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EXT. PARK - DAY

BROCKLYN (late 20’s) sits by herself a park bench. People
swirl around her, but Brooklyn remains al one.

A YOUNG G RL (7) wal ks by, holding her MOTHER s (|l ate 30’ s)
hand. She nmekes eye contact wi th Brooklyn, offers a huge

SM LE. Brooklyn offers a SHY GRIN in return, then averts her
eyes.

Near the fountain, KADEN (late 20's) strums his guitar. H's
GUI TAR CASE |ies open at his feet, encouragi ng donations.

Br ookl yn sneaks one furtive glance at Kaden, then anot her,
al ways careful to avoid eye contact.

Kaden finishes his song, then offers the nost GENUI NE SM LE
to anyone who passes by. There's a strong possibility that
this may be the nicest guy on the planet.

From her bench, Brooklyn takes advantage of the distraction
to steal a |longing glance at Kaden. She whispers softly.

BROCKLYN
(to hersel f)
Hello. 1" m Brooklyn. Pleased to
neet you.
She |ingers another nonment, then | eaves the park, carefu
not to speak to or touch anyone.
I NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

Brookl yn's kitchen is PRISTINE. No ness, no clutter.
Everything in its place.

Br ookl yn stands at her stove, preparing a neal for one.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Brooklyn sets a place for herself, then eats in silence. No
pets to keep her conpany. No nmusic to fill the enpty space.

Only the soft clatter of silverware against her plate.



| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Brooklyn lies in bed, the Iight on her nightstand casting
shadows on the walls. The nightstand is conspiciously absent
of books or nmgazi nes.

She stares at the ceiling. Her loneliness is a tangible

t hing, so powerful it makes us want to reach out and confort
her .

She sighs, then reaches out to extinguish the light with a
soft...

CLI CK.

EXT. PARK - DAY

A new day, but Brooklyn is on the sanme bench, still al one.
Near by, Kaden plays his guitar for anyone willing to |isten.
Brooklyn smles to herself, eyes downcast.

A pair of KILLER HEELS cones into her view. Brooklyn frowns,
follows the heels up a pair of LONG LEGS, past the TIGHT

SKI RT and REVEALI NG BLOUSE, to the STRI KING FACE of the
woman staring down at her

Br ookl yn, neet LILY (early 30's).

Lily bites into a juicy RED DELICl QUS APPLE. She chews,
never taking her eyes from Brookl yn.

Br ookl yn can only hold her gaze for a heartbeat before she
has to | ook away, unconfortabl e.

Lily takes another bite, continues to stare.

When it’s clear that Brooklyn isn't going to speak, Lily
takes a seat on the bench, entirely too close to Brooklyn.
Br ookl yn edges away.

Lily grins. She ogles at Kaden.

LILY
VWw. Hot .

BROOKLYN
Excuse ne?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

LI LY
It’s hot. Qutside. Don't you think?

Br ookl yn nods, enbarrassed.

LILY
Not hi ng conpared to Handsome over
t here, though. Huh?

Brooklyn is surprised at this, naybe even a little jeal ous.
She plays it off.

BROOKLYN
| guess.

LILY
Psh. You guess.

Lily takes another bite of her apple, talking as she chews.

LILY
You cone here every day, sheak
gl ances at the hotness over there
fromthis bench, and the first tine
soneone asks you to admt that you
t hi nk he’ s gorgeous, you shrug it
off like it’s no big thing. (beat)
You guess.

Brookl yn is fl abbergasted.

BROOKLYN
Do | know you?

LILY
You wi sh you knew ne.

They sit in silence for a nonent.
LILY
You need to go over there,
i ntroduce yourself.

BROOKLYN
| couldn't.

LILY
What’ s st oppi ng you?

Br ookl yn shrugs.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

LILY
"1l tell you what’s stopping you.
You're a coward, that’s what.

Br ookl yn’s had enough of Little Mss Crazy. She half-stands
as if to |l eave, hesitates, then sits back down.

BROOKLYN
Way are you doi ng this?

LILY
| get to ask the questions, not
you. Like this one: What are you so
afraid of ?

Br ookl yn doesn’t answer.

LILY
| know what it is. You' re afraid
he’ Il say yes. You' re afraid you’l

ask himover to your place, you'l
both have a little too nmuch to
drink, you'll ask himto sleep with
you, and he’'ll say yes.

Br ookl yn bl ushes.

BROOKLYN
That’s not it at all. I'mjust...
confortable with the way things
are.

LILY
And how are they, Brooklyn? Quiet?
Saf e?

BROOKLYN
How do you-

LILY
Lonel y?

Br ookl yn stops tal king. That's the word, the one she hates.

BROOKLYN
There’s nothing wong with being
al one.

LILY

Bul |l shit. There’ s not hi ng wong

w th being al one now and then, but
all the time? That’s not how life
wor ks, sweetheart. What’ s the point
of your self-inposed solitary?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

Br ookl yn doesn’t have an answer.

LILY
W're not wired to spend our lives
alone. We're wired for
conpani onshi p. Whether it’'s a
friend, a |over, a coworker, or
even a goldfish, we need to be
connect ed.

Lily takes a long, hard | ook at Kaden.

LILY
You can’t spend your entire life
wat ching fromthe sidelines. Sooner
or |later, you' ve gotta play.

Lily takes one last bite, then hands the rest of the apple
to Brookl yn.

LILY
| " m gonna wal k over there right now
and tell himthat you ve been
com ng here for weeks, watching
him and that you want nothing nore
than to take himback to your
apartnent and tear his clothes off.

Brooklyn grabs Lily's forearm surprised by her own action.

BROOKLYN
No. You can't. That’s not-

LILY
Take a chance, Brooklyn.

Lily bolts to her feet, twi sts out of Brooklyn' s grasp, and
beel i nes toward Kaden.

For a nonent, Brooklyn is PARALYZED into inaction. She
gl ances fromthe apple to Lily to Kaden to the park exit.

What to do, what to do..
She buries all of her fears and insecurities |ong enough to
get to her feet. She places the half-eaten apple on the park
bench, then takes a step toward Lily.
BROOKLYN
(qui et)
Wai t.

She takes anot her step, then another. Now she’ s wal ki ng.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

BROOKLYN
(1 ouder)
Wai t .

Her pace increases to a jog.

BROOKLYN
| said wait!

Br ookl yn rushes to catch up with Lily.

Lily is only a few feet from Kaden. She throws a M SCH EVOUS
GRI N back toward Brooklyn.

Br ookl yn di gs deep. One | ast push. She SPRINTS, closing her
eyes. She reaches out and GRABS Lily's forearm

BROCKLYN
Wai t!

When Brookl yn opens her eyes, she finds herself face-to-face
wi th Kaden. She’s clutching H S FOREARM

She | ooks up into his eyes, tongue-tied. She |lets go over
his forearm

KADEN
Uh, hell o.

Br ookl yn scans the park. Lily has vanished. It’'s as if she
was never there at all.

Br ookl yn turns back. Kaden is still |ooking at her. He
extends a hand.

KADEN
| ' m Kaden.

Terror siezes her. Every instinct is screamng for her to
| ook away, to run away, to hide.

She fights back, gains control. She visibly relaxes as she
| ooks up at Kaden. She takes his hand in hers and speaks
softly.

BROOKLYN
Hel 1 o. 1’ m Brooklyn. Pleased to
neet you.
Br ookl yn and Kaden stri ke up a conversation.
Lily' s HALF- EATEN APPLE sits al one on the park bench.

FADE TO BLACK



