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FADE I N
New York City.
The machinery of the city is dirty, congested, chaotic:

Snarled traffic jans clog the streets. Crowds of bored
conmuters, bew | dered tourists, and angry honel ess peopl e
nmuddl e t hrough the daily grind.

They’'re on the way to work, riding the bus, mssing the bus,
cursing the world.

As we snake through this overwhel mng, infuriating, urban
| abyrinth, we hear a woman’s voi ce:

SARA (V.0)
For every correct answer, you
receive one point. For questions
you omt, you receive no points.
For a wong answer to a multiple
choi ce question, you |ose a
fraction of a point.

And suddenly, these rules apply to all these namel ess New
Yorkers, hustling, brain-dead through their routines.

SARA (V.0)
For a wong answer to a question
that is not multiple choice, you do
not | ose any points. Carefully
mark only one answer for each
guesti on. .

As she tal ks, the sun goes down. Conmuters return from worKk.
Happy hour begins in nei ghborhood bars. The honel ess wap
t henselves in tattered bl ankets.

And sonmewhere in the concrete jungle, fluorescent lights
flicker in a tiny window of an enornous office building.

W nove through that wi ndow, arriving at:

I NT. PREM UM PREP OFFI CES-- NI GHT

A drab, dingy, nondescript space. A group of TWENTY-
SOVETHI NGS sits around a table littered with protein bar

wr appers, cashews, vitamn waters. In front of each of them
a massive SAT manual. Behind them a dry-erase board is

mar ked up wi th hi gh-school nmath problens.

And here’s where that voice was com ng from



SARA JACOBS, twenty-sixish, pretty in a conplex and soul fu
way, in spite of (or perhaps because of) her mussed hair,
her pale skin, the dark circles under her distant,
intelligent eyes.

She continues to read from her manual :

SARA
...Make sure each mark is dark and
completely fills the oval. Do not
make any stray marks on your answer
sheet .

She | ooks up at the tired, bored faces, nmade slightly green
by the fluorescent |ights.

The head of tutor training, GRETCHEN (30ish, was artsy and
experimental in college, now sports J-Crew cashnere and a
tasteful engagenent ring), nods her head.

GRETCHEN
Great, great. So guys, after you
read that to them you have to
explain it to themlike they' re
children. VWhich, let’s face it,
t hey are.

G etchen | ooks at Sara, who's anusing herself by coloring in
her thunbnail with a black Sharpie.

GRETCHEN ( CONT’ D)
Any of the nore experienced tutors
want to give advice on how to do
that? Sar? You with nme?

I NT. SUBWAY- - NI GAT

On her way hone, Sara is cramred into a crowded subway with
Adam one of the group fromtutor training. He s got the
bri ght-eyed energy of a tutoring newbie.

As they tal k, a HOVELESS GUY wanders through the car bangi ng
on a cup.

ADAM
The conpany charges the parents how
nmuch?

SARA

Two-fifty an hour.



ADAM
Two hundred and fifty dollars.

Sara nods as Adanis eyes go w de.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
So, if we’'re naking twenty an
hour. ..
(qui ck cal cul ati on)
We're getting eight percent.

Hw shakes his head in anused di sbelief. She sniles, too
tired to fully |augh.

SARA
Vell, it’s a lot better than
wor ki ng at the Gap.
ADAM
Yeah, but | went to Princeton.
SARA
And?
ADAM
And. ..l ma poet.
SARA
Real | y?
ADAM
Yeah.
(then)
| nean, not just a poet. |’ m not
totally inpractical. | wite nusic
t 00.
SARA
(smles)

So one day you coul d combi ne them
and...wite an opera.

ADAM
(sm | es back, then)
How ‘ bout you?

SARA
Wwll...l went to Harvard.

ADAM
And?



SARA
I wite kind of. You know, |'m
still in transition really since I

only graduated five years ago.

He | aughs as the train pulls into a station. He’'s about to
say somet hing when Sara | ooks up, cutting himoff.

SARA ( CONT’ D)
Oh, this is ny stop.

She gets off. Intrigued, he watches her go.

I NT. SARA’ S APT-- N GHT

A very small, disastrously nessy studio, furnished in
| eftover coll ege stuff: hal ogen | anps, futon, bean bag
chairs.

Di shes overflow in the kitchenette sink, clothes are strewn
everywhere. Sara throws her huge backpack down on her
futon/ bed, takes off her sweatshirt and lets it fall on the
gr ound.

She goes to the fridge, looks in. It’s enpty, except for a
hal f-drunk bottle of red wine and a bow of sonmething that is
no | onger recogni zable. She opens the wine, sniffs it, and
pours sone into a nug that says, “You're the greatest!”

Si ppi ng her wi ne, she wal ks the two steps to her desk, which
i s surrounded by stack of books, conposition notebooks, SAT
manual s, and a fol ded-up | aptop conputer

On the desk, amd dirty coffee nugs and enpty soda cans, is
her ol d Underwood typewiter.

Tacked on the bulletin board above the desk are photos of
younger Sara with her father and nother in a small, working
class rural town, along with a few inspirational Post-Its:

“Confidence,” or “Make of yourself a LIGHT unto the world!”

And, in the mdst of all this detritus, a huge stack of typed
pages: Her unfini shed nanuscript.

Sara takes the manuscript, sits back on her futon. Begins to
thunb through it. 1It’s awash in corrections and revisions.

She picks a heavily notated section, heads to her typewiter,
puts in a fresh page and starts to type. No sooner has she
typed a few sentences than she starts to mark up the new page
wi th question marKks.



SARA ( PRELAP)
...S0, if zero tines anything el se
is always zero, and 2x equal s an
i nteger, can x equal zero?

I NT. UPPER EAST SI DE TOANHOUSE- - DAY

Sara’s tutoring ASHTYN, a very beautiful eleventh-grader with
| ong, shiny, dark hair, glossy lips and glow skin. They' re
at a massive, nmahogany dining roomtable, strewn with SAT

mat eri al s.

Ashtyn | ooks |ike she mght cry.

SARA
Ashtyn? 1t’s okay. Just--
ASHTYN
No, I"'mjust mad. | want to be in

t he school play, but Mom says |
can’t stay here for rehearsals over
Chri st mas because we have to go
back to stupid Bernuda.

Sara sighs in exasperation.

I NT. PARK AVENUE PENTHOUSE- - DAY

Sara stares at ZACH, a nerdy, tenth-grader with a |ight
dusting of zits and a few, sad strands of dark hair on his

upper |ip.

They’'re working at a desk in his bedroom Nearby, there’'s a
huge, inflatable George W Bush doll

ZACH
...well, | hate France, because
everybody knows that the French are
cowardly, faithless bastards. W
saved their ass in Wrld War Two
and this is how they repay us? Am

I right?

SARA
Let’s go back to the reading
passage.

He stares at her expectantly. She glares back. A beat.



I NT. CENTRAL PARK WVEST DUPLEX- - DAY

Spare and mnimalist, with a killer view of the park.

MARI NA, a neaty girl jock in a school sweatshirt chews
hungrily on a Powerbar as she sits with Sara at a beautiful,
glass table in the Iiving room

SARA
Great, so |ooking at choice A what
do you think?

MARI NA
(lots of attitude)
What do you think?

SARA
I think you should work out the
answer for yourself.

Marin stares at her at beat, chewing. Then:

MARI NA
(calls)
Mom

As Marina stalks off to conplain to her nother, Sara sighs
and stares out the huge wi ndow, where storm cl ouds gat her
over the park. Catching a glinpse of herself in the glass,
it alnost seens |ike she mght belong in this world...

Until Marina s MOTHER, a tall forbidding woman, appears in a
door way.

MARI NA" S MOTHER
You can go.

I NT. EAST VI LLAGE DI NER- - EVENI NG

Sara runs in fromthe rain, to see her father, JOSEPH (sixty-
i sh, college-professor, an intellectual but very nmuch NOT a
New Yorker). He's sitting at a booth reading Proust as he

wai ts.

SARA
Dad. Sorry I'mlate--

He hol ds up one finger, keeps reading for a beat. Finally,
he peers up at her over his reading gl asses.



JOSEPH
Just had to get to the end of that
par agr aph.

He cl oses the book with reverence.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
Mm Proust. Every tine | read
it, it gets better and better.

Sara hal f-smles, used to this, as she sits, plunking her SAT
manual s down on the table.

SARA
(re the manual s)
Wsh | could say the sane about

t hese.
JOSEPH
Don't tell me we’ll be doing word
probl ens.
SARA
No, |’ve done enough for a

lifetinme. God, those little brats,
and the parents--

JOSEPH
Hold on. | know just what you
need.

He notions for the WAl TRESS, who cones over.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
W' || have a bottle of that really
cheap, practically undrinkable w ne
we had last time | was here.

Sara and the waitress share a smle

WAl TRESS
Hmm  The cheap, disgusting,
practically undrinkable w ne would
be the...Montepul ci ano.

Joseph nods as the waitress goes. A pause.

SARA
Happy Birthday.

JOSEPH
Don’t rem nd ne.
(A beat, then quoting)
( MORE)



JOSEPH( cont ' d)
| growold, I growold. | shal

wear the bottonms of my trousers
rolled. T. S. Eliot--

SARA
The Wastel and, | know. But, Dad,
rel ax, you're only sixty-two--

JOSEPH
Shush. Not a day over fifty.
(then, smling)
I[llusion is the first of all the
pl easures.

She smiles at the sanme old riff.

SARA
Anyway, |'msorry | couldn’t cone
up to you--

JOSEPH
Oh, | don't mind comng down to New
York. | like the noise, the
people. The house is so enpty and
gui et now.

An awkwar d pause.

SARA

Well, thanks, it’s just |I’ve been

so busy with work--

JOSEPH
How i s your work?

SARA
Oh, you know, |ots of students,
sanme ol d sane ol d.

JOSEPH
| meant your novel .

(hol ding up the Proust)
I"m al nost through ny third read of
this. 1’1l be | ooking for your
mast er pi ece next.

Sara stares at the huge volune, In Search of Lost Tine.

SARA
M ne’s not ready.
JOSEPH
So? | mght have sone usefu

t hought s.
( MORE)



JOSEPH( cont ' d)

You know, as a literature
professor, | do know a thing or two
about books.

SARA
I’msure you'll have lots to say.

JOSEPH
| always read your nomis stuff,
gave her notes..

He | ooks at her reassuringly.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
She thought | was a very astute
critic. | know a good book when |
read one, believe ne.

SARA
Oh, | believe you

That cane out with a bit nore edge than Sara i ntended.

JOSEPH
At the very least, | hope you're
not still witing on your nonms old
typewiter..
(of f her)

You' re trapped in the dark ages,
sweet heart. No wonder you never
get anything done--

SARA
(enough)
Dad. Pl ease.

JOSEPH
Sorry.

She nods. Moving on, trying to be as upbeat as she can.

SARA
Anyway, |’ m busy, you know, |’ m
taking ny first student in
G eenwi ch tonmorrow. The conpany’s
expandi ng i nto Connecticut, so that
shoul d be...different.

JOSEPH
Yes.

The silence is broken by the waitress, who cones over and
pours the wine. As she does, Joseph opens the Proust again.
He and Sara clink and sip.
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JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
No sooner had it touched ny pal ate
t han a shudder ran through nme and |
stopped, intent upon the
extraordi nary thing that was
happening to ne. ..

As Sara sips her wine and |listens, she stares out the diner
wi ndow at the drenched New Yorkers, angrily struggling
t hrough the rain, unbrellas bl ow ng open, hats bl ow ng away.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
An exqui site pleasure had invaded
nmy senses, with no suggestion of
its origin..

I NT. METRO NORTH TRAI N- - DAY

And as Joseph’s voice continues, Sara’s now sitting in a half-
enpty car, by a wi ndow, noving forward through space.

In her lap is a conposition notebook filled with her own
witing, conplete with her usual cross-outs, torn-out pages,
Post-1t’s, question marks. The pages tell a tale of soneone
who spends a lot of tinme reworking famliar territory.

JOSEPH (V. Q.)
Thi s new sensation had on ne the
effect which love has-- filling ne
with a precious essence; or rather
this essence was not in ne it was
ne. ...

She stares at her notebook, trying to wite. She nakes a few
corrections. Crosses out a paragraph. Sighs in frustration.

JOSEPH (V. Q.)
I had ceased now to feel nediocre,
contingent, nortal. Were did it
cone from this all-powerful joy?

Sara sl anms her headphones on, her nusic drowning out Joseph’s
voi ce. She | ooks out the wi ndow, where the city has nelted
away and been repl aced by...

A small, sweet town of clapboard houses. A still lake. A
little | eague gane. A bucolic field of cows, grazing.

And, as the train hurtles forward through space, everything
di ssolves into a darkly beautiful blur.



11.

EXT. GREENW CH METRO NORTH STATI ON- - DAY

Sara’s standing on the platformas the dozen or so other
arriving PASSENCERS wal k by her. Her eyes scan a parking | ot
full of SUV s, Mercedes, BMNs. She watches people greet one
anot her.

Finally, she lights on an idling gold BMN with a |icense
plate that reads: “F-U NNN."”

Next to it, car door still open, a very fit, adorable forty-
sonet hing worman in a tight pink and tan jogging outfit also
scans the station. |If she’s had “work” done (and she has),

it’s done beautifully. Her skin glows, hair shines; gold
hoops dangl e from her earl obes, catching the Iight.

This is PAW E
She spots Sara and waves cheerful ly.

PAMM E
(cal l'ing)
Sara? Saral
(points to herself)
Pamri e Anders! Hell o!

Sara puts her gane face on and nakes her way over to the car.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
I’mso glad | found you! You know
how when you’' re | ooki ng for soneone
with a ponytail, suddenly everyone
has a ponytail!

Sara hal f-1aughs politely, and touches her ponytail, pushing
a lock of frizzy hair behind her ear.

SARA
I know. And | was |ooking for a--

PAWMM E
G een Lexus hybrid SUV, right?
That’ s ny other car.

SARA
No, actually a gray--

PAWMM E
Audi ? That’'s Jordy’s car. On,
God, did | get mxed up and say the
Audi ? | amso sorry. Anyway, Yyou
made it! Hop in!
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Sara takes a deep breath, steeling herself, and gets in.

I NT. GOLD BMW - CONTI NUOUS

Pamm e power | ocks the doors. The Black Eyed Peas rock out
on the car stereo, her attenpt at being hip. She |owers the
vol une.

PAMM E
I woul d advi se you to buckle up
because | amthe world s worst
driver.

Pamm e backs the car out. They lurch forward, barely m ssing
a pedestrian.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Sorry! Thought | was in reverse!
(1 aughs)
Oh, CGod, I'ma nenace! Don’t
worry, the car has air bags--

SARA
It’s fine. |I'mpretty bad nyself.

PAWMM E
Are you? Ch good.

Sara suppresses a smle as they navigate dangerously through
the parking lot, finally turning onto a sun-dappl ed street,
l[ined with lovely, old trees.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Wl |, Jordy woul d have picked you
up hinself, but he's at soccer
practice, or lacrosse...One’'s fall,
one’s spring, | can't keep it
straight. Anyway, he d better be
hone when we get there. O herw se,
"1l have to turn into, you know,
bitch nom [|I'mterrible. 1 show
up at his friends’ houses wth,
i ke, a broonstick and just beat
hi m

Sara | aughs obligingly.
PAMM E ( CONT’ D)

I”mserious. Don’t have kids, Sara,
unl ess you want to go insane.
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SARA
"1l keep that in m nd.

Pamm e pulls the car to a screeching halt at a stop sign.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Anyway, | know he’s very excited to
work with you because he really
wants to raise his score fromthe
last time he took, the test. He's
got his heart set on Harvard, which
is great because he’'s a double
| egacy there, so he has nore of a
shot. | nean, there’s Yale and
Princeton of course, but what are
we supposed to do, give a library?

As Panm e babbles, Sara half-listens and begins to take in
the lavish world of Greenwich for the very first tine:

It’s perfect: Rolling green hills, manicured [ awns, big white
mansi ons, beautiful ponds in which pairs of swans fl oat
peacefully. This is the good life. The Anerican Dream

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
| just hate the whole system But
what can you do? The conpetition,
these kids with their
extracurriculars and their
biracial, bi-curious, native,
i ndi genous peopl es backgrounds... |
nmean, there is a kid in his class,
Ryan Baxter, who plays polo and
speaks Yiddi sh. Can you beat that?

The car wi ngs around a bend, past a golf course.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
The truth is, if you re just a
regular kid like Jordy it’s much
har der .

Each mansion they pass is larger than the |ast, al
tastefully set back fromthe road. Sara catches glinpses of
t hem behi nd hedges, through trees, past fences and old

cobbl estone wal | s.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Oh, | should tell you. He's
dyslexic. We had himtested by two
doctors in Geenwich and a few in
New York. Plus, he has m|d ADD.

( MORE)
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PAMM E( cont ' d)

Do you have experience? Wrking
with dyslexia?

SARA
Yeah. [|t’'s not that unusual.

PAVMM E
Great. And you went to Harvard.

SARA
| did, yes, and | did work-study
filing in the adm ssions office
while | was there, so |’ve seen it
all up close--

Pamm e turns sharply, running over a curb.

PAMM E
Qops. That thing junped out at ne!
Anyway, tell me nore. 1’ve been
babbl i ng. Since Harvard, you’ ve
been. .

SARA

Tutoring, nostly.

PAVM E
Yes, but what else? That can’'t be
what you want to do. M life

coach, well, therapist really, says
Pamm e, ask yourself “what do |
want ?”

Sara shrugs sel f-consciously.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
VWhat ?

SARA
No, it’s just, parents don’t
normal Iy ask. ..

Suddenly, a JOLT, as Pamm e slans on the brakes in the mddle
of the road. Sara goes flying forward in her seat.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)

Okay, Sara. |I'mnot noving this
car until you cone up with
sonet hi ng.

As Sara catches her breath, a car pulls up behind them Then
another. They're too polite to honk. But still, holding up
traffic makes Sara nervous.
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SARA
kay, okay, | just, | have this
novel. It’s nothing. |It’s just,

I’ve only been working on it for,
like five years, so--

PAVM E
Saral That's fantastic! You're a
witer!

SARA

Vel |, not yet.

Pamm e starts the car back up with a lurch. Waves, “Sorry!”
to the people in the car behind her, who wave back.

PAWMM E
You know ny best friend is Marianne
Lewis. The top editor at Knopf? If
you give ne sonme of your work I'd
be happy to pass it on to her.

SARA
Oh, thanks. It’s really not ready,
I nean, | haven’t shown it to

anyone, but when | do--

PAMM E
Sara, I'mtelling you, she’s ny
best friend. | insist.

They pull up a steep driveway in front of a massive, wite,
col umed mansion. Fromthe driveway, Sara can already see a
swi mm ng pool and golf course.

PAVM E
Here we are! Hone sweet hone!

Pamm e par ks between four other cars. Three enornous,
beauti ful, shiny DOGS bound out of the house, barking
furiously.

PAWMM E
(to the dogs)
Peter! Calmdown. Theo! Stop
(then)
And | see Jordy’s car. He nust be
hone! It’s a mracle!



16.

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON FOYER- - MOVENTS LATER

Sara stands in cavernous, nmarble foyer, as the dogs circle
her, sniffing. Several G eek statues decorate the hall. A
fountai n cascades down a wall .

Pamm e throws down her bag and car keys. Sara flinches as
t he dogs surround her.

PAMM E
(to the dogs)
Peter! Theo! Cone on. Leave her
al one.

The cacophony of the dogs is conpounded by a ringing phone.
It’s chaos. Pammie finds it, |ooks at caller ID.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
kay, that’'s going to voice mail

(rolls her eyes to Sara,
t hen, to dogs)

Peter, stop that! Seriously!
(then, after the dogs

rel ax)
kay, phew, 1’11 grab Jordy. Wat
can | get you? Water?
SARA
Sure.
PAMM E
Sparkling or flat?
SARA
Flat is fine.
PAMM E
Bottled or tap?
SARA
Un tap?
PAMM E
Wth ice or wthout?
SARA
Un.. ice.
PAMM E
Life is so full of choices, isn't
it?

( MORE)
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PAMM E( cont ' d)

(cal l'ing)
Jordy?
(hi - pi t ched)

Jordy! Jordan!!!

Sara flinches at the sound of Pamm e's shrieks, as Panm e
goes off.

Al one now, Sara has the | ook of soneone who's just been
t hrough a tornado. Dazed but curious, she wanders into...

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Sara surveys the plush white sofas, thick beige rugs,
beautiful antique furniture. A wall of w ndows | ooks out
onto the golf course. Ochids planted in antique china vases
conplete the feeling of |ush abundance.

This is a level of luxury above and beyond anything she's
ever seen as a tutor in New York. It’s nagnificent.

Sara | eans close to a vase, making sure not to bunp it, and
sniffs a rare, flesh-colored orchid.

MAN'S VO CE (O S.)
They | ook good, but they don’t
snel | Iike nuch.

Startled, she spins, to see JORDY standing in the doorway.
As she turns, the orchid teeters. She grabs it, holds it
st eady.

Jordy smiles an easy smle, his rel axed deneanor in stark
contrast to her awkwardness.

JORDY
VWhoa. Careful there

He' s seventeen and beautiful, still sweaty and dirty from
practice, with the face of a boy, but the build of a man. He
hol ds Sara’s ice water.

SARA
(rattled)
God, | alnost...The vase...

Jordy takes a few steps toward her.

JORDY
Chill. They have, like, a mllion
of those.
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Slow y, Sara noves fromthe vase, takes her hair out of the

ponytail, runs her hands through it, snoothing it.
JORDY ( CONT' D)
[’ m Jordy.
SARA
Yeah. | know, | nean, your nom
said. So.
(polite conversation)
You... play |acrosse?
JORDY
| was at soccer.
SARA
Oh. | don't really know much about
soccer. O lacrosse, for that
matter--
JORDY

It’s not that conplicated.

She stares at hima beat. He smles, hands her the water.
She puts it on an antique wood table.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
You shoul d probably use a coaster.

SARA
Right. Sorry. | hope | didn't
damage it--

JORDY

It’s just that ny parents are,
i ke, coaster obsessed.

SARA
It'’s a beautiful table.

JORDY
It’s not even original finish.

She shoots hima | ook, as she puts her water down on a
coaster.

SARA
So, your nomtells nme you want to
go to Harvard.
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JORDY
She thinks | can get in because |I'm
a legacy. I'mnot really that into
school
SARA
What’' s your favorite subject?
JORDY
I don’t know. Lunch?
A beat.
JORDY (CONT’ D)
I’ m ki ddi ng.
SARA
(not | aughi ng)
| got it.

Anot her beat, as they face off.

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON LI VI NG ROOM - LATER

Sara and Jordy are installed at a corner table, by the
wi ndows. They |l ook |ike they’ ve been there a while. Strewn
bet ween them are SAT manual s, not ebooks, etc.

She reads froma practice test, as Jordy doodles in the
mar gi ns.

SARA
Al t hough sonme think the terns “bug”
and “insect” are BLANK, the forner
termactually refers to a BLANK
group of insects.
(then)
So, the trick is, before we even
| ook at the answer choices, to
t hi nk about what might fill in
t hese bl anks- -

Sara | ooks over at him notices he's not |istening.
SARA ( CONT’ D)
Actually, the first thing you
probably want to do is pay
attention

Jordy puts down his pencil. Sara tries again.
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SARA ( CONT’ D)
So. What do you think of this
guesti on?

JORDY
(reading it, slowy)
Al t hough sonme think the terns “bug”
and “insect” are BLANK
pause)
Wll, | hate bugs and insects so |
woul d just say...gross.

SARA
(exasper at ed)
kay, but let’s |look at the second
hal f of the sentence. “Although
some think the terns are BLANK, the
former termactually refers to a
BLANK group--"

JORDY
Wow.
SARA
Ww. \hat ?
JORDY
I have, like, this really long arm

hair. See it?

And we realize he’s been staring at his armthis entire tinme.
Sara si ghs, annoyed.

SARA
Jor dy- -

JORDY
| never noticed it because it’s,
like, white blond. How does that
happen? All the other hairs knew
to stop at a certain length and
this one was just |ike, no.

SARA
Well, it’s just a group of, you
know, rogue cells. | have
sonmething like that on ny...chest
area- -

JORDY

Rogue cells? |Is that |ike cancer?
Be gone, cancer hair!
( MORE)
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JORDY( cont ' d)
(rips it out)
OM Can | go get a band-aid?

Sara exhales in frustration. Jordy smles at her.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
Ki ddi ng.

SARA
Got it.

She takes a deep breath, trying again.

SARA ( CONT’ D)
Let’s go back to the question.
Sone think that the terns “bug” and
“insect” are BLANK

JORDY
W have ants. They drive ny nom
i ke, conpletely crazy. O course,
she’s crazy anyway, so it’s like,
which canme first, the ants or the
crazy- -

SARA
Jordy. Focus.

JORDY
Do you like art?

This is a clearly losing battle. Reluctantly, she decides to
hunmor him

SARA
Do I -- Sure. Wiy? Are you taking
an art class in school ?

JORDY
Nah, | was just wondering if you

wanted a tour of our collection.
Not what she was expecting. She |ooks at him

SARA
Ki ddi ng?

He smles. Shakes his head.

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON HALLWAY- - MOVENTS LATER

The house seens to go on forever, each room nore opul ent than
the | ast.
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Jordy and Sara wal k down a |ong, marble hallway, w ndows on
each side. They see a Latina maid, ANA, cleaning the gl ass.

JORDY
‘Sup Ana.
(quickly, in passing)
This is Sara. She’s hel ping ne
deal with the SAT and col | ege
stuff. Hey, how s Maria?

ANA
Very good. Also doing SAT studies.
Muy dificil.

Sara smles at Ana, who smles back. They wal k on.

JORDY
(sotto, to Sara)
Ana’ s got a daughter, like, nmy age--

SARA
Jordy, this is not what |’ m here
for. Do you want to work, or--

JORDY
(ignoring her protests)
The good stuff’s all through here,
inthis wing. |’ mnot gonna show
you the antiquities, because |'m
i ke, antiquities, whatever.

She sighs, as her eye is caught by the sight of several
GARDENERS t endi ng the hedges out si de.

Beyond them on the tennis courts, an eleven year old G RL
hits balls with a MAN. The girl GRUNTS as she slans a killer
serve.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
(noticing Sara wat chi ng)
That’ s ny sister.

SARA
I's that your dad with her?

JORDY
Nah, he’'s at work in the city.

Anot her, even | ouder GRUNT from Lauren. Sara stifles a
| augh, as Jordy smles at her.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
(expl ai ni ng)
She’'s tennis obsessed.
( MORE)
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JORDY(cont ' d)
(t hi nks)
O, actually, I don't even know if
she’s that into it. She's, just
i ke, crazy conpetitive? My nom
made us each pick sonething we were
supposed to be amazing at--

SARA
What ' d you pick?

He shrugs.

JORDY
I’ mjust gonna do business.

SARA
What ki nd of busi ness?

JORDY
Just sonething |ike what nmy dad
does. Sonething with conpanies.
Sara takes note of this as Jordy wal ks ahead in sil ence.

Finally, they arrive at:

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON, EAST W NG- - CONTI NUQUS

This is the nodern wing of the property. Airy, light,
mnimal. Mre informl.

SARA

(entering)
Al right, ten m nutes, seriously,
Jordy, because we still have to--

But Sara stops cold when she notices the very |large and very
i mportant works of nodern art adorning the walls. The beauty
and the color take her breath away. Jordy |ooks at her.

JORDY
I know, right?

He points out a huge Jackson Pol | ock.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
This is a Pollock, um obviously,
that one over there’s a Rothko, we
have a coupl e of those, and over
t here you can see the Licht--Licht--
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SARA
(recognizing it)
Li cht enstei n.

He | ooks at her, surprised and inpressed.

JORDY
Ww. You know everything, huh?

SARA
Not everything. Just, you know,
nost things.

They share a snmle

JORDY
(continuing the tour)
Davi d Hockney, Rauschenber g,
Schnabel .

As he tal ks, Sara wal ks on, taking in one nasterpiece after
another. A painting a few feet away catches her eye. She
wal ks over and stands in front of it, captivated by its
beauty.

Jordy comes up behind her

JORDY ( CONT' D)
Yeah. The Pi casso.

It’s stunning. A late painting fromthe artist’s surrea
period. Deep, rich colors depict bodies and faces, al
di storted and fragnented.

A beat, as they both | ook.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
It’s actually kind of ugly.

She turns to him not expecting that.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
But | think that m ght be why I
like it. It’s not perfect.

Sara turns back to the painting, |istening.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
I nean, |ook at that wonman type
t hi ng, where is she | ooking? And
t hen you have that other one with
that weird, |ike, butt face and
she’s not even noticing her.
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SARA
(1 aughi ng)
Is that the back of his head or the
front?
JORDY
Exactly. 1It’s so nessed up.

They' re all so nessed up but so
conpletely, totally...real and so

alive. | nmean, here | am 1ike,
br eat hi ng, and somehow this thing
isamllion tinmes nore alive.

Sara | ooks at Jordy, as if seeing himfor the first tine.

JORDY ( CONT’ D)

So when | see it | just want to
know it. | want that.

(a whi sper)
I just want to feel that. To go
i nsi de.

For an instant, their shoul ders touch.

I NT. METRO NORTH TRAI N- - EVENI NG

Sara stares at her m sshapen reflection anong the ot her
passengers, in the window The distorted faces are
rem ni scent of the Picasso. Only instead of being beautiful
and vi brant, they' re garish and sad.

She gl ances back into the car. Next to her, a young inner
city GRL is |ooking through a nassive SAT manual. Sara
wat ches her struggle with a question, before resorting to
checking the answers in the back of the book.

The girl notices Sara staring.

G RL
VWhat ?

Sara shakes her head, “nothing.” She goes back to | ooking
out the window, as the rolling hills are replaced by concrete
housi ng proj ects.

I NT. CAFE- - AFTERNOON

Sara sits at a corner table nursing a cold coffee, her

not ebooks and her typewitten manuscript spread out in front
of her. She crosses out a paragraph. Rewrites it in the
margin. Sighs in frustration.
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She’s distracted by a group of TVWENTY SOVETHI NGS, | aughi ng
and chatting at a nearby table. Their togetherness is in
stark contrast to her solitude.

EXT. ANDERS GROUNDS- - DAY

It’s a perfect day of Indian Sumrer. Sara and Jordy are
sprawl ed out in the generous shade of a huge tree.

Near by, on the tennis courts, Lauren and her tennis pro are
slamming balls back and forth. Lauren’s GRUNTS pierce the
qui et afternoon.

Sara’s correcting a practice test; Jordy’ s reading her his
answers as she checks them

SARA
5 C?
JORDY
That’s not right?
SARA
Just keep going.
JORDY
6D 7C 8B 9E 10 A 11 D-
SARA
11 D?
JORDY
It’s not?
SARA
Keep going, we'll go over it later.
JORDY

Is it wong? Let ne see--

SARA
Just--here. G ve ne your test.
"1l grade it nyself.

He passes it over to her and watches closely as she | ooks at
it, making a bunch of marks.

A nmonent of quiet, but for the POCK of tennis balls, the
SQUEAK of tennis shoes, and Lauren’s primal GRUNTS. Sara
| ooks up fromthe test paper.



SARA ( CONT’ D)
Jordy, it’s okay--

JORDY

Is it any better?
SARA

(no)

It will be. Just be patient.
JORDY

Shit. Sorry.
SARA

W' | | keep wor ki ng.

Jordy takes a shaky breath.

She | ooks around pointedly at the manicured | awns,

nmansi on,

JORDY
No, you don’t understand. |’ve had
tutors ny whole life for, |ike,

everything. They don’t nake any
di fference.

SARA
Wl |, you’ve never had ne.

JORDY
No offense, I'msure you re really
special and all, but I really
really can’t do this, I'’mjust not

smart enough or whatever, and ny
whole life is falling apart--

SARA

Real | y? Your whole life is falling
apart?

the tennis courts.

JORDY
I know you think I’ma dunb spoiled
brat, okay. | know that.

SARA

I don’t think you re dunb.

Jordy gives her a pointed | ook.

JORDY
Thanks.

t he

27.
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Sara smles at him He smles back. They both start to
| augh.

Sara’ s about to say sonething, but is stopped by the sight of
Pamm e approaching fromthe house, carrying a tray of
prosci utto sandwi ches. Jordy and Sara share a | ook.

PAVMM E
Hey guys, don’t nmean to interrupt,
| just thought you m ght need sone
sust enance.
(setting down the tray)
Qooh, SAT word. Jord, what’s
sust enance?

JORDY
I’ m guessi ng sandw ches.

Pamm e hesitates, looking to Sara for a definitive answer.

SARA
(smles)
Cl ose enough.

Jordy | ooks over what his nom brought.

JORDY
I’mgetting a Coke.

He runs back into the house as Pamm e pops a stray piece of
prosciutto into her nouth.

PAVMM E
So. How s it going?

SARA
He’ s maki ng progress.

PAWMM E
| actually nmeant you. How are you?
Where’s the novel ?

SARA
The. . .
PAVM E
Your novel . For Mari anne. ' m

havi ng lunch with her next week,
and I"mgoing to nention you, so
you' d better have it for nme pronto.

Pammie starts off, as fromthe tennis courts, Lauren GRUNTS
and sl ans anot her ACE.
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PAMM E
(calling to her daughter)
Hey, | ooking good, ki ddo!

Lauren conpl etely ignores her nom and plays on. Panm e keeps
cheering, and nakes her way up towards the house.

Sara, alone, grabs a sandwi ch and takes a bite. Through the
| eaves of a nearby hedge, she notices Ana, sitting on a
bench, taking a break.

Sara smiles to herself, grabs a folder out of her back pack,
and qui ckly goes around the hedge, into...

EXT. ROSE GARDEN- - DAY

Ana has her shoes off, enjoying a nonent of peace. When she
sees Sara, she freezes for a nonent, caught.

SARA
Sorry, | just--

ANA
(expl ai ni ng)
Sonetinme | need little break. Only
poquito nonento, then | go back.
Pl ease don't tell--

Sara hol ds out the folder.

SARA
Some SAT study materials. Practice
tests, techni ques, explanations.
For your daughter.
(off Ana’s hesitation)
Take it. A gift. Fromne.

Ana smles gratefully, taking the fol der

Suddenly, Jordy cones up behind Sara, holding his Coke, as
Ana quickly slips the fol der behind her back.

JORDY
(to Sara)
Back to work?

Ana and Sara share a |l ook of silent conplicity, as Jordy
chugs his soda. Sara follows himback to their spot under
the tree.



EXT. CENTRAL PARK- - DAY
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Sara and G etchen, lattes in hand, stroll around the

reservoir.

GRETCHEN
...you know, |I'mglad that
busi ness is expanding but with
pl anni ng the wedding on top of it

all, ny life is just out of
contr ol
(then)
You re ny rock, Sara. | seriously

couldn’'t do it w thout you. Which
is why | got you a raise. Twenty-
two fifty an hour. How nuch do you
| ove ne?

But Sara’s staring at a nusician, in the park,
violin.

GRETCHEN ( CONT’ D)
You okay?

SARA
I was just thinking about, back in
col | ege, when you used to do that.

GRETCHEN
Play nmy violin in the square?
(1 aughi ng)

Yeah, don’t rem nd ne.

Sara sm | es.

SARA

You ever play anynore?
GRETCHEN

I’ m busy.
SARA

You pl ayed beautifully.
G et chen shakes her head, shrugs.

GRETCHEN
I was never that gifted.

Sara turns to her friend.

pl ayi ng the
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I NT. SARA’ S APARTMENT- - NI GHT

Sara sits at her typewiter, re-typing a page full of
det ai | ed changes and annot ati ons.

It’s slow going on the typewiter’s old keys. She bangs on
the “Q several tinmes to force it to drop, then lifts it back
up manual ly to re-set it.

She reads over what she’'s typed. Shakes her head. Finally,
pulls the page out, crunples it, throws it away.

She puts a new page in. Starts over.

EXT. ANDERS POOL HOUSE- - DAY

The light is blue, watery. Sara and Jordy sit across from
each other at a glass table, staring into each other’s eyes.

SARA
Handshake?

JORDY
This is retarded.

SARA
Jordy. The interviewis one of the
nost inportant parts of this thing.
You’' re going up there this weekend
and | don’t want you to screw it
up.

(then)

Now, | need to nake sure your
handshake i s- -

He takes her hand. She’'s suddenly fl ustered.

SARA (CONT' D)
Ckay, wow, it’s good.
(recovering)
So. Let’s imagine that I'mthe
adm ssions officer.

JORDY
Oh God, we’'re not going to role
play are we?

SARA
This is good practice. Now cone
on, imagine I'mthe--



JORDY
I"1l role play under one condition:
| get to be the adm ssions guy and
you have to be the student.

SARA
Jordan, that defeats the entire
pur pose of the exercise.

JORDY
No it doesn’'t. You can show ne how
to do this, and | can “watch, ask
guestions and learn.” Take it or
| eave it.

Sara sighs, realizes she’s fighting a | osing battle.

SARA
Fi ne.
JORDY
Good. Now. Stand up
(she does)
Hell o young [ ady. Welcone to ny
of fice.

He takes her neasure, head to toe, pulls out a notebook,
starts to “take notes.”

SARA
What are you witing? Jordy.
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Long pause. He keeps witing. She' s very unconfortable.

SARA ( CONT’ D)
Can | sit?

JORDY
In a mnute.
(he wites sonme nore)
kay. Have a seat, Mss..

SARA
Jacobs. Thank you

She sits.

JORDY
Jacobs. Hmm
(he wites sonething)
Tell ne about yourself.



SARA
Vll, I'’ma senior at Xavier Hi gh
School in Geenwich. | play soccer-
JORDY

That’s ne. Tell ne about you.

She rolls her eyes, no. He consults his “notes.”

sonet hi ng.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
Hmm | see you re in chess club?

She gi ves him a | ook.

SARA
Jordy, | was never in chess club.

He makes anot her note, as she squirns.

JORDY
And nodel U N. Very inpressive.

SARA
Jordy. We didn’t even have--

JORDY
Oooh, 1 ook at this.
(witing sonething)
Captain of the math team

A beat.

SARA
I was never captain.

Jordy half-stifles a victorious little smle.
sonet hi ng el se.

JORDY
And what do you want to do when you
grow up?

Thi s questions nmakes Sara unconfortabl e.

SARA
|” mnot sure.

JORDY
You nust have sonme ki nd of dreans
for yourself. Maybe sonething
like...SAT tutor?

33.

Wites

He wites
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She glares at him a bit hurt.

SARA
Nobody wants to be an SAT tutor.

A beat. He | ooks at her.

JORDY
They why are you one?

SARA
| don’t know. It’s..
(trying to cover)
Rewarding to help kids | earn and,
and give them strategies to

achi eve. ..
JORDY
Ww. You're really full of shit.
SARA
What ?
JORDY
Tell me the truth
SARA
What truth?
JORDY

| don’t know. You nust have rea
feelings sonewhere in there.

SARA
(getting pissed)
| have real feelings.

JORDY
Are you sure?
SARA JORDY
Jesus, Jordy-- Tell nme the truth--
SARA
You want to know how | feel ?
SARA JORDY
You want to know how | really No, I'd rather hear bullshit--
feel ?
SARA
(erupting)

kay, fine. Fine.
( MORE)



Pause.

She starts to go. Jordy gets up. Gabs her arm

SARA( cont ' d)
The truth is, I... hate this. |
think what I do is not only
excruci atingly boring, but also
norally corrupt, conpletely
unet hi cal, heartbreakingly spirit-
crushingly soul -killing and just
basically awful and evil.

JORDY
You hate ne.
SARA
No, not you. It’s just -- | think

hard work shoul d be what’s

rewar ded, not people who can afford
two hundred and fifty bucks an hour
to learn how to beat the system

But that’s howit is, and the rich

just keep getting nore and nore and
everything’ s handed to them and

the worst part is, I'mpart of it,
I’ mparticipating, which nakes ne
feel like, just this horrible,
horrible, person. It just nmakes ne
-- hate -- ne.

(then)
Forget it. I1'msorry, | should
j ust--

JORDY
Wi t .

He puts a hand on her shoul der.

A | ong,

JORDY ( CONT' D)
"1l let you in.

SARA
I n where?

tense beat.

JORDY
Qur school

She exhales. He smiles, reassuring.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
Now. |’mgoing to get you a gl ass
of water.

( MORE)

35.

St ops her
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JORDY( cont ' d)
(then, a nocking gleamin
his eye)
Sparkling or flat?

SARA
Un flat?
JORDY
Bottled or tap?
SARA
(smling, getting it)
Tap.
JORDY

(he sm | es back)
Wth ice or wthout?

SARA
Jordy. lce. Please.

He wi nks and starts to go. Points back to his notebook,
which is laying on the table.

JORDY
That’ s for you.

He goes off. She walks to the notebook, turns it over and
sees what he was “witing.” [It’s beautiful, slightly
abstract line drawing of her, standing in the pool house. It
t akes her breath away.

She takes it. Slips it in between the pages of her SAT book

EXT. SARA’S APT-- N GHT

Sara, com ng honme froma |l ong day, dunps her backpack on her
bed and presses PLAY on the answering nmachine. Beep.

GRETCHEN (V. O.)
...Sar, good news. Adam that
really cute new tutor wants your
nunber, so I--

She presses a button.

MACHI NE (V. Q.)
Message skipped. Next nessage.

ADAM (V. Q.)
Sara. |It's Adam The, um tutor
guy? Fromthe subway? And
Pri ncet on?

( MORE)
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ADAM cont ' d)
Look, | got your nunber from
G etchen. | just had a quick
guestion about teaching the
guantitative conpari sons and
Gretchen said to call you, maybe we
could nmeet up and tal k about it,
why not. ..

Only half-listening to the nessage, Sara reaches into her
backpack, pulls out Jordy’s draw ng.

Tacks it up on her bulletin board.

She sits, contenplating it, losing herself in it.

I NT. ANDERS LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Sara sits at a table grading a practice test as Jordy paces
nervously.

JORDY
I think the math went okay, even
t hough | ski pped one or two, but
there were sone words | didn’t
know. Like, intransigent. Is that
a bad thing, because it sounds--

SARA
Jordy, this is good.

JORDY
It’s a good thing? Intransigent?

SARA
No, the test, it’s--Hand ne that
cal cul at or.

He does. She quickly cal cul ates the score.

JORDY
What ?
SARA
(beam ng)
1520.

Jordy stares at her a beat, stunned.

JORDY
No.

She nods, smling, showi ng himthe cal cul ator.
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SARA
Yes.

It starts to sink in. He laughs in thrilled disbelief.

JORDY
No.

SARA
(l'aughing with him
overj oyed)
Yes.

She spont aneously, awkwardly hugs him just as ARTHUR
Jordy’s father (a fifty-ish, fit, tan, good |ooking and fun
al pha-mal e), conmes in fromoutside, carrying his golf clubs.

ARTHUR
Looks like things are going well in
her e.

He gives Jordy a little wink and extends his hand to Sara.

ARTHUR ( CONT’ D)
Arthur Anders, Jordy’s father.

They shake.

SARA
(expl ai ni ng)
Jordy just scored really high on a
practice test. Over three hundred
poi nts higher than he ever did
bef ore.

ARTHUR
Hey, that’s great news.
(to Sara)
You nust be sone kind of genius.

Sara | ooks over to Jordy, whose face tightens ever so
slightly.

SARA
Jordy did all the work--

ARTHUR
Stay for a celebratory drink?

SARA
Thanks, but, | shoul d--



JORDY
["1l drive you to the train.
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Jordy grabs his jacket and car keys, as Sara gathers her

stuff.
ARTHUR
Okay, kids. That's right. Ignore
the old man. Run along. 1’1l be

fine.

And he wat ches as they go.

I NT. JORDY’ S CAR- - DAY

Jordy cranks the stereo, blasting sonething reckless.

| ooks over to him concer ned.

SARA
You worked hard. [It’s your score.
Don't let him-

JORDY
It’s just, why can’'t he see that,
you know? It’s always, just, never
good enough, he’'s just...

Sara understands. Jordy shakes it off, recovering.
JORDY ( CONT’ D)
But there’'s one thing he is right
about .

SARA
VWhat ?

He shoots her a smle.

JORDY
We shoul d cel ebrate.

They cone to the train station. He drives right by.

SARA
Jordy, wait. Were are you--
(off him not respondi ng)
Jordy, conme on. | have to go back--

JORDY
And do what ?

Sara doesn’'t have an answer.

Sar a
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JORDY (CONT’ D)
You can take a later train. They
run every hour. Don't worry. |
promise, | won't bite

He turns the stereo up even | ouder to cover her protests,
makes an “I can’t hear you” sign, and rolls the wi ndows down.
She can’t help smling, enjoying the feeling of speed, the
wind in her face.

EXT. MALL/ ARCADE- - DAY

Jordy’s car screeches into the parking |ot.

I NT. PIZZA JO NT- - DAY

Musi ¢ pl ays, H GH SCHOOLERS hang out. Sara and Jordy share a
pie at a table in back.

JORDY
(thinking it through)
If I got that score, | could

actually get in. To Harvard.

SARA
Maybe. [If that’s what you want.

Jordy | ooks unsettl ed.

JORDY
Vell. 1t’s what ny parents want,
and it’s where ny dad went, and
it’s where you went.

SARA
Yeah, but what about you?

Jordy takes this in.

JORDY
| don’t know. |I--

Suddenly, WATTS and COOPER, two stoned soccer teammates,
bound up to the table. Watts thinks he’s bl ack; Cooper’s
neck is as thick as his head.

COOPER WATTS
‘ Sup, Jo-Jo. Yo J- man.

JORDY
Quys.



41.

But they’ ve noticed Sara and are now just staring, silently.
Jordy takes the cue.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
This is Sara. Sara, this is Cooper
and Watts.
They | ook her over, very inpressed.

WATTS
J-man, you rock ny world.

Sara smles in spite of herself.

COOPER
Dude, we’'ll see you at Canpbell’s
later? W got, like ten cases of
Veuve, tons of food. It’s gonna be
si ck.

JORDY
Yeah, sure. W' Il be there.

Sara shoots Jordy a | ook as Cooper and Watts go, | ooking back
to check her out.

JORDY ( CONT’ D)
You ready?

SARA
VWhat ?

Jordy stuffs the last crust of pizza into his nouth.

JORDY
Wll. 1 think that you. Are about
to seriously. Go down.

I NT. ARCADE- - LATER

A jukebox cranks out tunes, as Sara and Jordy play a vicious
match at an old foosball table in the corner. They are
conpletely into it, grunting and sweating, fiercely

passi onate and very intense.

Sara perfornms a conplicated set of nobves, as Jordy slanms into
the table, trying desperately to bl ock.

SARA JORDY
Goal ! No, no, no!

She does a little victory dance.
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JORDY
(agoni zi ng)
How can you be so good at this?

SARA
| actually majored in it at
Har var d

JORDY

It’s not fair--

SARA
All's fair in foosball.

JORDY
I want a renmtch.

Sara | aughs and goes to the jukebox, picking sone songs, as
Jordy re-sets the foosball players.

She comes back, smling.

SARA
Don't be a sore | oser.
JORDY
Ch, | don't |ose. It’s best of

three. And we’'re switching teans
because your pl ayers are obviously
better--

One of Sara’s songs starts to play on the jukebox. Jordy
notices the nusic.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
Did you put this on?

Sara nods. It’'s an amazing song, one Jordy’s never heard
bef ore.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
(1'istening)
It’s pretty good.

They both listen, transported.

I NT. CAMPBELL’' S HOUSE- - DUSK

Jordy | eads Sara by hand through a cavernous house, full of
dark woods and rich fabrics.

Sara, suddenly nervous, grabs him
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SARA
Jordy--1 don’t know about this.

JORDY
I think you can handl e a bunch of
drunk hi gh school ers- -

SARA
I know, but |’'m-
JORDY
Rel ax, nerd. You'll be fine.

She | ooks dubi ous.
JORDY ( CONT’ D)
(of f her)
Didn’t the math team ever go to
parties in high school ?

She smiles at him busted.

EXT. BACK PATI O - CONTI NOUS

The French doors sw ng open..

This is where the cool kids are.

BOYS pass around overflow ng bottles of Veuve diquot; GRLS
drape thenselves lazily on | ounge chairs. Misic THUWPS from
hi dden out door speakers: the riffs of Kanye.

Nearby, a few nubile GRLS IN BIKINI'S, defying the chill of

fall, dangle their feet in a perfectly pale blue heated
swi mm ng pool. A COUPLE mekes out hungrily in an adjacent
hot tub.

As Jordy and Sara appear, a few guys nod to him Sara | ooks
a bit overwhel ned.

JORDY
(of f her)
Drink?

They nmake their way over to the grill area, where a tall,
ski nny redhead, LEQO, is cooking a new batch of burgers on a
stainless steel built in grill as he chows froma bag of
Funyuns.

LEO

(re the burgers)
Kobe beef, bitches!
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Jordy roots through a cooler of beers, bottles of Veuve
Ciquot and Red Bulls.

LEO ( CONT’ D)
No no no, Dude, rock the punch.

A huge silver bow has been dragged out onto the patio,
surrounded by cut crystal hi-ball glasses. As Jordy goes to
it, Sara pulls him aside.

SARA
Jordy, | nean, not to be |lane and
all, but do you know how nmuch
trouble | could get in if something
happened here? [I'mthe only |egal
adul t - -

JORDY

Nah, Canpbell’s parents are totally
upstairs. It’s their house, they' re
responsi ble. Sara. W’ ve been
doing this since, like, the eighth
gr ade.

He | adl es sone dark brown punch into a glass, hands it to
her. She snmells it, giggles.

SARA
VWhat is that?

He | aughs.

JORDY
| don’t know. Try it.

EXT. CAMPBELL' S HOUSE, POOLSI DE- - LATER

Sara, now relaxed, |ounges with Jordy, Cooper, Watts, Leo,
CAVPBELL (the host) and a few girls: TAYLOR a tawny beauty,
RACHEL, a | ate-blooner still waiting for puberty, and BEVIN,
a preppy ice-queen.

They’ re passing around a joint and a couple bottles of Veuve,
t al ki ng smack.

COOPER
...British Airways, definitely.
You get, like, a full-on bed,

that’s |ike, that Swedish foam
shit, you get cashnere socks, and
t hey give you hot cooki es.
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CAMPBELL
Dude, no way, have you flown first
in Lufthansa? You get a whole
cashnmere bl anket. You get fuckin’
Bose headphones for your TV, plus
t he stewardesses give you free foot
massages.

VWATTS
Yeah, well, on Singapore Air the
st ewar desses gi ve you bl ow j obs.

They all crack up, ad-libbing “Dude, no way,” *“Yeah, right.”

WATTS ( CONT' D)
| swear.

The girls giggle. One of themlights a cigarette. Jordy
puts his armaround Sara. Taylor |ooks over at Jordy and
stal ks off into the house.

CAMPBELL
(to Jordy, re Taylor)
Dude.
JORDY
What ever.

Bevin inspects Sara, the new object of Jordy’s attention.

BEVI N
| love your nails. Is that Black
D anmond by Chanel ?

Sara | ooks down at her hands; her nails are indeed bl ack.

SARA
Oh, no. It’s just, um a Sharpie?

BEVI N
Ww. That's hot.

SARA
| get bored sonetinmes and | just
color themin.

RACHEL
That’s really hot.

Sara | eans back, enjoying her high, enjoying the nonent,
enjoying the utterly foreign and seductive feeling of being
the coolest girl in school.
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BEVI N ( CONT’ D)
(1 ooking at the enmpty
chanpagne bottl es)
Whoa, we’'re out.

CANVPBELL
(hal f - passed out)
There's tons in the house--

SARA
| got it.

She gets up, in control and at ease.
CAMPBELL

(smles at her)
Ni ce.

I NT. CAMPBELL’' S HOUSE, KI TCHEN- - LATE AFTERNOON

Sara opens the sub-zero refrigerator, surveys the cartons of
prepared foods, and grabs two bottles of chanpagne.

She turns to see Tayl or, watching her.

SARA
Hey.

Tayl or sizes her up, not inpressed.
TAYLOR
(re Sara’s nail s)
Bl ack Di anond?

SARA
Shar pi e.

TAYLOR
That’'s so sad.

Sara half-smles to herself, slightly enjoying being a
threat. She brushes past Tayl or and goes back outsi de.
EXT. CAMPBELL’' S HOUSE PATI O - EVENI NG

The sky is just starting to take on a pinkish cast, giving
everything a rosy glow. Sara |ays back, a bit apart from
rest of the party, watching the stars cone out.

Jordy comes over and |ays down next to her. A silence.
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SARA
Prevari cate.
JORDY
To depart fromthe truth.
SARA
Nai ve.
JORDY
Dunb.
SARA

(correcting him
Unsophi sti cat ed.
(then)
Ckay, Intransigent.

JORDY
| always forget this.

SARA
Ref using to agree or conprom se.

She gl ances over at him

SARA ( CONT’ D)
Um . . Tangi bl e.

He thinks. She stares back up at the sky. He turns to her.

JORDY
Real . Can be touched.

She keeps | ooking up, feeling his gaze.
SARA
| shoul d go.
EXT. METRO NORTH TRAI' N STATI ON PLATFORM - NI GHT
Sara and Jordy sit on a bench, waiting for her train back to
the city and sharing a cigarette. 1It’s gotten cold and she’s
wrapped in Jordy’ s jacket, shivering.
A sil ence.
JORDY
You never said thank you. For the

dr awi ng.

She | ooks at him
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SARA
It’s beautiful. | love it. You're
so talented, Jordy. You're
different from-

JORDY
My friends? Yeah, let’s hope so.

Pause. He’ s |l ooking right through her. The connection
bet ween themis dangerous and undeni abl e.

SARA (CONT' D)
Jordy, |I...

He takes her hand, |ooks at it, running his fingers over
hers. Around her wist is an old piece of string. He
touches it.

JORDY
What’' s that?
SARA
Oh that’s... It’s ny lucky string.
(then)
You can have it... if you want.

He slips it off her, holds out his arm She ties it around
his wist, as the train ROARS into the station.

JORDY
kay, did this used to be white
because it’s |ike gray.

SARA
Just hold still. Ner d.

He grabs her hand. Squeezes it. He pulls her closer to him
when, suddenly:

A CONDUCTOR | eans out of the train, yells to Sara.

CONDUCTOR
Train’ s | eaving, young | ady.

Enbarrassed, she breaks free, runs onto the train.

Jordy watches it go.
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I NT. METRO NORTH TRAI N-- NI GHT

Sara | eans back, closes her eyes, letting the feel of the
train overtake her. She waps Jordy’ s jacket around her
tighter.

I NT. SARA’ S APARTMENT- - MORNI NG

Sara, still covered in Jordy’s jacket, is asleep on her bed.
The phone RINGS. And RINGS. And RINGS

Finally, the machine picks up

PAMM E (ON MACHI NE)
Sara. Panela Anders. | need to
speak with you as soon as possible.
It’s... regarding Jordy. So. GGve
nme a call.

Sara opens her eyes, a feeling of dread.
Her cell phone RINGS. And RINGS. And RINGS.

She grabs it, checks it. [It’s Getchen. She sends the cal
to voicemail. Paces for a few nonments. Checks the nessage.

GRETCHEN ( ON VO CEMAI L)
Hey, Sar. It’'s Gretchen. Just
spoke with Panm e Anders. | was
hopi ng you could give nme a cal
when you get this, there’'s
somet hing very inportant | need to
talk with you about - -

Sara clicks off the phone. Panic is setting in. She stares
at Jordy’s jacket.

SARA

(whi spers)
Ch CGod.

Her cell rings again. [It’s Pammi e, now calling on the cel
phone. She takes a quick breath. Answers.

SARA
Hel | 0?

Intercut with Panm e, standing by the tennis courts watching

Lauren hit balls.




PAWMM E
Oh, CGod, Sara | hope I’ m not
di sturbi ng you.

SARA

Un ..
PAWVM E

It’s about Jordy, well, obviously--
SARA

Yes?
PAWVM E

I just don’t think he s ready.
SARA

For. ..
PAWVM E

The SAT.

Sara exhal es, |istens.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Now, you' re going to say |’ m being
one of those crazy neurotic parents
but the test is in a week and a
hal f, and we’re going to be on
Martha' s Vineyard this week for
Thanksgi vi ng, you know, and we were
just hoping you could conme out for
a few days and just drill questions
with him | would hate for his
brain to go soft, and |’ ve already
wor ked out the noney with G etchen
at your conpany and the noney’s
substantial, I promse, and the
weat her’ s supposed to be gorgeous
and Ana makes a nean turkey and
this amazing stuffing, | have no
i dea what she puts in it, heroin
probably, but...please, Sara. Say
you' | | cone.

I NT. SARA’ S APARTMENT- - NI GHT

Sara’ s packing as she tal ks on the phone. She tries on
several dresses, deciding which | ooks best.
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SARA
No, Dad..
(she pulls a dress over
her head)
It’s just that it’s a bunch of
noney and | can’t afford not to
take it...

She stands in front of the mrror, checking out her
reflection, her figure, in the dress.

SARA ( CONT’ D)

W' || celebrate it the week after
as soon as |’mback. | prom se.

O course I'll mss you. | love
you too...

EXT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD- - DAY

Sara stares out over the bow of a sleek notorboat as it
speeds towards a small island off the coast.

Behi nd her, sitting in the boat, are Jordy, Panm e and
Laur en.

Arthur steers, his eyes wandering to the pale backs of Sara’s
| egs under her skirt, which whips in the breeze.
I NT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD HOUSE, SARA' S ROOM - DAY

Sara stands in an enornous, sunshine-filled bedroom decor at ed
in linme green and | avender. She expl ores.

Thr ough one door: an ivory marble bathroom Through the
huge, clean wi ndows: views of the sparkling, azure ocean.
On the night stand: another beautiful, exotic orchid.

A qui ck KNOCK on the door.

Sara opens it. Ana is there with fresh towels.

ANA
For you.

Sara smles, reaches in her bag and hands Ana anot her fol der
of practice problens.

SARA
For your daughter.
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Ana smles in thanks, hides the folder in her cardigan, and
goes.

Sara starts to unpack her bag. She takes out a few SAT
books, her conposition notebooks. Then, finally...

A Xerox copy of her manuscript.

I NT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD MANSI ON, DI NI NG ROOM - EVENI NG

Arthur, Pamm e, Sara, Jordy and another couple: BRUCE and
SUSAN sit around a beautifully set table, as Ana serves wld
sal non filets.

ARTHUR
...Forget Taiwan, forget Hong Kong,
Si ngapore, screw ‘em Shanghai is
where the big noney is right now.
Eighth largest city in the world
now, in ten years, it’s gonna be
bi gger than all of South Korea.
They are going to buy and sell our
asses- -

PAVM E
Well, they re not going to buy and
sell ny ass.

ARTHUR
No, sweetheart, only |I get to do
t hat .

BRUCE

I hope you get a good pri ce!
They all laugh. Another SERVANT refills their w ne gl asses.

ARTHUR
Seriously, I'"'mtelling you, pretty
soon China is going to own us all.
By the tine you have kids, Jord,
they' Il be trading in their PB&J]
for General Tso’'s Chicken!

Everyone | aughs again. Lauren bops up to the table, still in
her cute tennis clothes, a bit sweaty frompractice. She
sits and chugs her water.

PAVM E
Have you ever traveled to the Far
East ?
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It takes Sara a noment to realize Pamm e’ s addressing her.

SARA
No, um vyou know, | actually
studi ed Chinese in college for
about three years and | took a
Chi nese history course, but | never
made it over there.

ARTHUR
Now that’s smart, |earning Chinese.

As they chatter and eat, Lauren subtly gestures to her own
mouth, letting Sara know she’s got sonething stuck in her
teeth. Sara imediately runs her tongue over them Lauren
gestures a few nore tines until finally...

LAUREN
(sotto)
Got it.

The conversati on conti nues about China, as Sara smles
gratefully to Lauren.

SARA
(sotto)
Thanks.
(then, nmaking
conversation)
How s practice going?

LAUREN
You know. Intense. But cool. Do
you play?

SARA
Oh, | used to a little but not--

LAUREN
Awesone, let’s hit sone balls
t onor r ow.

Sara | ooks dubi ous. Lauren giggles.

EXT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD, TENNI S COURTS- - DAY

A deep, primal, BELLOWenerges from Lauren, as she slans a
killer serve that al nost takes Sara’s head of f.
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LAUREN
Ace!
(then, off her)
You okay?

SARA
Yeah, sure, |I'mfine.

Wth anot her massive GRUNT, she slans yet another ace, and
another, as Sara flinches out of the way.

LAUREN
Conme on! Don't duck! [|t’'s not
dodgebal I !

Lauren GRUNTS and serves again, as Sara lunges to return..
And hits a weird, off-balance shot that Lauren can’t get to.

A beat.

They both stand there, dunbfounded. Finally, Lauren brushes
it off.

LAUREN ( CONT’ D)
Lucky shot.

Sara recovers her balance, a bit proud of herself. Buoyed by
the small victory, she starts to dig deeper, bouncing from
side to side on her toes, anticipating Lauren’s next shot.
And now Sara starts to win a few points. Her face scrunches
as she gasps for breath, her body awkward but surprisingly
ef fective.

Now Lauren intensifies as well, stepping up her gane. Her
GRUNTS get deeper and even nore primal, as teeth clenched,
eyes abl aze, she gives it her all

This is war.

GRUNT. GRUNT.  GRUNT.

Deuce. Then, Advantage Sara. And then...

Finally, on one particularly excruciating, thrilling point,
Sara wins a gane.

SARA
(exhi |l ar at ed)
I can’t believe |I broke your serve!

Sara cones up to the net, ready to switch sides, but Lauren's
just standing still, watching Sara, stunned.
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SARA ( CONT’ D)
Lauren? Hey, can you believe I won
a gane?

Suddenly, Lauren smashes her racket down on the ground,
cracking it. She stonps on it a few tines, furious.

Sara stifles a smle as Lauren storns off, nuttering to
hersel f.

LAUREN
Stupi d fucking tennis.

EXT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD HOUSE, FRONT LAWN- - SUNSET
Sara, still sweaty and a bit sore fromthe gane, sits out
enjoying a few last rays as she grades one of Jordy’ s vocab

drills.

Suddenly a male form energes fromrunning on the beach,
backlit.

SARA
Jordy?
He conmes closer. It’s Arthur.
ARTHUR
Just me. I'mflattered, though,

that you could m x an old guy up
with a high school Kkid.

He takes off his shirt and uses it to wipe the sweat fromhis
brow He's in beautiful shape.

ARTHUR ( CONT’ D)
Cone for a swim

SARA
No thanks, it’s way too cold for ne
this tine of year--

ARTHUR
It’s refreshing. Cone on. You
| ook |ike you could use a coo
down.

SARA
No, really, I--1 don’t even have a
suit--
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ARTHUR
There’s extras in the pool house.

Sara shakes her head.

SARA
| really can’t, you know, honestly
t he ocean has never been ny thing.
There’s sea creatures and

nonsters. ..
ARTHUR
(he chuckl es, then)
Don’t worry. [I’Il protect you.

Sara takes a breath. No way out of this.

I NT. POOL HOUSE- - MOVENTS LATER

The pool house is outfitted with hair brushes, dryers,
towel s, sunscreens, a soda machi ne, everything.

Sara chooses a blue bikini froma rack of spare suits. She
puts it on, checking herself out in the mrror. Despite her
pal e skin, and the fact that it gaps a bit in places, she

| ooks pretty great.

EXT. OCEAN- - SUNSET

Arthur swins with strong strokes. Sara is a bit slower but
still keeps up, despite the waves hitting her in the face.

She swi ns underwater for a nmonent, opening her eyes to the
deep green. It’s very quiet. A bit eerie.

When she resurfaces, Arthur’s nowhere to be found. Finally,
she spots him clinbing up onto a nearby buoy. She sw ns
over to join himand he hel ps her up.

ARTHUR
Not too bad. For a witer.
She can’t tell if he s tal king about her sw nmng...or her
body.
SARA
Oh.  Thanks.

He | eans back, rel axing.



ARTHUR
O course, personally, | don't
trust books

SARA
Don’t trust thenf

ARTHUR
Full of Iies.

SARA
| think they ' re full of truths.

ARTHUR
Ha. Even wor se.

Sara laughs in spite of herself.

ARTHUR ( CONT’ D)
You spend all your tinme sitting
around readi ng, suddenly, life just
passes you by. You end up with
not hi ng but m ssed opportunities...

He | ooks over to her.

ARTHUR ( CONT’ D)
Life's a war. You have to fight
for your nonent. That’s why when |
see sonething | want...l take it.

S57.

Arthur’s eyes wander down to the deep neckline of her

swinsuit. She folds her arns over her chest.

SARA
That’s...quite a phil osophy.

Suddenly Arthur grabs her arm not hard but not lightly.

ARTHUR
Sar a.

SARA
Look, | don't, um |I--

ARTHUR
Don’t screw with ny son

She’s conpletely thrown, which is just where Arthur
her.

SARA
VWhat? How would |...

want s
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ARTHUR
Just get himin.

Arthur smles, ice cold and terrifying. He dives off the
buoy and starts a brisk crawl towards shore. Sara shivers
under the darkeni ng sky.

EXT. BEACH- - AFTER DUSK

Sara, lips blue, comes out of the ocean and grabs a towel.
She waps herself init, as she |ooks back out to the water
and shakes her head in disbelief at what just happened.

She starts up to the house.

EXT. FRONT TERRACE- - CONTI NUOUS

Sara passes by the famly, sitting out enjoying cocktail
hour. Arthur, already dressed for dinner with his wet hair
slicked back, m xes drinks. He |ooks over to Sara, still in
her suit and towel. She quickly averts her eyes.

Pamm e notices, sips her vodka ginlet.

I NT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD HOUSE, LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Sara and Jordy work at a desk. Sara |ooks a bit worn out
fromthe “fam |y vacation,” but Jordy’s intensely focused.

SARA
Okay. Break tine.

JORDY
One nore drill?

She | ooks at himwearily.

JORDY ( CONT' D)
You okay?

SARA
Yeah, it’s just...

JORDY
My famly?
(of f her)
Now you see what |’ mdealing wth.



59.

SARA
| can see that...you re nothing
like them You' re so different,
Jordy, you know, you’'re deeper, you
| ove art, and you draw and you're--

Pamm e pokes her head in.

PAMM E
How s it going in here?

SARA
Good. Good. He’'s about to do
anot her practice math drill--

PAMM E
Great idea. So..
(to Sara)

Can | steal you for a bit? Please?

EXT. DRI VI NG RANCE- - DAY

Pammie, in a Burberry jacket and Hernes scarf, hits balls
under the bright Novenber sun while Sara watches.

PAWVM E
Can you believe this weather? |
hate to admt it, but sonetines |
just | ove gl obal warm ng.

Pamm e | aughs and takes a swing. It’s terrible. She rolls
her eyes and hands Sara the golf cl ub.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Oh God, I'"mawful. Now Sara, give
it atry. Just let it happen.
Don’t think about your arns. Don’'t
t hi nk about your back, your hips,
just let go and...

Sara gives it a shot. |It’s even worse. They both |augh.
PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Oh, for God' s sake, we need a
daiquiri.
I NT. CLUB HOUSE- - DAY
They sit at a | arge pebbled glass table, sucking down frothy

banana daiquiris. Panmm e’'s sneaking a cigarette, enjoying
the girl tine.



PAWMM E
(re the snoke)
Don't tell ny famly. 1’1l get the
bi ggest |ecture, but sonetines I

j ust need one.

Pamm e bl ows snoke rings.

SARA
Your secret’s safe with ne.

PAVM E
You're so good to be here. | hope
your father isn’'t furious with ne,
taking you on the holiday. | just
worry about Jordy. Ugh. How did I
get this neurotic? | was a hippie,
you know. | was at Wodst ock.
nmean, | inhal ed.

She takes a | ong,
daiquiri.

satisfying drag. Sara sucks on her

SARA
And t hen?
PAVMM E
You know, | net Arthur.

(sighs, then)

Tell ne

he behaved hinself. During

your little sw nP

SARA

Oh.  Yeah, that was just--we were

tal ki ng about Jordy- -

PAMM E
Sara. |'mnot a fool. | know ny
husband. | just hope he didn't
upset you.

SARA

It was nothing. Really.

Pamm e | ooks down,

suddenl y vul ner abl e.

PAMM E

I know what you nust think of ne.
If I were your age and saw a

woman. . .

accepting that, 1 would

think, well, | would think she was

SO. ..

60.
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SARA
| don’'t--

PAMM E
But I'"mnot like you, Sara. [|’'m
not smart. | don't have any tal ent
for anything except just... being

nyself. And, well, Arthur is
willing to conpensate nme for that.
(then, with a | augh)
O he was, anyway... Wio knows what
the future holds. Wo know what
happens if | gain five pounds, or
rock the boat, or Jordy doesn’t get
in.

Pamm e, puts her hands to her face, as her sunny facade gives
way to heartbreaki ng desperation.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
You have no idea how jealous | am
of you. You have a book. A voi ce.
I’d give anything for that.

SARA
You have a lot. Your children,
your beautiful hones, you
have. .. Jordy.

PAMM E
Cone on. You're snmarter than that.
You know that none of that stuff is
really, truly m ne.

Pamm e takes a sip of daiquiri, recovering. She squeezes
Sara’s arm A bond.

I NT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD, DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT

The whol e Anders fam |y includi ng GRANDPARENTS, an AUNT, an
UNCLE, and several COUSINS, sit gathered at a Thanksgi vi ng
t abl e.

Ana serves, giving an extra little smle to Sara, as if to
say, “Thank you.” Sara smles back. Everyone clasps hands.

Lauren, for the first time in normal (non-tennis) clothes,
says grace.

LAUREN
Thank you God for providing food,
and shelter and each ot her.
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Jordy, next to Sara, squeezes her hand hard.

LAUREN ( CONT’ D)
And t hank you for our good fortune.
Anen.

Lauren | ooks up, and everyone begins to eat, Sara’ s voice
bl ending with the voices of the famly, until she is truly,
conpl etely one of the group.

EXT. MARTHA' S VI NEYARD DOCK- - CONTI NUQUS

Pamm e stands on the dock as Sara gets into a waiting boat,
about to spirit her off.

PAMM E
...and you' || be net by a car at
the main dock, which will take you
hone.

SARA

Don’t worry about Jordy. He's
ready. Just make sure he keeps
| ooki ng at that vocab--

A DECK HAND grabs Sara’s duffel bag and throws it in the
boat. He's about to take her backpack, when she stops him

SARA ( CONT’ D)
(to the Deck Hand)
Wait. Hold on.
(to Panmi e)
Here it is. As prom sed.

She opens her backpack, pulls out the manuscript and hands it
to Panm e.

PAMM E
Your novel. Sara. This is a big
st ep.

She | ooks at the title page.

PAMM E
(reading the title)
Small World. | like that.
(then, full of materna
| ove)
I”’mso proud of you

They hug warmy.
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PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
| can’t wait to give this to
Mar i anne.

SARA
Thank you. For everything.

Sara clinbs in the boat and it speeds off, over the clear,
blue sea. Fromthe | awn, Jordy watches her go.

EXT. JACOBS HOUSE- - DAY

The front door of a nobdest house in very rural Massachusetts
swi ngs open to reveal Joseph, in a ratty tweed jacket and
j eans.

Sara stands on the doorstep with her backpack, an overnight
bag, and several shopping bags of things she’ s picked up
al ong the way.

SARA
Happy Thanksgi vi ng, Dad.

JOSEPH
Vell, well, well. Better late than
never, | suppose.

He gives her a little kiss on the head, and she cones inside.

I NT. JACOBS HOUSE- - EVENI NG

Joseph, wearing an apron, has attenpted a full Thanksgi ving
dinner in the cranped, dingy little kitchen. Dirty dishes

fill the sink. Books are everywhere, stacked in piles, on

shel ves, on chairs, on the table.

JOSEPH
The nice thing about celebrating so
late is that the turkey was hal f-
price.

SARA

I"msorry, Dad. It’'s just, like I
sai d, the noney was--

JOSEPH
Sure, of course. | under st and.

A pause. Sara can tell her father’s hurt.
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SARA
I have sonething for you

She opens one of her |arge bags, starts to rumrmage through
it, pulling out a few sheaves of papers, folders, stacks of
not ebooks. Her father’s eyes light up in anticipation.

Finally, she pulls out a |arge box. She opens it to reveal a
beautiful pink orchid, wapped in colored plastic paper.
It’s exactly the sane as the ones in the Anders houses.

If Joseph is disappointed, he covers it well.

JCOSEPH
An orchid. Sara, this was
expensi ve.

SARA

| just thought it was cool.
He | ooks cl oser, appreciating its strange beauty.

JOSEPH
To see the world in a grain of
sand, and a heaven in a wild
fl ower.

SARA
Hold infinity in the pal mof your
hand, and eternity in an hour.
(she smles)
Bl ake.

He nods, proud of his smart daughter.

JOSEPH
You know “orchid” is fromthe
Greek, “orkheos,” neaning testicle.

SARA
(enbarrassed)
Really? Onh, God, I--

JOSEPH
No, it's perfect. Who couldn't use
nore bal |l s?

Sara | aughs, as Joseph smles at her: she’s forgiven.



65.

I NT. JACOBS HOUSE- - NI GAT

Sara and Joseph sit at the kitchen table. Joseph unwaps a
bottl e of Veuve Ciquot.

JOSEPH
I have been saving this for al nost
a year. And...
(pops the cork)
Now i s the nonent.

He pours, and holds up his gl ass.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)

A toast. To health and happi ness.
To hard work. To enlightening young
m nds of future generations. To
you finishing your novel

(then, some advi ce,

guot i ng)
Trust thyself. Every heart
vibrates to that iron string.
That’ s- -

SARA
Emer son. | know.

They clink gl asses, and sip.

I NT. JACOBS HOUSE, SARA' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Not hi ng has changed in here since Sara was in high school:
Mat h Team trophies, French Club prizes, and old stuffed
ani mal s gat her dust.

On the walls are photographs of Sara and her parents, Sara
and her nother at graduation, her nother as a young woman, in
front of Sara’s sane Underwood typewriter.

Sara lays in bed, covered by a graying pink Hello Kitty
bedspread, staring at the ceiling. An alarmclock on the
bedsi de table says it’s 3 a.m

A vi brating noi se cones from her phone, also on the table.
She reaches for it, answers.

SARA
Hel | 0?

It’s Jordy.



Intercut with:

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON, JORDY’ S BEDROOM

The room i s enornous,
pool table,
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and i ncludes an indoor putting tee,
and a huge flat screen TV with a Playstation
system attached. Jordy is in a plush, overstuffed bed,

shirtless under a Frette sheet, his cell phone to his ear.

Pause.

A | ong pause.

Sara kicks off her blanket. Her tank top is bunched up

around her shoul ders, exposing her body in the noonlight.

JORDY
I m freaking out.
SARA
Jordy? Do you know what tine--
JORDY
What’'s the area of a cylinder?
SARA
They’' || give you that formula on
t he- -
JORDY

VWhat’'s the difference between nean,
medi an and node?

SARA
You know this. | know you know it.
Get sone sleep

JORDY
Sar a?

Both of them breathe together on the phone.

a

She | ays her hand on her belly, gently, rising and falling.

Pause.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
| just feel, like, this huge huge
wei ght crushing nme all the tine.
And | think it mght be...ny
future.

He m ght be crying.

SARA
| feel that way too
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JORDY
No, you don't.

SARA
Real | y- -

JORDY
You' re better than anyone in
Greenwi ch... Anyone |’ve ever net.

SARA
Vell, there’s a wide world out
t her e.

JORDY
Mhmmmmm

A silence. Jordy’' s starting to get sl eepy.

SARA
Jor dy?

He wakes up for a nmonent. Then starts to fall asleep as he
t al ks.

JORDY
I would like to, you know, keep
traveling, just go everywhere and
j ust maybe neet people and, like,
draw pictures of everything | see.
And paintings. Make paintings.
And make people and things into
beautiful art, you know,
colors...and. ..
shapes. .. and...beautiful, amazing

t hi ngs. ..

SARA
Jordan. Good night. Good | uck
t onor r ow.

Sara waits on the phone for himto hang up. He doesn’'t.
He’'s asleep. She lays her head on the pillow, listening to
hi s breathing get deep and heavy. She stays that way for a
very long tine.

EXT. CEMETERY- - DAY

Sara stands with Joseph at her nother’s grave. It is carved
with her nother’s nane, and with the Buddha's | ast words:

“Make of yourself a light unto the world”
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Next to Sara, Joseph is on his knees, silently weeping.

JOSEPH
(quietly, to the
gr avest one)
My North, my South, my East, ny
West. My wor ki ng week, ny Sunday
rest...

Sara watches, feeling for him-and with him After a nonment,
he gets up, ready to go.

As they wal k back to the car, Sara nervously gl ances at her
wat ch. The minute hand ticks to exactly nine a.m

| NT. GREENW CH HI GH SCHOCOL- - DAY
A clock on the wall ticks to exactly nine a.m

Jordy sits in a long row of nervous-I|ooking high school KIDS
tugging on his lucky string. A TEACHER addresses the
students.

TEACHER
Pl ease open your test booklet to
page one. And begin...now

I NT. CENTRAL PARK RESERVA R- - DAY

It’s a chilly, gray day. Sara wal ks al ong the perineter,
deep in thought.

She turns to see Adam joggi ng over to her.

ADAM
Hey! Ww. \What a crazy
coi nci dence, bunping into you I|ike
this. You cone here a lot?

SARA
Um not that nuch, no--

ADAM
Oh. Really? Getchen said you do--

A beat. Adamrealizes he’'s busted. Sara sniles as he | ooks
around sheepi shly.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
Whew, it’s freezing. Coffee?
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Sara and Adam sit on an overstuffed sofa, as jazz plays in

t he background. She warns her hands on a | arge nug of

cof f ee.

ADAM
So. Hey, | took your suggestion,
and | started working on turning
some of ny poens and music into
t his whol e rock opera.

Sara sips her coffee, trying to renenber.

SARA
| suggested that?

ADAM
Yeah, it’s kind of about |ove and
the search for humanity in this
post apocal ypti c wast el and.
(then)
That sounded | ane.

SARA
(1 aughs)
No, it’s sounds good.

ADAM
Anyway, thank you

Alittle pause.
ADAM ( CONT’ D)
So...Getchen said you' re a great
witer.

SARA

She’ s never seen any of ny witing.

ADAM
(undaunt ed)
You know | 'd | ove to read sone of

your stuff sonetine, maybe. [If you

ever wanted to show nme anyt hi ng.

SARA
Maybe.

He | ooks at her.
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ADAM
You want to see what |’ m reading
right now? These really beautiful
poens. . .

He reaches in his bag and pulls out a book of poetry, flips

to a page,

A pause.

She | ooks

and reads.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
....they catch the noon in cup-
shaped bow s/ And they raise it’'s
floating light/ To their Iips,
burning with desire to see/ Into
the gullet of night, each one/dips
and drinks and di ps and drinks,/
Until there is only dark water,/
Until there is only the dark.

He | ooks up

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
I nean, how good is that?

at him knowi ngly.

SARA
Yeah. It’s...ny nons.

ADAM
Real | y?

H s face breaks into a sly smle: Cearly, he knew. She
smles back, getting it. He |ooks at her for a beat,

t hi nki ng.

Sara nods,

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
It kind of makes you never want to
write anot her word, because what
woul d be the point?

understanding all too well. He opens to the

dedi cati on page.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)

I love this, she dedicates it to...

(readi ng)
My North, nmy South, my East, ny
West. My wor ki ng week, mnmy Sunday
rest.

(then, to Sara)
Your parents nust have had an
amazi ng rel ati onship.
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She finishes the |last sips of her coffee. Smles at him

SARA
Thank you.

She starts to put on her jacket.
ADAM
You' re going? Wait, here, take ny
nunber .

He scribbles his nunber on a napkin. She takes it, folds it
and puts it in her bag.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
Call ne...anytine.

She nods, and goes.

I NT. SUBWAY- - NI GHT

Sara sits anong the other PASSENGERS, pal e under the
flickering fluorescent light. Over the |oudspeakers, an
uni ntel l'i gi bl e announcenent plays. Nobody reacts.

I NT. SARA’ S APT-- N GHT

Sara curls up on her bed, staring at Jordy’s draw ng, stil
tacked up on her wall.

The lines blur, slowy...slowy...
FADE TO BLACK
CRASH!

I NT. ANDERS MANSI ON, KI TCHEN- - DAY, SEVERAL WEEKS LATER

Pammie, in the kitchen (which is now i npeccably decorated for
Christmas), has just SMASHED an anti que vase agai nst the

wall. Cut flowers and broken porcelain are everywhere.
JORDY
Mom what the--Jesus Christ. \What
are you- -

He sees, on the marble counter top, his opened SAT score
report. He picks it up, looks at it.
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JORDY (CONT’ D)
Ch.
(then, off her)
Mom cal mdown. God. Nobody died.

PAWVM E
It’s twenty points | ower than you
did last tinme around. It’s three

hundred and fifty | ower than your
practice test--

JORDY

| can see that.

(then)
| just choked, okay? | had a bad
day. And maybe, maybe, have you
consi dered that maybe I’ mjust not
smart enough for this shit? | have
dysl exi a and ADD-

PAWVM E
Oh, grow up, Jordan

JORDY
VWhat ? The doct or -

PAWVM E
Do you know why the doctor said
that? Because we paid hima | ot of
noney. | mean, have you ever
wonder ed why ei ghty percent of kids
in Geenw ch have some dammed
| earning disability? Do you think
there’s something in the water
here? There’s an idea! Call Erin
Br ockovi ch!

JORDY
God, Mom why do you have to be
such a bitch about this--

PAWVM E
(very nasty)
I don’t know, why do you have to be
such a fucki ng-baby-idiot.
(then)
I"msorry. It’s just...your father
is not going to like this.

pai nful pause. Jordy tries to make it better.

JORDY
I still think I can get in.



PAVM E
| don’t know. Your father may know
sonmeone on the board.

JORDY
| think I can doit. If I wite a
really strong application...

Pamm e slowy brightens at this ray of hope.

PAMM E
You re right. That's the right
attitude. Good, | know you can do
this sweetheart.

(then)
Now, your father and | are |eaving
in a week, for Aspen, a business
ski thing. Lauren’s going to stay
with the Ellises, but you won't be
al one, we’ Il get soneone great to
hel p you. The Friedmans had this
Chi nese guy for Bennett. Yao or
Yen? Anyway, he went over the
whol e application, the essays--

JORDY
Sar a.
Beat .
PAWVM E
What ?
JORDY
Sara or nobody. Sara or | won’'t
apply at all.
PAWVM E

Jordan. She | owered your score.

JORDY
That wasn’t her fault. Besides. |
won’t work with anyone el se.

PAWVM E
(carefully)
This is self-sabotage Jordan. It’s
when you' re attracted to things
that are not good for you. Believe
me, | know the drill--

73.
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JORDY
She knows how to get people in.
She’s gotten a ton of results in
the past. Haven't you ever heard
of second chances?

I NT. UPPER EAST SI DE CAFE- - DAY

A favorite hang out of the |ladies who |lunch, decorated with
aggressively pink floral tablecloths, serving tea sandw ches
galore. A beautiful, Christmas tree sparkles in the corner.

Pammi e and Sara sit at a table by the wi ndow, the score
report in between them

SARA
I don’t know what happened. His
| ast practice test was--

Pamm e has her gane face on.

PAVM E
Ch, you know, it is what it is.
And, as Jordy says, nobody di ed.
God, high school is hard enough
wi thout all this pressure. |

should know. | was the fat girl.
SARA
Real | y.
PAMM E
They used to call ne Fat Pam It
was, “There goes Fat Pami” “Think
fast, Fat Pam”
SARA
You | ook amazi ng now.
PAMM E
Vell, that's just w |l power.

W | power and strength. The kind
of strength it’s going to take to
get Jordy into Harvard.

Pamm e’ s eyes narrow, fierce blue |aser beans.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
Can you handl e that?

SARA
Yes.
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PAMM E
I | ove Jordy.

SARA
O course.

PAVM E
Quite frankly, after what happened
| wanted to try another tutor. But

he said he’ll only work with you.
SARA

Ww. [I'mflattered.
PAVM E

Don’t be. He' s young.
A very tense pause.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)
| called nore of your references.
It seens you do have a very good
track record, you went to Harvard,
you did work-study in adm ssions--

SARA
| got six in |last year.

PAVM E
Well, Jordy wants you. And here’s
alittle surprise for you
What ever Jordy wants, Jordy gets.

Pamm e | aughs, breaking the tension, and starts to gather her
t hi ngs.

PAMM E ( CONT’ D)

So, you’ll be up on Sunday then.

(an afterthought)
And, by the way, | haven’t
forgotten about your novel.
Marianne’s in Paris this week, but
as soon as she gets back, | wll
personally hand it to her. How
does that sound? Do we have a
deal ?

Pamm e puts out her hand; Sara takes it.

SARA
Deal .



76.

EXT. METRO NORTH STATI O\ - DAY

Sara scans the parking lot, |ooking for Pammie or Jordy's
car. Nobody's there to pick her up.

EXT. ANDERS HOUSE- - DAY

Sara wal ks up the drive, rings the bell. She knocks on the
massi ve door. No answer.

She wal ks around the perineter of the house, peeks in a few
wi ndows. Through one w ndow she notices Jordy, asleep, on
the sofa. She taps on the window Harder. He doesn't wake

up.

Finally, she spots a half-open wi ndow, goes to it, opens it
all the way and clinbs in.

AN EAR- Pl ERCI NGLY LOUD ALARM SYSTEM GCES OFF

I NT. ANDERS LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NOUS

Jordy, groggy and not in good shape, wakes up to see, Sara
com ng through the window. They shout over the sound of the
al arm

SARA JORDY
Fuck! Fuck! Jordy, turn off Sara? What the fuck? Are
t he fucking alarm you robbi ng us?

SARA JORDY
No, |’ m not robbing you! What the fuck are you doi ng?
Turn off the fucking alarm You clinb in our w ndow,

fuck!

SARA JORDY
| could see you in here. W Are you insane? Have you
have a session. Nobody cane | ost your m nd? A session
to pick me up. | wanted to what day is it? |’ m awake,
wake you up. Jesus, fuck

The al arm suddenly stops. Silence. Sara |ooks around the
l[iving room It is in a conplete state of disarray,
t hor oughl y trashed.

SARA
What happened in here?

She sees a few enpty bottles of booze.



SARA ( CONT’ D)
Were are your parents?

JORDY
Aspen. It’s a business ski thing.

SARA
I"’mcalling them

JORDY
No- -

7.

She grabs for her phone. Jordy knocks it out of her hand,

stunbles and falls to the fl oor.

SARA
You should go Iie down.

JORDY
(fromthe floor)
I amlying dowmn. Flat.
Hori zontal. Reclining.
Reconbi nating. Supine. How s ny
vocabul ary?

SARA
You’' re drunk
JORDY
Inebriated. | am an inebriated

cal am tous fi asco- -

SARA
Jordy, you're fine.

He sits up.

JORDY
Fine? M/ score went down.

SARA
I don’t know what happened. On the
practice tests, you did great--

JORDY
| cheated on those.

SARA
What? How? | ripped the answers
out of the book--
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JORDY
| bought another copy at Barnes and
Noble. It’s not rocket science.
SARA
Wiy? That’s so stupid. Wiy would
you lie--
JORDY

| don’t know. Maybe, have you
consi dered that naybe for one
nmoment | wanted to know what it
woul d feel like...to do well.

He puts his head in his hands.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
Forget it. Drunken confession.

Shit.

SARA
It’s going to be okay. We'll
just... we'll get to work.

But...first things first...

I NT. ANDERS KI TCHEN- - DAY

Through the window, it's starting to snow. Sara is at a

beauti ful marble counter, cracking eggs into a porcelain

bow . She whi sks themtogether, pours the mxture into a
pan, cooks.

SARA

(as she cooks)
kay, great, so for the persona
statenment, let’s just brainstorm
There’s soccer, of course, and
| acrosse. And your Mom said
sonet hi ng about building toilets in
Bot swana for Habitat for Humanity?

JORDY
Guatemal a and that was the worst
two weeks of ny life. The only
reason anybody does that shit is to
get into college.

She serves the onelette onto a plate.
SARA

OCkay, fine, then. What’s inportant
to you.
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He | ooks at her. Sniles.

SARA ( CONT' D)
Jor dy.

JORDY
VWhat ?

SARA
Stop that.

JORDY
St op what ?

SARA
Stop looking at ne like that.

JORDY
Li ke what ?

He keeps staring straight at her. Then, trying to recover,
she hands himthe plate and a fork.

SARA
kay, why don’t you just...go
start. Just wite for a bit,
anyt hi ng you want, stream of
consci ousness, get the thoughts
fl ow ng.

He nods, takes a bite of the onel ette.

JORDY
Mm This is delicious.

And, taking his food, he' s off.

I NT. ANDERS HOUSE- - DAY

Sara wal ks down the hallways of the quiet, enpty house,
thrilling at the silence, the feeling of trespassing. She
noves past beautiful art work, rare books, famly photos in
Tiffany franes.

The house is still beautiful, but it’s no |onger so
overwhelmng. It now feels personal, specific.

She peers into:

ARTHUR AND PAMM E'S BEDROOM a | arge, beautiful roomwth an
enor mous, plush king-sized bed. Two walk in closets house
tons of beautiful, barely worn cl ot hes.
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PAMM E'S BATHROOM i s just off the bedroom and has a huge
mar bl e tub and cabinets full of Pamm e’ s expensive |otions
and creans. She dabs sone on her hands, enjoying the feel of
it.

ARTHUR S BATHROOM i s still luxe, but obviously not nuch used.
Sara sniffs a bit of col ogne.

Wal ki ng further through the house, she finds herself in:
I NT. SUN ROOW - DAY

A roomwith glass walls. As the snow falls harder and harder
outside, it’s like she’s in a life-sized snow gl obe.

She sits watching the snow as slowy the day turns to dusk.

I NT. JORDY’ S BEDROOM - EVENI NG

Sara peers into Jordy’s bedroom where he is stretched out on
his bed, staring at a sheet of paper. Crunpled up pages are
all around him along with a few | oose drawi ngs. Several
drawi ngs are also tacked up on the wall, near his desk.

SARA
How s it goi ng?

JORDY
| suck at this.

He covers up what he was witing.

SARA
Let ne see what you got?

JORDY
No.

She reaches for his paper.

SARA

Jordy, cone on. Showit to ne.
JORDY

It’s bad.
SARA

We have to start sonewhere.

She hol ds out her hand for himto give her the paper. He
hesi t at es.
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SARA (CONT' D)
Fine. Then read it to ne.
(of f him
Jordy, it’s just nme. |It’s okay.
It doesn’t have to be perfect.

He | ooks at her. Finally, he unfolds his paper, relenting.

JORDY
Sit down?

She sits on the bed next to him

JORDY (CONT’ D)

It’s really dunb. Ckay.
(a deep breath, reads)

["’msorry I’ mnot bl ack.
I'"'m not Latino or part Cherokee. |
have no affiliation with any of the
Native tribes. |In fact, I've never
even been to a reservation.
don't speak Swahili or Yiddish or
Farsi or know Anerican Sign
Language or Braille or even Morse

code. |'ve never won a Nobel
Prize. |'ve never won a free coke
frommy bottle cap. Wen | cal
into the radio station, |I'm never
the twelfth caller. |'ve never

i nvented anything, |ike soda that

doesn't expl ode when you open it no
matter how shook up it gets or a
robot that brings you snacks in
front of the TW.

He takes a deep breath, his voice starting to break.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
| wasn't born in a leap year. |

don't have a twin. | don't have a
pet who does tricks. | don't want
to be president. | haven't

overcone great obstacles only to
realize the neaning of true
strength and then wite a book
about it. M life will not be nade
into a novie, made for TV or

regular. |’'ve never had major
surgery. 1've never had a near-
deat h experience -- or died on the

operating table and then cone back
after seeing a white light and ny
dead grandna.

( MORE)



JORDY( cont ' d)
|'ve never been in a car weck.
|'ve never had stitches. | don't
have any scars. So that's ne.
Jordan Russel | Anders.
Exceptional |y nediocre in every
way. That's ne.

Sara | ooks at him noved.

SARA
Not bad. Not bad at all.

A beat. Suddenly, the tension is thick. She stands up.
SARA ( CONT’ D)
That’s all for tonight. | should,
um try to get back..

She | ooks out the wi ndow, where the snow is com ng down
har der .

SARA ( CONT’ D)

Sonehow.
JORDY
| doubt the trains are running
anynore.
SARA
I know.

She stares out the wi ndow, not sure what to do.

JORDY

Way don’t you just stay here?
SARA

Wher e?
JORDY

Stay here.
SARA

Her e?

A char ged beat.

JORDY

Lauren’s room Right down the

hal I .

She | ooks at himfor a nmoment, hesitating, and goes.

82.
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I NT. LAUREN S ROOM - NI GHT

Sara curls up on a frilly, pink bed under a huge picture of
an adorable (and sonehow slightly evil) Kkitten.

She nestles her head in the fat, down pillows. Soon she’s
fast asl eep.

I NT. ANDERS FRONT PORCH- - MORNI NG

Sara energes fromthe house, just waking up. She finds Jordy

on the steps, wapped in a blanket, shivering. He |ooks over
at her.

JORDY
Sl eep wel | ?

SARA
| should go--

JORDY

You have plans |later?

SARA
No, Jordy, it’s just, it’s, | can't
stay here another--

JORDY
What about ny application?

She takes a breath, caves.

SARA

(gently)
The thing you wote. You--can't

send that in.

JORDY
I know.

SARA
So, what are you going to wite
about? The essay question is,
“Tell us sonmething we won’t |earn
about - -~

JORDY
You’ re maki ng me col d.

He noves over to share the blanket with her, gestures for her
to sit next to him She does.
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SARA
Jordy. Tell us sonething we won't
| earn about you fromthe rest of
your application. Come on, think.
Surprise ne.

Pause. Jordy |ooks out at the snow covered trees.

JORDY
| read your book.

SARA
VWhat ?

She | ooks down. Her manuscript is next to him half-hidden
under the blanket. He picks it up, holding it close.

JORDY
Last night. M nmomhad it on her
desk and | took it and | read the
whol e thing, | couldn’t stop..

She | ooks at him

SARA
(carefully)
What did you think?

JORDY
| loved it. | nean | really |oved
it.

Sara takes this in.

SARA
Wy ?

He opens to a dog-eared page.

JORDY

She’ s | ooking at the painting.
Her e.

(reads)
W stood in front of it breathing,
our hearts beating. M heart
slamred into the walls of ny chest,
ny blood, red as paint. |
whi spered, softly, to the half-
ghost at ny side, “CGod, I w sh we
could go inside there. Don’t you
wi sh we coul d go inside?”

He | ooks at her.
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JORDY
That’ s exactly what | said to you
in front of the Picasso.

SARA
I know.

And it hits them both. The connection is undeniable, very
seductive and very dangerous.

SARA ( CONT’' D)
I shoul d go.

She starts to get up. He grabs her arm

JORDY
Sara, no, please..

SARA
(carefully)
Pl ease. .. what ?

JORDY
Help nme. Sara. It’'s ne. 1It’s ny
future. It’s nmy life.

He | eans in, about to devour her. She backs away, her | ast
resort.

SARA
kay. Ckay.
I NT. METRO NORTH- - DAY

Sara stares out the wi ndow at the passing, snow covered
countryside. She pulls out a |legal pad and wites:

Personal Statenent. By Jordan Russell Anders.

And she begins to fill the page wi th words:

The hot Guatemal an sun beat down on the back of ny neck..

I NT. SARA’ S APARTMENT- - NI GHT

Sara spreads the pages of the hand witten essay on her desk.
She grabs her |aptop, considers it for a second, and then
noves it aside. A beat. She feeds a blank piece of paper
into her typewiter.

She begins to type the essay, with great care.
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I NT. ANDERS LI VI NG ROOM - DAY
In an ALCOVE, by the door

Sara hands Jordy a stack of envelopes with the essay in each.
The Harvard envelope is at the top of the stack, bearing its
insignia: Veritas.

SARA

(quietly)
Here you go- -

Further into the room Panme’s arranging cut flowers in a
vase by Arthur, who |ays on the sofa, elevating a sprained
ankl e and readi ng the Econom st.

PAMM E
(calling over to her)
Tell nme this nightmare is over,
Sara. |Is he finally done?

SARA
(cal l'i ng back)
I think he’s in good shape.

Sara turns back to Jordy.

SARA ( CONT’' D)
So you just put this in with your
reconmendati ons, your transcripts,
your scores, everything el se, okay?

He nods, deeply appreciative.

JORDY
Thank you.

A pause. Sara doesn’t want to | eave, but has no nore reason
to stay.

JORDY (CONT’ D)
(softly)
No matter what happens, | won’t
live here anynore, starting in the
Fall...Just a few nore nonths.

SARA
I know.

They share a last smle. She goes. Panmm e and Arthur watch
her | eave.
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I NT. PREM UM PREP COFFI CES- - DAY, A FEW WEEKS LATER

The same bedraggl ed group of tutors, including Adam sits
around the table, listening to Getchen

GRETCHEN
...S0 now we have AP's to | ook
forward to of course, and then a
new crop of Juniors will start SAT
prep soon. Sara, wWll you take the
Ward’ s younger child? You did such
a great job on Elizabeth.

Sara is coloring in her nails again, not |istening. She's
wearing Jordy’s jacket.

Adam | ooks over at her, making eye contact. She smiles, then
goes back to her nails.

| NT. UPPER EAST SI DE MANSI ON- - DAY
Sara sits with Cole, a new student, in a bright, sunny room

COLE
(reading fromthe manual)
Al t hough sonme think the terns “bug”
and “insect” are BLANK, the fornmer
termactually refers to a BLANK
group of insects.

It’s the sane question Sara first did with Jordy. One of his
doodles is still in the margin of her manual .

Col e | ooks up at her expectantly.

COLE (CONT’ D)
Un..are you going to help ne with
this or what?

But she’s sonewhere el se.

I NT. SARA’S APT-- N GHT

Sara stares at her telephone. Finally, she picks it up,
dials. The voice mail picks up

PAM E (V. Q)
Hi, you ve reached the Anders
famly. Sorry we’'re not home right
now to take your call

( MORE)
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PAMM E( cont ' d)

Pl ease | eave a nessage and we’ ||
call you back as soon as possible.
Thanks!

BEEP. Sara pauses. Tries to sound cheerful.

SARA

Hey guys. It’s Sara...Jacobs. Um
so just wanted to check in, say hi.
It’s been a little while. You
probably haven't heard from school s
yet, but hope you guys are good..

(pause, an afterthought)
Al so, hey, you know, | was just
curious about ny manuscri pt.

Anyway, no worries, | know these
things take time, so... Yeah. Cal
me whenever and we’' ||l catch up.

She stays on the line. A wonman’s voice conmes on.

WOVAN S VO CE (V. Q)
If you are satisfied with your
nessage, press one. To re-record,
press two--

Sara presses two. Tries again.

SARA
Hey guys! Sara here. Just saying
hey. Wbndering how it’s going up
in Geenwi ch. Hope everything s
okay. Happy New Year. Well, |
guess that was |ike over a nonth
ago, two maybe, whatever,
but...Anyway, just checking in..

As she tal ks, Jordy’s drawi ng catches her eye. She
straightens it.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK- - DAY

It’s the first warmish day in a long tine. Here and there,
crocuses peek through the hard ground. Sara and G etchen
wal k around the reservoir, drinking iced |attes.

Gretchen is pregnant, just starting to show.

GRETCHEN
...David wants to redo all the
cabinetry in the kitchen, you know,
and I’ mjust like, cabinets?

( MORE)
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GRETCHEN( cont ' d)

Real ly? Are you kidding? Wth
t he baby com ng and, everything--

But Sara’s not listening. She's staring at the surface of
t he water.

GRETCHEN ( CONT’ D)
I know, how boring aml1? 1’'m
t al ki ng about cabi nets, God--

SARA
No, it’s just...Have you heard from
t he Anders?
GRETCHEN
(t hi nki ng)

The Anders, yeah, the National
Science Prize kid? OCh, no, wait,
that’s the Sanders. Yeah, Jordy
Anders? The dunb jock in

G eenwi ch? He got in.

Sara i s stunned.

SARA
To Harvard?

GRETCHEN
M racul ous, right? The Mom call ed
| ast week. That’s right, you
worked with him Sorry, |
shoul d’ ve called you. You know, |
have so many students right now,
and with the renovation, and being
pregnant my brain is |ike soup.

Sara sits on a bench. She can barely breathe.

I NT. MACY’ S- - AFTERNOON

Sara wal ks past sheet and towel sets, |aundry hanpers, nugs
and tea kettles.

She exam nes a sweatshirt. Considers a bean bag chair.
Checks the price tags.

Trying to select the right gift.

I NT. MACY' S CAFE- - EVENI NG

Sara sits at a table, a small, one-cup coffee maker next to
her.
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She puts the coffee naker in a gift bag, and ties a sweet bow
around the top. She unties the bow and re-ties it. Making
it perfect.

EXT. ANDERS LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Sara stands awkwardly in front of Lauren, who sits at a brand
new grand piano plunking out a joyless Fur Elise.

LAUREN
(not | ooki ng up)
Oh, he’s not here. | think he has
| acrosse canmp for, like, two nore

weeks before he finally gets out of
here and goes to Harvard.

SARA
I's your nmom around?
LAUREN
Nope, she’s--

Lauren hits a wong note. Bangs on the keys furiously.

LAUREN ( CONT’ D)
Goddanmi t !

Sara stares at her a beat, turns, and goes.

EXT. LACRCSSE FI ELD- - DAY

Bodi es of boys slaminto each other with feroci ous abandon,
sprayi ng sweat and bl ood.

Sara approaches slowy, holding the wapped coffee naker,
until she’s standing near the sidelines, slightly hidden
behind a tree.

Her eyes find Jordy anong the players. She watches hi m make
a gl orious, game-w nning play.

He rips off his helnmet. Sara’ s about to go to him when he’s
nobbed by his friends, many of whom she recogni zes from her

ni ght out with him

Not wanting to interrupt, she just watches hi m go.

I NT. UPS STORE- - EVENI NG

Sara puts the coffee maker in a mailing box. She picks out a
card and struggles to think of what wite in it.
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She starts to wite: Congratulations on Harvard! | am so
happy to--

She changes her mind, crosses out what she was writing,
crunpl es the card and picks a new one.

She stares at the new, blank card. No idea what to say.

Finally giving up, she crunples the new card and takes the
cof fee maker back out of its mailer, starting to go.

An angry, heavily pierced and tattooed CLERK calls after her:
CLERK

Hey. You're gonna have to pay for
that stuff.

I NT. SARA' S APARTMENT- - NI GHT

Sara | ays back on her bed, staring at the ceiling. The

cof fee maker, still wapped, is on her desk. She listens to
nmusi c, blasting the same great SONG that she and Jordy heard
in the arcade.

I NT. AMIRAK TRAI N- - DAY

Sara is a bit dressed up, wearing make-up. She stares out
the wi ndow of the train at the passing | andscape, catching a
glinpse of her reflection.

EXT. HARVARD SQUARE- - DAY

Sara energes fromthe T station into the chaos of coll ege
life. She wal ks through the throngs of STUDENTS, naking her
way towards Harvard Yard.

A huge sign over the front gate reads:

VELCOVE HARVARD CLASS COF 2011!

EXT. HOLWORTHY DORM - DAY

Sara stands outside of the freshman dorm Through an open
wi ndow, she can just make out Jordy.

She checks in her backpack for the wapped coffee maker,
nestl ed anong her conposition notebooks, and takes a deep
br eat h.
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I NT. HOLWORTHY DORM - DAY

Sara steels herself and knocks on a door that has Jordy’s
nanme on it, along with a mni dry-erase board and the nane of
his roomate: ERI C CHEN

Frominside, Jordy’ s voice.

JORDY (O S.)
It’s open!

Sara opens the door to see Jordy and Eric drinking beer and
shooting a Nerf basketball into a hoop nounted on the wall.

Jordy freezes at the sight of her.

JORDY
Sar a.

Eric tosses the ball to Jordy, who still doesn’t nove,
letting it drop to the floor.

ERI C
Hey, what the--

JORDY
(softly, to Sara)
What are you doi ng here?

SARA
I know this is unexpected. | just
t hought maybe we coul d. ..

Eric looks to Jordy. Then to Sara. He takes his cue.

ERI C
"1l take off, man. No problem
Just, hey...renmenber our deal ?

Eric holds out his hand.

JORDY
Qur deal ?

ERI C
You know, you copy ny Econ notes, |
get the keys to your Beener.

Jordy nods, casts an enbarrassed gl ance to Sara, and starts
rooting through a drawer for his car keys.
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ERIC (CON' T)
(to Sara, re Jordy)
This guy’s the best.

Jordy finds his keys and tosses themto Eric, then | ooks over
to Sara nervously.

JORDY
You know, the thing is, Sara, |
ki nd of have cl ass--

Eric snorts with laughter. Jordy shoots hima warning | ook.

Eric shrugs, “whatever,” grabs his jacket froma hook, and
goes, the door slanm ng behind him

Al one together, Jordy and Sara stare at each other, neither
one knowi ng exactly what to say. She notices his wist: The
“lucky string.”

Jordy shifts, self consciously.

JORDY
It’s just that...it’s still
shoppi ng period, you know, when we
pi ck cl asses--

SARA
Yeah, | remenber.
JORDY
So | should probably go check this
one out.
SARA
What are you thinking of taking?
JORDY
Just, like, Econ 101, Statistics,

Macr oeconom ¢ Theory, and, um
somet hi ng about markets.

SARA
Does any of that interest you?

He | ooks at her, no response.

SARA ( CONT’' D)
Jor dy.
(then, quietly,
truthfully)
What are you doi ng?
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He can hardly look at her. Finally, he turns away, grabbing
his jacket and backpack, heading for the door...

JORDY
It’s not that easy.

He | eaves, the door sw nging shut behind him Al one, Sara
| ooks around the dorm room

On Jordy’s desk, am d enpty beer bottles and packets of Ranen
noodl es, the Harvard Course Catalogue is still inits shrink
wr ap.

She opens her bag, pulls out the wapped cof fee maker,
hesitates for a nonent, wondering what to do with it.

Finally, she puts it on the bed.

Next to it, on the bed, she notices a SKETCHBOOK. She flips
it open. All of the pages are bl ank.

She cl oses the sketchbook, and goes.

EXT. HARVARD YARD- - AFTERNOON

Sara wal ks past STUDENTS, scurrying to and from cl ass.

She gazes up the inposing stone staircase of Wdener Library,
as an elderly PROFESSOR | aden with a stack of books carefully
makes his way down.

Wal ki ng on, past Lanont Library, she catches her warped
reflection in the shiny bronze, abstract Henry Moore

scul pture of a reclining woman.

She wal ks through Enmerson Hall, glancing in at a coupl e of
cl assroons where class is in session.

On her way out, she pauses in front of the |arge, seated
statue of Emerson, stately and serene.

She wal ks on.

EXT. ADM SSI ONS OFFI CE- - DUSK

Sara stands in front of the old, red brick building. A

| arge, brass plaque by the front gate carries the Harvard
seal, with its notto in large, stern capitals:

VERI TAS

Sara stares at it.
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She wal ks up the pathway, rings the bell. The Dean of
Adm ssi ons, DEAN STEWART, a kind ol der man, answers.

DEAN STEWART
(smles, glad to see her)
Sara Jacobs?

I NT. ADM SSI ONS OFFI CE- - DAY
Sara sits with the Dean, her heart racing.

DEAN STEWART
So, you're sure. He didn't wite
any of it?

SARA
(hard to say)
| don't even think he read it.
(then)
Talk to him

He takes this in. Bad news. For himand for her.

ADM SSI ONS OFFI CER
Wiy are you telling me this now?

SARA
Because. It’s the truth.

EXT. HARVARD YARD- - DUSK

Sara wal ks, in a daze, back through the darkeni ng canpus.

Li ghts have started to go on in dormroons, where students
can be seen | aughi ng, studying, talking on the phone, going
about their |ives.

Sara gl ances up at them a nonent.

| NT. PREM UM PREP OFFI CES- - DAY
Sara stands in front of Getchen, red-faced and furi ous.

GRETCHEN
The truth? Are you kidding nme?
Sara, how could you?

SARA
[ - -
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GRETCHEN
This job is ny livelihood. It’s ny
l[ife. | thought you were ny

friend. Where's the truth in that?

EXT. PREM UM PREP OFFI CES- - MOVENTS LATER

Leavi ng, Sara bunps into Adam who’s just arriving, his arns
full of new SAT manual s.

ADAM
Sara. Wit up--
(of f her)
You okay?

SARA
Actually, | just got fired.

ADAM
Fired? Fromthis job?
(a thought)
Hold on, don’t go anywhere.

He runs off. She stands, a bit confused. Finally, he
reappears, a big smle on his face.

SARA
What ?
ADAM
I just quit.
SARA
VWhat ?  Why?
ADAM
Well, if you re gone, that job
| oses pretty much all of its charm
(then)

So...now that we're both free, a
little celebration is in order
don’t you think?

I NT. W NE BAR-- EVENI NG

Adam and Sara sit at a corner table, a candle flickering
between them as Sara drinks a |arge, |lovely glass of red.

SARA
What are you going to do?



ADAM
Un..l don’'t know. Any ideas?
Sara sm | es.
SARA
I wi sh.
ADAM

| actually finished that rock opera
thing I was working on--

SARA
About | ove and the search for
humanity in a post-apocal pytic
wast el and?

ADAM
(flattered)
You renenber ed.

He | ooks at her.

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
Well, um there’s going to be a
l[ittle mni production thing
downtown at the Flea in a few weeks-

SARA
Hey, congratul ations--

ADAM
Thanks, so, if you wanted to...cone
check it out--
(then, nervous)
Just, don’t judge because it’s
really, totally new -

Sara smiles, nods a little, “I get it.”

ADAM ( CONT’ D)
But, | play in the band, on-stage,
so if you did cone, 1'd definitely
be there in person enbarrassing

nysel f.

A ni ce nonent.
ADAM ( CONT’ D)
What about you? What are you going
to do?

Sara shrugs. He leans in a bit closer to her.

97.
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ADAM ( CONT’ D)
Can | make a suggestion? |If it’s
not too presunptuous of ne..
She braces herself for himto ask her out.

SARA
Sure. Go ahead.

A beat.

ADAM
Send out your novel .

She | ooks at him taking that in.

I NT. SARA’S APT-- N GHT

Sara gathers up all her SAT materials, collecting themin a
pile. She puts themin a corner.

She | ooks up on the bulletin board above her desk. Her eye
i s caught by Jordy’s draw ng.

She stares at it a nonent. She dials Jordy’s cell. The cal
goes right to voice mail.
JORDY(V. Q)
Hey, it’s Jordan. Leave a nessage.
BEEP.
SARA
Jordy. It’s Sara. | just wanted
to say, | hope that you understand.

If not now, then soneday. And...
(a breath, thinking)
Goodbye.

She hangs up, resolved. Takes Jordy’s draw ng off her
bul letin board, puts it away.

MONTAGE
W see SARA:

--Browsi ng Barnes and Noble in the “How to Sell Your Novel,”
secti on.

--Goi ng t hrough How To books, book reviews, nmagazi nes, naking
lists of editors.
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--Tacking her lists up on her bulletin board.

--Typing up query letters on her laptop, filling in one
address after the next.

-- Addressi ng envel opes to publishers, putting stanps on them
taking themto the mail box.

- - Checki ng her nmail box for responses.

- - Taki ng her PREM UM PREP manual s, boxi ng them up, dropping
them of f at GOODW LL. She smiles at a YOUNG | NNER CI TY G RL
who seens interested in them

I NT. JACOBS HOUSE- - EVENI NG

Sara sings the last line of “Happy Birthday” to her father,
his face lit by the glow of the candles in his m sshapen,
very honmemade cake. He | ooks at the cake, thinking.

JOSEPH

(quoti ng)
Do not go gentle into that good

night/ A d age should burn and rave
at cl ose of day--

SARA
(anused)
Dad, you're only sixty three--

He shoots her a smle.

JOSEPH
Do not go gentle into that good
ni ght. ..

She obliges him smling back.
SARA
Rage, rage, against the dying of
the |ight.
He bl ows out his candles. Licks sonme icing off his finger.

JOSEPH
Mm  Del i ci ous.

He takes another |ick, as she grabs a wapped box, hands it
to him

SARA
This is for you.
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JOSEPH
Sara, this had better not be
sonet hi ng expensi ve.

SARA
Just open it.

He unwaps the gift to reveal a Xerox copy of Sara’s
manuscript, Small Wrld. H s eyes |ight up.

JOSEPH
Sweet heart. ..

He stares at the title page, at his daughter’s nane.
Finally, he | ooks up, very noved.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
Thank you.

He | ooks back to the manuscript for a nonent.
JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
I"ll read this right away to give
you ny thoughts.
She nods, appreciating him

SARA
That woul d be great.

He opens the manuscript to the first page. He puts on his
gl asses, peers down at it, reads for a beat.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
Hmm  Good openi ng.

SARA

Dad, just don’t--not now -
JOSEPH

What, | like it--
SARA

(enbarrassed)
Don't read it in front of me--

JOSEPH
Sorry, sorry.

Joseph | ooks over at her, cradling her novel in his |ap.

JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
"’ mso proud of you
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EXT. STREETS OF NEW YORK- - DAY, WEEKS LATER

Sara, |ooking rested and refreshed, cones hone with a bag of
groceries. Her cell rings. The nunber: UNKNOMW.

Sara hesitates. Answers.

SARA
Hel | 0?
FEMALE VA CE
Sara? Any Mckelson. |1’man
editor at FSG | received your
query letter regarding Small World,
your novel. ..
Sara drops her groceries in shock. Oranges roll into the

gutter. She barely notices, smles wide, enjoying this
nonent .

I NT. FSG OFFI CES- - DAY

Sara, nicely dressed, waits in the reception area. Her
manuscript is on her |ap.

A beautifully put-together woman, AMY, pokes her head out
from behind a door.

I NT. AMY’ S OFFI CE- - MOMENTS LATER

It’s very sleek and nodern. Any is obviously type AAA very
successful, very kind.

AMY
| was interested at first because |
think I was in your class at
Har var d

SARA
You’ re ki ddi ng.

AMWY
So our paths nust have just gone...

She makes a gesture with her hands of two |ines al nost
crossing, then not.

SARA
And now they're...
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Sara crosses her hands. Any laughs. This is going well.

AMY
And, then, you know, the strangest
t hi ng happened because | nentioned
you to a few friends in the
publ i shing world..

Sara listens intently, very excited.

AW ( CONT’ D)
And | described your story, which
you outlined in your letter, and a
few of themsaid it sounded very
simlar to a book that Knopf just
bought. Also called Small Wrld.
By Panel a Anders.

Beat. It takes a nonent for this to sink in.

AW ( CONT’ D)
She’s a forty-sonething new witer,
but everyone’s calling her a hot
young voice. So then | called her
editor, Marianne Lewi s, who's al so
a mentor of mne, and Mari anne
asked her about it, and apparently
you used to work for thenf

Ay | ooks at Sara, full of pity.

AW ( CONT’ D)
Look, | don’t want you to get in
any kind of trouble. You're
obviously...and this is such a
t ough business...l was hoping |
could just...head this off before
you get caught.

Sara’s too stunned to speak.

EXT. FSG OFFI CES- - DAY

Sara wal ks outside, in a state of shock. Harried NEW YORKERS
bunp into her, as they rush past.

A beat. Her breath quickens. She starts to nove, nmaking her
way nmore and nore qui ckly down the crowded street...
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I NT. SUBWAY- - DAY

Sara stands on the express train, hanging onto a pole. She
wat ches the stations pass. Finally, she arrives at G and
Central ...

| NT. GRAND CENTRAL STATI ON- - DAY

Sara rushes through the station, under the magnificent, blue
dome, the canopy of illum nated stars. She glances up at the
constel |l ations that seemto swirl above her..

I NT. METRO NORTH TRAI N- - DAY

Sara sits by the window, willing the train to go faster.
Trees, |akes, houses blur outside the w ndow. ..

EXT. METRO NORTH TRAI N STATI O\- - DAY

She bolts out of the train, past the other arriving
passengers, the idling cars picking up friends and famly.

She runs to the taxi stand, flags down a cab.

SARA
(getting in, to the
cabbi e)

16 Deer Park Road...

I NT. TAXI CAB, GREENW CH- - CONTI NUQUS

The cab speeds through the quiet streets. Sara’s, in the
back seat, wi ndows open, nind racing.

EXT. ANDERS MANSI ON- - CONTI NUQUS

The cab pulls up and Sara gets out. She takes a breath, as
she stares up at the enornous entrance.

She goes up to the door, pushes hard on the doorbell. She
bangs on the huge, gold door knocker. Over and over and
over. The dogs go crazy inside.

Finally, fromthe other side of the door, Pamm e’s voice:
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PAM E (O S.)
(to the dogs)
Peter! Peter, stop that! Theo,
down! Shush! For God’ s sake--

The door opens. Pamm e goes pale.

PAVM E
Sar a.
SARA
Tell nme it’s not true.
PAVM E
What are you--
SARA
My book. My book.
PAVM E
Your book? Oh. Well. Not

anynore, is it.
Sara’'s hit with the full horror of the truth.

SARA
Oh ny god. How could you--

PAWVM E
Sara, you need to cal m down- -

Sara goes right for the jugular, hurt and furious.

SARA
Just because you have not hing,
doesn’t make it right to--

PAMM E
When are you going to reali ze,
Sara, it’s not about right and
wong. Life's not atest. It’'s a
war .

Sara’s too stunned to respond.
PAMM E ( CONT’ D)

Besides. [|’ve always wanted to be
a witer.
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SARA
You' re insane to think you Il get
away with this. | wote that book,
all 1 have to do is..

PAMM E
What ?  What proof do you have,
real ly?

For Sara, a light bulb.

SARA
Jor dy.

PAMM E
What could Jordy do? He' s eighteen
years old and instead of starting
college with his friends he's
upstairs in his room pl aying vi deo
gamnes- -

SARA
He’'s here?

A charged beat. Sara breaks into the house, past Pammi e, who
| ets her go.

I NT. ANDERS HOUSE- - CONTI NUOUS

She runs down the hallway, up the stairs, to Jordy’s bedroom
t hrows open the door...

I NT. JORDY’ S BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Jordy’s laying in bed, doodling on the back of an old Sports
Illustrated. Seeing Sara, he bolts upright. He sits very
still, looking at her, stunned.

She takes himin. Hs face is different, ol der, wearier,
pal e and unshaven. No | onger boyish, he finally |looks |ike a
man.

SARA
Jordy. .

He stares at her, not saying a word, inpossible to read. A
| ong silence, thick with the weight of everything that’s
happened between them
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SARA ( CONT’ D)
| had to do it. That life you were
| eadi ng, cheating on everything,
| yi ng, doing exactly what your
parents wanted you to, that’s not
you. You're an artist, Jordy. You
coul d never be happy living a lie.
You deserve to live your own life,
to create beautiful, amazing
things, tolive in a wrld that’s
honest and uni que and conpl etely,
utterly yours. | want that for
you.

He |istens, does not npve.

SARA ( CONT’' D)
You're the only person in the world
who knows about my book. Who knows
that | gave it to your nom who
read it before anyone el se, who
knows everything that happened.
And so |'m asking you, please, |
need you to vouch for ne, to tel

the truth. 1t’s a chance for you
to do the right thing. Please.
Hel p me.

A long beat. He slowy stands.
He noves to her.

Very close now, he puts his hands on her shoul ders. The
touch is electric. He |ooks deeply into her eyes...

And finally, gently, he pulls her into him enveloping her in
his armns.

At long |last:

They Kkiss.

Passi onately, hungrily, devouring each other. Jordy’ s hands
roam her body, as all the long nonths of pent-up tension
finally rel ease.

JORDY
(whi speri ng)
Sara. ..

She breaks away for a nonent, breathless, losing herself in
his eyes. A long beat. He takes her in.
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JORDY (CONT’ D)
Don’t be so fucking naive.

He backs away from her, |eaving her standing al one.

SARA
But - -

JORDY
G ow up.

H's face is hard, his eyes pure ice. She can't speak, the
wi nd conpl etely knocked out of her. She |ooks at him He
doesn’t give a mllineter.

Finally, she turns, slowy wal ks towards the door..

And | eaves, closing the door behind her.

I NT. ANDERS HOUSE- - DAY

Sara, eyes focused strai ght ahead, wal ks down the hall, and
descends the long staircase. At the bottomof the stairs
stands Pamm e, silently victorious.

Sara | ooks at Panm e for a beat.

And wal ks right by.

Past t he:

LI VING ROOM where Ana is polishing an antique wood tabl e.
Sara and Ana’s eyes neet for a nonent, and Ana gives Sara a
smal |, appreciative smle.

Wth Pamm e behind her, Sara makes her way to the front hall
The dogs silently watch her go.

She heaves open the heavy, front door, and emerges into the
bri ght day.

Pamm e cl oses the door behi nd her.

EXT. ANDERS DRI VEWAY- - DAY

Sara stands in the bright light, on the doorstep. She wal ks
slowy down the driveway through the iron front gates.
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EXT. GREENW CH- - DAY

She wal ks on, down the | ong shady roads, past the nmansions,
the golf courses, the hedges, the ponds...

Slowy, the late afternoon turns to dusk..

And the world of Greenwich begins to recede into | ong, deep
shadows.

EXT. GREENW CH TRAI N STATI ON- - EVENI NG

Sara sits on a bench, the sane bench where she once sat with
Jordy. A few lonely COWUTERS join her on the platform

wai ting. The day has dissolved into darkness.

The train ROARS into the station and the commuters board it.
Sara does not nove. A CONDUCTOR | eans out of the train.

CONDUCTOR
Ma' an? Train s |eaving.

She nods to him gets up, slowy, deliberately. She |ooks
around Greenwi ch one |last time, and gets on the train.
I NT. METRO NORTH TRAI N-- NI GHT

Sara gazes at her reflection in the glass as the train
hurtles forward through space, |eaving behind all she s |ost.

As the train noves through small dark towns at night, closer
and closer to the city, she reaches into her backpack.

She rifles through her stack of conposition notebooks, all of
themfilled with her old witings, torn out pages, added
pages, and Post-Its. Wdged in between themis the napkin

wi th Adami s phone nunber on it.

She searches through a few nore filled notebooks, finally
finding one that is new, conpletely blank.

She takes it out of her backpack, along with a pen.

I nspired, she opens to the first, pristine, white page.
And begi ns.

THE END





