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SOUL CLASSICS

"You Can Get It if You Really Want ”

ACT ONE

FADE IN:

EXT. LONDON STREET, EVENING1 1

Lexy, (26) our heroine, messy hair with a crumpled smart outfit 
on and a big backpack, trudges down a typical London street.

She is plugged into her music “ You Can Get It if You Really 
Want ” by Jimmy Cliff. The song’s joyous optimism contrasts 
with her despondent expression. 

The typical London madness happens around her: an arguing 
couple, a business woman shouting on his phone, a crazy 
homeless person talking to himself, and a massive group of pre 
teens texting on their smart phones jostle by her. She’s too 
lost in her music to notice. 

She comes to the bar “Soul Classics”. Her favourite place,  
rather shabby looking with faded letting and in desperate need 
of a paint job.

Her expression lifts. She’s home. 

INT. SOUL CLASSICS, EVENING2 2

She enters. It is a bit dingy but full of charm. All the tables 
and chairs are mismatched and vintage posters adorn the walls. 
There is a small stage area at the back.  

XAVIER (29) cute bartender, Rob Gordon rock nerd, collects 
glasses. He smiles warmly at her. 

XAVIER
Hey Lex. You’re here early. 

LEXY
One of those days. You seen Lucille? 

XAVIER
In the corner. 

Lexy spots her friend. The beautiful infallible Lucille (26) 
sitting with two drinks in front of her. 

LEXY
Amazing. Thanks!



Lexy rushes over. On her way she knocks over a girl’s drink 
with her massive backpack. The girl gets up outraged. 

Lexy doesn’t notice as she sits down. 

LEXY
Hey! Sorry I’m late. 

LUCILLE
No worries I got you a...

Lexy picks up her drink and gulps it down. 

Behind her, Xavier stops the girl on her warpath to Lexy and 
hands her a new drink. He starts to clean up her table. 

LUCILLE
So... how did the interview go?

Lexy carries on drinking. 

LUCILLE
I’m guessing not good?

LEXY
They asked me what attracted me to the 
role. 

LUCILLE
Oh. 

LEXY
I mean. What was I meant to say? The 
fact that it was advertised? The fact 
it pays money?

LUCILLE
What did you say?

LEXY
I stared at them for fifteen seconds 
straight and said “I love pens”

Lucille laughs. 

LEXY
Pens! I sounded like Brick from 
Anchorman. 

LUCILLE
I’m sorry but you didn’t want to work 
for a dumb stationary company anyway. 
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LEXY
But it was a job. Something that would 
at least get me out of yours and into 
my own place. 

LUCILLE
Oh yes I might need you to clear out 
for a bit this weekend. 

LEXY
Why? 

LUCILLE
John from Wales is coming up. 

LEXY
Remind me which John this is. 
Premature John? Big nipples John? 

LUCILLE
Eleven times John. 

LEXY
Wow. Even I fantasize about him 
sometimes. 

LUCILLE
I got some stuff for it. 

Lucille hands her a bag and Lexy looks inside it. Her mouth 
drops open.  

LEXY
Wow! This is a lot even for you!

LUCILLE
What are you implying?

LEXY
That you’re a big slut of course. 

LUCILLE
Ah thanks. I would say the same for 
you but I can’t remember the last time 
you got laid. 

LEXY
Me neither but I feel like we all 
listened to Scissor Sisters and 
American Apparel was still a thing. 

Lucille holds up her glass. 
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LUCILLE
You want another? 

LEXY
Yes please. 

Lucille gets up. 

Lexy looks around the bar absentmindedly. She catches the eye 
of JAKE (29) an attractive guy wearing a crisp shirt. He looks 
a little too groomed for Lexy but he’s got a killer smile that 
he’s aiming in her direction. 

Lexy looks around. Is he looking at her? 

No one else behind her. She looks back and he raises his glass 
to her. 

Lexy smiles back nervously and sips her drink. She’s really not 
used to a guy like that paying this much attention at her... 
but she kind of likes it. 

INT. SOUL CLASSICS- BACK ROOM, NIGHT3 3

Xavier pulls out a box of crisps from a disorderly pile.  

The room is full of junk plus a couple of relics from the bar’s 
illustrious past:  dusty old posters, broken audio equipment 
and a drum kit sits in the corner. The place hasn’t had a good 
sort out in a while. 

Xavier is about to leave when he hears the TING of a drum 
symbol. 

He looks around, sighs and sets down the crisps. 

XAVIER
Okay come out girls.

Two teenage girls Sara (16) British Iranian girl dressed all in 
black and Queenie (16) a sulky girl who exudes confidence with 
earrings emblazoned with the word “Kween”. 

XAVIER
I told you. As soon as it turns six 
this becomes a bar and I need you out. 

QUEENIE
But I finish school at three thirty. 
That only gives us two hours of 
rehearsal and studio space! It’s not 
enough. 
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SARA
As interns we deserve to get the most 
of this educational experience. 

XAVIER
Your school work experience program 
technically ended a year ago. Now 
you’re just trespassing. 

QUEENIE
Let me speak to Matty. We have an 
understanding. 

XAVIER
Matty is terrified of you. 

QUEENIE
That’s our understanding. 

XAVIER
Matty quit. 

QUEENIE
What? He said I could perform here 
next month. 

XAVIER
Matty promised a lot of people a lot 
of things. That’s why he had a nervous 
breakdown. 

Sara rolls her eyes. 

XAVIER
Girls you know this place is in a lot 
of trouble right? I know you love 
coming here but you have to know that 
there’s been talks...

QUEENIE
I know about the talks. I know all 
about Jake the snake. 

Sara hisses. 

QUEENIE
Towie wannabe thinks he can sell the 
place I’m going to make my big debut. 

XAVIER
Queenie. I’m begging you, don’t get 
involved in any way and also please 
leave.
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Queenie folds her arms 

QUEENIE
Or what?

XAVIER
I’ll call your mums.

SARA
No don’t! My mum is fasting. She has 
no patience for me during Ramadan. 

Queenie stares him down. She stalks out. 

QUEENIE
I’ll see you tomorrow Xav. 

XAVIER
Fine. But you better help me with 
inventory!

Queenie and Sara exit. 

INT. SOUL CLASSICS, NIGHT4 4

Lucille and Lexy are sitting at the bar with Xavier behind it. 

They all watch a cringe making performance of a cardigan 
wearing girl playing the blandest music on a acoustic guitar on 
the stage. Her singing sounds a bit like meowing. 

LEXY
This is like Katy Melua on the 
opposite of steroids.

LUCILLE
Who even is this?

Xavier shrugs.

XAVIER
Matty booked it before he bailed. 

LEXY
Matty quit?

LUCILLE
This place and managers. 

LEXY
They’re like drummers in Spinal Tap. 
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XAVIER
It’s a pretty thankless job. Between 
the noise complaints, the council, and 
managing the absolute nightmare that 
are musicians. I do not envy that 
position.

The girl on stage tries to hit a high note but it comes across 
as a squeak that makes everyone flinch. She finishes her song. 

A bunch of friends in the front row clap loudly but no one else 
seems impressed. 

XAVIER
Guys I have to tell you, because of 
the manager situation, Jackson is 
thinking of selling. 

Lucille’s mouth drops open. 

LUCILLE
You’re joking? You said Jackson loved 
this place. 

XAVIER
Apparently his business manager has 
been chatting to some property 
developing company. They’re offering a 
lot since they want the land to build 
luxury flats. 

LUCILLE
That’s sick. 

XAVIER
Lex I wanted to tell you cos I know 
you have some history with this place, 
with your dad and stuff. 

Lexy looks pretty devastated. 

LEXY
Yeah thanks. 

They all stand in silence for an agonisingly long time. Lucille 
mouths “shots” to Xavier. 

XAVIER
How about some shots?

He pours two shots. 

XAVIER
Slippery nipples! Your favourite. 
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Lexy downs it. She looks at her empty glass. 

LEXY
Who is this guy?

XAVIER
Who?

LEXY
This business manager who wants to get 
rid of the one good thing left in this 
neighbourhood. Who?

Xavier sheepishly points to Jake, the guy checking out Lexy 
before, he’s laughing and joking with his laddy friends. 

Lexy see’s him and sighs. 

LEXY
Of course. 

INT. SOUL CLASSICS, NIGHT5 5

No more live act. It is now later in the night and the bar has 
filled out a bit. Late nineties R&B tunes pump out of the 
speakers and people are dancing a bit.  

Lucille is standing on the dance floor and is handed a drink by 
a handsome man in glasses. 

LUCILLE
Thanks! So what do you do!

HANDSOME GLASSES 
(Can’t hear him over the 
music)

Well (noise) company called Nitrogen 
(noise) computers (noise) help project 
manage (noise) people think that they 
need injections but actually (noise) 
smoothies. 

Lucille stares at him. No idea what he just said. 

LUCILLE
Sounds so interesting!

Lucile sips from her straw whilst making flirty eye contact. 
Playing it exactly right. 

He smiles at her. 

Bingo. She’s got him.
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Lexy is talking to a guy at the bar. She’s not having the same 
luck. 

LEXY
It’s complete and utter bullshit. No 
one can even afford normal flats in 
London so who’s buying these luxury 
ones? What does that mean anyway? Does 
it come with one of those Japanese 
toilets that squirts water at you or a 
robot butler? I mean who wants that, 
not all robots are cute like BB8 or 
R2D2 you know, some are mean! Like 
those ones from Irobot or Pierce 
Brosnan in that one episode of the 
Simpsons. We don’t need robots. We 
need places like this. Guess how long 
it’s has been open for?  

GUY
I don’t know. 

LEXY
Guess though.

GUY
I don’t want to. 

LEXY
It’s a fun game we’re playing. Just 
guess. 

GUY
1800. 

LEXY
1800. What are you insane? It’s 1965. 
Though that seems unimpressive now. 

Lexy takes a gulp of her drink. She’s quite drunk. 

LEXY
You know how old I was when I first 
came here?

GUY
I don’t want to play this game again.

LEXY
My dad took me here when I was seven 
to watch him perform. It was so cool. 
My life has had a lot of changes but 
this place has been one of the only 
constants. 
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