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You’ve been drinking. 
I’ve been drinking. 
W

e’ve all been drinking, m
oreso since N

ovem
eber.
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Y
It’s the m

iddle of the night 
in the French Q

uarter.
O

n a quiet street. 

K
L

A
N

K
!

A
 bar door opens. 

JM
SN

 stum
bles out. 

“G
et hom

e safe”,  
the Barm

an says.
H

e shuts the door. 

JM
S

N
 pulls a flask 

from
 his pocket, 
sw

igs.

H
e looks dow

n
the blurry alley. 

T
he opening 

drum
roll hits. 

JM
S

N
 sings.



H
e w

alks through the ghost tow
n, 

drunkenly singing the track. 

H
e stops singing. 
T

he song stops. 

H
e hears som

ething. 
A

 brass band. 

From
 the m

ist em
erges a M

an 
w

ith a top hat, m
arching. 

Behind him
 a Brass Band em

erges. 

T
hen, four Pallbearers carrying a 

casket, painted w
ith the stars and 

stripes of the A
m

erican Flag.

T
he procession arrives, 

passing  JM
SN

. 

JM
SN

 follow
s along. 



H
e continues singing, “I been drinkin’,”

“O
h, you better slow

 dow
n,” T

he Pallbearers 
chim

e along.

T
he sun rises as they continue. 

JM
SN

 floats along them
, perform

ing. 

H
e’s now

 w
earing the top hat and uniform

, 
leading the procession drunkenly. 

T
he Pallbearers join in as the chorus again, 

but now
 they’re all JM

SN
. 



 

Th
ey m

arch down
the city streets.

Th
e band plays on.

JM
SN

 perform
s, 

now floating above 
everyone. 

H
e’s sitting  in the 

casket. 

D
ancers in colorful 

outfits fan out behind 
him

.

Th
e procession arrives

at City Park.



Th
ey carry the casket 

past the pussywillows.

To the placid water 
of the bayou. 

Th
ey lower the casket 

into the water. 

JM
SN

 takes one m
ore swig, 

tosses his em
pty flask 

into the water. 

H
e closes the casket, 

shuts his eyes 
and falls asleep. 

Th
e casket floats away. 



Th
e tone of the piece is im

portant, and while the 
concept m

ay seem
 m

orbid for a song about enjoy-
ing yourself, this film

 is is a celebration of life and 
the tim

e you get to spend in it. Th
e overwhelm

ing 
sense I want to im

part is of wonderm
ent, and the 

joy of life. 

It’s a bittersweet dance, and you enjoy it while you 
can, and then you go to sleep.
 A few years ago I did this sam

e walk for a funeral, 
all the way up to the pond where we scattered the 
ashes. It was gorgeous,  begging to be film

ed.
Afterwards we got drunk and celebrated. 
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In order to bring this iconographic im
agery to life, it 

needs the elem
ent of the fantastical. Th

at’s where the 
cinem

atography com
es in. Th

rough a com
bination 

of chiaroscuro night exteriors with a cold blue haze, 
the arrival of the Jazz funeral will be heightened to 
m

ythic proportions. 

Th
e sunrise sequence will have  a warm

 tone with 
heightened contrast and punchy glows of edge light, 
like halos. Th

e park sequence will be rich in greens 
and browns, the return to earth. 

Cam
era m

ovem
ent will be austere, with each shot 

guiding us calm
ly through the story.


