 

LIVVY
You want my gratitude, Elly?  You 
got it.  There is absolutely no way 
I coulda landed the big one without 
you.  

ELOELLE
And don't let me get started on Mr.
Jimmy King.  Using that sweet old
man as a back-up plan--you know I
know what I know.  Don't be all 404
like you can't find that page!

LIVVY
No, you don't understand, Elly.  I 
wasn't using Jimmy King that way.  I 
mean, I wasn't using him at 
all...Jimmy just...

Eloelle sighs.  She sees Jude leaning against the facade and 
lets out a tiny squeal of surprise.

ELOELLE
I...I'm sorry, Livvy.  But I just 
can't stand by and let a sister wilt 
under the shadow of no man.  Even if 
he damn good lookin'.

Eloelle turns on her heels.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
Look like maybe you on your own soon 
enough, though.

Eloelle starts to walk away.  Livvy steps after her.

LIVVY
Elly?  You don't-- 
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Jude stands up and walks toward Livvy.  She turns to see 
him.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Oh, Jude!...  You're back already.  
Did you get the screws?

JUDE
I got the screw, all right.

Jude shoves the bag into Livvy's hands.  He storms into the 
club and slams the door.  It bounces right back open.

INT. ZEITGEIST 

Livvy swings open the door and approaches Jude's back.

LIVVY
I didn't know...

JUDE
Really?  I thought I was the one 
that wasn't supposed to know.

LIVVY
I don't know what you heard out there, 
but--

JUDE
All this was just a game to you?  To 
save your little fucking club?

LIVVY
It wasn't--

JUDE
This fucking...pit stain?

LIVVY
Jude...I just--

Jude gets into Livvy's face.

JUDE
You just thought you'd ruin my life?

LIVVY
But I thought...

JUDE
Yeah?  What the hell did you think,
Liv?  That'd you'd just sweep me off
my feet and I'd come in and be your
White Knight?  

(MORE)
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JUDE (CONT'D)
Oh my fucking god, that's exactly. 
What.  Fucking.  Happened!

Livvy tries to touch Jude's shoulder.  He wiggles away like 
a twelve-year old.

LIVVY
(Tearing up)

I didn't want to hurt you.

JUDE
Is this what you did to Henry?  Trick 
him into...Oh god, I'm going to be 
sick.

Beat.

LIVVY
I thought it was the only way.

Henry appears behind Jude.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, baby.  I fucked it
up...again.

JUDE
Again?

HENRY
Again?

Jude spins around at Henry's voice.

JUDE
Did you hear that?

LIVVY
What?

HENRY
What?

JUDE
That right there!  

Jude walks to where he heard Henry's voice.  He stands right
in front of Henry's face.

JUDE (CONT'D)
That...was Henry's voice.

Livvy cracks a wry smile.
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HENRY
Dude, I miss you.

Jude turns to Livvy.

JUDE
Tell me you heard that.

LIVVY
I told you this place was haunted.

HENRY
Jesus, Liv, this is no time...

Jude turns slowly toward Henry again.  His face goes white.

JUDE
Henry?  What the...?

Jude backs away and stumbles to the door, keeping his eye on 
Henry.

LIVVY
Jude!

Jude looks at Livvy and back at Henry.  Without a word, he 
walks out the door.

HENRY
Well, that was interesting.

Livvy looks out the door as Jude staggers away.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Jude rushes around and stuffs his bags with his belongings.

INT. ZEITGEIST - DAY

Livvy sits, slumped over the piano keyboard.  Henry sits on 
top of the piano staring into the distance.  

Livvy picks up a tumbler of bourbon, jiggles it, and watches 
the ice spin in circles...mesmerized.

After a looonnng beat...

HENRY
You ever think about heaven, Liv?

Livvy puts down her tumbler.

LIVVY
Heaven?  Like pearly gates and angels 
on fluffy clouds?
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HENRY
That's one theory...

Livvy rests her head on the piano to look up at Henry.

LIVVY
I figured your continued presence in 
this mortal plane pretty much 
disproved that one.

HENRY
Huh...that's a good point.  Maybe 
that just for folks who done something 
with their lives.  Lived.  
Loved....lost.

Livvy sits up.

LIVVY
You didn't love me?

HENRY
Hell yeah, I did!  Still do, dammit. 
And yet, here I am.  Maybe I just
loved you too hard or some romantic
shit.  Or maybe I just didn't learn
enough shit.  Or I took too much
shit.  Or didn't give enough shit.

Livvy laughs.

LIVVY
As far as I'm concerned, you were
the shit, Henry Geist.  You loved. 
You were loved.  By me.  By your
friends...You were the best goddamn
friend anyone could ever have.  It
was like your fuckin' superpower.

HENRY
Friendship?  Friendship was my 
superpower?  Not my devastating good 
looks or my masterly lovemaking 
skills?

LIVVY
Well, you did have that little trick 
you did with your...but that was 
nothing like your real...magic...

Livvy BOLTS upright.  Out of surprise, Henry POPS out of 
view and reappears behind Livvy, disoriented.
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HENRY
Holy shit, Livvy!  You scared the
crap out of me.

Livvy grabs her cell phone off the top of the piano, oblivious
to Henry's complaints.  She places a call...

LIVVY
Jimmy?  It's Olivia.  You remember
that thing we talked about?...Olivia
Chaleureux...How many Olivias--never
mind.  Yeah, that thing.  Tonight... 

EXT. PRINTERS - DAY

With her ear firmly attached to her cell phone, Livvy rushes
into the printers. 

LATER

Livvy leaves the printers with a stack of flyers.

EXT. BOURBON STREET - DAY

Against a strong breeze and darkening skies, Livvy pushes
flyers on passers-by.  Despite general drunken apathy, Livvy
aggressively forces her sales pitch on tourist after tourist.

INT. "FUNKY BOOTY" - DAY

Livvy pushes past a confused bouncer and approaches the stage. 
Fighting against the bouncer, she pushes flyers into the
hands of the band members.  

As the bouncer pushes Livvy out, the band passes around the
flyers and nod approvingly.

EXT. JACKSON SQUARE - DAY

With the weather threatening ever more, Livvy hands a few
flyers to a gold-painted "living statue" street performer. 
After a few seconds of motionless scanning, the performer
immediately breaks character and starts to pass out the flyer
to his audience.

EXT. DECATUR STREET - DAY

Livvy passes flyers out to the mule-drawn carriage drivers.

INT. MARDI GRAS WORLD - DAY

A worker leads Livvy around a massive assortment of Mardi
Gras float supplies.  She picks out a huge butterfly prop
and carries it off.
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EXT. FRENCH MARKET - DAY

Carrying her huge butterfly prop through a growing rain,
Livvy sprints under the canopy of the outdoor market.

EXT. HOTEL - DAY

In the gloomy dusk, under a steady downpour, Jude puts his
bags into a cab, jumps in, and rides off.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

With the hurricane slowly building up outside, Livvy and an
odd assortment of barflies, MUSICIANS, and DRAG QUEENS
feverishly decorate the stage.  

On a tiny televison near the bar, a NEWS REPORTER stands in
the middle of violent surf crashing all about.

REPORTER
(On television)

When I spoke to my producer a few
minutes ago, he said, "Brock--

A wave crashes over the reporter.

REPORTER (CONT'D)
"Brock, why don't we get a shot of
you over there next to the surf." No
really, that's what he said.  What? 
Now he's telling me that--

Livvy walks over and mutes the television.

BARFLY
Now we never gonna know what he said.

LIVVY
Real shame that.

Livvy wipes down the bar.

BARFLY
Why you having this big party anyway? 
No one gonna come out on a night
like this.

LIVVY
But you're here, ain't ya Miss Lettie?  

BARFLY
Only 'cause I ain't got nowhere else
to be.  Ain't got no attic to hide
out in.
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Livvy walks over to the fortified door and peers out an
opening.

LIVVY
Looks like we're the only light on
in the whole block.

DRAG QUEEN
Miss Olivia?  Where would you like
this...thing to go?

The drag queen holds out a penis-shaped piñata.

LIVVY
Tie it up over the bar.  We'll give
it a good whack later and spill the
magic beans all over the booze.

The drag queen mocks a shudder of horror.

Livvy's cell rings.  She answers.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Jimmy?  Where y'at?...  Shreveport? 
What the hell, Jimmy?  You're supposed
to be here in an hour--You're doing
what?  In this weather?

Livvy bows her head down and massages her temples.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Jimmy, I don't see how--
but...Seriously?  But
Jimmy...Friendship...is magic.  Got
it.  I guess we'll have to go with
that.

EXT. AIRPORT - NIGHT

In a downpour, a cab drops Jude off at the departure gate. 
In haste, the cabbie tosses Jude's luggage into a puddle. 
He takes Jude's money and drives off.

A SKYCAP walks over and helps Jude pull his luggage to the
curb.

JUDE
I'm on American.

SKYCAP
You ain't on nothin' tonight, mista. 
Airport's closed.

JUDE
But the cab...Closed?  Really?
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SKYCAP
You welcome to come in and find a
soft spot on the floor.

JUDE
Could you just call me another cab?

SKYCAP
Ain't no other cabs stupid enough to
come out tonight.

JUDE
Seriously?

SKYCAP
Bar still open though.  'Nother
fifteen minutes or so.

Jude stares at the skycap for a beat.

He walks out into the torrents and dares to look into the
sky.

JUDE
Henry?  If you can hear me up
there...thanks a fucking lot!

Jude stands in the rain for a beat and then trudges back to
the gate.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

Mr. Quality Jones plays The New Orleans Rhythm Kings' Weary
Blues on the piano.  

The door suddenly bursts open and a small pack of NOISY
TOURISTS push their way into the club.  They shake off the
rain and peel off wet clothes.  

TOURIST #1
You folks open?

Livvy wanders back behind the bar.

LIVVY
If you got open wallets and an open
heart, we're open.

The pack saddles up at the bar, eyeing the penis piñata
suspiciously.  

They order drinks.  

Livvy serves 'em up.
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INT. AIRPORT - NIGHT

Jude lugs his bags through the nearly empty terminal.  He
finds the bar and heads in.  He catches the BARTENDER's eye.

BARTENDER
Sorry, pal.  We just closed up.

JUDE
Is that the fucking truth?

Beat.

BARTENDER
Yeah.

JUDE
Well all righty then.

Jude walks away, dragging his bags behind him. 

He stops to adjust the load, and his cherished guitar case
completely falls apart.  Jude's guitar--

CRASHES on the floor with a resounding TWANG, right at the
feet of...

Jimmy King.

JIMMY
They make prettier sounds if you
treat 'em right.  Just like the
ladies.

Jude coughs out a wry chuckle.

JUDE
Is that right, Mr. King?

The rest of the CROWN ROYALS, 7 or 8 real cool cats of varying
sizes and shapes, slide on up behind Jimmy.

DUKE
Not gonna get much better out of
that Jap shit.  Might as well drag
it around on the ground--won't stay
in tune for long anyways.

JUDE
She may not be much to look at, but
it ain't about the instrument so
much as how you swing it.

JOKER
Heh...like your dick.
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The rest of the Royals look down Joker.

JOKER (CONT'D)
He said "instrument"...see?  That's
another work for a dick...

Jude puts his bags down and wrestles his guitar back into
the tattered case.

JIMMY
What brings you to the Lou' on this
dark and story night, Mr. Stolle? 
You do know--

JUDE
Yeah, the airport's closed.  I might
have heard that somewhere.

JIMMY
That lady's a real bitch, ain't she?  

JUDE
Livvy?  She's your problem now--

JIMMY
Miss Olivia?  I'm talking 'bout
Josephine.

EARL
Now Katrina, there was a real bitch,
ya hear?  Josie here's a regular
pussycat.

Jude slings his guitar on his back and picks up his bags
again.

JUDE
Those ones, apparently, are the ones
you gotta watch out for.  Ain't that
right, Jimmy?

JIMMY
I'm sure I have no idea--

JUDE
I shoulda known she'd go behind my
back, but how the hell did she ever
sucker you into a deal?  

JOKER
Is he still talking about Katrina?
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JIMMY
I think you may not have a clear
picture of the reality of the
situation, Mr. Stolle.

JUDE
Right.  Whatever, dude.  Just trying
to help.  She's all yours now.

Jude walks off.  He gets no more than 10 feet before the
strap on his guitar case SNAPS off and the case CLATTERS to
the ground again.

Without turning, Jude stops, pauses for a moment, sets his
bags down, and flops onto a nearby bench.

EARL
You think he needs some help?

JIMMY
Earl, er'ebody needs help once or
twice a while.  

JOKER
Even the fools what suffer under the
delusional pretense of self-knowledge.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

The small band of revelers has EXPLODED into a LOUD, BUSTLING,
CHATTERING, WHOOPING mass that threatens the push out the
seams of the tiny club.  Mr. Quality Jones WAILS above the
din, fighting against the HOWLING of the gale-force winds
buffeting the covered front windows.

Next to the stage, Livvy struggles to carry on a cell phone
call.  She hangs up and clambers up to the stage.

Livvy cuts Mr. Quality off, but the crowd continues its
oppressive din.

LIVVY
(Shouting)

If I could just...For just one
minute...EVERYBODY JUST...

Seeing that Livvy's not making a dent, Mr. Quality grabs the
microphone and--

SCREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEECHES an eardrum-shattering, James Brownian
scream. 

The crowd comes to full attention.

Mr. Quality offers the mic back to Livvy.
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
First, let me thank all y'all for
bravin' the big storm out there and
comin' out to the Zeitgeist.  Y'all
should be proud to be part of the
biggest night in the history of the
club...

The crowd hoots and hollers.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
...And, unfortunately, the very last
night in the history of the club.

The crowd boos.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Hey hey hey, all good things must
come to an end.  Dust to dust and
all that shit.  But we come not to
mourn the end of an error...

The crowd laughs.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Tonight ain't about ends.  Tonight
is a night for new beginnings.  And
because sometimes a new beginning
means a lot of new cash, I want to
thank y'all for doin' your best to
fill up this big ol' bucket...

Livvy holds up a large bucket...filled with cash.  The crowd
hoots and hollers.  

A drag queen, SASHAY, pulls Eloelle in through the front
door.  Eloelle's eyes go WIDE with shock at the sight of the
full club.  Livvy locks on to her.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Now, most of y'all don't know my
friend--my bestest friend--Elly. 
But if you knew Ms. Eloelle Yolo
like I do...and y'all weren't as
dumb as a box of bricks like
me...you'd know that the best thing
a friend can do...is to see you as
the person you're supposed to be.

Eloelle fans away some emotional welling in her eyes.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
So the sooner we done fill up that
there bucket with that ol' cash that's 

(MORE)
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
just dirtying up your pockets, the
sooner we let Elly become the person,
the woman, that I see in her every
day.  

The crowd roars with approval.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
Ms. Sashay, why don't you bring our
girl on up here.

Sashay drags Eloelle up to the stage.  Livvy grabs her hand
and hoists her up up.  

The crowd cheers.  Eloelle curtsies and shyly covers her
face.  Livvy hugs Eloelle tight.  They both wipe away some
tears.

INT. BAND VAN - NIGHT - TRAVELING

Joker drives the band's van through the raging storm into
the French Quarter.  The already overstuffed van includes
one extra passenger, Jude.

SHORTY
Don't talk much, do ya Mr. Stolle?

JUDE
Hmm...

JIMMY
That's cause he thinks his mouth is
always gettin' him in trouble.

DUKE
Ain't that the truth?

JIMMY
Ain't no truth to it at'all.

Beat.

JUDE
No?

JIMMY
It's ya willy that gets ya into
trouble.

The band cracks up.

JUDE
Now that is the God's honest truth.
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Joker stops the van.  A huge old oak tree blocks the street.

JOKER
I don't think we're gonna be able to
get down Rampart, boys.

Joker throws the van into reverse and turns down an alley.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

The crowd--trapped inside and full of drink--begins to
agitate.  

TOURIST #1
Isn't Jimmy King supposed to play
here tonight?

TOURIST #2
That's what it said on the flyer!

LOCAL #1
Jimmy King?  And the Crown Royals? 
Shit, I just came in to get out of
the rain.  Jimmy never plays local
anymore.

A chant starts up amongst the mumbling nearby...JIMMY.  JIMMY. 
JIMMY.

Behind the bar, Eloelle pulls Livvy aside.

ELOELLE
You promised these folk a free
concert?  Are you out of your mind?

LIVVY
Jimmy said they'd be here.

ELOELLE
What did I tell you about countin'
on a man?  Have you learned nothing?

Beat.  And then Eloelle breaks into laughter.

ELOELLE (CONT'D)
I'm just shittin' you, Livvy.  You
done just fine as far as Ms. Eloelle
Yolo can see.  Done grown up real
good.

JIMMY!  JIMMY!  JIMMY!

LIVVY
Yeah, some good it done me.  

(MORE)
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
If Josephine don't do the job, this
crowd's gonna tear down these walls
themselves.

ELOELLE
You gotta get up there.

LIVVY
I don't think my speechifyin' is
gonna settle these folks--

ELOELLE
You gotta get up.  On that piano. 
And play ya damn songs.

Livvy looks out over the frothing crowd.

LIVVY
My songs?  With me singin' em?

INT. BAND VAN - NIGHT - TRAVELING

Joker maneuvers the van through road debris and tight alleys. 
They wind up on a nearly completely dark block of Frenchmen
Street, except for one building that not only seems open,
but crowded with people.

DUKE
What's goin' on over there, Joker?

JOKER
Looks like a club still open.

DUKE
What club is that, anyway?

JUDE
That's...the Zeitgeist.

EARL
That place still open?  My, oh my, I
thought it closed down years ago.

JIMMY
Y'all know, I met Gladys at the
'Geist?

JUDE
Your wife?

The band turns to the interloper.

JUDE (CONT'D)
Or maybe...a special friend.
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JIMMY
My soprano.

JUDE
Your horn?  Your sax is named Gladys?

JIMMY
Came with the name.

JUDE
Right...I see.

JIMMY
So, what's it gonna be, Mr. Stolle... 
Shall we venture a look inside?  

JUDE
Aw shit, Jimmy.  You planned this? 
What the hell did I ever do to you?  

JIMMY
I think Mr. Stolle here is under the
mistaken impression that Mr. Jimmy
King somehow swindled him out of his
purchase of this club, gentlemen.

JUDE
I can't blame you, Jimmy.  It's a
great location.  Tons of history.

EARL
Like Gladys.

JUDE
Right, like Gladys...but Jesus on a
corndog stick, fellas, that woman
ain't nothing more than a manipulative
bitch.  How can you work with her?

Beat.

JIMMY
Sometimes, Jude, a pony shows its
true colors only when we see them
for what they are supposed to be,
not for how they see themselves.  Ya
dig?

JUDE
I...I really don't.

INT. ZEITGEIST - NIGHT

Bright lights bear down on Livvy and her piano.  
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The crowd hushes.  The silence palpable.  Livvy can feel the
sweat rolling down her face and can hear only her own
heartbeat.

Livvy, still staring, puts her hands on the piano keys.  She
slowly plays the melody to her song.

LIVVY
(Haltingly)

If you don't see me...   
Crying in my grits...

Her voice cracks.  She tries to play the bar over again, but
she can't find the melody.

Jude walks in, followed by Jimmy and the band.  Jude's eyes
go wide with shock at the sight of the full club.  

He takes it all in before he settles on Livvy, 

Struggling at the piano...

LIVVY (CONT'D)
If you don't see me... 
Crying in my grits...

JUDE 
You can taste the salt 
In my butter.

The crowd turns as one to find the source of the new voice. 
One might hear a pin drop between the phrases...

JUDE (CONT'D)
And if you don't see me 
Pickin' up the pieces...

LIVVY
Of my broken heart 
Off the floor...

Livvy dives back into the melody on the piano.  Jude walks
up to the stage.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
You will never see the you 
That's in my heart.

Livvy starts again from the top of the song, this time with
gusto.  The Crown Royals stride through the crowd and rise
up to the stage to join their instruments.

Jude sits on the piano next to Livvy.
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LIVVY (CONT'D)
If you don't see me 
Cryin' in my grits... 
You can taste the salt 
In my butter

JUDE
And if you don't see me 
Pickin' up the pieces 
Of my broken heart 
Off the floor...

LIVVY
You will never see the you 
That's in my heart.

The Crown Royals all burst in to join the instrumental bridge. 
The crowd goes WILD.

LIVVY (CONT'D)
You will never never see 
The me that sees the you 
In me.  That sees the you 
In my heart.

As the song continues into the next verse, a ghostly jazz
funeral parade band materializes from amongst the crowd. 
They join in with the song and start to march through the
club toward the door.  

The parade makes its way out the door. Henry appears dancing
along at the back of the line.  He turns to look at Livvy
and Jude, tips an imaginary hat, and follows the parade out
the door.

As the jazz parade marches out into the storm, they carry
Livvy's tune out with them until they melt into the darkness
and are carried away with the winds.

FADE OUT:
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