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2.

FADE IN: 

INT ANSONIA LOBBY    NIGHT 

A beautiful young woman is gunned down. This is Grace. 

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT JAZZ SPEAKEASY    NIGHT

Two gentleman walk through the crowd. One is BABE RUTH. The other is his friend LUCKY.

LUCKY

Tits! Perfect tits!

BABE

Where?

LUCKY

Tits like you wouldn’t believe!

Beautiful tits. If god had tits,

they’d look like hers.

BABE

Where is she?

LUCKY

A nice set of country fed,

corn-pone knockers. She’s a

hayseed, all balled up, some

ballukah dressed her up like

a moll. She’s in her glad rags,

all ritzed up and looking for a

daddy…

BABE

(interrupting)

Look, Luck, I didn’t drive

(MORE)
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BABE (CONT)

    halfway around the city to hear you

    bumping your gums. If you want to 

     keep ya nuts, pipe down and point her

out.

LUCKY

How could ya’ miss a dame like

that? Right there!

(points)

BABE

Where?

LUCKY

There in front of the square.

GRACE sits at a table alone. In the background, two gentlemen sit at another table. They are IGOR STRAVINSKY and DUKE ELLINGTON.

LUCKY

 We’ll drink some giggle 

water, get shit faced, and you

can give her the bum’s rush in 

the struggle buggy. I’ll make the

 proper introduction….

BABE

 (patting Lucky’s

 chest)

 The hell you will, Lucky. They

 ain’t built a gin mill where 

Babe Ruth can’t get laid. Scram!

Babe walks to Grace’s table and sits down.

BABE

Cigarette?

GRACE

Oh no, I never touch them. I 

heard they give you cancer.

4.

BABE

Baloney! Bunch of commie rag they 

drummed up to stop us from getting 

our kicks.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

IGOR

Jazz! Its so alive, Mr. Ellington!

 So new, so fresh, so full of 

vibrance. Every moment every

 player is a composer composing

 a fragment of an individual symphony 

that rises, pleases and 

stimulates and then is lost 

forever. It is the most beautiful 

form of music because it is the 

most tragic.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

GRACE

Interesting thought. My name

 is Grace.

BABE

I’m Babe….

GRACE

 (Interrupting) 

Babe Ruth. I know. Last year 

for the Sox, you were a full 

time outfielder that only 

pitched in 17 outta 130 games you

 played in. You set a single

 season home run record with 

29, hit for a .322 average with 

114 runs batted in.

Babe smiles.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

5.

DUKE

(MELLOW) 

You’re more excited about

 me than I am.

IGOR

You are the only reason why 

this country should be spared. 

If not for you, I would condemn 

this entire nation to be overrun

 by fire wielding communists, 

marching from one end of this

 gluttonous hellhole to the other,

 burning everything in their path to

 ashes and raining death from 

above on the ruins of this 

capitalist Babylon.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

GRACE

You’re the closest thing this 

country has seen to a living 

legend. Just saying your name 

makes me blush.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

DUKE

You got a talent for the dramatic.

 Take it easy, baby. I just do what

 I do when I do what 

I do. Ya dig?

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

BABE

You got good taste.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

6.

IGOR 

You’re a genius.

DUKE

Can’t argue with the truth, baby.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

BABE

What’s say we get out of here?

GRACE

I…already? 

(blushes)

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

DUKE

Yeah, why not?

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

GRACE

You’re such a big star….

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

DUKE

Ain’t the first time I been 

called a big deal. But you 

can’t predict your own place in 

history. All I can do is make music,

 drink whiskey, get my kicks and try 

to get my hand under as many skirts 

as I can while I can still get a 

hard-on.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

GRACE

…but I don’t want you to think I’m

 like all the other girls.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

7.

IGOR

I don’t think so. History is only

 made by people aware of the fact

 that they are a part of it. If 

you’re oblivious to it, history 

will be oblivious to you.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

BABE

I got good taste, too.

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

DUKE

 (holding his

 glass) 

This tastes good!

(speaks to

 waiter)

Hey! Bring another whiskey and one

 more for my friend, Mr. Stravinsky!

INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

BABE

You could start a fire.

GRACE

Really?

BABE

Baby, I’m sitting here in a room 

full of people and all I see is you.

 This place could disappear, and I 

wouldn’t notice. Some crazy fucker 

could walk in here and shoot 

everybody on the dance floor, 

(MORE)
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BABE(CONT)

the band, and the bartender, and

I wouldn’t give a rat’s ass, as long 
as I walk out of here with you.

GRACE

But, I’m a good girl.

BABE

This is the nineteen twenties. Even

 a good girl has to have a little fun.

GRACE

 (smiling) 

Modern sex…

BABE

Is there any other kind?

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    NIGHT

Two men are already inside. One is sitting, drinking a martini and smoking a cigar. This is W.E.D STOKES. The other is standing, singing. This is ENRICO CARUSO. 

ENRICO CARUSO

(coughing harshly)

STOKES

Brilliant! Absolutely brilliant! 

Your voice is utterly ethereal! 

The voice of God speaks through you!

ENRICO CARUSO

If the voice of God speaks through 

me, then why do I feel damned?

STOKES

Because you are too divine for 

this world. 

(MORE)

9.

STOKES (CONT)

(turns, speaks)

The man is an immortal! A god! He 

shall live forever, while we 

poor humans flee this mortal coil.

ENRICO CARUSO 

(coughs again, 

in great pain)

BELLBOY enters. He is pushing a cart that has a tea set. 

BELLBOY

Mr. Stokes, Mr. Alexander…I bring

 you your customary tea….

ENRICO CARUSO

 (looks confused)

 Tea?

Bellboy: Yes, Mr. Alexander. 

Your entourage left explicit 

instructions as to your 

nightly tea.

Caruso begins to speak, but is halted by Stokes, who is fumbling at his foot.

STOKES

Yes, yes, go on son.

BELLBOY

Earl Gray tea, served from 

a silver decanter….

(Waves over

the tray)

STOKES

 (still fumbling 

at his foot) 

Marvelous. Please, go on.

BELLBOY

Two slices of chilled lemon…

10.

STOKES

Ah, yes…yes…

BELLBOY

3 cubes of sugar….and…

Stokes strikes the bellboy with one of his grungy boots.

STOKES
You insignificant little twit! 

How could you confuse the world’s

 greatest tenor with that fat 

imbecile Alexander! You

 should be hogtied and beaten for 

such an oversight!

BELLBOY

 (stumbling to

 his feet)

 Mr. Stokes….I’m…I’m sorry…

Stokes' second boot knocks bellboy back.

STOKES

Don’t apologize to me, Apologize to  

(in awed 

voice)

 Enrico Caruso. SAY IT!

BELLBOY

 (mocking W.E.D.’s

 awe) 

Enrico Caruso…

STOKES

Tattoo this man’s name and image 

on your brain. And thank God that

 he is benevolent enough to forgive you!

Stokes stands over the Bellboy.

11.

STOKES 

Now, fetch a pack of Egyptian 

Pretties, a lite vegetable broth,

and have my boots cleaned.

BELLBOY 

(Scrambling away, clutching the boots): 

Right away Mr. Stokes…

(exits)

INTERCUT

INT ASTORIA CORRIDOR     NIGHT

Stokes exits Caruso’s room, entering the interior hotel corridor. A thin melancholy gentleman walks by in a simple suit. This is THEODORE DRIESER.

Stokes

(Grabbing 

Dreiser)

There are no words….

Stokes walks away; Dreiser walks down the corridor, stopping at the door to Babe Ruth’s room.

DRIESER

The world has gone mad.

Dreiser knocks on the door.

BABE

(from within) 

Who is it?

DRIESER

Theodore Dreiser, sir.

BABE

Who?

DRIESER

The author of such modern classics 

as “Sister Carrie,” “Jennie Gerhardt,”

…Collaborator and contributor to 

(MORE)
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DRIESER (CONT)

the Chicago Globe, the Saint Louis

Democrat. My work has been called 

a penetrating glare beyond the 

America pretense into the decaying

soul imprisoned in the industrialized

 and mechanized world.

BABE
You’re Theodore Dreiser?

DRIESER

None other.

BABE

You write books?

DRIESER

I compose literature, 

my good man.

BABE

Then what the fuck are you 

doing at my door?

DRIESER

Fortune has smiled upon you. The 

fates have conspired to bestow a 

blessing, to grant you immortality.

 Open the door, my portly comrade, 

and receive thy eternal reward.

Babe opens the door. He is only wearing a Yankees cap and boxer shorts, and is eating a Nathan’s Hot Dog.

BABE

You want to write about somethin’, 

write about these New York hotdogs 

not being half as good as a

 Fenway Frank.

DRIESER

As I was saying, I am the Theodore

 Dreiser and I am here to open the

 gates of Olympus. I’ve come to 

 (MORE)
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DRIESER (CONT) 

write your biography at the behest

of my editor Chester Treasure.

BABE

The buns falling apart here. The 

dog’s got no flavor. No bark.

 No bite.

DRIESER

You, sir, are a part of the 

celebrity machine that generates

 the American imagination, and, sir,

 it is a tragedy, an American tragedy,

 that no one has recognized your 

right to be writ in the annals 

of history.

BABE

When I bite a dog, I want the 

dog to bite back.

DRIESER

An American tragedy!

BABE

Got any reefers?

DRIESER

Pardon?

BABE

Reefers. Jazz weed. Mary Jane. 

A little late night sunshine.

DRIESER

Narcotics?

BABE

Yeah. I got this dame in here. 

Just talked her over from some 

gin joint in Harlem. I want to 

get her nice and loose, so she’ll

 do it like those French girls. Put

 the cock in her mouth and suck

 (MORE)
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BABE (CONT)

it like a lolly. You know, all 

hotsy totsy.

DRIESER

Of course not!

BABE

Then what good are ya’?

 Fuck off!

Babe slams the door shut.

BABE

Fucking loony ain’t gonna bust

 up my party.

GRACE

Who was that?

BABE

Whoever he was, he didn’t have

 any reefers.

GRACE

So, what do you want to

 do now?

BABE

Teach you French.

GRACE

You speak French?

BABE

This ain’t the kind you 

talk, doll.

Babe drops his boxers, and shoves the rest of his hot dog into his mouth.

GRACE

Oh, my….

Grace rises and begins to 

unbutton her dress.

15.

GRACE

Why would you choose a gawky 

hayseed like me?

Babe grabs her and kisses her passionately. They collapse upon the bed, moaning and writhing. Babe removes Grace’s dress, revealing her breasts. They roll over until Grace is on top. She kisses his face and cheek and neck, panting excitedly.

GRACE

Is this French?

BABE

Almost.

She kisses him lower along his body, on his chest.

GRACE

Here?

BABE

Almost.

She moves lower.

GRACE

Here?

BABE

Almost.

Her head disappears between his thighs.

BABE

There’s France.

Soon, Babe is on top of her, making the bed rock and the mattress springs creak and squeal. Her legs

are wrapped around his hips. She screams in coital delight as she orgasms. Babe turns her over onto her stomach.

16.

GRACE

 You put a smile on my face.

BABE
A little smile?

GRACE

From ear to ear. I’m like the Cheshire

 cat. Can I ask you a question? 

Do men go to France?

BABE

I was born there.

Babe kisses her from her neck to 

her navel, then lower still. Her 

eyes go wide and she gasps.

INTERCUT

INT BABE RUTH’S ROOM KITCHEN            MORNING

BABE

:whistles tune:

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

Babe enters his bedroom.

GRACE

You seen my earring?

BABE

I got, uh, toast….eggs…coffee…bacon,

 anything you can think of. All 

that’s left is to say…Grace.

17.

GRACE

 (standing, with

 earring)

 Here it is. 

(puts earring on). 

I thought you swallowed it while 

you were snoring.

BABE

 (sets down tray)

 Where’s the fire Gracie? We got….

GRACE

We got nothing but memories.

BABE

(approaching)

 Look doll. You’re probably thinkin’

 I’m expecting you to get a wiggle 

on, but I had fun and I’m telling

 you its all copasetic. So ditch 

the rags, have some chow, and let’s

 write headlines.

GRACE

(teasing her

 hair)

 Headlines, huh? What are they 

gonna read? “Fat sow ruts on 

Bronx Beauty?”

BABE

 (angry) 

No, I’m thinking more like, “The 

Babe makes ketchup outta smart mouth

 tomato.” Where do you get off?

GRACE

Apparently not on your bed,

 slugger.

BABE
You coulda fooled me! All that, 

(mocking) 

“Mr. Ruth! Ohh Babe!”

18.

GRACE

Could have fooled you? Hah! That’s

 a gas. You were eating outta my hand

 from minute one. “I’m a good girl.

 I’m not like the other girls.” 

(walks to the door) 

I sold you the dream Ruth, and 

you were buying.

BABE

What the-

GRACE

 (Mocking tone) 

Huh? If only God had given you brains.

 Or a bigger cock. It would have been

 nice to have an intelligent 

conversation. Or at least a hard time

 walking out of here.

BABE

Well, we both got something out of 

it. You get to tell people you slept 

with the guy with the biggest dick on 

the Yankees, and I get to tell people 

that one night I got loaded and fucked

 some big toothed hayseed, then told

 her to vamoose.

GRACE

So it’s agreed we’re gonna lie.

BABE

The last part was true. Scram!

GRACE

You’re an idiot. You’re going down 

in history as a man who strokes 

wood and plays with balls.

BABE

Get the fuck out!

GRACE

I was just leaving.

19.

BABE

Stop leavin’ and just go.

GRACE

We’ll always have France. And 

you’ll always have the genitals 

of a toddler, a learning disability,

 and a weight problem.

BABE

Out! Out! Get the fuck 

out, bitch!

Babe throws the tray of food at her but misses. She exits and closes the door behind her.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR     NIGHT 

A BARTENDER and a WAITER are attending to Stokes’ needs in the bar as Babe Ruth enters.

STOKES

Hey, Bambino! Great game, 

Uhhh…great game.

BABE

Thanks Wed. What ya’ drinkin’?

STOKES

A little water, (sips), with 

a lot of scotch.

BABE

I’ll have the same.

BARTENDER

Right up Mr. Ruth. Go Yanks.

20.

BABE

Yeah kid, get the booze, 

will ya?

STOKES

Question: A guy loses thirty pounds,

 hits two home runs, has got every

 kid in America pretending to be 

him and makes more money than God.

BABE

That’s not a question, Wed.

STOKES

No, that’s the setup. The question 

is why isn’t that bastard happy?

BARTENDER

Here you are, Mr. Ruth.

BABE

Thanks, kid. 

(SIPS) 

Because, when you get down to the 

meat of it, all that guy does is 

stroke wood and play with balls.

STOKES

I’m not one to pry into the personal

 affairs of my guests, but is this

 a matter of the heart?

BABE

If you call havin’ it ripped out 

and fed to wolves a matter of the 

heart, then yeah.

STOKES

 (turning) 

Can I be of assistance?

21.

BABE

 (sees blood on shirt, reacts 

in horror) 

Christ, Stokes, what the hell 

happened to you?

STOKES

Babe, I know a little something 

about matters of the heart. Mainly

 about a woman trying to shoot 

you in it.

BABE

(sips)

There but for the grace…what happened?

STOKES

Love happened, Babe. And that’s 

just the right expression, it happened

 because its not something you 

plan and if you’re lookin’ for it 

you won’t find it. But, like….a 

tornado or a hurricane with that

 proper mix of all necessary 

elements, it happens.

BABE

Mmmm. Must be a hell of a skirt.

STOKES

That’s just it. She’s not much 

to look at or even talk to. Not even

 that talented. Just a background 

vaudeville performer, but the fire

 in her eyes threatens to burn me 

down to embers.

BABE

Is that the same fire she used to

 burn that hole in ya’ chest?

STOKES

 (chuckles) 

One in the same. You see Babe, 

 (MORE)

22.

STOKES (CONT) 

passion can be both bliss and blunder.

In this case, the blunder being the 

little matter of my new wife.

WAITER

Mr. Stokes…Mr. Ruth: Anything else 

before I take a hike?

STOKES

Just bring the bottle, Jimbo.

BABE

And a jar of mayonnaise.

STOKES

Let me give you some advice.

BABE

No thanks. You’re sitting alone, 

drunk off your ass, bleeding all 

over the place, thanks to some dame.

STOKES

I know women.

BABE

Not well enough to know when one is 

gonna try to blow your brains out.

STOKES

I know something that only the great

 lovers of the world know. Something

 that would set the world on fire 

if everyone ever revealed it.

BABE

What are you yappin’ about?

STOKES

The female orgasm.

BABE

Baloney!

23.

STOKES

I’m on the level, Babe. We’re not 

the only ones. Women have orgasms,

 same as us. More than us. They’re

 what scientists call “tetrochid”.

 They can have as many as they want.

BABE

I don’t mind them coming, as 

long as they leave.

STOKES

Once they come, they never leave. 

They become mad women.

The waiter returns. He places a bottle of whiskey and a jar of mayonnaise on the table.

STOKES

Thanks.

WAITER

No problem. And, if it’s not too 

much trouble, may I have your 

autograph, Mr. Ruth? It’s for

 my son. He has tuberculosis. All 

he talks about is poppin’ em’ out

 like the Babe.

BABE

Yeah? Tell him he’s gonna die, 

I’m gonna die, and life’s best 

lesson is that nobody gets what they

 want. Fuck off.

Waiter exits, visibly upset.

STOKES

The orgasm is key. Give a woman an

 orgasm, they go absolutely insane.

BABE

Yeah? Well, how do you give a 

woman one of them there orgasm things?

24.

STOKES

I’m hung like a horse.

BABE

Yeah, and for those less fortunate,

 you got some secret method?

STOKES

Really man, like a damn Stallion. 

A fuckin’ Quarter horse.

BABE

Congrats. Now spill it.

]

STOKES

It looks like the gearshift 

to a Model T.

BABE

You want to be alone wit’ it?

STOKES

OK OK, can’t blame a man for

 being proud.

Babe laughs.

STOKES

There’s that winning smile.

BABE

You’re nuts, Stokes. You’re nuts and I love ya.

STOKES

Listen, Babe. The world goes on. 

The wheel turns, fate grows bored 

with torturing us poor mortals 

and love blooms and dies. The best

 way to cure a broken heart is to

 find a woman more

 beautiful than the last, and break 

her heart. Pain begets pain, and 

the inflictor is purged.

25.

BABE

Sounds great, Stokes. But why don’t 

you try followin’ that there

 sage advice?

STOKES

I did, heh. Why do you think she

 shot me? Keep the bottle, Babe.

 It’s on the house.

Stokes arises from the seat and leaves.

BABE

Son of a bitch.

Babe spoons mayo into his mouth and takes a belt of scotch.

                                          FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT HOTEL ASTORIA BAR NIGHT

A piano player actively throttles through some ragtime. Pan to Babe sitting in the dining room of the

Hotel Ansonia, seated at a table with five gorgeous women. Enter Grace.

GRACE

 You fat fuck! You clumsy fat 

fucking idiot!

BABE

Put a sock in it. Who the fuck do

 you think you’re talking to, you

 two for a nickel bitch?

GRACE

(sits)

 I need a drink. Get me

 a drink.

26.

BABE

Get the fuck out of here. I didn’t 

offer you a seat.

Waiter walks over.

WAITER

Excuse me, madam…

GRACE

Whiskey, and a lot of it.

BABE

Get lost!

WAITER

Madam, it appears Mr. Ruth 

doesn’t wish to share your company.

BABE

I’m gonna share my fist with her when

 it goes through her fucking head!

GRACE

Bring me a drink. I’ll drink it, relay

 my message, and then leave.

WAITER

Madam, unless you’re a guest

 of the hotel, or of Mr. Ruth, I suggest..

GRACE

Or I can 

(begins yelling) 

start yelling at the top of my

 lungs and really make all these 

ritzy bastards uncomfortable!

BABE

I’m gonna grab you by your ankles, 

swing you like a bat, and toss you

 into the streets!

27.

GRACE

 (speaks towards 

Babe)

You don’t scare me, you misplaced 

primate! Now, you’re gonna listen to

 what I have to say.

WAITER

Madam, it is not my wish to

 forcibly eject you from the premises….

GRACE

 (speaks towards

Babe)

 You can hear it down here or in 

your bedroom. Or, at your next 

game, while you stuff your fat fucking

 face with a hot dog.

WAITER

…however, I am prepared to do whatever

 is necessary to end this situation.

GRACE

 (speaks towards

 Babe)

 Or, maybe down at the police station, 

after I make up some bullshit story 

about how you drugged me with reefer 

and molested me in your hotel room.

WAITER

If you do not leave now….

BABE

Get her a fucking drink.

WAITER

Sir?

GRACE

Whiskey, and a lot of it.

28.

BABE

What the hell do you want with me? 

What did I ever do to you?

GRACE

You made me the accomplice 

in a crime.

BABE

What fucking crime?

GRACE

The crime of helping you reproduce.

 Your head, your face, your 

questionable odor, your obsession

 with hot dogs. It’s all being 

replicated in my body. I feel sick

 just thinking about it.

BABE

What?

GRACE

You are a dumber than a sack of

 hammers. I’m pregnant. And 

it’s yours.

One of the girls sitting at the table smiles cheerfully, leaning towards Grace. This is LUCY.

LUCY

Congrats.

GRACE

For what? Getting knocked up by 

him? May as well congratulate the 

corpse at a funeral.

BABE

Get rid of it.

GRACE

How do you propose I do that?

29.

BABE

Well, if you jump off a building,

 you’ll both die. Then it won’t 

be much of an issue.

GRACE

Fuck you.

BABE

Hey, I know a guy if you’re 

that interested.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT MAIN ENTRANCE ASTORIA HOTEL    DAY

Four men in masks with guns are parked in front of the Ansonia. Their names are ALVIN“SHIPWRECK” KELLY, BOB, CHARLIE, and MUNSON.

CHARLIE

Where is he? Where is he?

SHIPWRECK

Pipe down.

MUNSON

You seem nervous, Charlie.

 And I don’t like nervous. Tell 

him I don’t like nervous, Shipwreck!

SHIPWRECK

He don’t like nervous Charlie, 

so pipe down!

BOB

Is that him?

30.

MUNSON

Who?

BOB

The polack getting outta the jitney

 across the street with that 

gap-toothed dame in the flower dress.

MUNSON

What are you, ossified? You been 

hittin’ the bottle, Bob?

SHIPWRECK

You off the wagon, Bobby-boy?

MUNSON

 That’s a Polack. The guy we’re looking 

for is a wop. A rich wop. Why would

 some rich wop be getting out of a 

nickel-for-a-ride jitney with some

 gap toothed WASP who looks like 

she fell out of the fucking ugly tree

 and hit every branch on the way down?

CHARLIE

Is he there?

SHIPWRECK

Pipe down!

MUNSON

We wait for the Italian. When we see

 the wop, we rush the hotel, we go

 upstairs, slap the wife around, tie

 him up and bring him back to the barn. 

We hold him until we get the cash. We

 don’t get the cash, we shoot ‘im.

SHIPWRECK

But we don’t have ta’ shoot ‘im.

MUNSON

We don’t have to shoot ‘im. He’s a 

rich, ritzy wop opera singer. They find

(MORE)

MUNSON (CONT) 

out he’s gone, they’ll have the money

 waiting for us in a box wrapped in a bow.

CHARLIE

And if they don’t?

MUNSON

Then, we’ll give ‘em a box stuffed 

wit a corpse.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT ANSONIA LOUNGE     DAY

GRACE

 (upset) 

I don’t understand why he 

couldn’t take me.

LUCKY

Listen babe, George has gotta keep 

a low pro. His fucking marriage is 

hanging by a string and to be seen 

in a cleaner wit a beat cat with you

 is just setting scissors to it.

GRACE

You don’t think I could set the 

scissors to that fuck whenever I 

 feel like it?

LUCKY

I’m sure you could, but there 

would be consequences.

GRACE

You threatening me?
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LUCKY

More like advising ya’. We’ll go 

take care of this, get a drink 

and go where New York takes us.

Taxi stops.

GRACE

Sorry Lucky, the bank’s closed.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    NIGHT

Enrico stands before a full-length mirror, dressing for a night on the town in high society. MRS. CARUSO enters.

MRS. CARUSO

Enrico, we’re going 

to be late!

ENRICO CARUSO

You can’t be late for your own funeral.

 I’ll be the guest of honor, ready 

for the grave in all my finery. That’s

 what they want. To see if I’ll drop dead.

MRS. CARUSO

Operatic Italian melodrama…don’t 

be a fool, you’ll live forever.

ENRICO CARUSO

Until I die.

There is a knock on the door.
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MRS. CARUSO

I’ll answer the door. You finish 

getting ready.

ENRICO CARUSO

Yes, yes.

FADE OUT:

FACE IN:

EXT ANSONIA HOTEL ENTRANCE      DAY

A cab finally stops at the curb for Lucky and Grace. They get in. In the cab already is Theodore Dreiser.

LUCKY

Hey…uh pal, we really could use 

this here buggy. Fuckin’ emergency

 and all. So what say I slide ya’ 

a few clams and you beat feet?

DRIESER

I’ll do nothing of

 the sort!

LUCKY

You will if you want to keep 

your teeth.

GRACE

Shut up, Lucky. You’re among 

civilized people.

LUCKY

Nothing doin’. Granddad’s getting

 out, or I fit him for a new suit

 and a pine box.
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CABDRIVER

I don’t want no problems, bub.

LUCKY

No problems here.

DRIESER

None at all. Just an inability to 

Communicate across cultural boundaries.

 An American tragedy. But I will 

simplify, so that my message can be

 absorbed by our dull-witted, venal,

 and bellicose audience: Sir, I will

 not leave this automobile under

any duress or coercion. You do not 

intimidate me. In fact I welcome this

 opportunity to visit a great deal 

of pain upon your person. You 

represent everything troglodytic 

and stupid and violent about the weak

 American soul. So, if you wish, I 

dare you to attempt to eject me 

from this vehicle. Fisticuffs? I

 welcome it.

LUCKY

Take it easy. I’ll drop it, just 

so you’ll shut the fuck up.

GRACE

Thank god.

INTERCUT

External shot of traveling vehicle and change of time.

INT CAB    NIGHT

CABDRIVER

Where to?

LUCKY

Just drive.
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GRACE

Who we are we going to see?

LUCKY

Guy I know. They call him the Farmer.

GRACE

The Farmer? So what, he’s a farmer 

by day and an abortionist by night?

LUCKY

Naw. He never had nothing to do 

with no slaves.

GRACE

I said abortionist, not abolitionist!

LUCKY

What?

GRACE

What?

LUCKY

What?

GRACE

I think the old guy’s right. You 

are an idiot.

DRIESER

 (chuckles)

LUCKY

I’m the idiot, huh? I’m not the one

 in the back of a cab wit’ an unwanted

 little bundle. I swear the Babe owes

 me for this one.

GRACE

Why don’t you just broadcast it for 

the world, you insensitive prick? Babe 

Jr. is nobody’s fucking business.
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LUCKY

You named him?

GRACE

In passing. It wasn’t like I brooded 

over it for days and stayed up nights 

tryin’ to find a name for the little shit.

LUCKY

Too bad you can’t, ya know, have him.

 Be nice for the Babe. Have a son. 

Teach him to throw a ball and swing

 a bat. Make him a real champ, like 

his dad.

GRACE

Shut up!

LUCKY

Sheesh, I’m just sayin’ is all. Next 

left driver. Babe has really been 

overboard lately and it might, how 

do they say, rectify him. You know, 

settle him down.

GRACE

A pig like him don’t need settling 

down, he needs an enema. Free up 

some of that shit he’s full of.

LUCKY

Yeah, well, you ain’t seen the look 

on that pig’s face when he leaves a 

hospital ward full of dying kids and

 it takes him 20 minutes to get his 

color back and get the knots in his

 gut to untangle, missy! And I ain’t

 saying George is some kinda saint, because

 saint he ain’t, (to driver) right here driver, (to Grace) but he 

ain’t the devil neither.

Lucky hands the driver a wad of bills and exits abruptly. Grace looks at him. She looks sorry.

FADE OUT:
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FADE IN:

INT FARMER’S LAB    NIGHT

THE FARMER is standing next to an operating table upon which Grace is sitting, her feet in stirrups, her legs spread.

THE FARMER

 (holding a bottle of whiskey) 

Drink this.

GRACE

Why?

THE FARMER

Closest thing to anesthesia I 

got around here.

GRACE

What?

THE FARMER

Not too much. Its bad for the baby.

GRACE

Forgive my frankness, but do you 

know anything about the medical profession?

THE FARMER

I know you need a license to practice it.

GRACE

You aren’t licensed.

THE FARMER

It ain’t ‘cause I’m not good or 

nothing. It’s just some things in 

that Hippocratic oath I didn’t

agree with, so I refused to take it.

GRACE

Things like what?
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THE FARMER

Things like, “Do no harm.” 

(Farmer and 

Lucky laugh) 

Look hon, I’ve done a million of these 

for everyone from insurance salesmen 

to senators and I never lost a patient…

well except for the one I’m supposed 

to lose. So you can trust me to do 

the job and keep it quiet, but I ain’t

 much on bedside manner. So have a 

drink and shut the fuck up.

GRACE

Do you know what you are?

THE FARMER

A little drunk.

GRACE

You’re a mercenary.

THE FARMER

How does a pretty girl like you 

know so many big words?

GRACE

You’re a venal, drunken madman

 who’s turned his bloodlust into a

 quasi-profession, where desperate 

people will pay you to take a 

hatchet to their insides. You are 

totally out of your fucking mind.

 Especially if you think someone 

should give you money to do what 

any serial killer with a sharp object

 can do for free.

THE FARMER

You’re a little stressed. 
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GRACE

I’m very stressed. I’m scared shitless.

 I’m not going to drink myself into 

unconsciousness, so you can get 

under my skirt and fuck me with a

 butcher knife. Nor will I entrust

 my life to some guy named The 

Farmer, who obviously lives in New

           York and who has obviously never

          been on a fucking farm in his life,

           who has been hired by some fat

malcontent who would rather see

me dead than have to walk around

breathing the same air as me.

And I will not have this joke

of an operation!

THE FARMER

It’s a procedure, doll. Procedure.

GRACE

You can call it an ice cream sundae

 if that would make you feel better,

 but I wouldn’t subject myself to

 your particular brand of torture 

under any condition. Good day.

Grace shoves the bottle into Lucky’s chest and storms the door.

THE FARMER

 (snatches the booze

 from Lucky’s

 hands)

 Get her back, or Babe won’t be happy.

INTERCUT
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EXT FARMER’S LAB    NIGHT

GRACE

How dare you, Lucky! How dare you 

present my body on an altar for

 such an animal!

LUCKY

Sweetheart, look, he ain’t gonna win

 nice guy of the year over here, 

but he knows what he does.

GRACE

Whatever he’s doing, he’s not doing 

it on me. Get me a cab.

LUCKY

And if I was to let you leave, 

what do I tell the Babe?

GRACE

Tell him whatever you like. Tell 

him I’m looking into other options.

LUCKY

Such as?

GRACE

Such as staying up nights and brooding

 on long days to find a name for 

this little shit.

LUCKY

Nothin’ doin.

GRACE

You gettin' me a cab?

LUCKY

Nothin’ doin. No way, no how no shit.
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GRACE

Then, tonight, after you take the

 Babe’s cock out of your mouth, 

tell him I caught a cab home and

 you haven’t seen me since.

LUCKY

Yeah, but…

Grace hails a cab and it screeches to a halt. She gets in and screams out the window.

GRACE

 (yelling from

 the cab)

You’re a piece of shit, Lucky! No,

 you work for a piece of shit 

which makes you something lower than

 shit! They should have left you in

 a dumpster behind this place. It 

would have saved the world some 

dignity not to have you around!

The cab drives off.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT ANSONIA HOTEL ENTRANCE    NIGHT 

Enrico Caruso and his lovely wife exit the Ansonia, going into the night, laughing gaily. They’re (MORE)

(CONT) dressed in their finest attire. The four kidnappers, Munson, Charlie, Shipwreck, and Bob, are sitting in their car, watching the Caruso’s exit.

CHARLIE

Is that him? Right there?

MUNSON

Yah, there’s our boy.
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SHIPWRECK

There’s the little wop. All ritzed

 up and pretty as a brand new 

penny. Let’s bag ‘im, boys.

The four men hop out of the car. They grab Enrico and throw a black bag over his head. Enrico struggles. Mrs. Caruso screams.

MRS. CARUSO

Unhand him! Let him go! Let him go!

MUNSON

Daze the tomato!

Shipwreck punches Mrs. Caruso in the face. She falls to the ground.

CHARLIE

Oh, shit!

SHIPWRECK

Brace the wop!

They carry Enrico to the car and throw him in the trunk. Mrs. Caruso screams for help.

MRS. CARUSO

Please! Someone help! They’re 

taking my husband! They’re taking

 Enrico Caruso! Someone help 

him! Please!

The four desperadoes hop into the car and drive off. Mrs. Caruso chases the car on foot.

MRS. CARUSO

Stop! Please! I love him! Don’t hurt him! Please!

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:
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INT KIDNAPPERS CAR     NIGHT

Munson driving, Charlie and Bob are

 in the back seat. Shipwreck is

 riding in the passenger seat.

SHIPWRECK

Easy money.

BOB

What now?

CHARLIE

I don’t know about this. That 

tomato was all balled up, going

 all crazy. She’ll probably have

 the coppers on the doorbell before

 we can unwrap the wop.

SHIPWRECK

Pipe down. We get back to the 

barn and a couple of shots of liquor

 will burn those butterflies in

 ya gut. Keep ya panties on for 

another few blocks.

MUNSON

Sage advice.

BOB

They’ll never find us. They’ll bring

 a little heat to the hotel, ask a

 few dummies a few dumb questions, then 

line up and fuck each other in the ass.

SHIPWRECK

All of ya’s shut the fuck up. Only

 guys scared of getting caught 

talk about how they ain’t gonna get

 caught. We worked our plan, our 

plan worked, and now let’s get back

 to the barn and work over this wop.

 Christ, you guys could drive a

 nun to drink.
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FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT LUCKY’S APARTMENT    NIGHT

Lucky paces back and forth holding a drink in his hand. A young woman sits on a shabby chair trying to soothe him. This is PEPPER.

LUCKY

This ain’t good. This just ain’t

 good. This is not good. Pepper,

 what the fuck am I gonna do here?

PEPPER

Will ya stop worrying? You sound 

like some old lady rubbin’ your

 gums over your falsies, cryin’ 

cause your cat ran away.

LUCKY

 The babe is very delicate! He 

doesn’t take bad news well.

PEPPER

Nobody takes bad news well. That’s

 why its bad news.

LUCKY
I gotta fix this.

PEPPER

For fuck’s sake, what do you have

 to fix? There’s nothing you can do.

 Leave it be. Have a drink. Then,

 have another drink and before 

you know it, you’ll have amnesia 

and an all night hard on. We’ll both feel better.   45

LUCKY

See, that’s the problem. Pussy 

ain’t go no loyalty. Pussy ain’t

 got no sense of fairness. A dame

 gets everything she wants, she 

goes around feeling like a princess 

and she keeps her pussy to herself.

 You call her a cunt, and she gives

 away pussy like Halloween candy. 

All the shit Babe has done for us, 

and you don’t give a rat’s ass if

 the guy gets his balls ripped off 

by some gussied up tart with nice

 tits and a short fuse.

PEPPER

Were they bigger than mine?

LUCKY

Christ Pepper, I don’t know 

(pours a drink)

PEPPER

What’s not to know?

LUCKY

Her bra size.

PEPPER

Did you fuck her?

LUCKY

What? No! I introduced her to

 the Babe.

PEPPER

So that’s your new job? Find girls

 for the Babe to fuck?

LUCKY

Leave it alone, Pepper! 

Leave it alone!
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PEPPER

Fuck you! You’re a loser, Lucky! 

My mother was right about you. 

She always hated you, you fuck!

LUCKY

Cunt!

Pepper looks at Lucky with anger in her eyes. Then, she rips open her shirt, grabs him and kisses 

him wildly. There’s a knock on the door.

PEPPER

Don’t fucking answer it.

LUCKY

I gotta.

PEPPER

Jesus, why?

Lucky opens the door. Babe Ruth is standing there in a suit. His necktie hangs untied around his neck. His face is sweating; his eyes are half-closed and red from drinking.

LUCKY

Bambino!

BABE

Give me some good news, Lucky.

LUCKY

You been hitting the gin houses 

and raisin’ hell, I see. Chasin’ 

skirts. I know you, you sly 

son-of-a-bitch, you.

BABE

What the hell happened with Grace?  

LUCKY

The hayseed? Forget her. Tell me 

(MORE)
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LUCKY (CONT)

about that colored girl that was

eyefuckin’ you in that jazz joint.

 The one that sings with that Harlem

 whiskey voice and walks with that

 Manhattan wiggle…

BABE

Dry up. What happened with Grace?

LUCKY

 She…uh….

BABE

Tell me!

LUCKY

She bailed on The Farmer!

BABE

What?

LUCKY

She wouldn’t do it. I swear, I did 

everything I could, I begged, I 

pleaded, I told her I’d kill her 

and leave her body in an alley in 

Brooklyn. I told her I’d set her

 up with a place to stay and she 

was very rude. I bet she must’ve 

been a bearcat in bed. She’s wild!

 All that pent up anger! I bet 

she mates like a spider…

Babe stands up and grabs Lucky by the collar.

BABE

I’ll fucking kill you!

PEPPER

Calm down, George. Lucky did all

 he could.
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BABE

Shut the fuck up. Nobody’s talking to

 you, you ditzy skirt.

LUCKY

She wouldn’t budge. I’m tellin’ 

ya the truth, Babe.

PEPPER

Who you you callin’ ditzy?

BABE

One thing I ask of you, Lucky.

 One fucking thing and you can’t

 get it done.

PEPPER

I was at the top of my 

class, damnit.

BABE

Yeah, that’s probably because

 you was on the bottom of your teacher.

LUCKY

But it ain’t one thing, Babe. Its 

Grace and Velma and Mitzy…

Babe punches Lucky in the gut.

BABE

You wasn’t complaining when you was

 picking up the scraps!

PEPPER

 (Angry and

 scared) 

Don’t hit him!

BABE

Shut up, whore, or you’re next.

PEPPER

Lucky, say something. Do something!
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LUCKY

 (in pain, grimacing) 

I’m…I’m sorry, Babe.

BABE & PEPPER TOGETHER

That’s it?

BABE

Sorry ain’t gonna save my marriage

 if this dame runs to the press.

PEPPER

He comes in your house, insults 

your girl and belts you one, and 

you say you’re sorry?

BABE

You’re an ingrate, Luck. A passenger

 on the gravy train…. (Babe grabs

 his hat), well, ride’s over. Go 

back to shoe shining.

Babe Exits.

LUCKY

 (hunched over) We’ll fix it up 

tomorrow, Babe! We’re gonna iron

 it out and get back to doing the

 town. You’ll see! Pepper, help

 me up will ya?

Pepper walks by with an overnight bag.

PEPPER

You belong on the floor, Lucky. I’ll

 send my brother for the rest 

of my things.

Pepper exits.

LUCKY

(staggers to a chair) What the 

fuck do you jackals want from me?

 Just tell me! (voice recedes to

 a whisper) Just tell me, I’ll

 do it, I swear.
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FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT KIDNAPPER’S BARN    NIGHT

The place is rustic, and appears as

 if it hasn’t been used in many years.

 The kidnappers are crowded around 

Caruso. They are cracking beers. Caruso

 sits, with a black bag covering his face.

SHIPWRECK

Hey Munson, think we should take

 his bag off?

MUNSON

Nah, leave it for a while. Let him sweat.

SHIPWRECK

At least let me work ‘em over

 a little.

MUNSON

If you need to blow off steam, go for a jog. The wop goes untouched for now. If they don’t pay….then that’s another chapter.

SHIPWRECK

Fucking cocksucker wop bastard. He’s

 worth enough to buy and sell 

our sorry asses.

MUNSON

And now he’s gonna give us some of that wonderful green and share the wealth. He’s Christmas!

SHIPWRECK

Our own personal Santa Claus.
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CHARLIE

 (to Munson) 

What’s Shipwreck getting all razzed

 up for? We ain’t gonna hurt ‘em,

 right? You said we ain’t gonna?

 You said it.

SHIPWRECK

Pipe down. Pull your panties up. 

Ain’t nobody getting hurt….yet.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT TRAIN STATION    NIGHT

Grace stands waiting for her train,

holding a purse and a suitcase.

Pepper arrives, carrying a suitcase.

She stands next to Grace and the two

share an awkward moment of silence.

PEPPER

Men.

GRACE

Yeah, men.

PEPPER

Worthless bastards.

GRACE

Heartless assholes. What’s your

 story, sister?

PEPPER

I got trampled on by some jackass 

with his brain dangling between his 

legs. What’s your story?

GRACE

Pretty much the same.
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PEPPER

The same all around. Men.

GRACE

Yeah. Men.

Grace pulls out a silver flask, filled with brandy. She takes a sip. Then, she hands it to Pepper.

PEPPER

Here’s to men. May all their cocks

 fall off and may they die and

 burn in hell.

GRACE

Amen.

PEPPER

Where ya headed?

GRACE

Connecticut. Got a friend there I 

can hang out with until I figure 

things out. You?

PEPPER

Me what?

GRACE

Where ya’ headed, honey?

PEPPER

Nowhere really. I usually just 

come here until he figures out what 

I’m so PO’ed about and comes beggin'

 me to go home with him.

GRACE

Sounds like a waste of time.

PEPPER

Maybe, but it shows he cares. Probably

 the best I’ll get out of ‘im.
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GRACE

Ever give any thought to what you’d

 do if he didn’t come running?

PEPPER

Probably hop a train to Connecticut.

 But he’ll come. He always does.

GRACE

He always comes running and you 

always go running back. Why don’t 

you surprise him? Get on the first

 thing smoking and run in the 

other direction?

A car pulls up in front of the train station. In it are Igor Stravinsky and Duke Ellington in the front, and a gaggle of attractive black women in the back. They laugh, drink, and sing in drunken revelry. Igor staggers out of the car.

IGOR

Is there any place in all the world

 more alive than New York City

 at night?

DUKE

 If there is, you probably gotta 

die to get there.

IGOR

I don’t want to die. Heaven won’t 

be this much fun.

Duke smiles to the girls in the backseat. He’s all smiles and charm. The girls giggle and laugh and flirt. Igor staggers toward the train station window singing Billie Holliday’s Gloomy Sunday”.

DUKE

Mirror, Mirror….on the wall….2

will get you 4 if Stravinsky falls.
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The girls laugh in unison. Igor staggers over to Grace and Pepper.

IGOR

 (drunk) 

Pardon me, ladies. I mean, excuse

 me, madams. When does the number 

eight arrive? For you see, there is

 a certain French fashion designer 

who is arriving on that very train 

and she would like nothing more to

 accompany myself and my jolly 

negro companion to every bar and 

speakeasy in this city.

GRACE

Number eight comes in tomorrow

 morning.

PEPPER

Where is that bastard?

IGOR

Dear me, whatever shall I do?

PEPPER

Bastard.

GRACE

I know you. You’re that composer. 

Igor something or other.

IGOR

Yes. Igor Something. That is my name.

 My forbearers were poor and 

unfortunate and could afford no 

surname. Take pity on me.

PEPPER

Son of a bitch.

GRACE

Stravinsky.
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PEPPER

Fuckin’ asshole.

GRACE

 (to Pepper)

 He ain’t comin’, sweety. And if 

he does, so what? Fuck him.

IGOR

Fuck him!

PEPPER

Fuck you.

IGOR

You’re having man problems.

PEPPER

Yeah, at present, one is drunk and 

won’t shut the fuck up.

IGOR

I have the cure for your ailment.

PEPPER

I’m sure.

IGOR

Listen to me. Shut up. The 

only cure for an inattentive lover

 is jealousy. The moment you make

 love to someone else, or create the

 illusion that you have, he’ll want

 nothing more than to rekindle your

 ardor, tear off your clothes, and 

ravish you. And believe me, I am 

the perfect man to spark his jealousy!

PEPPER

Really?

IGOR

Of course. I’m erudite, articulate, 

and good looking. Extremely good 

looking. 
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Igor lights a cigarette.

PEPPER

 (to Grace) 

First thing smoking, right?

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT CHESTER TREASURE’S APT    NIGHT

Theodore Dreiser stands in a corridor pounding on the door to his editor’s apartment. His editor is Chester Treasure.

DRIESER

Open! Open I say! How could you 

sleep when the night is alive 

with auspicious divinations and

 good fortune? Awake you slumbering

 half-wit! Collect what intellect 

you have and prepare to have it

 dazzled by my wonderous report!

 Open, damn you!

CHESTER TREASURE 

(opens door)

Theo…I told you not to come here 

unless the fuckin’ reds invade 

and you got an exclusive sit down with

 Colonel Commie. And since the 

streets aren’t being overrun by 

Russkis, I’m gonna assume I’m dreaming.

 And if I wake up on the right side

 of my crummy mattress, maybe I 

won’t fine you.

DRIESER

Have you gone deaf? Are you the

 victim of some auditory deficiency

 that makes it so your eardrum doesn’t

vibrate when a man speaks of anything

beyond pussy and Kentucky moonshine?
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CHESTER TREASURE

Cut the soliloquy. What is it?

DRIESER

I have had a vision of the future. 

A vatic experience that will secure

 our destiny. And you speak of 

Communists and Marxist politics as 

if these things will make plutocrats of us.

CHESTER TREASURE

For a bloke with nothing to say, 

you sure do talk a lot. Luckily 

for you I’m a listener, and if you

 say it can make money, I’m in the

 mood to listen. Come in. There’s 

scotch at the bar.

DRIESER

I need no spirits.

CHESTER TREASURE

It’s for me. You wake a man up, 

least you can do is pour his poison.

 One ice, and I’m listening.

DRIESER

Then drink, my hearty comrade. 

Drink a heft draught, so that you 

may listen the more. But do hurry, 

the future beckons. It calls like 

the death knell of great men.

CHESTER TREASURE

Sure, sure.

DRIESER

In a cab earlier this eve, I sat 

beside a nymphet who told tales of woe,

 tales of lust and desire that would

 shock and awe the most stalwart

 of listeners.

CHESTER TREASURE

So what’s the where?
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DRIESER

New York, New York.

CHESTER TREASURE

And the why?

DRIESER

The who…ask about who!

CHESTER TREASURE

Why?

DRIESER

 Why what?

CHESTER TREASURE 

Why who?

DRIESER

Because who is more captivating

 than why. The Bambino. The Babe 

or whatever the troglodytic drooling,

 remedial masses elect to call 

that pituitary, testosterone monster 

Babe Ruth. The baseball player.

CHESTER TREASURE

You went for the story. He told you 

fuck yourself. Obviously you didn’t.

 So what’s new?

DRIESER

What’s new? Are all editors such 

sufferers of an incapability to be 

silent? For a man whose function 

is to cut through words, to shorten

 soliloquies and amputate dialogue, 

you converse overly much.

CHESTER TREASURE

OK, I see that if I try to turn this

 into a dick measuring contest, 

you’ll probably be here all night.

 So out with it.
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DRIESER

She was spurned by the Babe. Probably

 jilted by the libidinous half-wit. 

And she is with seed. She carries 

his child, like a martyr bearing a cross.

CHESTER TREASURE

Ahhh, so in laymen’s terms, Babe 

knocked up some quick city hussy.

 I like the angle, but he’ll probably

 have her legs to God in some back

 alley, getting scraped clean. Babe 

ain’t stupid. He’s dumb, but not stupid.

DRIESER

Leave it to you to argue the 

semantic difference between dumb

 and stupid. What next, the difference

 between dick and cock? The difference

 between booze and hooch? Or whatever

 the vernacular is these days…my 

point is, therein lies a story. She

 has a story to tell about the man

 that people will want to hear. 

They’ll devour it, like jackals 

eating carrion.

CHESTER TREASURE

You’re filled with more hot air 

than a fucking Zeppelin. But I must

 admit it’s intriguing. Work some 

angles, get some interviews and gimmie

 a mockup. Good job. Show yourself 

out. (Chester stands to leave) Oh, 

Dreiser….keep it short. I’m an editor,

 not a hatchet man.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN::

60.

INT ASTORIA HOTEL BAR     NIGHT

Babe sits at a table with a group of beautiful girls, a redhead from France, a Swedish blonde, and the dolled up brunette, Lucy. It’s late, however the room is still filled with revelers and revilers. Photographers snap pictures of the famous and beautiful.

BABE

Who knows what “poon” is?

Everyone laughs. A Photographer snaps a photo.

LUCY

What’s “poon”, Babe?

BABE

I don’t know. Some colored guy 

outside some Harlem jazz joint 

told me he was on the way to 

get some “poon”.

LUCY

(laughing)

What’d you say, Babe?

BABE

I told ‘em if you fuck it, drink

 it, or smoke it, bring me back two.

LUCY

You’re the most, Babe. Really,

 the most.

BABE

 (to the waiter) 

What’s the hold up? I told you to

 keep my glass full, goddamn it? 

Bring me a drink for my friends!

 Bring a drink for Miss Lucy!

LUCY

Yeah, bring me a drink. 

Then I gotta fly.
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BABE

Ya leavin’? The night’s 

still young.

LUCY

I’ll be back, baby. Miss Lucy ain’t

 going nowhere for too long. I’ll 

miss you too much to bear.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPER’S BARN    NIGHT

The four kidnappers are waiting for

a call from their accomplice.

SHIPWRECK

 (pacing) 

I’m getting antsy, Munson!

MUNSON

Ship, cool it, will ya? It’s only 

been a few hours. The skirt knows

 what she’s doing.

SHIPWRECK

15 years, Munse, 15 years! I ran 

any kind of muscle for hire scam 

you could pull outta your ass. Now

 I’m sitting in the country wit’

 one of the most recognizable wops

 on earth waiting for a dumb broad 

to give us the okay?

MUNSON

You sound like Charlie. Everything 

ain’t always smash and grab. Sometimes

 its just hold and wait.

CHARLIE

What’d I do Munson?

MUNSON

Nothing. Absolutely nothing.
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CHARLIE

Then why me? Why ya calling me into

 fucking question?

SHIPWRECK

Shut the fuck up, Charlie.

CHARLIE

You shut the fuck up!

SHIPWRECK

What?

CHARLIE

I didn’t say nothin’.

SHIPWRECK

Yeah, you did.

CHARLIE

Forget it.

SHIPWRECK

Nope.

BOB

He ain’t mean nothing, Shipwreck.

SHIPWRECK

When I want to hear from you, I’ll 

pull my dick outta your mouth.

 Pipe down.

CHARLIE

I didn’t mean nothin’.

SHIPWRECK

My old man once said that a man 

who’s prone to say shit he don’t 

mean is likely to end up dead

 for no reason.

CHARLIE

Your old man said that? That’s 

real good. Can I use it?
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SHIPWRECK

I ever catch you quoting my old man

 I’ll send you to meet him face to face.

CHARLIE

That’d be keen, Shipwreck.

SHIPWRECK

He’s dead Charlie! Christ, you’re

 even too stupid to threaten.

CHARLIE

So if I’m stupid, why do you talk

 to me so fucking much?

MUNSON

 (laughing) 

Thatta boy Charlie.  Tell ‘im 

to go fuck himself.

CHARLIE

 (laughing also)

 Go fuck yourself Shipwreck!

Shipwreck rushes Charlie and punches

him in the gut.

SHIPWRECK

You fuckin’ weasel! I brought you 

in as a favor to your cunt sister 

and you got the nerve to-

MUNSON

Enough, dickheads. You’re falling 

apart like niggers in a stolen Ford.

 Ship, take Bobby and go grab us 

some chow. Charlie, sit down and

 shut up.

Bob and Shipwreck prepare to exit.

BOB
Hey, Munse, should I bring something 

for the wop?

64.

MUNSON 

(spinning his 

revolver chamber) 

Sure, Grab him some spaghetti or 

something. Everyone’s entitled to 

a last meal.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR    NIGHT 

Igor Stravinsky, Duke Ellington, Pepper, and Grace all enter. There’s a bunch of Afro-American women with them, singers from jazz joints and dancers from saloons.

GRACE

Jesus, doesn’t anybody go anywhere

 else in this fucking city?

IGOR

I have a theory about this hotel 

being the center of the universe. 

I believe that’s the cause behind the

 allure of it. All the people who 

generate ideas and inspire new 

thinking, and all the philosophers 

and creators and lovers and magicians

 pass through here. It’s the one 

place that’s always changing, 

always being reborn, because new 

perspectives give new definitions 

to what it is.

GRACE

I just meant that I screwed a guy 

who was staying there and I wasn’t 

looking forward to seeing him again.
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IGOR

Oh.

DUKE

Iggy has a tendency of turning 

everything into deep contemplation.

GRACE

I noticed.

Enter Stokes. With him is the mobster ACE. Stokes is carrying a chicken and drinking a glass of wine. He goes right up to Grace and confronts her.

STOKES

You!

GRACE

Yeah, me. And now that we’ve 

established that I’m still myself, 

who the fuck might you be?

STOKES

W.E.D. Stokes. I own the Ansonia.

GRACE

What’s with the chicken? You’re 

not gonna fuck him, are you?

STOKES

You were here earlier causing a 

commotion in the dining room. In

 my dining room, disturbing my guests,

 in my home. Get the fuck out, you

 two-for-a-nickel harlot!

GRACE

It’s a free country.

STOKES

Nothing’s free, except death. And 

who the fuck wants that?
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GRACE

I’m not gonna get philosophical at 

two in the morning with some half

 crazed chicken fucker. Not without

 a cigarette, a drink, and a good 

reason. Step aside, Stokes.

ACE

Wait a minute, I know you.

GRACE

Do you, now?

ACE

Goddamned right. I’m Ace.

GRACE

I’ll be damned.

ACE

You just might. Stokes, you don’t 

want to get rid of this little lady.

 She’s too much fun.

DUKE

You get around.

GRACE

Like a cold.

ACE

A friend of hers, a cocksucker 

named….what was it? You remember.

GRACE

Paul. Paul Cordonno.

ACE

Yeah, Paulie. Paulie owes me a 

substantial amount of money. The 

kind of money a man might get himself

 hurt over. But the crazy thing is,

 I haven’t heard from Paulie. Haven’t

 even seen him. Haven’t run into

(MORE)
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ACE (CONT) 

him, haven’t met anyone who knows

where I might find him.

GRACE

Its one of life’s great mysteries!

ACE

Ain’t that the truth. Let ‘em stay,

 Stokes. Get ‘em whatever they

 want, on me.

STOKES

 (to Grace) 

Disrupt my establishment in any 

way, interrupt the nightly operation 

of this place in any fashion, 

cross me at all, and I’ll have you

 shot, flayed, and burned with gasoline.

GRACE

You’re a poet, Stokes. 

Now fuck off.

ACE

Still got that attitude I see. Oh, 

and if you happen to hear from ya

 buddy Paulie, tell him I’d sure 

love to have a sit down with him. 

Maybe even go for a swim.

GRACE

I can do that for ya’ Ace, but I 

don’t think Paul’s much of a swimmer.

ACE

I know. You all have a good time.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

68.

INT KIDNAPPER’S CAR NIGHT

Shipwreck (driving) and Bob fly down a dirt road passing each other a pint of booze.

SHIPWRECK

Dumb fucking kid. Don’t even know

 what he’s saying half the time.

 If it wasn’t for Lucy, I’d have 

put ‘im in a hole by now.

BOB

Lay off the kid, Ship. He’s just 

a little green and you’re getting 

ossified. It’s a bad combo.

SHIPWRECK

Yeah, maybe, but I still got principles,

 Bobby.

BOB

Whoa, Ship, you just missed 

the diner…

SHIPWRECK

We’ll hit the diner on the way back. 

I’m gonna go see what the hold up is.

BOB

You’re fucking nuts! Goin’ back 

there in the same car, same clothes?

 That’s gotta be the first rule 

in the criminal handbook. 

(yelling)

 “Never go back!”

SHIPWRECK

I’ll park up the street. ‘Sides,

 if the wopess would’ve went to 

the cops we would’ve heard 

something on the radio.
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BOB

I don’t like it man. Munson’s 

gonna have a –

SHIPWRECK

Fuck Munson! I put this job together

 and its time you guys realize it.

 We need some balls now. We did 

it his way and were sitting around

 having a circle jerk. Time for 

me to pull my cock out. 

Results…fucking results.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL CORRIDOR    NIGHT

Ace and Stokes walk down a corridor. Decadent wealthy men greet him as they walk by, intoxicated women wink and purr at Stokes suggestively. Lucy walks by.

LUCY

Hello, Mr. Stokes.

STOKES

Lucille…still here? Your

 shift ended hours ago.

LUCY

You know me, Mr. Stokes. I 

can’t get enough of this place.

Ace and Stokes continue walking. Lucy waits until they turn a corner, then scurries down the hall in the opposite direction. Suddenly, someone grabs her and forces her against the wall. It’s Shipwreck. Bob stands behind him.

SHIPWRECK

Evening, Lucy.
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LUCY

What the fuck are you doing here,

 you crazy bastard?

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL FOYER     NIGHT

Theodore Dreiser enters.

DRIESER

The glistening palace of madness 

and mendacity. The exile returns.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTELBAR   NIGHT

Babe sits at a table laughing and making merry. Dreiser walks in and stands before him.

DRIESER

We meet again. It seems the fates…

Babe: Poon! Pooooooon!

DRIESER

I said, “We meet again. It seems 

the fates….”

BABE

Again? I don’t know who the fuck 

you are, Stretch. Never met ya 

before in my life. Poooon!

The women around Babe laugh drunkenly.

DRIESER

I’m Theodore Dreiser. The Theodore

 Dreiser.

BABE

You still don’t got 

any reefer?
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DRIESER

No.

BABE

Fuck me runnin’.

DRIESER

I’m sorry?

BABE

Fuck you, too.

DRIESER

 (growing impatient) 

Now see here, you corpulent, neanderthal,

 you eating, drinking, shitting 

insult to human civilization, I want

 answers and I want them now!

BABE
Nobody talks to the Babe like that, 

you ugly fuck!

DRIESER

You do not know me, sir! You do 

not know me!

BABE

I don’t give a shit!

GIRL #1

Hit ‘im, Babe!

DRIESER

You can attempt, sir, but I assure 

you, you will fail. The intelligentsia

 is as bellicose as it is erudite. 

I have no fear of fisticuffs.

Babe rises out of his chair and walks over to Dreiser.

BABE

I don’t know what you just said,

 but I bet you can’t repeat it after

 I punch you in the mouth.
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Babe throws a punch. Dreiser dodges and punches Babe in the face three times, then ends the combo with a blow to his gut. Babe doubles over. Dreiser grabs him and pulls him closer by his lapel.

DRIESER

I want answers.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL CORRIDOR    NIGHT

Shipwreck and Bob outside Enrico Caruso’s room with Lucy.

SHIPWRECK

Start talkin’ cunt! You got us

 in the middle of nowhere holdin’

 our cocks with no fuckin’ word!

LUCY

 (whispering) 

Damnit, does Munson know you’re here?

BOB

No, and let’s keep it that way. 

Shipwreck here thought we’d pay you

 a little impromptu visit. So we 

piled in the jalopy and picked up 

some roses and came looking for 

the prettiest cock tease on 

the west side.

LUCY

I was just goin’ in to leave the 

fuckin’ ransom note for little

 Miss Muffett.

SHIPWRECK

Just now! It’s been six fuckin’

 hours. What’s the matter? Your 

hand too tired from beatin’ off Babe?
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LUCY

For your info, I had to pick up 

another shift and wait for Thelma 

to give up the keys. So why don’t

 you mooks slip out the back way

 and make tracks?

BOB

Let’s go Ship. It ain’t smart to be here.

SHIPWRECK

Yeah, I guess I can use a bite.

LUCY

Yeah, and a shower, breath mint, 

and 6-8 more years schooling.

SHIPWRECK

 (leaving) 

You and your fuckin’ brother. The 

mouths on these two. I’ll say it

 again…a hard head makes for

 a sore ass.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPER’S BARN      NIGHT

Charlie and Munson are wandering aimlessly about the room. Charlie drinks beer and Munson smokes a cigar. Enrico is still tied up with a bag over his head.

CHARLIE

…and he always picks on me when

 he’s mad. Like everything’s 

always my fault. He thinks he’s 

so tough. One of these….

MUNSON

One of these days you’ll wise up

 and learn to keep your mouth 

closed. Shipwreck’ll fuck you in

74.

MUNSON (CONT)

the ass with a tommy gun and blow 

your guts out the top of your head.

CHARLIE

But you always say a closed 

mouth don’t get fed.

MUNSON

 (laughs) 

You’ll remember which way is up, 

but you recall enough to make 

a guy look like a hypocrite. I 

think you’re smarter than you let

 on. Take the bag off our buddies

 head. Let him get some fresh air.

They take the bag off of Caruso’s head. They take the sock out of his mouth. Caruso coughs. Munson pulls out his gun.

MUNSON

Alright, Mr. Caruso. You gonna be

 a good little wop, or are you 

gonna misbehave and make me make 

spaghetti sauce outta your brain pan?

ENRICO CARUSO

You won’t get away with this.

MUNSON

No. You won’t get away.

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    DAY

Lucy is there, rummaging through a jewelry box. She doesn’t see Mrs. Caruso creeping up behind her.

LUCY

Nice stuff. Nice stuff.

MRS. CARUSO

Enjoying my trinkets?
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LUCY

 (startled, springs up) 

Ahh, sorry, uh…just…uhh…admiring…

MRS. CARUSO

 (pulls a knife)

 Yes, admiring my things and 

leaving notes on my mirror. What 

could be so covert? I wonder.

Lucy turns her head and sees the telephone sitting on the nightstand. She picks up the phone and smashes it across Mrs. Caruso’s face.

INTERCUT 

INT ASTORIA HOTEL BAR     NIGHT

Babe is still trapped in the clutches of Dreiser. But now Babe is smiling.

BABE

That hurt.

DRIESER

Such was my intent.

Waiters, diners, and photographer grab Dreiser and try to pull him away from Babe.

DRIESER

Unhand me, you plebian drunkards!

 Go back to your bacchanals and 

mind your own affairs.

BABE

Wait, wait! Relax! He’s with me.

 Take it easy.

Babe waves away the throng. Everyone goes back to drinking, singing, and conversing.
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BABE

 (to Dreiser) 

You got a hell of a left 

hook, Stretch.

DRIESER

Indeed.

BABE

Have a seat. I’ll buy you a 

drink. We’ll talk.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPER’S BARN    NIGHT

Munson takes a leak in the corner. Charlie sits facing Dreiser.

CHARLIE

Do you ever get nervous?

ENRICO CARUSO

I beg your pardon?

CHARLIE

You know…before you sing? I’d be

 shitting bricks in front of 

all those folks, but you’re probably

 used to it. All the shows and all.

ENRICO CARUSO

You never get used to it. Every 

time is like the first time. And 

every time I’m amazed I wasn’t

booed off the stage.

CHARLIE

You talk real good.

78.

ENRICO CARUSO

 (laughs and coughs) 

Thank you. I’ve never been paid

 that particular complement.

CHARLIE

I usually notice things like that 

on account of I can’t get no one

 to listen to me.

ENRICO CARUSO

Your problem is that you fail to

 assert yourself in your speech.

CHARLIE

What’s that mean?

ENRICO CARUSO

Take that Shipwreck fellow. Even 

with your bag over my head I can

 tell you he is a small man, yes?

CHARLIE

Yeah! How’d you know?

ENRICO CARUSO

It’s all in his speech. Very 

potent, aggressive, raw. He

 obviously is over compensating

 for his size. And Munson is 

calm; always in control, steady.

 These are the traits of a confident

 and no doubt handsome man.

CHARLIE

Right, he is a real handsome 

type. That’s a neat trick. Its

 keen, real keen.

ENRICO CARUSO

It’s no trick, Charlie. I am a

 singer and between singers 

there are certain similarities.

 A man with a small stature lowers

(MORE)
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ENRICO CARUSO (CONT)

his voice and makes it commanding…

(laughs)

…. sorry, might I trouble you 

for a swallow of your brandy? 

It eases my throat.

Charlie rises and brings the bottle to Caruso’s lips. Munson from off camera smacks it back down.

MUNSON

Christ kid, don’t fuckin’ make 

friends. This wop’s gotta know 

you’d kill him just as soon as 

look at him. And you’re wetting

 his fucking whistle?

ENRICO CARUSO

Please, sir, the fault is with me.

 My condition causes my throat to-

MUNSON

Shut the fuck up, guinea. Or 

I’ll make sure you’ll never have

 to worry about your throat again.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN: 

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM          DAY

Lucy begins to panic, pacing back and forth, talking to herself. Mrs. Caruso has been knocked to the floor.

LUCY

Oh shit! Oh, goddamnit! Fuck, 

fuck, fuck! Munse is gonna be 

pissed. Oh, shit….

Lucy stops pacing for a second. She looks down at Mrs. Caruso. Then she hits her with the phone once more.
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LUCY

Sorry, girlie. I don’t wanna. 

Gotta hide the body. Gotta get 

rid of you too now. No other way.

 Munse is gonna be pissed. Then, 

its my ass. Oh, shit. Goddamnit!

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR    NIGHT

Dreiser and Babe are having a drink. Babe is laughing. Dreiser, as always, is dour and severe.

BABE

Drink up, Stretch.

DRIESER

Indeed. Now back to the matter 

at hand.

BABE

Poon?

DRIESER

What? No, no.

BABE

You a New Yorker?

DRIESER

Mister Ruth, please. Be silent!

BABE

What can I do for ya, Stretch?

DRIESER

Mr. Ruth, earlier today I came 

across a young lady…

BABE

And you want the Bambino to 

teach you how to get girls?
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DRIESER

What? I assure you, I have no problems

 in that arena. I get my fair share

 of what you like to call “poon”, 

let me tell you. The woman I seek

 was a paramour of yours, a young 

woman with perhaps a tinge of Midwestern

 inflection in her tone, rather 

attractive. Well endowed.

BABE

The fuckin’ hayseed.

DRIESER

Pardon?

BABE

I know that bitch.

DRIESER

Sir, I must find her. I need only

 speak with her a brief moment,

 the briefest of moments. Tell me,

 I pray you, where I might find her.

BABE

Sure.

DRIESER

Well? This isn’t foreplay man, 

anticipation will not make the 

moment of climax more potent.

BABE

She’s over against the wall. She’s

 been nursing that highball for 

the last fifteen minutes.

INTERCUT

EXT ANSONIA HOTEL ROOF    NIGHT

It is lit up like Christmas. Cows and chickens lumber around like the animals they are.
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STOKES

Behold! Ace, I give you my 

city in all its imperfection!

ACE

Jeez Stokes, guy in my line of 

work don’t feel too comfy on roofs.

 Know what I’m sayin’?

STOKES

You need not have a fear of 

the heights, Ace.

ACE

It ain’t the height, Stokes. It’s 

the concrete beneath it.

STOKES

I come here to think. To plan 

intricate business strategy or to

 leer at that skirt across the way.

ACE

Forever the romantic. I really 

gotta thank you for takin’ me in.

 Bein’ a two time loser and all.

STOKES

Come now, Ace, when haven’t I 

obliged a friend?

ACE 

Yeah, but its different now. It 

ain’t like letting me stash a couple

 truck loads of hooch in your 

warehouse. I mean, you got politicians,

 ball players, actors, and some of 

the hottest tail on God’s lawn here.

 And you got ‘em rubbin’ shoulders 

with me. A two bit crimey.

STOKES

You underestimate your appeal.

 The only thing Americans love more
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STOKES (CONT)

than celebrities are criminals.

Since the paper ran that story about

 you renting out a floor here, 

I’m booked for three months. They’re

 even paying for cots in the basement.

 You’re a bigger draw than Babe.

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    DAY

Lucy casts about the room, looking for a blunt object heavy enough to crush Mrs. Caruso’s skull.

LUCY

I need a bowling ball…a hammer…

these rich types don’t keep anything

 heavier than a cotton ball laying

 around. I gotta kill this bitch!

Lucy goes into the bathroom. We hear loud crashing noises and glass breaking. Mrs. Caruso begins to stir on the floor. Lucy climbs on top of the toilet and reaches up, running her fingers over a high shelf. She touches something, and her face lights up. She jumps down off the toilet. In her hand is an old revolver. She’s is beaming with a large grin.

LUCY

Well, well. Merry Christmas to me.

Lucy exits the bathroom. Mrs. Caruso slams the telephone into Lucy’s face, knocking her to the floor. The gun goes off.

INTERCUT

INT ASTORIA HOTEL BAR       NIGHT

Dreiser rises from his chair and bids Babe farewell.
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DRIESER

I thank you for the libation,

 Mr. Ruth.

BABE

Call me, Babe, Stretch.

DRIESER

Don’t call me Stretch, Babe.

BABE

Where ya headed? We got girls, 

we got drinks, we got cee-gars, 

and we got good music. What else

 could you want? Let’s have fun!

DRIESER

No.

Dreiser walks over to the table where Duke Ellington, Stravinsky, Grace, and the dancing girls are seated, laughing and drinking.

DRIESER

Salutations, all.

IGOR

Well met, kind sir.

DRIESER

Forgive me the intrusion, I mean

 not to breech the Draconian 

dictates of Dionysian etiquette,

 the same mores that allow women 

to fornicate without consequence,

 yet will not allow another man 

to interrupt, as if therein lies

 the source of the moral aberration.

 But I would like a word.

IGOR

Sit and indulge. The intrusion is

 forgiven. In fact, the intrusion

 is now merely imagined. All 

(MORE)
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IGOR (CONT)

the revelers are brethren, bound

by the Eros of the epicure to see

 sybarites in the embrace of 

salacious and drunken humors.

GRACE

(To Duke) 

You get any of that?

DUKE

I think he just told him to pull

 up some wood, cop a squat, and

 down some hooch.

GRACE

You’re good. Why don’t you make 

a Harlem to Square Dictionary?

DUKE

I would, but I don’t speak 

fluent Square, baby.

IGOR

What brings a fellow wayfarer to 

the shores of Babylon in its 

darkest hour? Is it the Muse?  Is

 it the mellifluous whispers of 

Plutos, the god of the avarice?

DRIESER

As in all things, both the God 

and the Goddess beckon. Greed and

 inspiration are the scion of 

creation and experience. I need

 a word with the lady for both the

 sake of literature and of a desire

 to pocket a profit for the both of us.

GRACE

By lady, I assume you mean me.

DRIESER

Well, my dear, seeing that I am

 a man of patient observation, 

(MORE)
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DRIESER (CONT)

very rarely taken to mistakes

and mishappens and further seeing

 how even Helen Keller could 

distinguish your fair sex from that

 of our musically inclined Negro

 compatriot and my new pleasant,

 albeit verbose fellow linguist.

 By the process of simple elimination,

 I could mean no other than you.

GRACE

Pull up a seat, Stretch. Let’s 

get acquainted.

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    NIGHT

Lucy staggers toward the door, dazed and bleeding. Mrs. Caruso looks down on the floor. There is her knife, sitting there gleaming so brightly that it seems to be smiling at her. She picks it up. Lucy grabs the doorknob and turns it. Mrs. Caruso throws the knife wildly, hitting Lucy in the shoulder blade. Lucy falls out the door, into the hallway. She starts screaming, calling for help.

LUCY

Help! Somebody help! She’s crazy!

 She’s trying to kill me!

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR    NIGHT

Cut to the dining room of the Ansonia. Grace blows smoke rings into the air while Dreiser drones on.

DRIESER

You are familiar with a drunken 

simian who carries the sobriquet 

(MORE)
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 DRIESER (CONT)

of “The Bambino”? It was I who shared

the cab with you and that ruffian 

were about to see some abortionist

 known as “The Farmer”.

Grace blows two more smoke rings and continues to smile without speaking a word.

DRIESER

My Lady, I am a man on the verge 

of becoming immortal. I am a writer,

 but more, I am a genius; A god of

 the written word. And I am looking

 for an epic worthy of my intellect.

 And I want to compose eloquent

 masterworks that penetrate the

 myth of American morality. I want

 to write a book inspired by your

 experience with the Babe.

Grace blows smoke out of her mouth. The smoke slowly drifts upward, then spreads larger and wider, and finally materialized in the shape of a heart.

INTERCUT

EXT ANSONIA HOTEL ROOF    NIGHT

Ace and Stokes’ conversation is interrupted by a young bellboy. His name is Ashton.

ASHTON 

Mr. Stokes! Mr. Stokes!

STOKES

Has the kitchen run out 

of caviar?

ASHTON

It’s Mrs. Caruso.

STOKES

Has she fallen down a flight of 

stairs and landed on one of my chickens?
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ASHTON

Its much worse, sir.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS CAR    NIGHT

Shipwreck and Bob are in the car driving down a dark road. Bob starts laughing.

BOB

I got one for ya. A pedophile

 bites the big one…

SHIPWRECK

A pedo…what?

BOB

A petter-ass, a kidfucker. Anyways,

 this perv dies. And he’s standing 

there at the pearly gates at Ol’ St.

 Peter’s feet. And St. Peter says,

 “You have lived a wretched life. 

Are you prepared to be judged by

 God?” So the guy looks around and 

then looks right at Peter and says,

 “Fuck God, where’s baby Jesus?”

INTERCUT

INT. ANSONIA ENRICO CARUSOS ROOM   DAY

Lucy is tied to the bed by a silk sheet. She’s glaring at Stokes and Mrs. Caruso as they enter.

LUCY

Fuck you, bitch!

MRS. CARUSO

She tried to kill me a moment ago.
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STOKES

She could never succeed. You’re 

betrothed to one of the gods.

MRS. CARUSO

Stop kissing my ass and tell

me what to do.

STOKES

Let’s kill her.

MRS. CARUSO

Why?

STOKES

I’ll call down to the kitchen and

 have someone bring up a butcher knife.

MRS. CARUSO

What?

STOKES

It’s not hard. We’ll take turns 

impaling her. I’m acquainted with

 a gentleman who can assist us.

MRS. CARUSO

What?

STOKES

Not to worry. I have an axe and 

hacksaw. We’ll have this sorted out

 shortly.

MRS. CARUSO

What?

LUCY

What?

INTERCUT

INT ASTORIA DINING ROOM NIGHT

89.

LUCKY

Hey Babe…tearin’ the town

 up, huh?

BABE 

(slurred)

Fuck you want? 

LUCKY

Thought we could have a few 

drinks, iron things out…you know.

BABE

 Nothing to iron out except that 

nickel shirt you got on, bum.

LUCKY

C’mon Babe. I’m kinda low here.

 Pepper left me. 

BABE

Looks like she didn’t go too 

far.

Babe points to Pepper sitting next to Duke and Grace.

LUCKY

What the fuck? She said she was 

goin’ to family!

BABE

Nope. Just a blues singin’ negro 

and a pregnant cunt. And to think

 if you would’ve just done your 

job, you’d be sitting here drunk

 off your ass and Pepper would be

 at home warmin’ ya steak and 

waiting to suck your cock.

LUCKY

That fuckin’ bitch! That hayseed 

piece of trash! This ain’t 

over, I’m gonna do something!
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BABE

Yeah, why don’t you kill her? 

(laughs)



INTERCUT (NEXT TABLE)

Pepper is at the table laughing with Duke. Grace stares at Dreiser, smiling inscrutably. Igor is talking to a beautiful dark-skinned dancing girl.

DUKE

Naw.

PEPPER

Yup.

DUKE 

Really?

PEPPER

Yup, I’ve never been with a 

colored guy.

DUKE 

Well, that’s just tragic.

PEPPER

Yeah?

DUKE

Yeah, You should finish that drink, 

have a cigarette, and then, when you

 feel comfortable and loose, you 

should work up the courage to ask

 me to sleep with you.

PEPPER

Should I?

DUKE

Yeah, but hurry up, before I get

 bored with you and leave with 

somebody with bigger tits 

and better legs.
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PEPPER  

Well, we wouldn’t want that, 

would we?

DUKE

You may not, but I would 

love it.

Both laugh.

PEPPER 

What’s the best way to ask a guy 

to sleep with you?

DUKE

I’m a firm believer, and I should

 emphasize “firm”, that you should

 be straightforward. Somethin’ like

 “Duke, take me upstairs and let’s

 make history.”

PEPPER

(drinks from

 her glass)

Duke, take me upstairs, and 

let’s make music.

Duke stands and offers her his arm.

DUKE

Nothing like a lady who knows when

 a guy tells her what she wants.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA MRS. CARUSOS ROOM NIGHT

Stokes stands over Lucy with a hatchet.

STOKES

Here we go..
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LUCY

Mr. Stokes….

STOKES

You don’t have to call me Mr. Stokes.

 You don’t work for me anymore. Call

 me W.E.D. May as well.

LUCY

Somebody help!

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN NIGHT

Munson and Charlie are pacing back and forth, growing nervous and impatient. 

MUNSON

What the fuck is the holdup?

CHARLIE

I got a bad feelin’, Munson. 

What if somethin’ happened?

MUNSON

Pipe down. Close your mouth and 

your teeth will stop chatterin’. 

CHARLIE

Somethin’s wrong. I can feel it.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA MRS. CARUSOS ROOM NIGHT

Lucy begins to panic, as Stokes gets closer.

LUCY

Let me go!
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STOKES

I’ll dispatch you shortly!

LUCY

You crazy son of a bitch! Let me go,

 you motherfucker!

STOKES

Such words from such a pretty girl.

 I’m going to cut your tounge out of

 your mouth first.

LUCY

Wait! Wait!

INT ANSONIA DINING ROOM   NIGHT

Dreiser and Grace converse jovially.

DRIESER

 What say you, my lady?

GRACE

No.

DRIESER

Pardon?

GRACE

(sighs) 

I don’t think so stretch. Nice bowtie,

 by the way. Did your mother dress

 you this morning?

DRIESER

I don’t bear insults well, madam.

GRACE

Sure you do. I just told you that 

you look like a ten year old on 

the way to Sunday school and you 

took it like a champ.

94.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA MRS. CARUSOS ROOM NIGHT

STOKES

Oh, of course. I almost did away 

with you without permitting you 

to make peace with God. Proceed.

LUCY

You can’t kill me, its crazy! I 

can get you money! Lots of money! 

Mrs. Caruso, you hear me? Jewelry!

 Lots of jewelry. I know people!

STOKES

(to Mrs. Caruso)

Pity, isn’t it? Bargain, barter, 

trade, always the last refuge of 

the damned. Why isn’t it ever 

reflection, humility, acceptance?

LUCY

Mrs. Stokes, please! I wasn’t 

gonna hurt you none. Just tie 

you up is all….

STOKES

Wait, an epiphany! A splendid way

 to be winged to heaven. Ancient 

death meets modern marvel; The 

tommy gun.

(Stokes mimics 

the 

tommy gun 

firing.)

Ahh….Firing squad…fi-ring Squaaaaad.

 Permit me a moment, my dear, to 

fetch a friend who I know happens

 to hold the necessary hardware.

 Mrs. Stokes, if you’ll entertain 

our guest, I shant be long.

Stokes exits.
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LUCY

(to Mrs. Caruso) 

Okay, listen…we did it. I admit 

to it. We did it.

MRS. CARUSO

He’s quite insane, you know.

LUCY

What?

MRS. CARUSO

Weddy. He’s deranged. At first, I 

thought perhaps he was just trying

 to frighten you. But, no, I believe

 he’s really going to kill you. He

 seems quite excited at the prospect

 of using his Thompson machine

 gun on you.

LUCY

I’ll talk. I’ll tell you everything.

 Whatever you want.

MRS. CARUSO

You might already know this, 

young lady, but my husband is a 

very well respected man. Very 

adored. And very wealthy. I have

 more than enough people telling

 me what I want to hear. Very few

people tell me the truth, though. 

My husband is dying. No one wants 

to say it, at least not to me. 

They think he’ll live forever.

LUCY

Listen, I’ll tell you everything. 

Untie me, huh? You don’t want to 

do this. You’re not the type. 

You’re a sweetheart.

MRS. CARUSO

You’ve never been in love before, 

have you?

96.

Stokes returns. He’s smiling, and holding a Thompson machine gun.

STOKES

Happy Birthday!

LUCY
(Screams)

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN    NIGHT

The four kidnappers are eating food from a diner. Shipwreck has a burger, and Bob drinks a chocolate milkshake. Munson looks at his watch.

MUNSON

What time are we supposed to get

 the all’s clear from Lucy?

SHIPWRECK

Nine.

MUNSON

Alright, I’m headin’ out.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA MRS. CARUSO’S ROOM NIGHT

Stokes walks into the room flanked by a very calm Ace. He trains the Thompson point blank at Lucy’s skull.

ACE

(leaning against the door)

Too close, Stokes. You wanna be 

at least 4 ft back. When you’re

 close like that, it fucks

 up the show.

LUCY

Please….please oh God, please help me…

97.

ACE

(lights a cigarette) 

God couldn’t make it, but he 

sent me to act on his behalf.

EXT ANSONIA ENTRANCE   NIGHT

Pepper makes out with Duke as they wait for the car. Duke hands some money to the VALET.

VALET

Your keys, Mr. Ellington.

DUKE

(hands Valet some money) 

Call me, “Duke.”

VALET

Thank you, sir.

INTERCUT

INT. DUKE ELLINGTON’S CAR    NIGHT

PEPPER

You got this way about you. 

Suave….in control. Like the world

 owes you. And it’s irresistible.

DUKE

Relax, Miss, we’ll be home in a minute.

PEPPER

(Pulling off 

Duke’s coat) 

I can’t wait another minute.

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM    NIGHT

Ace has just finished untying Lucy. W.E.D. stands with the gun. Ace sets up two chairs facing each other. He has a seat and crosses his legs. He lights another smoke.

98.

ACE

Do you know me?

LUCY

(sitting) 

Yes

ACE

Good. Then I don’t have to tell you

 what I do. Can I trust you?

LUCY

Yes. 

ACE

I’m in a line of work where trust 

is paramount. Not as important 

as a brass set of balls, but pretty

 high on the list. Now I know there

 are some guys out there counting

 on you. Who put their trust in 

you? But in here, there’s my 

friends and there countin’ on me. 

Seeing that you’re stuck in here

 with me and my friends, one of 

which has a Tommy trained on your 

pretty little head. You got some 

choices to make. I’d totally respect

 you if you told me to fuck off 

and forced us to make juice out 

of ya melon. But I would also

 understand if….you…didn’t…want…to

 die…today. It won’t much disturb 

me one-way or the other. I’ll get

 what I want whether you live a 

long life and have a bunch of 

button nose brats clinging to your

 apron strings, or if you get a 

hole blown in your face this second. 

INTERCUT

99.

INT ANSONIA DINING ROOM   NIGHT

GRACE

Awwww…come on, Stretch. What’s with

 the long face? I’m just joshin’ ya.

DRIESER

My lady, I am not one for

 tomfoolery.

GRACE

Here, have a drink. You look all sad,

 like your puppy just got run over 

by a milk truck.

DRIESER

 Pardon?

GRACE

And now everything you see an ice

 cream truck, you just sit on the 

front steps and cry while the other

 kids stuff cream sickles and 

chocolate double scoops down their 

throats.

DRIESER

Madam…

GRACE

And now you’re fucked. Your dog’s 

dead and you can’t even enjoy a 

vanilla ice cream cone, because 

you associate frozen dairy with 

your dead puppy.

DRIESER

Be quiet!

GRACE

(smiling) 

Take it easy, darling.

Grace rises and grabs Igor’s hand.
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GRACE

You want an interview about 

the Babe?

DRIESER

Yes, you see, that is…

GRACE

Tomorrow. Noon. You can buy me 

lunch. We’ll talk. Come on, Iggy.

She exits, taking Igor with her.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT

Small diner. Two guys sit at a table having steak and eggs. Mosquitos and flies are present. Munson walks in and sits at a stool. He lifts a menu, then drops it, wiping his hand on his shirt.

WAITRESS

Can I get you somethin’, handsome?

MUNSON

Coffee, black, and 60 minutes with 

you in the kitchen.

WAITRESS

(smiles) 

I don’t think my boss would like that.

MUNSON

Why, he don’t like strangers?

WAITRESS

Naw, ‘cause he’s my husband and 

he can only make it five minutes.
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They share a laugh as the door chimes ring. Ace walks in dressed in a black tailored suit. W.E.D. trails him the same attire, which has not been tailored and hangs loosely on him. They sit.

ACE

Sweety, if you’re finished makin’

 fuck eyes, can we get some coffee?

Waitress looks put off.

MUNSON

That’s a real mean way of speakin’

 to ladies, Slick. I got half a 

mind to straighten you out.

ACE 

Yeah, why don’t we step outside 

and see if we can find the other

 half?

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT ANSONIA ENTRANCE    NIGHT

Lucky is running around the front of the hotel looking into people’s cars, glancing around frantically looking for Pepper.

LUCKY

Pepper! Pepper! Where are you, 

goddamnit? I forgive ya! Let’s 

call it a joke, huh?

Lucky turns and sees a pair of panties tossed out of the window of a car. He goes over to the car and looks in. Inside are Duke and Pepper slowing undressing each other.

LUCKY

Hey!
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PEPPER

(To Duke, ignoring

 Lucky)

Right there, baby.

LUCKY

Take your fucking hands off my 

woman, ya weed smokin’, whiskey 

jazz hound!

PEPPER

(To Duke) 

Feels so good….

LUCKY

I’m gonna shove my fist in ya 

black piehole!

PEPPER

(to Lucky) 

Hey, will you shut the fuck up!

DUKE

Be easy, kind sir.

LUCKY

Be easy? That’s my fuckin’ girl!

DUKE

Seems like you must have misplaced 

her. 

LUCKY

Fuck you!

DUKE

Sticks and stones.

PEPPER

Get lost, Lucky.

LUCKY

You little…if you don’t get outta

 that jalopy right fuckin’ now,

(MORE) 
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LUCKY (CONT)

and I’m talkin’ right right fuckin’ 

now, I’m gonna show you something!

PEPPER

No, Luck, let me show you something!

Pepper swings her leg back to expose Duke’s manhood. Lucky looks down dumbfounded. 

LUCKY

Holy shit.

PEPPER

That’s a man, Lucky.

Pepper and Duke laugh at the quip. Lucky looks down at his crotch dejectedly, ashamed of himself in comparison.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL    NIGHT

Grace is on the elevator with Igor. The elevator operator waves at her in recognition.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

Hey now, Missy…I remember you.

GRACE

If you pipe down, there’s a nickel

 in it for you.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

Yeah, you were here with Babe 

Ruth.

GRACE

Well, you just lost yourself a nickel,

 buddy.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

What’s your name, young lady?
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GRACE

Apple.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

Apple?

GRACE

Yeah. Now bite me.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

No need to be rude now. I’m in a 

business where it pays to know 

your clients.

Grace

In this case, it would pay more 

to not know me.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR 

(Opens Door) 

How much more, Miss Grace?

Grace tosses him a quarter and stares.

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

(begins 

closing door) 

Thank ya’ much, Apple.

INTERCUT

INT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT

Ace and Stokes walk out the door without so much as another word. Munson watches them exit, puzzling over their demeanor. He senses a challenge, and wonders if he should take it, or just wait for Lucy. The waitress brings him coffee.

WAITRESS

You know those two?

MUNSON

I think I recognize one of ‘em.
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WAITRESS

From where?

MUNSON

A nightmare.

Munson rises from his seat. He reaches into his coat and pulls out a gun. He goes outside.

EXT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT

Outdoors, it is dimly lit. Ace and Stokes are waiting in the parking lot, with Ace in the middle and Stokes leaning against the car, smoking a cigarette. 

MUNSON

Who the fuck are you?

ACE

The angel of death.

MUNSON

Well, you got the wrong guy. I 

don’t die so easily.

ACE 

Getting shot in the head is the 

easiest thing in the world.

MUNSON

Ya’ don’t say.

ACE

I do say. I say when and how. When

 you get it, and how you die.

MUNSON

Really? What if I got a difference

 of opinion?

ACE

Doesn’t matter. My friend over 

there, he don’t look like much, 

but he’s got a Tommy under that 

(MORE)
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ACE (CONT) 

trench coat he’s been dying to break

in. You shoot me, he kills you. 

That could get messy. What I recommend

 is that you toss the roscoe. 

MUNSON

Then what?

ACE

Then we settle this the old fashioned

 way. We try to kill each other 

with our bare hands.

MUNSON

What’s your beef with me?

ACE

You’re in possession of a operatic

 Italian fellow, who I happen to 

be a big fan of. That and 

(begins yelling)

 yer a two bit fuck-up who thinks

 you got a right to consider yourself

 a gangster! You think yer a fucking

 tough guy? Yer a pussy with a six

 shooter and a big mouth!

MUNSON

You don’t want none of me.

ACE

Let’s go, gangster.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA INTERIOR CORRIDOR    NIGHT

IGOR

Grace? 

GRACE

Yes, darling?
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IGOR

I was just saying your name.

GRACE

People have been saying my name

 forever, and somehow it sounds 

so sweet when you say it.

IGOR

Do you know what “Grace” means?

GRACE

Tell me.

IGOR

It means “divine favor”. It means

 that no matter what you’ve done,

 the door to heave will still open

 for you because God has granted

 you his love, his sustained grace.

GRACE

Sublime grace? I thought you 

weren’t supposed to use the 

same word you were defining 

in your definition?

IGOR

Yes, but some words, typically 

the ones that please the tongue,

 have a habit of finding their way into any

definition. I truly believe that words are 

alive and sentient. And the most

 beautiful of which have a survival

 instinct. Beauty is impossible to 

destroy. It changes forms, evolves,

 and reappears.

EXT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT 

Munson and Ace continue to square off.
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MUNSON

You’re all tough talk. That piece of

 shit over there can’t swing a hammer.

 I’m gonna kick your wop ass then

 plug him one.

ACE

You’re still yappin, lover. Come stick it in.

The two men rush each other, with Munson throwing first, but Ace connecting. Munson, being smaller, reaches for his gun, but is beaten by Ace, who hits him repeatedly and knocks him down. Ace kicks him in the stomach as Munson is doubled over on the ground, then stuff dirt into Munson’s mouth.

STOKES

Time to shoot him, right?

ACE

Not yet. Fuckin’ mutt don’t even 

fall like a gangster.

STOKES 

Ace, that waitress is getting on 

the horn.

ACE

Go cover her. Talk real tough and 

look mean.

Stokes runs inside.

ACE 

(to Munson) 

Look at your shoes. No polish! No 

fuckin’ polish. Two-bit piece of shit. 

Ace spits on him.

INT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT

Stokes immediately engages the waitress.
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STOKES

Put that phone down.

WAITRESS

Shut the fuck up.

STOKES

I have a gun.

WAITRESS

Well, go shove it up your ass, 

ya little shit.

STOKES

You think…

WAITRESS

(into the phone) 

Hello, operator.

STOKES

(talks like 

James Cagney)

 You think I’m a two-bit looger 

with pie in the sky dreams of being

 a palooka? Well, listen doll face,

 this here’s a Chicago typewriter

 and you keep cracking wise and

 I start taking dictation. Now, 

up against the wall, cupcake.

EXT COUNTRYSIDE DINER  NIGHT

Ace drags Munson’s body across the lot to his car. Ace uses the keys from Munson’s body to open up the trunk, finding an unconscious Enrico Caruso there.

ACE

Well, I’ll be damned. 

Ace retrieves a revolver from the inside of his jacket.
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ACE

(to Munson)

 Hey, wake up. Wake the fuck up 

sunflower. You wanted to be a 

looger, now I’m gonna let you be

 a looger. Time to conclude the

 lesson. Open yer eyes.

Munson opens his eyes and is face to face with the gun. Ace fires and kills Munson with a single shot.

INT ANSONIA IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM   NIGHT

Grace slams Igor against the door kissing him passionately.

IGOR

My word. You’re a passionate one.

GRACE 

(Undressing 

Igor)

I love intellectuals. They make

 the best lovers.

Grace rips his shirt from his chest and lowers her head. 

GRACE

(muffled) 

Its not the physicality they 

possess, and not the looks ‘cause

 most of you are clammy and soft...

(she looks up)

no offense. 

IGOR

Uhh, none taken. Please. Go on.

GRACE 

(Lowers her head) 

It’s the connection. It’s more 

than physical. It becomes spiritual.

 There’s lost poetry in your hips 

and forbidden fruits upon your lips…
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IGOR

Yours as well, it would seem.

GRACE

(stands again) 

Can I finish?

IGOR

But, of course.

GRACE

The world is yours to control or

 discard as you see fit. And to 

be chosen, even in the capacity 

of concubine, is an honor for any

 of the feminine sex.

IGOR

Yes! Or maybe we get just as 

horny as anyone else.

Igor throws Grace on the bed and kisses her. He kisses her breast, then begins to ravage her, giving way to Grace crying from joy and passion.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA DINING ROOM   NIGHT

Babe Ruth rises from his table. There are several intoxicated waifs staggering in his orbit. A photographer takes a picture, and then Babe exits. 

INTERCUT

EXT ANSONIA MAIN ENTRANCE   NIGHT

Lucky paces back and forth muttering to himself in shock and rage.
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LUCKY

Fuck! Fucking bird! Fucking sneaky

 low down dirty cunt whore! Fucking 

a colored!

Babe enters the scene.

BABE 

Lucky!

LUCKY

I can’t believe this.

BABE

What the fuck are you doing?

LUCKY

(crying) 

She’s fucking him!

BABE

Who?

LUCKY

Pepper.

BABE

No, I’m asking who she’s fucking.

LUCKY 

Duke Ellington.

BABE

The jazz impresario?

LUCKY

She’s fucking him.

BABE

Hey, he’s good.

LUCKY

Alright, I’ll give you that. But

(MORE)
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LUCKY (CONT)

she don’t have to fuck him, Babe.

She don’t have to fuck. She’s 

fucking him right now, right over 

there. I can see them.

Babe looks through the window of Duke’s car.

BABE

Yeah, they’re fuckin’ alright. 

C’mon Lucky, you know better than

 to put faith in some dizzy dame.

 Forget that two-cent tomato. 

She’s seven years bad luck. She’d

 break a mirror by battin’ her 

lashes. She’s hideous. She’s a mutt

 in high heels.

Lucky leans on Babe’s chest and begins crying ever louder, becoming inconsolable.

BABE

Lucky…

LUCKY

I’m sorry, Babe. I’m sorry I 

messed up.

BABE

Luck….

LUCKY

I fucked up…

BABE 

Get the fuck off me, Lucky.

LUCKY

Sorry. 

BABE

Fuck it, Lucky! Fuck you! You been

 sorry since we met in the boy’s 

(MORE)
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BABE (CONT)

home. Sorry you ran from the Sullivan 

Brothers, sorry you dropped a 

sac fly. Sorry the fuckin’ bread 

ain’t soft! You know why everybody

 shits on you Luck? ‘Cause you got

 all the class of a shithouse! I

 fed you that line cause I’m your

 pal, but Pepper’s hot. Maybe too 

hot for a mook like you. And if you

 got a problem wit’ Smoky givin’ 

her the high hard hat, then go pull

 ‘em outta that struggle buggy and

 let’s see what color you get when

 you mix black and red.

LUCKY

Yeah!

BABE

Give him what for!

LUCKY

Yeah!

Lucky opens the car door and grabs Duke by the shoulders.

LUCKY

(to Duke) 

Get yer damn hands off my dame,

 ya bastard!

DUKE

Unhand me, paleface! You’re putting

 a wrinkle in my rags!

LUCKY

I’ll put a wrinkle in your face.

DUKE

That makes no sense, my good man.

PEPPER

Sock ‘im in the kisser!

115.

LUCKY 

Shut up!

PEPPER 

Go suck a lemon!

LUCKY 

Blow me!

DUKE 

My word! Such language! 

LUCKY

Fuck you!

DUKE

Fine, give me a moment to put my

 threads back on and I’ll be 

right with you.

Duke closes the door. Babe is standing a safe distance from the car. He puts a cigar in his mouth and lights it. Three girls stand around him giggling and cavortin' around him playfully.

BABE 

Dumb bastard’s gonna get his

 ass handed to him!

Duke opens the car door and steps out, straightening his suit. He pulls back the cuff.

DUKE 

Alright Lucky. No hard feelings.

Duke begins to move like a boxer. Lucky grimaces and edges forward.

BABE

Want me to referee?

LUCKY

No need. He’s goin’ to sleep now.

Lucky throws a punch that connects on Duke’s chin.
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LUCKY

You play piano right? That’s

 some chin music.

DUKE 

I like the beat, but it needs 

more swing.

Duke throws and lands a right hand. Lucky spins and Pepper, who is leaning out the car, slaps him. He spins around and Duke punches him in the stomach. Lucky doubles over and Duke kicks him in the face. Duke gets back in the car and goes to kiss Pepper.

LUCKY

(crying) 

Babe!

BABE

(detached) 

What?

LUCKY

Help!

BABE

Jesus, Lucky.

LUCKY

Please!

Babe helps Lucky stand.

BABE

Jeez, look at you.

LUCKY

It’s not fair.

BABE

Oh, it’s plenty fair, ya dumb shit!

 You already know ya can’t trust 

the bitch, whether she knows ya 

(MORE)
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BABE (MORE)

or blows ya. Every woman is as

trustworthy as a snake in the garden.

 And you listen to everything she 

tells ya because you like the way

 she smells when she’s finished 

fuckin’ some other guy! Pull ya’

 socks up, Luck. 

LUCKY

Sorry, Babe.

BABE

Let’s go. Let’s tie one on. We’ll

 all have a drink and a laugh.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA HOTEL     NIGHT

Ace and Stokes usher Enrico in with a beach towel over his head. Enrico slumps between their arms. Ace looks fresh, whereas Stokes is running on adrenaline.

ACE 

(smoking)

Stokes, ain’t this your place?

STOKES

(still using a 

Cagney voice)

All day today.

ACE

Then why don’t they keep an elevator

 waitin’ for you?

STOKES

(thinks momentarily) 

Well, they would, but how would 

they know when I get here?
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ACE

(pushes elevator

 button)

Simple. You get dressed. You tip

the elevator man to take you down.

Then you tip the coat check

girl for your coat, and the valet

 to bring the car and to open the

 door for your lady friend. 

STOKES

That’s how you get an elevator?

ACE

You didn’t let me finish! When 

you get back, just do it in reverse.

 That’s the tip.

STOKES

Seems like a waste of money when

 I pay them a salary anyways.

ACE

(points to the elevator and it 

opens fonzie style)

Style! Ain’t never a waste of 

money, friend. You can own more

 people from one gesture than 

you can with fifty vouchers.

ENRICO

(coughs) 

Money is Satan’s jungle. If you

 play for pay your talent can be rented. 

(coughs)

ACE 

Christ, he’s fucked over.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM   NIGHT

Enrico is laid on top of the bed. He stares at the ceiling.
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ENRICO CARUSO

Here is my hell. Here is the yawning

 abyss, filled with yelling

monstrosities and aborted souls,

pinioned to this place by their own

 sins. This is the playground of 

Satan, the potentate of the 

nether-realm, who make deals with

 greedy fools for their eternal souls,

 and gives them a moment’s glory 

to forsake their place in heaven. 

My soul has been devoured by 

sycophants and lies. By idolaters

 who think I am infallible and 

immortal. I’m at death’s door. The 

devil will come for me soon. He’ll 

be here in a short while.

Mrs. Caruso enters the room and rushes to the bed.

MRS.CARUSO

Darling! Oh my darling!

MR.CARUSO

The time has come for the Devil to

 send his emissary to claim my soul.

MRS.CARUSO

Enrico, darling, what is wrong?

MR.CARUSO

Death has devoured me from the

 inside. Nothing remains, save 

empty flesh. Italian roses on the

 surface of a lake in the summertime.

 The breeze stirs the waters 

into a ballet of insubstance. 

Love hides in the burning sun. 

Youth picks up the rose and 

dies in full bloom.

MRS.CARUSO

(crying)

 Enrico…
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STOKES

This does not bode well. I think 

he might be in shock.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA IGOR’S ROOM    DAY

Grace rolls over and lies on Igor’s chest.

GRACE

(jokingly) 

Why, Mr. Stravinsky, you wouldn’t 

have taken advantage of a young 

girl the other night, would you?

IGOR 

(laughs) 

I’m afraid I’ve done just that. 

Taken a young innocent and sullied

 her rather fortified virtue.

GRACE 

Heavens no. What penance would

 be in order for such an 

abomination against virtue?

IGOR

Three Hail Marys and then fill up Grace.

They both laugh and then Igor grows serious.

IGOR

You have made me incredibly 

happy in an extremely sparse 

amount of time. I would like to 

do the same for you.

GRACE

You don’t have to. I enjoyed 

everything as well. What I did…

what we did doesn’t require 

payment of any sort.
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IGOR

Don’t think of it as payment. 

My reasons are quite selfish 

you see. To make you happy would

 only succeed into making you 

further your efforts to please 

me. A sort of trade of affection.

 There is a ball tonight. I have

 been commissioned to supply 

a piece of work. A previously 

untitled piece of work. I would

 like you to attend tonight, as 

my guest, of course. I can think

 of no one who I would rather 

share such an event with than you.

 Will you attend?

GRACE

Igor, I’m honored, but I don’t 

exactly belong amongst the upper

 crust of society. Having me on 

your arm is something of a pig 

in a silk hat.

IGOR

Nonsense. Man has no right to say

 who belongs and who doesn’t. 

America’s chief flaw as a whole 

is to separate the haves and have-

 nots, the educated and uneducated,

 the whites and coloreds, and within

 these separations are more 

separations. The English from 

the Italians, the Italian from the

 Irish. It’s all a bit absurd. 

Grace, do not separate yourself from

 me. I beg you. Be my guest. See 

the joy you bring translated into 

music.

GRACE 

(timidly) 

I would love to.
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FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN    DAY

Shipwreck paces back and forth, drunk, growling under his breath. Charlie and Bob sit looking nervous. 

CHARLIE

Calm down, Shipwreck.

SHIPWRECK

Fuck you, You little cocksucker.

 Don’t you talk to me, you 

spineless, yellowbelly, fuckin’

 degenerate pile of shit! I’ll

 rip your fucking entrails out

 through your ass, ya pussy.

BOB

Take it easy. Take it easy, guys.

SHIPWRECK

I’m gonna take a shit. Where’s

 the crapper?

BOB

Ain’t no crapper. Just shit out 

back. There’s some old newspaper

 on the table you can use to wipe.

Shipwreck grabs the paper and also grabs a gun. He grimaces angrily.

SHIPWRECK

(waves the gun) 

I’m gonna shoot some fuckin’ rabbits

 while I shit. And where the fuck 

is Munson?

BOB

Probably fuckin’ Charlie’s sister. 
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FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA MRS. CARUSOS ROOM    DAY

A doctor is standing over Enrico Caruso, smiling broadly.

MR. CARUSO

Darkness is everything.

MRS. CARUSO

Is he going to be alright?

DOCTOR

He’s going to be fine. He’s 

Enrico Caruso, the immortal operatic.

 He’s not going anywhere. Not for 

a long time. Not for centuries yet.

 He’ll be singing when the rest of

 us are too old to hear him. He’s

 the picture of health.

Enrico coughs up blood and black phlegm. He clutches his abdomen in pain. His wife kneels beside him and wipes his mouth with a cloth.

DOCTOR

He’ll be just fine.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS CAR          DAY

Ace and Stokes speed through the country. Lucy is in the back seat, and is tired.

STOKES

I get to shoot this time, 

right?
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ACE

All you want. You can blast till 

their faces look like preserves.

LUCY

You guys said you’d let my 

brother go…right?

ACE

Sure, doll. We ain’t heartless. 

Just gotta tie up all the loose ends.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM           DAY

Igor answers a phone call. It is from the bellboy, Ashton.

IGOR

Hello?

ASHTON 

Mr. Stravinsky…It’s Ashton.

IGOR

Yes?

ASHTON

Mademoiselle is here.

Igor hangs up the phone. He looks fearful.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL LOBBY    DAY

A very pale, very slim looking French woman stands in front of Ashton’s desk. This is Mademoiselle. 
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MADEMOISELLE

So, where is he?

ASHTON

He wants to prepare. He is 

very excited.

INTERCUT

INT IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM   DAY

Igor leaps out of bed and runs to the shower. Grace stares at him questioningly.

GRACE

Where are you going?

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL LOBBY    DAY

ASHTON

Just a moment.

MADEMOISELLE

I do not wait.

ASHTON

Damn.

INTERCUT

INT IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM   DAY

Igor roughly shoves a naked and very irascible Grace into the hallway. She’s holding her clothes against her body. 

GRACE

What the fuck is going on? 

What are you doing?

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL LOBBY    DAY

Mademoiselle walks off from the desk, angry.
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ASHTON

Mademoiselle, wait!

Mademoiselle takes the elevator upstairs. She reaches the floor of Igor’s room and pounds on his door.

INT IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM   DAY

MADEMOISELLE

Open up, you two-timer! You dog!

Igor opens the door. He’s clean-shaven and wearing an immaculately pressed three piece suit.

IGOR

Hello, darling.

INTERCUT

EXT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

ACE

(to Lucy) 

Stay put.

LUCY

Don’t kill my brother.

ACE

Whatever. 

(to Stokes) 

What the fuck are you doing? Don’t 

get out of the car waving that 

thing. Now they know what we got 

up our sleeve. The element of surprise,

 man.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

Inside, Bob and Charlie see Ace and Stokes departing the vehicle.
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CHARLIE

What the fuck is this?

BOB

What?

CHARLIE

There’s some short, horse faced 

guy in a suit and a trench coat 

outside with a tommy gun!

BOB

Who the fuck is that?

CHARLIE

He’s Yum Yum Magazine’s number 

one bachelor of the year. He’s

 ambitious, well dressed, and 

single. Every girl’s dream, but 

watch out, girls! He’s definitely

 naughty and his idea of a good 

time is a night on the town and

 a morning in the sheets.

BOB

What the fuck are you talking about?

CHARLIE

That’s what they said in Yum Yum Magazine.

INTERCUT

EXT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

Outside, Stokes stands in front of the barn door and opens fire. The bullets rip open the door, and Stokes walks in. Two shots are fired from inside and he staggers backward, falling to the ground. Ace throws a molotov cocktail through the window, hitting Charlie. Bob runs out the front door firing at Stokes and hits him in the shoulder. Bob aims for Stokes but freezes as he sees Ace.

BOB

Fuck! Shit! No!
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Bob drops his gun and goes running. Stokes jumps up and fires a bevy of shots into Bob’s retreating back. Bob is dead.

STOKES

(smiling and

 excited)

 Did you see that? You see how scared 

he was of me? He saw the look in my 

eye and ran for it. Did ya see?

ACE

Yeah, he was terrified.

STOKES

Well, don’t stand there jawin’ all

 day, let’s end these bastards.

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

They enter the barn. Charlie is burned badly over much of his body. His back is exposed. Shipwreck knocks on the wall, as he was going to the bathroom outside.

SHIPWRECK

Hey, whoever’s in there shootin'! 

I’m out back takin’ a shit, but

I’ll be in there to kill you in a

minute!

INT IGOR STRAVINSKY’S ROOM           DAY

Mademoiselle interrogates Igor.

MADEMOISELLE

Are you? Don’t lie to me.

IGOR

My love, there is none other. I am

 ever faithful to you, my little 

truffle.
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MADEMOISELLE

You were not here with another

 woman?

IGOR

My love, all night I sat alone, 

pining away for want of you.

Grace re-enters the room. She is still naked, holding her clothes against herself to conceal her body.

GRACE

I forgot my purse. Who is this?

MADEMOISELLE

Who are you?

GRACE

Never you mind. I know who you 

are. Yer the reason I was tossed

 out on my ear this morning.

MADEMOISELLE

(to Igor)

Who is this bitch?

GRACE

Oh, where are my manners? Allow 

me to make the proper introduction.

 I’m the woman who was fucking 

your boyfriend’s brains out last

 night. And you are?

MADEMOISELLE

American girls. All American girls 

are whores.

GRACE

You said it, sister.

Grace grabs her purse.

GRACE

Feel free to envy my ass as I make my 

grand exit.
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FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM           DAY

Enrico lies on the bed, sweating profusely. His wife hovers over him, worrying.

MRS. CARUSO

Just sleep, darling. I’ll return 

shortly.

She grabs her purse and coat and leaves. Enrico begins a dream sequence. In his dream, he is on a stage in an almost infinitely large opera house, dressed in a black tuxedo. There’s a vast crowd before him, cheering, hurling adoration. Roses descend on the stage. Enrico opens his mouth to sing, but coughs. He coughs again, but blood comes out this time. This is repeated until a river of blood cascades from between his lips to his shirt. A woman, dressed in red, begins to applaud as the crowd is in shock. It is Grace. Grace walks up the stairs, applauding still, and pulls out a massive revolver. 

GRACE

Ladies and Gentlemen: I give you

 the former Enrico Caruso!

As Grace fires the gun, Enrico wakes from his dream, the sound of the gun reverberating through his head. 

INTERCUT

INT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

Ace pulls a gun, smiling. Charlie lies on the floor, almost unconscious. Shipwreck calmly enters the barn through a side door that leads to the back. There’s a gun in his hands.
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SHIPWRECK

You two look like a couple of 

tough loogers. Look at this little

 shit. That tommy gun is bigger than 

he is.

ACE

Who the fuck are you?

SHIPWRECK

I’ll give you a hint. I’m 

Shipwreck Kelly.

ACE

The ex-boxer, huh? You look like 

shit. When was the last time 

you threw a punch?

SHIPWRECK

Probably the last time I fistfucked 

your mother in the ass.

ACE 

There’s a lot to be said for a guy

 who can tell jokes at his own funeral.

SHIPWRECK

I ain’t dead yet.

ACE

I’m lettin’ ya enjoy your last 

moments. Call it charity.

SHIPWRECK

Mighty nice of ya’ to do, but 

I don’t think I appreciate it.

ACE

My reputation preceeds me.

SHIPWRECK

Yeah, I once knew a guy named Paulie

 who told me you were the Devil 

himself.
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ACE

That’s the nicest thing anyone has

 ever said about me. I’m touched. 

Where is Paulie? He and I have some

 catching up to do. We’re old friends.

SHIPWRECK

Paulie went into the gardening 

business. Pushin’ up daisies.

Shipwreck fires a shot at Stokes and hits him in the stomach. Stokes collapses to the floor. Ace fires at Shipwreck, hitting him in the leg. Ace then drops his weapon, and runs toward Shipwreck. They struggle over Shipwreck’s weapon. Rounds are discharged in the struggle. Ace tackles Shipwreck and both go crashing through the barn wall. They land outside, with both men rising to their feet. Ace swings and misses, while Shipwreck counters with a body punch then a punch to the face. Ace staggers back.

SHIPWRECK

When was the last time you 

threw a punch?

Ace swings again and Shipwreck dodges it. Shipwreck lands a combination on Ace, and Ace falls down. Ace digs a finger into Shipwreck’s bullet wound, causing Shipwreck to fall in pain. Ace jumps on top of him, pounding his face with punches. Ace rises and pulls another gun.

ACE

You’re not bad.

SHIPWRECK

I coulda been champ.

ACE

Yeah. You got robbed. 

SHIPWRECK

You said it.
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ACE

Any last words?

SHIPWRECK

You hit like a girl.

Ace shoots him in the head.

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM           DAY

Enrico lies in bed. Grace walks in, still clutching her clothes.

GRACE

Don’t mind me buddy, I just need 

a place to put on my clothes. 

People in the hall were staring 

at me. Bunch of reprobates act like

 they have never seen a naked woman

 roaming the halls of a posh hotel 

before.

ENRICO CARUSO

It's you.

GRACE

Yeah, now that we’ve established 

that…who are you? And why does 

everyone keep saying that to me?

ENRICO CARUSO

Are you the emissary of the 

Prince of Darkness?

GRACE

Maybe. I’m not sure.

ENRICO CARUSO

You won’t take me without a 

fight.

GRACE

That a boy.
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INTERCUT

EXT KIDNAPPERS BARN        DAY

Stokes and Ace drag over a burned and bleeding Charlie over dirt toward the car. Lucy hops out of the car and runs toward her fallen brother.

LUCY

Charlie! Oh god…what happened? 

Ace gives Lucy a small revolver. Stokes stands behind her with the Tommy Gun pressed against the back of her skull.

LUCY

You said you wouldn’t hurt us.

ACE

I wont. I’m a man of my word. 

STOKES

I have made no such commitments, however.

ACE

Shoot him.

LUCY

What?

ACE

Nobody walks away clean, if they

 walk away at all. Everyone 

gets a scar. Everyone gets their 

hands dirty. Everyone gets a sad 

story to tell. You can’t visit hell.

 You can’t walk in, take the guided

 tour, then run back to your 

everyday existence. You pass

 through hell, you have to carry 

a piece of it with you for the rest

 of your life. Now, shoot him. Or

 me and Stokes kill the both of you.
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LUCY

(crying)

You said we wouldn’t get hurt.

ACE

I never said that. You believed 

that on your own. It was naïve to

 think that. I could never promise

 you that you wouldn’t be hurt. 

LUCY

He’s my baby brother.

ACE

You think the people you wanted 

to hurt didn’t have families? 

You think that they don’t have 

brothers and sisters and mothers

 and wives and kids? Best friends?

 Poker buddies? Drinking partners?

LUCY

Please, just let us go. You’ll 

never see us again. We’ll leave town.

ACE 

I can’t. Even I have obligations. 

I promised I’d see this through 

to the end. I’m the executioner. 

This is what I do.

LUCY

Please….

ACE

I’m gonna count to five. If I 

get to five and you don’t shoot,

 Stokes kills you both. One….

Lucy kneels and kisses Charlie.

ACE

Two….
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LUCY

I’m so sorry…

ACE

Three….

Lucy aims the gun at her brother.

ACE

Four…

Lucy fires a shot into Charlie’s head. He dies.

ACE

Didn’t hurt as much as you thought

 it would, did it? 

LUCY

(long pause) 

No. It didn’t.

Stokes and Ace get in the car and drive away, leaving Lucy by the side of the road with the bodies of her brother and his compatriots.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA HOTEL  BABE’S ROOM    DAY

BABE

(wakes up)

Uhh…Christ…I feel like ten pounds 

of shit crammed in a eight pound 

sack. You up, Lucky?

LUCKY

What the fuck happened last night?
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BABE

You got your ass handed to you, 

then we got drunk. Skunk drunk, piss 

ya trousers plastered.

LUCKY

I think I’m gonna-

Lucky vomits.

BABE

Ha….haaaaa…let it out buddy. Gut

 check time!

LUCKY

I can’t move.

BABE

Let’s go get a drink.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR              DAY

Stokes and Ace enter.

STOKES

(holds his wound) 

Hah, Ace, look…(sips bourbon 

and wound bleeds out)…It’s coming 

right out.

ACE

It’s just thinning your blood. 

Drink up. You don’t wanna feel

 nothin’ when the doc comes to pull the 

slug out.

Stokes downs his drink.

STOKES

You see me take that door off 

the hinges with the Tommy?
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ACE

Crack shot, my man.

STOKES

The look in their eyes, Ace…power!

 Raw…unadulterated…

Stokes passes out on the bar. Ace checks his neck for a pulse and smiles.

BARTENDER

My god. Is he okay?

ACE

He’ll be fine. Gimmie that bottle of scotch.

BARTENDER 

(passes Scotch)

 Sure. Uh, this is awkward, but 

can I get an autograph? My son is

 really sick and it would

 really brighten his..

ACE

How sick?

BARTENDER

Terminal, sir.

ACE 

You want your kid to go to the 

grave cherishing the John Hancock

 of a murderer?

BARTENDER

Well, no one really sees you as a

 murderer. More of a Robin Hood. 

A local guy who made good. A man 

who had the balls to stand up and 

say, “I want more. I deserve more,” 

and then took what you were

 owed. And if Timmy can muster up

 the strength to take back all the

 life he’s owed, then maybe, just

 maybe, he can make good too.
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ACE

(scrawls his name 

on a Napkin)

 Tell your kid to buck up. And tell

 him his father’s a hell of a guy, too.

Babe and Lucky roll into the bar. Both are disheveled.

BABE

What’s the best ball player on 

earth gotta do to get a bottle of 

rye and a quart of mayonnaise?

BARTENDER

(to Ace) 

I gotta fly. Thank you. 

(to Babe) 

Right up, Mr. Ruth!

Bartender disappears and Babe and Lucky plop down near Ace.

BABE

What the fuck happened to Stokes?

ACE

Fell off his bike.

LUCKY

Don’t crack wise, buddy. This 

here is Babe Ruth.

ACE

And what are you? The town crier 

or just a mouthpiece that needs

 swelling?

LUCKY

You talk tough for a –

Ace slaps Lucky with his bourbon hand. Booze splashes across Lucky’s face. Lucky prepares for a fight.
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BABE

Cool your jets, Luck. This here

 is Ace. Maybe you should refill 

his drink. Hey boy, where’s my booze?

BARTENDER

(cups 

telephone) 

Right up, Mr. Ruth! 

(talks into 

reciever again)

 So, like I said, I got Ace’s 

autograph. Yep, its him, He even 

said, “take what you’re owed.”

(waits as

 the person 

on the 

line speaks) 

Fuck no! John, you shittin’ me. 

I want at least fifty for it. Make it 

happen, ya’ lying cunt.

INT ANSONIA HOTEL CORRIDOR    DAY

Enrico stumbles down the dim corridor.

ENRICO CARUSO

What’s your name. My name is Grace.

 My name is Enrico. Are you the 

devil? Yes, I am. Woman is the 

devil. I’ve come to wrap you in 

the silken pall that is the doorway

 to perdition.

Caruso falls to the floor. He begins to cough up blood.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:
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EXT ANSONIA HOTEL   ENTRANCE     DAY

Just before noon, Grace and Dreiser are about to leave.

DRIESER

Good morrow, milady! I trust the

 auspices of this vernal morn finds

 you in a sanguine and joyous humor.

 The birds trill melodiously from 

bowers decked with fragrant blooms,

 opening their den speckled 

petals to the fond caresses of the 

sun and the kiss of sibilant 

zephyrs, whispering poetry like a 

lover.

GRACE

Yeah.

DRIESER

Come. Let us away anon to a corner

 more private, so that we can begin

 the tryst of our minds.

GRACE

It’s not a good time.

DRIESER

The present is always the perfect

 moment to exchange the gift of 

ideas and inspiration.

GRACE

I don’t want to do this anymore.

DRIESER

Did you see what I just did? A play

 on words. Present, gift. Did you 

notice? “The present is always the

 perfect moment to exchange the

 gift of ideas and inspiration.”
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GRACE 

Yeah, yeah. Very clever. Fuckin’ 

Shakespeare.

DRIESER

Quite.

GRACE

Listen, Stretch.

DRIESER

Dreiser.

GRACE

What?

DRIESER

Theodore Dreiser. I prefer to 

remain faithful to proper 

nomenclature, as opposed to 

adhering to the caprices of 

bastardized vernacular. I am 

Theodore Dreiser. None other.

GRACE

Listen, Theodore Dreiser. I’m 

not known to be a capricious woman.

 I’m not indecisive in general.

 I don’t agree to things, then 

change my mind. But I want to 

decline this whole interview thing.

DRIESER

But, I’m Theodore Dreiser. The 

Theodore Dreiser.

GRACE

I know, Stretch. And I’m sure your

 mommy must be very proud of you.

DRIESER

I wrote such classics as Sister

 Carrie. Jennie Gerhardt!
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GRACE

And the entire world extends its

 collective hand in gratitude.

DRIESER

You agreed.

GRACE

I know. I’m sorry. Forgive me?

DRIESER

Why? Why this sudden change? Why 

the inconsistency?

GRACE

I don’t know.

DRIESER

Dig deeper. Find the source of 

this damnable vagary and exorcise

 it. Tear it up by the roots and 

burn it. Cast it out, rebuke it

 like the demonic influence that 

it is. Let it haunt you no longer.

GRACE

Didn’t you ever want to be a 

somebody? Somebody important? 

Somebody who everyone loves? I 

wanted to be somebody. But you can’t

 do that by proxy. You can’t achieve that 

by association. I don’t want to be 

somebody because I fucked somebody

 who’s somebody.

DRIESER

Pardon?

GRACE

If I do this, I’ll be the center

 of attention because I fucked 

someone who everybody knows. That’s

 the lowest kind of accomplishment,

 because I wouldn’t allowed

(MORE) 
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GRACE (CONT)

myself to become a parasite. I’ll

be sustaining myself on someone 

else’s legacy and glory. And as 

long as I do that, I’ll be disposable.

 I’ll be kicked around. And nobody

 is kicking me around again.

DRIESER

You….you cursed harpie! How dare 

you! How dare you!

GRACE

So long, Dreiser. I’ll see you.

DRIESER

I ought to kill you! I ought to 

purge the earth of your

 contamination! You dirty maenad?

 You lascivious, licentious, 

deceptive whore of Babylon! I 

ought to exterminate you, so the 

human species could be rid of you!

 Mother Nature would have aborted

 all of mankind if she had but

 known that in our genetic composition lurked

 the potential for a hell spawn 

as corrupt as you!

GRACE

Fuck off, you miserable fuck. 

You call yourself an artist? You’re

 no writer. You’re a vampire. 

You want to become famous off of

 the fact that I’ll become famous

 because I fucked a famous 

person? Pathetic.

DRIESER

You will not escape retribution!

 I vow, you will be punished! 

You will be punished!
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GRACE

Fuck you! Mark my words, you

 mean old bastard! Tonight, I’m

 gonna walk back into this 

hotel with my head held high, 

all alone. I’m not gonna swing

 from some man’s arm like a cheap

 bracelet and hope to get noticed.

 I don’t need Babe, I don’t need

 Igor, and I don’t need you!

Grace walks away.

INT ANSONIA HOTEL BAR      NIGHT

Various New Yorkers enter the hotel, smiling and conversing. Stokes is screaming at the employees. Waiters scurry, dancing girls in revealing outfits hurry by. Ace sits at the bar drinking.

STOKES

Goddamnit! Not there! That goes

 on the stage! The stage, you 

idiot! That’s not how you do that

 dance, you clumsy hussy! Stick 

your ass out further! Every man 

in the room should be fully aroused

 by the end of your number! You 

there! Straighten out that table 

cloth!

ACE

Thinking about Paulie.

STOKES

Yeah, he’ll be missed. Who is Paul 

again? 

(to a passing musician) 

Set up at the rear of the stage. 

All the way back. 

(To Ace) 

What?
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ACE

Paul’s done.

STOKES

(speaking generally)

Has everyone lost their fucking 

minds? Where the hell is the 

champagne fountain? I know its 

not here yet, because I’m standing

 where it’s supposed to be.

ACE

I don’t like loose ends…

Ace pulls a revolver, he checks to make sure its loaded.

ACE

I don’t like loose ends, Stokes. 

That girl Grace…she come here a lot?

INTERCUT

INT ENRICO CARUSO’S ROOM     NIGHT

Mrs. Caruso stands before a mirror, putting on earrings, wearing an elegant gown. Caruso is in a tuxedo. He is tired.

MRS CARUSO

We’ll go down for a bit. The 

moment you feel weak or ill, we’ll 

leave immediately.

ENRICO CARUSO

Yes, dear.

MRS CARUSO

Are you sure you’re well, darling?

 ENRICO CARUSO

Yes, dear.

MRS. CARUSO

You’ve been through so much. No

 one would begrudge your staying 
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MRS. CARUSO (CONT)

home tonight. Are you certain 

you’re alright?

ENRICO CARUSO

Yes, dear.

Enrico Caruso quietly slips a gun into the pocket of his jacket.

INT BABE’S ROOM     NIGHT

Babe dresses in front of a mirror. Lucky hovers around him.

LUCKY

Ya look real great, Bambino.

BABE

Yeah?

LUCKY

Hells yeah. Every dame in the 

joint is gonna spontaneously combust when 

they lay eyes on you.

BABE

Yeah?

LUCKY

Trust me. 

(pauses)

 Look, Babe, remember the hayseed? 

The one who says you gave her the

 bun in the oven?

BABE

Yeah?

LUCKY

I felt really bad. I let ya down, 

is all. It’s on the arm.
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BABE

How do you mean?

LUCKY

I mean, I’m gonna take care of 

it. I’m gonna make things right.

INT STRAVINSKY’S ROOM     NIGHT

Igor is simply standing there helplessly while Mademoiselle degrades him in a French accent.

MADEMOISELLE

You lied to me, you cur. How could you? You liar! I ought to walk away from you, just leave you and never come back. How would that feel? You probably would not notice. You are so cruel to me. You say you love me, then betray me. I should kill that American girl. How would you like that? Huh? Repay your cruelty…and look! You say nothing. Just stand there looking foolish. You won’t even say a word to me.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT HOTEL ASTORIA MAIN ENTRANCE   NIGHT

The door leading to the grand ballroom is in center. Dreiser hides behind a potted plant and reads the register. He notices some names have yet to arrive. The doorman checks names and lets smiling people in. Dreiser slips in line in back of a young couple. 

DOORMAN

(to Dreiser)

 One in your party?

DRIESER

Yes, sadly my wife has taken ill,

 but in her good graces she insisted 

I come.

DOORMAN

                 How noble. Your name?          149.

DRIESER

You have to ask? Am I not 

recognizable? My strong chin…my

 elevated social stature….my noble

 brow and rapier wit. I am no other

 than the Viscount Russoman.

DOORMAN

(stares for a moment)  

No, you aren’t.

DRIESER

I beg your pardon, boy?

DOORMAN

You aren’t the Viscount. He 

and his wife, the Viscountess,

 have patroned the Ansonia for years.

 When they do, I am their personal

 steward. I taught them how to 

play cards.

DRIESER

(put off) 

You are quite astute, boy. I 

apologize for the ruse, but it 

was quite necessary. Mr. Stokes

 has to be quite certain that no 

scoundrels infiltrate tonight’s 

festivities. He sent me to make 

sure his staff is up to snuff.

DOORMAN

No, he didn’t.

DRIESER

Come again?

DOORMAN

He sent me. I’m the director of

 affairs here. Mr. Stokes was 

tipped that the regular doorman 

was taking bribes for tonight’s

 ball and sent me.
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DRIESER

He obviously chose wisely. No form

 of chicanery passes you by. 

My true identity is Inspector 

Leicru-

DOORMAN

Step out of line, sir

DRIESER

I can clear all this up.

DOORMAN

Out of like or I call Rocco.

DRIESER

(leaving) 

This is all a misunderstanding. 

I’ll return with the proper 

credentials.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT MANSION      NIGHT

In a quiet area of New York, Grace is scrubbing the floor in the bathroom. She’s wearing a tattered dress, and an old shirt. Her hair is wrapped in an old rag. She wipes the floor, scrubs the toilet, and then wipes the sink. Finally she wanders down the hall, down a flight of stairs, and into the foyer. At the bottom, a similarly dressed woman is dusting off furniture. Grace sits on the stairs and lights a cigarette, looking sad. The woman pauses and looks at Grace. It is her mother, Carol.
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CAROL

Why the long face?

GRACE 

I don’t want to do this anymore, 

Mama. Put a polish on everyone 

else’s dreams. Put a gleam on shit

 that belongs to other people. We

 admire their nice things for a 

moment, marvel at how pretty they 

are, then gently put them back in

 their designated places and hope 

no one notices that they’ve been 

handled. We wander into other 

people’s lives. Into their stories.

 Say a line or two, stay for a 

drink. Maybe even a dance. Then, we

 move on. We don’t even matter 

enough to get our own stories.

CAROL

This is your story. You don’t like

 it? It’s got some interesting 

characters. You. Me. I’ll be the

 beautiful heroine. You’ll be 

my sassy, rebellious daughter. 

We’ll travel the world in 

search of adventure.

GRACE

I don’t like how this story 

ends, Mama.

CAROL

How does it end?

GRACE

We don’t find anything. We don’t 

go anywhere. Nothing happens.

CAROL

What is this really about?

Why this sudden depression.
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GRACE

Believe me, its not sudden. This 

depression is as almost as old as I am.

CAROL

No, this one is new. You usually 

get depressed and start drinking.

 You’re not drinking today.

GRACE

I’m pregnant.

CAROL

What?

GRACE

The continuation of someone else’s

 story and the end of mine.

CAROL

How could you get pregnant?

GRACE

I wanted a story, Mama. I thought

 this story would belong to me. 

But it’s somebody else’s. I’m just 

passing through.

CAROL

You can’t have it.

GRACE

I can do anything somebody else 

puts their mind to.

CAROL

What?

GRACE

If I have a baby, that’s it. 

My life isn’t mine anymore. It 

belongs to the baby. If I get rid 

of it, I’ll be doing what he 
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GRACE (CONT)

wants. And I can’t swallow enough

pride to ever do what he wants.

CAROL

Who is the father?

GRACE

It doesn’t matter. He’ll never 

set eyes on me or my baby.

CAROL

What are you gonna name it?

GRACE

I don’t know. I could name it 

Carol, after you.

CAROL

How do you know it’s a girl?

GRACE

Women’s intuition. It’s late. Go 

home, Mama. I’ll finish up.

Carol departs, and Grace showers, then steals a dress, a pair of shoes, and some diamond earrings from her absent employer. She’s going to the Ansonia.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT ANSONIA BALLROOM     NIGHT

Duke Ellington sits at a grand piano rehearsing for his performance. Pepper holds a drink and dances around him.

PEPPER

I love this song. I love jazz. 

I love music. I love whiskey.

154.

DUKE

Congrats.

PEPPER

Jazz and whiskey are like sex. 

The way they make you lose yerself

 in the music. You lose control. 

You don’t care what people think. 

All you care about is the way you

 feel. And it feels good. And 

whiskey makes it feel good. And 

whiskey makes you feel hot. Like

 your blood is on fire….you just

 want to take your clothes 

off and go crazy!

DUKE

Feel free to take your clothes 

off, but stay sane for a little 

while. I’m working.

We flash back to the entrance way of the ballroom. Dreiser returns. This time he is accompanied by a vivacious and buxom young woman in a tight short skirt. She’s named Cinnamon.

CINNAMON

Look, my friend here wants to go

 in. You gonna let him in or what?

DOORMAN

Never.

Cinnamon opens her blouse and reveals her unadorned breasts. The doorman stares in awe. 

CINNAMON

Now?

DOORMAN

Go right in.

They enter. Dreiser rubs his hands together excitedly.
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CINNAMON

Where’s my two bucks, Stretch?

DRIESER

(Dreiser hands

 her the cash.) 

Many thanks, my syphilitic benefactor. 

Your prostituting has been a great 

service to me.

CINNAMON

For five bucks I can do a lot more.

DRIESER

Unhand me, whore.

CINNAMON

I’m gonna get a drink. You can 

go to hell. Fucking queer.

A man runs across the stage. He comes to rest at the center and begins talking into a microphone.

ANNOUNCER

And now, Ladies and Gentlemen,

 famed composer Igor Stravinsky 

will conduct the performance

 of his newest composition, 

entitled “A Suite for Mademoiselle”.

Backstage, Igor smiles placatingly at Mademoiselle.

IGOR

For you, my love. My true love.

MADEMOISELLE

You lie! You wrote it for the American

 slut! I saw it on your desk. It

 was called “A Suite for Grace” 

this morning. I will kill that 

fucking bitch!
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A sad Igor trudges to the stage and strikes up the orchestra. They play a lively tune. People gather on the dance floor and begin to glide and sway to the sound of the music. An angry Mademoiselle leaves through a side door.

INTERCUT

INT KITCHEN ANSONIA     NIGHT

Stokes screams relentlessly at the scrambling chefs as they prepare the night’s feast. He stands calmly by.

STOKES

I should kill you all! I should 

murder your families! What the 

fuck is happening to all my 

elaborate designs? My best laid

 preparations? Destroyed in the

 blink of an eye by marauding 

halfwits! A curse! A curse on 

all of you! A pox! A plague!

ACE

Stokes, I’m gonna grab some air. 

I’ll be right back.

STOKES

Sure, sure. I’ll see you at the

 party. 

(to a 

waiter)

 You especially! I’ll kill you 

myself! No one would miss you! I’d

 be doing this world a favor!

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA BALLROOM        NIGHT

Enrico and his wife are sitting at a table, watching the festivities. Mrs. Caruso smiles in delighted wonderment.
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MRS. CARUSO

That’s Igor Stravinsky! My God, 

the man is hideous. I heard he 

has a magical power over the 

opposite sex, but all I see is

 a skinny maladroit holding a 

stick.

ENRICO CARUSO

(rising from

 his chair) 

Excuse me, my love. I will return

 shortly. I won’t be a moment. 

MRS. CARUSO

Are you well?

ENRICO CARUSO

I am fine. Don’t worry your 

beautiful head.

Babe enters the banquet hall. People cheer for him.  A photographer takes a picture of him. Journalists surround him, asking questions, drowning each other out. Lucky slips out of the room quietly. Dreiser also exits the room through the servant’s door. Grace finally enters the ball soon after, wearing a red dress stolen from the mansion. No drink in her hand, no cigarette. She smiles sadly at the people around her. A drunken gentleman in a tuxedo approaches her.

DRUNKEN GENTLEMAN

Are you having a good time?

GRACE

Nah. You people ain’t no fun 

when I’m sober.

Stravinsky’s suite comes to a sad end, bittersweet in its finality. Grace heads for the exit. She opens the door, pauses, and turns to face the room. She smiles one last time, and waves to the room. A kiss is blown to all inside, and then she turns to leave. Gunshots are heard on the other side of the door almost immediately. People nervously look around. 
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INTERCUT

INT KITCHEN ASTORIA     NIGHT

STOKES

What the hell was that noise? 

(to a waiter) 

Find out what that noise was,

 now!

Stokes runs to the backstage area of the stage and grabs the announcer.

STOKES 

What was that?

ANNOUNCER

I don’t know. Sounded like…

STOKES

Don’t say it.

ANNOUNCER

…gunfire.

STOKES

Don’t let anyone leave. Get that

 Negro jazz impresario onstage now! 

Now, do you hear?

Stokes exits. The announcer runs onstage. Duke is there, seated at his piano. His band is still in the process of setting up.

ANNOUNCER

Play something! Anything! Now!

DUKE

What was that noise?

ANNOUNCER

Don’t know. Just play!

The announcer runs to the microphone.
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ANNOUNCER

And now the jazz stylings of

 the greatest Negro performer

 in New York: Duke Ellington!

Duke sits with his arms crossed. He lifts one hand in the air slowly. He extends his index finger. He turns his finger downward and presses one piano key. He crosses his arms again and sits completely still. The announcer runs over to him.

ANNOUNCER

Play! Play now!

DUKE

I don’t care for your tone.

ANNOUNCER

(begins crying)

Please!

DUKE

And that part about being

 the best Negro performer…naw. I 

ain’t like that shit. Not one 

little bit.

The announcer runs back to the microphone.

ANNOUNCER 

And now, the greatest performer 

in all of New York, Duke 

Ellington!

Duke doesn’t budge. The Announcer rushes to him.

ANNOUNCER

What now?

DUKE

Just New York?

The announcer walks swiftly back to the mic and he clears his throat.
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ANNOUNCER

Ladies and Gentlemen: You are 

in the presence of greatness. The

 man before you has performed the

 world over, before kings, 

queens, dignitaries, magnates,

 and all manner of noblemen. He

 has revolutionized music as we 

know it with a nimble wrist and

 an imagination unparalleled. It 

is my humble honor to present to

 most magnificent performer upon

 God’s green earth. The Black 

Adonis! The lord of the ivory keys!

 The sovereign of jazz! Apollo 

legend, Duke Ellington!

DUKE

Well, that’s all you had to say.

 Strike up, boys!

Duke plays and his band joins in. The crowd is overjoyed and cheers loudly. Backstage, Stokes is stopped in his tracks by the waiter he sent to investigate the loud noise.

WAITER

There’s a dead girl in the lobby!

Stokes slaps him and continues to run down the hallway. He returns a few seconds later and grabs the waiter by the shoulders.

STOKES

There’s a dead girl in the lobby?

WAITER 

Yes, sir!

STOKES

Get rid of the body! This instant!

WAITER

That’s against the law! You’re not
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WAITER (CONT) 

supposed to move a corpse from

the scene of the crime!

STOKES

Move her, or there’s gonna be two 

corpses to conceal!

INTERCUT

INT ELEVATOR       NIGHT

Stokes continues running. He goes to the elevator, opens the doors, and inside is Enrico Caruso. Caruso lies on the floor coughing up blood and black liquid. The elevator operator is trying to soothe Enrico.

STOKES

What the hell happened?

ELEVATOR OPERATOR

He was running down the hall. 

I asked him if everything was okay,

 and he collapsed. 

ENRICO CARUSO

Pay the Devil his due. I paid the

 Devil his due. He can’t take me 

without a fight. Send his emissary 

to hell.

STOKES

Stay here! I’ll go get help!

Stokes runs around the corner back toward the lobby. He comes across Lucky. Lucky is carrying a bottle of whiskey and appears to be drunk.

LUCKY

It’s on the arm! All taken care of,

 y’know? Me and the Babe. 

INTERCUT
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INT ASTORIA LOBBY      NIGHT

Stokes pushes him aside and continues to run. He gets to the lobby and grabs the phone at the front desk. He calls an ambulance.

STOKES

Operator! It’s an emergency! I 

need an ambulance, my friend Enrico

 Caruso, the opera singer is dying!

 The Ansonia Hotel!

He throws the phone and continues to run toward the elevator. He runs into Ace.

ACE

Stokes….

STOKES

Ace, I’ve been looking all over 

for you. There’s a dead girl in 

the lobby.

STOKES

I know. I said hello to her.

STOKES

What the hell should I do?

ACE

You’ll figure something out. You’re

 a smart guy. Do me a favor.

(Ace slips Stokes

 a paper bag.) 

Hide this where nobody’ll think 

to look for it. I gotta go. Something 

came up. 

STOKES

Go where?

ACE

Let’s call it a cross country 

constitutional. I hear the air in

 California is good for your lungs.
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Ace exits the lobby and into the night. Stokes continues to run back to the elevator. En route he sees Mademoiselle.

STOKES

I didn’t know you arrived.

MADEMOISELLE

Stupid American girl. She will 

never touch him again. He is mine.

STOKES

That-a-girl.

Stokes runs again. He comes upon Dreiser.

DRIESER

Pardon me, my good fellow. Are we 

in the proximity of a convenient 

egress?

STOKES

What?

DRIESER

The nearest exit. I must leave. Now.

STOKES

Down the hall.

Stokes sidesteps Dreiser and hurries back to Enrico. Stokes is sweaty and the gunshot wound in his gut has bled through his white tux.

MRS. CARUSO

Where is the ambulance?

STOKES

It’s en route. How is our immortal

 tenor? A touch too much of my imported

 wine?

MRS. CARUSO

Mr. Stokes, your patronizing concern

 is beginning to annoy me.

164.

STOKES

Nonsense! You and your husband adore

 me. You bring him to me when he 

sleeps this off. I must be going, 

but I’ll return for a hearty cigar

 and even heartier belly laugh. Ciao.

Stokes takes off running again. He busts back into the ballroom. He sees the waiter holding Grace’s arm and a large wood saw as he prepares to enter.

STOKES

What the hell are you doing?

WAITER

You said to get rid of her.

STOKES 

  Get rid of, as in a bag, a hole, and

                 several feet of dry earth. 

WAITER

In the books, they always cut 

‘em up.

STOKES

What well ends could possibly come

 from vivisecting a blonde in a 

CoCo Channel evening gown in front

 of the Ball’s exit, huh?

WAITER 

(thinking)

She’d be easier to carry.

STOKES

I employ ignorants. Utter ignorants.

(to waiter)

Fetch Lucy, tell her to bring…no,

 not Lucy. You, you go get two 

blankets quickly! 

Stokes runs back into the ball.
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165                                                              

INT ASTORIA BALLROOM     NIGHT

People are snapping their fingers and tapping their feet to the music of Duke Ellington. Stokes stands at the bar and pretends to be having a grand ol’ time.

STOKES

I love this song! It’s a great 

song! This is a great party! W.E.D.

 Stokes throws the best fucking 

parties in New York!

The audience cheers him on, applauding the soliloquy. On stage, Duke stops playing and signals his band to silence. He leans into the microphone and begins to speak.

DUKE

Mr. Stokes?

STOKES 

Yes, Mr. Ellington?

DUKE

When Duke Ellington is playing his

Magical piano, its good etiquette 

to exercise silence.

STOKES

And when W.E.D Stokes is throwing a

party, it’s always good etiquette

to use as much bad etiquette

as possible

The audience laughs and Duke begins playing again.

DUKE

Hey, Stokes!

STOKES

Yes, Mr. Ellington!

DUKE 

Would it be considered bad etiquette 

             if I had a couple high balls?

166.

STOKES

Do you mean a drink with seltzer 

and gin?

DUKE

Nah, I mean if I had sex with 

your wife on Mount Everest…twice?

Audience laughs. Stokes applauds and the room does as well. Stokes runs as people are distracted in cheering to the exit and re-enters the lobby.

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA LOBBY      NIGHT

Stokes finds the waiter throwing a blanket over Grace’s body.

STOKES

Good work, lad! Well done. Move

 quickly. The last thing we would

 want is to be discovered by the-

Policemen burst the door open and enter.

OFFICER #1

Police! We got a call that…

The officer pauses to see Stokes and the waiter lifting a body. Stokes is covered in blood from his wound.

OFFICER #1

…someone was hurt?

STOKES

This woman is beyond hurt. But not

 to worry, she’s just a simple 

vagrant who suffered the cost of

 crashing my ball. You’re chief 

concern should be to act swiftly 

in the matter of one Enrico Caruso,
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STOKES (CONT) 

who as we speak is laying on the

floor, cold, and in need of 

assistance.

OFFICER #2

Is she de-

STOKES

Yes, dead. She is of no importance,

 however. Merely a curtain puller

 on the stage of life. Ten, no, 

twenty others will spring up to 

assume her vacated position. I’ll

 dispose of this misfortune. Make

 haste! I tell you, Enrico Caruso is 

down!

OFFICER #2

Who?

STOKES

Man, if you don’t get your blue

 clad, tin-badge emblazoned 

carapace down to the elevator 

where my friend is beginning his 

journey across the Stygian depths, 

I will make certain you accompany 

him on his trip to the next life.

OFFICE #1

Who killed this girl?

STOKES

Did you hear me, damnit?

OFFICER #1

Did you kill her? 

STOKES

What? How dare you!

OFFICER #2

Easy. Answer the question.
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STOKES 

Of course not.

OFFICER #!

What’s that in your hand? A murder 

weapon?

STOKES

What hand?

OFFICER #2

The one attached to ya’ arm.

STOKES 

I’m not at liberty to say.

OFFICER #1 

We could bring you downtown and find

 out.

STOKES

Do you know who I am?

OFFICER #1

Yeah. Who doesn’t? But I gotta know 

what’s in that bag.

STOKES

Behind those doors 

(breathing heavliy,

 doubled over)

 are the high crème in upper society.

 Babe Ruth, Duke Ellington, Igor 

Stravinsky, Madmoiselle Chanel, just

 to name a few. And I am the reason 

they are here. I am the flame that

 has pulled the mercury into its 

lavish pool. And you risk a fire,

 sir, by asking me what’s in this 

bag? Accusing me, me!, of laying 

waste to someone as insignificant

 as this lump of carbon and calcium?

 Now I ask you, will you attend 

to Mr. Caruso?
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OFFICER #2

Of course, Mr. Stokes.

(draws his 

pistol)

Right after we see what’s in 

that bag.

STOKES 

(to the

 waiter)

Do you believe this?

WAITER

This is…I’m not sure what this

 is, sir.

STOKES

An outrage. Fine, I’ll open the 

bag.

Stokes opens the bag. Inside is a ring box. A note attached to the box reads, “Ace, I finally asked her to marry me. Thanks for paying for the honeymoon. Your pal, Paul.” The box is empty.

STOKES

See? Nothing! Merely a Magoffin. 

Now, go, do your job.

OFFICER #2

Yes, sir.

STOKES

And I don’t want my party disturbed.

 My guests are having a good time. 

I don’t want them disturbed.

Stokes walks to the entrance of the ballroom. 

INTERCUT

INT ANSONIA BALLROOM   NIGHT

He walks in and the audience cheers for him. The door closes behind him.

FADE OUT:

THE END

