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1 INT. ART STUDIO, DAY 

AUDIO: Brat by Michael Cera 

We open on a white art studio in Chicago. A scrolling pan of 
the room, which looks to be designed for painting and 
sculpting. The tables are covered in color scheme pieces, 
script title scenes, reference books. One table is falling 
apart, and holds on top of it older film gear. A chunky VHS 
tape recorder lies on top, with a laminated label reading 
"WOLF" stuck to the side. A dry-erase board "Story of my 
lie". A compact, red portable record player turns. 

We get to the wide, floor-to-ceiling windows. A stunning view 
of Chicago in the summer, around dusk. We float at the window 
for a moment. We then lift our vision to the sky, a clear 
starry night; unnaturally starry for a city. 

Cut to a macro shot of DAISY, her face leaned against the 
glass, fogging it. Her face is streaked with tears, her eyes 
reflecting the now nighttime city lights. Her focus is 
downward, her finger tips against the glass touching her 
lips. The shot is nostalgic. 

Her eyes flutter upward toward the sky. We see the reflection 
of the stars. We zoom in to her eye, until we are surrounded 
in a starry night scape. The night is black but warmed by the 
pocks of glowing stars. Shooting and intertwining in dust. 
They dance for a moment. 

Pan back out from the eye. DAISY now is propped up on her 
hands, searching around with her eyes. We pan back further 
until we see DAISY, suspended in the starry night scape. Her 
positioning looks unexpected, as though just a teen girl 
propped up watching TV in her room. 

The music comes to a close, and the calmness lurches as 
gravity gives out, and DAISY's body drops until she is hinged 
at the waist like a marionette doll, hanging. 

CUT to CU of DAISY's face from below, her hair floating 
around her. A tear drops from her face, slowed, and her 
expression looks as though she's lurching to grab the tear 
with her eyes, devastated. 

Cut to black. 

2 INT. JOHN F KENNEDY INTL AIRPORT CUSTOMS- DAY 

Open on a shot of a girl's arm, sweater sleeve rolled up, 
exposing a white stone bracelet with the name "DAISY" in  

(CONTINUED)
                                                             



 Mar K Sailor

CONTINUED: (2)
                                                          2. 

white star-shaped beads. She holds a boarding pass and 
passport in her hand. She stands in line at customs. 

Shift in moment: A shutter audio bit and a flash of white, we 
see DAISY's face on her black-and-white customs photo, 
winking. 

Cut back to airport. 

We see the slow movement of lines, the boring elderly TSA 
Agents working in their glass cubicles. An assortment of 
accented people discuss amongst themselves in line. DAISY, 17 
years old, stands alone, a knit backpack slung over one 
shoulder and a smaller duffel by her feet. She looks 
disgruntled, exhausted and messy. 

GIRL approaches TSA agent, a handsome and muscular man. 

DAISY 
Hey, how's it going. 

The TSA Agent takes her passport and paperwork, barely 
looking up. 

Cut to shot of DAISY who stands with an expectant smile on 
her face. She radiates warmth and patient innocence. 

TSA AGENT 
So, what was your reason for visiting 
Kenya? 

DAISY is surprised to see the man look up at her. He sizes 
her up, sexualizes her. He licks his lips and grins. 

DAISY 
Oh, I was on a service trip. Teaching 
English to school kids. 

TSA AGENT continues to size DAISY up, pausing his focus 
briefly on her chest, which is slightly exposed from her 
sweater slipping down. 

TSA AGENT stamps down on her paperwork, and slides it back to 
DAISY slowly. 

TSA AGENT 
You know, you look like you're 
fifteen. 

DAISY, frustrated by the man, forces a laugh. 
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DAISY 
Ah, I get that all the time. You all 
keep me young. 

Shot of TSA AGENT with a brief moment of satisfied confusion. 

DAISY slings her bag back and walks briskly away from the 
stand into baggage claim. She looks frustrated and grossed 
out. She shudders. 

3 INT. JOHN F KENNEDY INTL AIRPORT ARRIVALS - NIGHT 

DAISY sits against a row of windows looking onto the airport 
runways. It is nighttime, and you can see the distant lights 
of New York City in the background. 

A giant clock overlooking the international arrivals section 
reads 2:47 AM. 

DAISY has a phone to her ear, her head between her knees. She 
looks disgruntled and gross. 

DAISY (ON THE PHONE) 
No. No. Nana, I am genuinely okay, 
like I am not worried about myself. 
There are no creeps here. (beat) I 
know. I know. (beat) Well, that was 
the original plan, but when my flight 
from Nairobi got delayed, I couldn't 
get through customs in time to make my 
flight back to O'Hare from JFK. (beat) 
No, I missed my flight. It wasn't 
cancelled. (beat) It's okay! I 
scheduled myself for the next one, it 
departs at eleven AM. It stops in 
Atlanta. 

Quick cut, same faded coloring. Blues with glittering warmth 
(orange, creams). 

4 INT. JOHN F KENNEDY INTL AIRPORT ARRIVALS - NIGHT 

DAISY sits at a row of chairs in the arrivals, her feet 
propped up on her large green suitcase. She is bundled in two 
sweatshirts and green leggings, socks and sandals. Her eyes 
are exhausted and drooping. 

She holds her phone, FaceTime open with HAL. 

HAL 
Have you eaten? 
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DAISY 
No, but I'm just not hungry. I'm still 
on Kenya time. I'm so disoriented, I-- 
oh my God. It's actually been seventy 
hours since I last slept. 

HAL 
I'm sorry, Daze. I wish I were there 
with you. 

DAISY sits staring at the phone, frustrated and exhausted. 
She puts her head in her hand. 

DAISY 
Ah, I've gotta go, my phone's dying. 

Shot of phone battery percentage, it's at 94%. 

HAL 
Okay, text me with updates on 
everything. 

DAISY 
Bye. 

5 INT. GREEN AND BLUE BEDROOM 

A flashback scene. Everything is choppy and jumpy, colored in 
a dream-like scheme. 

A YOUNG DAISY kneels in front of a long mirror in her 
bedroom. The room is covered in posters and art, crowded. Her 
mirror is white and covered in writing and pieces of paper. 
It is dirty, and you can see a distorted image of the twelve-year-
old girl. 

Multiple switching shots: 

DAISY kneeling at mirror, pulling at her skin. 

DAISY feeding toast to her dog below the kitchen table. 

A group of middle-school aged girls standing in a snowy field 
outside of the school for recess. They all wear similar 
jackets and boots. Overlapping talk, yells, laughter. 

ELLEN 
You know you're the biggest short one 
in the group. 

DAISY in front of a cold and snowy background, stands                                                               stunned 
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with a red nose and tear-streaked cheeks. 

DAISY leaning over a notebook in her bedroom. 

A notebook with calorie-counting and food lists etched. 

DAISY walking on a residential sidewalk with a Flip camera 
aimed at the clumpy snow. 

DAISY lying next to her MOM, their faces close together. 
DAISY speaks as though it is a Catholic confession. 

YOUNG DAISY 
I'm losing weight. 

MOM 
That's good, honey. 

DAISY leaning against her closed closet door, her head in her 
hands. She leans her head against the door and cries upward, 
holding her sleeve to her mouth to conceal noise. 

DAISY dancing around her room and the hallway outside of it. 
She sings and traipses around loudly. 

A still shot of DAISY's legs in a bathroom. We hold on her 
legs, and see their complex bruising. Pan down to DAISY 
stepping onto a white scale, with purpose and routine. 

COMPLEX INNER SCENE: 

DAISY sits on the winding carpeted steps up to the third 
floor of her home. MOM sits a few steps above. MOM is crying 
and looking down the stairs, DAISY looks on blank-faced. 
DYLAN, her brother, stands at the bottom of the steps. He is 
red-faced and shouting up the stairs. 

DYLAN 
...Then do something! Do something, 
please! Please! Fucking look at her! 

The sputtering and collage of the scene stops abruptly in a 
white-noise silence. Everything is black. 

DYLAN (V.O.) 
Look at her! 

A flash back of DAISY on the stairs still, leaning over and 
screaming down. Her face is red, flowing with tears and 
anger. 
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Cut back to black, white noise. Ringing. 

For a few seconds, an image of the burning, flaming sun 
appears on screen. The white noise beats, and the flame dies, 
appearing to be a lesser and colder version of our sun. Black 
again. 

DAISY a couple years older now, lies on the wooden floor of 
her bedroom. A birds-eye view shot moving outward. She has 
very noticeably become extremely thin, more grey, and hollow. 
She wears only a nude-colored camisole and grey sleep shorts. 
She stares hollowly at the camera (ceiling) as we move 
backwards. 

DAISY (V.O.) 
God, this sucks. 

Cut back to black. 

6 INT. CHICAGO O'HARE INTL AIRPORT -- DAY 

Even, clean shot of a 15-year-old DAISY standing in between 
her parents. JANE is the same height as DAISY while LLOYD 
stands a half foot taller than the both of them. JANE looks 
as though she has been crying for hours, her face red and 
inflamed. LLOYD looks like the most stern, hardass man you've 
ever seen. He looks disappointed. 

The three of them stand in line at TSA. 

DAISY looks pained, but in a different way than JANE. 

We hold on the three of them and their contrasting 
expressions. 

DAISY drops to the ground. JANE and LLOYD drift a moment 
before noticing and glancing down. 

DAISY crouches on the ground, her arms wrapped around her 
spiny body. 

LLOYD looks on at JANE with a dismissive eye roll. 

LLOYD 
It's the anxiety. 

JANE glares at LLOYD before falling to DAISY's side. 

JANE 
What hurts? 
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DAISY seems dazed and confused. 

DAISY 
My... back hurts, I'm going to the 
bathroom. 

DAISY quickly weaves her way out of the line and to the 
women's restroom. She lurches into a stall, door ajar, and 
leans over the toilet, ready to vomit. 

We drift with her. She leans, a nauseous expression over her 
face. 

After ten seconds, she props her elbows up on the toilet seat 
and places her head in her hands. She is sweating profusely. 
She cries a little, but it's hard to decipher what is sweat 
and what are tears. 

She leans her head to the side. Her eyes catch her boarding 
pass, half crumpled next to the toilet. The destination reads 
BURLINGTON, VERMONT. She pauses, staring at it. She 
concentrates heavily, squinting her eyes. This concentration 
works up her nausea, and she begins gagging, still locked 
eyes with the ticket until she begins vomiting violently into 
the toilet; intertwined with sobs. 

Transition: Screen to black, the sound of vomiting fading 
out, then quickly fading back in. Quick bright open on: 

7 INT. AIRPLANE -- DAY 

Ringing. DAISY slams head against airplane seat headrest, 
pulling away the vomit bag and wiping her mouth. Tears streak 
her face, and she looks off to the side. She looks dehydrated 
and dying. JANE leans into frame, and waves hand out into the 
aisle. 

The plane is unmoving, still on the runway. 

Continuous shot of DAISY head lulling around in circles, eyes 
unfocused. JANE rubs her arm until FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
approaches. 

JANE 
Hi, would you mind throwing this away 
for us, please? 

FLIGHT ATTENDANT gingerly takes vomit bag from JANE. She 
bends down to get a better look at DAISY. 

FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
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Not feeling too well today? 

JANE 
No, she's not. Thank you. 

FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
Stomach bug, you think? 

DAISY's head nods off to the side, and she stares at the 
FLIGHT ATTENDANT as though she is a giant crab. Her eyes look 
wild. 

JANE 
Um... Not sure. You know. Her back is 
really hurting her. 

FLIGHT ATTENDANT stands upright, unnerved by the horrified 
stares of DAISY. 

FLIGHT ATTENDANT 
Okay. Okay. You know. I'm going to let 
the captain know of this, just for 
safety reasons. She really shouldn't 
be flying if it's this bad. It could 
be a ruptured appendix or something, 
and the airline       be held liable,                 would                 
so we just want to avoid any issues, 
okay, hon? I'll go tell him right now, 
okay? I'll be right back. 

LLOYD leans over and starts to object, but the FLIGHT 
ATTENDANT has moved down the aisle with ease and stiletto 
precision. LLOYD leans back in his chair, shaking his head 
angrily. 

JANE 
What? 

LLOYD 
Don't you think this is unnecessary? 
She's just got anxiety. 

JANE hastily turns toward DAISY who now looks simply doped up 
on opiates. 

JANE 
Daze, you think this is the anxiety? 
Is it really hurtin'? 

DAISY shifts her gaze from the side to her mother. Her 
expression softens, and she takes in her mother's face. She  
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smiles lovingly. 

DAISY 
Mommy, I've got a kidney stone. 

Transition slams to an X-Ray screen, and a slide drops into 
place, showing a clear CT scan of kidneys. The left side 
(marked with an L) shows an enormous kidney stone. The stone 
is circled in a red marker. 

Another slide drops into place. 

                                 Etched next to the circled MARGUERITE'S FIRST KIDNEY STONE!                            
stone. Stars are faint in the black of the scan. 

Cut to black. 

8 INT. GREEN AND BLUE BEDROOM -- NIGHT 

Back in the green and blue bedroom. The walls are bare, and 
the furniture has been rearranged. We're looking at around 
four years passed since the eating disorder interior. 

Long shot of large, 8-foot gold mirror leaning out of place 
against a green wall. 

An odd art piece of a young Dorothy looking out a modern 
window at the characters of The Wizard of Oz floating in the 
sky. 

A white-framed window, cracked open at the bottom. 

A dust-covered standing fan rotating. 

It's summer, the whole entire room seems to sweat and secrete 
moisture. 

A sweaty 14-year-old DAISY lies on the carpeted floor, chin 
resting in her hands. Directly across from her lies ANNIE. 
John Hughes-esque rotating eye shot. 

We pan down to see an opened (blue) Altoid box. Inside lies a 
pristinely rolled joint. 

ANNIE 
Are we-- 

DAISY reaches her hand out over ANNIE's face to quiet her, 
shaking her head. 

The two of them sit in silence again, returning to their  
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original positions staring at the joint. 

Shot of the rotating fan. 

9 INT. KITCHEN -- NIGHT 

A small and compact modernized Victorian-era kitchen. The 
lights are all off in the house, except the sink lights that 
line the counter tops. From a dark hallway emerges ANNIE, who 
is beautiful and holds features similar to a Victoria's 
Secret Angel. 

She stands directly in the first patch of outside light. From 
the kitchen entrance directly next to her jolts in a large 
chocolate lab. He catches her by surprise and Charlie Horses 
her. 

DAISY rushes in, all in a long shot, and bends to the dog to 
calm him. She waves toward the patio door to ANNIE. 

ANNIE and DAISY whisper over one another. 

DAISY 
Would you-- 

ANNIE 
He knocked me out-- 

DAISY 
Just-- Just go! Go! 

ANNIE 
Oh, Jesus Christ, I'm-- okay, yes, got 
it! 

ANNIE and DAISY hustle to the door, and quietly open it to 
slip outside. 

DAISY gently starts to close the door behind her, wincing to 
brace the noise. 

DAISY 
Do you have the lighter? 

ANNIE 
Do you have the joint? 

DAISY lightly touches the waistband of her plaid boxer 
shorts. 

CLOSE shot of her pored skin, her fingertips touching her  
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elastic waistband. 

DAISY looks up with an expression of disbelief. She is 
frozen, and shakes her head no. 

ANNIE turns on her phone flashlight, covering the brightness, 
and searches the patio floor. 

ANNIE and DAISY maneuver, and smash heads. DAISY pulls back 
cupping her nose. 

ANNIE       (CONT'D)
Oh my God! Oh my god. Oh my God, are 
you okay? Are you-- 

DAISY 
I'm fine, I'm fine! 

DAISY waves ANNIE off. 

DAISY pulls her hand away from her nose and we see her from 
our stance inside of the glass door. She stares just past us. 
A stream of blood starts pouring through her nose. 

CENTERED shot of the dog, Walter, standing with his head 
cocked at the girls, and a perfectly rolled joint dangling 
out of the side of his mouth like a cigar. 

CU of DAISY. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
Fuck me. 

10 INT. CITY GARAGE -- NIGHT 

An outer shot of three girls sitting inside of a yellow 
Nissan Cube. 

                                                         Healing sleep music plays, like that used in mindfulness 
                                                  meditation. Ex., Slow Morning by Robert Farrugia. 

POSIE and EVE sit in the front, DAISY sits in the center of 
the back. 

POSIE rolls a blunt on the dashboard. 

Focused and swaying shots of each of the girls, respectfully 
in Macro. A cherry accessory dangles from the rearview 
mirror. EVE with her head deep in her phone. POSIE licking 
the blunt, sealing. 
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DAISY head leaned back against the seat, seems drained and 
tired. 

DAISY 
Po, can I have a sip of your water? 

EVE hands DAISY a plastic water bottle and she drinks it all 
in one sitting. EVE watches DAISY. 

EVE 
You still missing him? 

DAISY looks emotionless, cold. 

DAISY 
Hardly. 

POSIE abruptly slams her hand against the dashboard and 
screams, shocking the other two. 

CU of POSIE, holding the most fat and pristine blunt at eye 
level. 

                                   Serious Drug by Wildcookie begins. 

The image of POSIE becomes hazy and distorted. 

DAISY inhales the blunt, holding it in her chest, eyes 
closed. She exhales, lazily opening her eyes. Sparkly stars 
are seen twinkling in her eyes. 

Images become slower, distorted, a secondhand high. 

POSIE, DAISY and EVE hitting and exhaling blunt in various 
methods and fashions. 

DAISY leans her body out of the open window up to her waist, 
bending backwards, facing the ceiling of the garage. She hits 
the roach, and blows O's into the air, which we see turn into 
the shapes of tiny smoky Saturns. 

                                           Serious Drug fades back into Slow Morning. 

The moment becomes more intimate with DAISY leaning out of 
the car window. She continues watching Saturn's rings of 
smoke loop around her. She closes her eyes. 

An audio bit laced in with the music in a lull, 

DAISY (V.O.) 
Please let it last. 
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11 EXT. VERMONT MOUNTAINTOP-- DAY 

A blistering cut to CU of DAISY dressed in all black felt and 
a green puffy hat. She stands in the middle of a drifty white 
mountain. Woods behind her. The tip of her nose is red, wind-
burnt cheeks. Her expression looks choked for air, on the 
verge of a panic. She stares intently straight ahead. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Close your eyes. 

DAISY closes her eyes, breathing shakily. 

DAVE (V.O.)             (CONT'D)
Okay. Are your eyes closed? 

DAISY 
My eyes are closed. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Your eyes are closed. Okay. What do 
you see? 

DAISY opens her eyes and looks to the side, presumably at 
DAVE, but the shot remains still on her face. 

DAISY 
What the fuck do -- black. I see 
nothing. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Would you, close your eyes, for the 
love of-- 

DAISY 
Okay. 

DAISY closes her eyes, calmer. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
There's nothing. You don't see 
anything anymore. 

DAISY 
There's nothing. 

There's a silence. DAISY cocks her head to one side, as if 
experiencing a feeling she hasn't before. There's nothing. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
(in a whisper) There's nothing. 
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DAVE (V.O.) 
Your dad's a sailor, right? 

DAISY 
Yes. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
And your mom? What does she do again? 

DAISY 
Writer. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
A writer. 

DAISY 
Yes. 

Another silence falls. With eyes closed, DAISY still seems to 
be processing an emotion, dissecting it behind her eyelids. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
I see boats. 

DAISY's breath catches in her chest minutely, and a small 
wave of calm spreads from her chest upward. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
They're not... normal sail boats. 
They're like the seventeenth century 
ships with the canvas sails. A whole 
fleet of them on calm water, but the 
sails... 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Are they filled? 

DAISY 
Yes. The sails are full. They're all 
going the same way, all going... Up? 

DAVE (V.O.) 
North. 

DAISY 
No. Up. They're all going up. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Heaven? 

DAISY 
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No. Idiot. No. 

DAISY seems distraught by this, the fact that DAVE isn't 
understanding, yet it seems she doesn't understand it 
herself. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
I'm losing everything. And I know, I 
     that everything has to change at know                                  
some point, I     ... I just can't               know                 
believe.                             I          (shaking head in disbelief)   
cannot believe. I wasn't ready. And 
maybe, maybe you're not ever supposed 
to be ready. But I really, I was not 
ready, Dave. And it wasn't even that 
great! I mean, clearly!         it was                         Clearly        
far from great, I'm standing in the 
fucking woods. I'm standing-- I'm 
standing shin-deep in the fucking 
woods, and I see nothing. I have 
nothing. I'm losing... I keep losing, 
I keep getting everything pulled out 
from under me, and I didn't-- I'm not 
ready. I'm not ready. 

DAISY has been crying. Her eyes remain closed, her head has 
bowed down and up. She pauses speaking to let a silent sob 
rack through her body, and wipes her dripping nose. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
This isn't how it was supposed to be, 
not yet. I'd be ready for it later, 
I'd be ready if... I don't know. I 
don't know how to process this, I keep 
fucking trying to process all of this 
and I don't know how, I don't know 
how. I don't know how. 

Another ripple. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
And I see these-- these fucking boats, 
they just keep coming and coming. No. 
They're going. They're going up, 
they're going away from me. And these 
are-- these are big fucking ships, 
they don't have gears to go backwards, 
they're old and wooden and filled with 
creaking boards and a rudder that 
doesn't fucking work in reverse. 
They're enormous, and they're going  

(MORE)
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DAISY (CONT'D)
away. And I can't stop them. I can't 
stop. 

DAVE (V.O.) 
Is your family on the boats? 

DAISY cries out a little in disbelief. 

DAISY 
My entire life is on these boats! My 
entire-- I don't even see anything, I 
just know. I feel it. And it hurts, it 
hurts a lot. My entire life. 

DAISY digs the palms of her hands into her eyes and shakes 
her head. She continues processing. She takes a deep breath, 
and pulls her hands away. She opens her eyes, red-rimmed. She 
stares down and ahead. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
I don't even want any of it back the 
way it was. 

Our first shift in shots, to DAVE, late 20s, a wilderness 
therapy guide. He sits on a snow drift, staring over at 
DAISY. He looks broken, intelligent, full of love and emotion 
for DAISY. He listens intently. Behind him, we see a 
beautiful background of the snow-capped Green Mountains of 
northern Vermont. 

DAVE 
You didn't get to say goodbye. 

DAISY 
I didn't. I didn't get to say goodbye. 

The two are silent. DAISY wades through snow to sit next to 
DAVE. 

DAVE 
I know you know you couldn't have ever 
known that there was a goodbye to be 
said. 

DAISY 
I know. I just wish I didn't have to 
be watching the ships sail off from 
afar. I'm supposed to be on them, too. 

DAVE hesitates, and turns toward DAISY. He studies her face  
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with searching eyes. He is full of wisdom. 

DAVE 
Part of you is. 

DAISY nods. It almost seems like there is more to be said, 
more to process. But the two sit in silence. 

Pan out to a wider shot of the two sitting in a scene of 
white. The mountain is still and isolated. 

12 EXT. RESIDENTIAL CULDESAC -- NIGHT 

DAISY sits in the driver's seat, with OLIVIA sitting 
passenger. DAISY wears a yellow sweater that stands out in 
the dull suburban winter. 

DAISY plugs her phone into the auxiliary and music seeps out 
of the speakers. 

DAISY and OLIVIA speak over each other about the Dunkin' 
Donuts iced tea they are on their way to get. 

DAISY 
I'm deadass so excited for this tea, 
Dunkin' doesn't over-ice their drinks 
like at Starbucks-- 

OLVIA 
Right, like I can't keep wasting money 
at Starbucks, it's just simply better 
at Dunkin'-- 

DAISY 
I just get really fucking butthurt 
every time I have to eat tea-flavored 
ice, it's just not how I should be 
living at this point-- 

OLIVIA 
Do they still have the, um, what is, 
the Thai tea-- 

DAISY 
They never had a Thai tea, what are 
you even-- It's just American sweet 
tea, that's so dumb that you thought-- 

DAISY has put the car into reverse during this conversation. 

She presses on the gas and we hear a loud slam and the  

(CONTINUED)
                                                             



 Mar K Sailor

CONTINUED: (2)
                                                         18. 

beeping of the reverse monitor on the Subaru. The car shakes 
violently. 

Jacques Clouseau-style outer car shot of the Subaru with 
girls inside that has just slammed into an old rusty BMW 
behind it. 

Inner shot of the girls. DAISY puts her hands over her mouth, 
shocked. 

OLIVIA swerves her head to stare at DAISY. 

They look over at each other, shrugging, hoping it'll be 
okay. 

Abruptly, the shrill scream of the car alarm on the BMW 
erupts. DAISY slams her head against the wheel, the horn 
blaring. 

13 INT. DAISY'S VW -- DAY 

A still shot of DAISY who is driving her car. 

A circular car freshener dangles from the rearview mirror, it 
says "Would you like me to take the wheel?" (It's Jesus). 

Her hair is pinned back. 

She drives steadily for a while. Her face is calm. A muted, 
dream-type score plays on. 

After a while, she stops at a red light, and we see the 
reddish reflect on her face. 

She sits up so she can see herself in the rearview, and opens 
a lipstick by holding it in her mouth. 

DAISY (V.O.) 
British red. 

She applies it, then dabs it out with her finger. She closes 
the lipstick, and looks at herself briefly. The red light 
turns, and she drives on. 

We are now on the outside of the car, looking in. A soft rain 
has been pouring, but now clumps of fluffed white snow 
cascade downward. 

DAISY leans her head forward and looks up at the sky. 

Back inside the car. DAISY takes a shaky breath, and leans  
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back into her seat. 

DAISY (V.O.)              (CONT'D)
On the morning of my high school 
graduation, it both rained and snowed. 

These moments are long and intimate. 

DAISY pulls up her phone, which is connected via AUX. 

We see her phone from eye-view. She opens favorites and dials 
OLIVIA. She turns it to speakerphone, and holds it close to 
her face as she continues to drive. 

Her face looks expectant, nervous, joyous. 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Hellooo? 

DAISY 
Good morning! Um, guess what the fuck 
is finally sitting in my passenger 
seat? 

We pan to the passenger seat, where a framed diploma leans. 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Ugh, okay. Is it... something for me, 
by chance? 

DAISY 
No, it's my diploma! 

There is momentary silence. 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Wait, sorry, you cut out. What do you 
have? 

DAISY 
My diploma! 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Your what? 

DAISY 
My! Di! Plo! Ma! 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Your d- what, how? 
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DAISY's facial expression has visibly sunken, and the color 
has drained from her face. 

DAISY 
I just graduated today, this morning! 
Remember? March 6th. 

A beat. OLIVIA fakes recognition and excitement. 

OLIVIA (ON PHONE) 
Oh, my God! Of course! How does it 
feel? How do you feel? You have to 
send me pictures of you holding it 
immediately. 

OLIVIA rambles on with fake excitement and enthusiasm. Her 
voice fades out, and we are stuck watching the faded and 
withered face of DAISY. After a while, all we hear is the 
steady rain. 

We watch as DAISY continues conversing (muted) with OLIVIA, 
sinking her arm down so the phone is on the divider. She 
returns both hands to the steering wheel. 

She holds one hand to her mouth, and silently sobs, wiping 
each tear away as it drops. She smiles through teary eyes, 
wipes her nose, and nods. 

14 INT. ADLER PLANETARIUM -- NIGHT 

                                Future Waves by Uther Moads in. 

We open on the outer exploring area of Chicago's Adler 
Planetarium, it is a clear night outside. Warm nebulas of 
light rotate across the floor, pinks & greens and purples. 

We linger on a few of the planets, Saturn and Venus. Mars 
drifts largely in the foreground. We maneuver our way through 
the white fluffed walkway that beams with aurora lights. They 
pulsate warmly, almost as if a human heartbeat seeping 
through the clouded walls. 

Through to the other end of the hall, stands a table. As we 
get closer, it steadily begins rotating into orbit. We focus 
on it, unmoving. A beam of light beams across and to the 
other end of the table. 

Illuminated are five cell phones. They range from flip phone 
to Palm Pixi, and a couple iPhones. After the light beam 
brings them to light, there is a brief lull of silence. And 
then they all begin to light up. The lights they display are  
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multicolored auroras, just as the clouded hallway. They 
pulsate in an interstellar manner. 

Now we hear the enmeshed conversations of past loves on the 
phones. They synch up, clash, come together melodically. They 
crash and come together softly. 

HAL 
Hey, Daze, it's Hal. Uhh... I'm not 
really sure what's going on right now, 
but I-- I don't really care that much 
either. That sounded colder, um, than 
intended. I didn't-- Uhg, okay. I just 
want you to talk to me, and tell me 
what's going on, because I'm already 
far enough away from you... I can't do 
anything if you just block me out like 
this, that's not how relationships 
work. 

ERIC 
Please answer the phone. You 
misinterpreted my intentions, and I 
just-- I feel like this is simple 
enough for us to talk through, so 
please, call me back. Bye. 

EZRA 
Are you serious? Can you grow the fuck 
up and answer my calls? This feels so 
fucking childish, it's... I can't keep 
putting up with your Midnight Love, 
you can't just be a slut whenever                                       you 
choose. I get a say in it, too, 
because it's supposed to be affecting 
  . Like, what, have you exhausted me                                 
yourself throughout your day that you 
can't give me what   need?                    I       

CAIN 
Hey... I miss you. I think you're 
still sleeping, so... I don't know, 
call me when you wake up. I love you, 
Moo. 

ERIC 
I just want you to know I really care 
about you, I       , really care about              really                    
you, and so I'm worried for you. It 
worries me so much when you don't pick 
up the phone after you panic, and you  
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ERIC (CONT'D)
know why. And if you really cared 
about me, you'd understand how much 
pain this puts me in. Please. Call me 
back. 

EZRA 
Daaaaaisyy... Call me. Now. Soon. 
ASAP. Send pictures. 

HAL 
Hey, I didn't want to wake you up this 
morning when I left,        I just                      but...        
want you to know, that, uh... I love 
you a lot, I... just saw the funniest 
vine compilation that I know you're 
gonna get a real kick, a real      out                               hoot     
of. I'll text it to you when you're 
awake. Okay, I love you. 

CAIN 
I love you. 

NORMA 
Easter always reminds me of you, and I 
can't help but feel my heart break a 
little bit. I really miss you a lot. 
And it feels like nothing ended how it 
should. And I miss that. I miss 
talking to you. I'm sorry it's so 
early, I know you must be asleep, but 
uh... yeah. I love you a lot. 

PATRICK 
Hey, I didn't mean to just blow you 
off. I got really busy. Hopefully I'll 
see you around some other time? 

BRANDON 
...and like Jo March, I find                                   your 
strength unbelievably contagious. You 
are warmth, sunshine. I would be 
honored, the luckiest man like Teddy 
to Amy, to cherish you and hold you 
the way you deserve to be held. 
Because you deserve a whole lot. And 
if it's not me, then I hope whoever 
gets to call you theirs, thanks the 
universe every day for it. Because you 
are one of a kind, and that's why... 
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EZRA 
Like you say you understand shit, but 
then you come off like an idiot 
sometimes. Fucking call me back like 
an adult, and we can actually talk. 
Jesus. 

JUDE 
I don't know what you were being told, 
but please just call me before you 
talk to anyone else. Please do not 
talk to anyone before you talk to me. 
Um, call me back. 

CAIN 
I fucking miss you. 

CHARLIE 
                                       It's a quarter after one, I'm a little 
                          Do you drunk and I need you now!        
remember when-- do you-- sorry, fuck, 
I'm-- Do you remember when in freshman 
year, you called me on New Years when 
you got drunk for the first time? And 
you sounded-- I mean you sounded like 
you, and so pretty and tiny, but you-- 
You sang that song... and I was 
asleep. And this might sound unfairly 
nostalgic, but I just-- I remember 
beating myself up every night.                                      Every 
     , because I was asleep. Ugh, I night                               
was asleep! You were drunk, but you 
thought of me, and I had my shot lined 
up. And I was asleep! I was asleep. I 
literally snoozed on my shot. Fuck! 
Okay, well, um, I'm on the corner of 
Asbury and what is-- Church. Please 
hurry. I'm drunk and I'm     ! Love                          cold       
you. 

EZRA 
(yelling) You're a fucking bitch! 
You're a fucking bitch, Daisy. You are 
cold, heartless and a fucking whore. 
Where the fuck are you?       the--                         Where       
I'm-- Jesus fuck, get off your knees 
and quit fucking-- call me. Now. 

BRANDON 
...and I, um, I got you flowers. And 
I'll bring them to you at rehearsal on 

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)

                                                             



 Mar K Sailor

CONTINUED: (5)
                                                         24. 

BRANDON (CONT'D)
Thursday. You don't, um... you don't 
have to call me back if you don't want 
to, but I will see you on Thursday. 
And I hope... I don't know. I'm, I'm 
just... I'm really happy I even get to 
see you. 

The aurora lights emitting from the phones one by one fade 
out until the screens are black and quiet. 

A shrill ringing is heard. 

We pan away from the orbiting table and find ourselves moving 
lazily like a dragon towards the open window walls that look 
out over Lake Michigan. 

                        Dreamt by Balmorhea in. 

Down on the floor by the base of the window lies a yellow 
rotary phone. The phone looks old, and has little painted 
cows jumping over little painted moons. The moons glow 
faintly. 

The receiver is off the hook, and lying connected by a cord 
outward toward the stars. 

Cut to shot of the ear piece, with the faint glowing of the 
base in the background. The glows pulsate warmly just as a 
heart would. 

Through the receiver we hear MAR. The sound of a summer night 
and commotion is heard in the background, along with gentle 
guitars strumming and a drummed beat. Her voice is beautiful, 
glowing, singing and laughing. She sounds breathless, and 
joyous. 

DAISY (ON THE PHONE) 
Hi! Hi-- Hi, hi, hi! It's me! I just, 
I really am feeling so many feels 
right now, and I'm getting this 
natural high, this-- God, it feels 
like I can finally,         again. It                     breathe           
feels like, God I feel great. I feel 
like I haven't ever felt, I feel-- I 
just can breathe. Um-- I don't know if 
you can hear, but Wisdom-- is playing 
the guitar, and it sounds so good. I 
feel like I want to learn to play the 
guitar. And I mean, I don't actually-- 
I have no fucking interest in learning 

(MORE)
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DAISY (ON THE PHONE) (CONT'D)
to play the guitar, but that's not the 
important part. The important-- The 
important part is that I feel like I 
     to do something. That I     do want                         can    
something. I haven't felt that in... 
God knows how long. Years. My entire 
childhood, my teens have been just-- 
fucked. Just absolutely fucked. 
Whatever. You know. And I haven't had 
a chance to be happy, it's all just-- 
but now? I'm all of the sudden just-- 
I am light all of the sudden. And not 
Lavagirl light, I am truly-- I feel 
like the sun has for the first time 
started shining over my face, and I 
feel it warming the rest of me up, 
it's just, I'm warming. I'm warming! 
I'm fucking thawing! I'm standing 
beneath the most radiant stars I've 
ever seen, in Africa. And I am glowing 
with the warmth of the fucking sun. 

There is a pause in her talking. She takes in a shaky breath, 
and returns in whisper. We hear tropical birds, ocean, guitar 
strumming. A light dream synth. 

DAISY (ON THE PHONE)                      (CONT'D)
I have wanted this. I... I have prayed 
for this. I'm not a Catholic girl, 
anymore, and I... I sat on my knees. 
Before my bed, I kneeled. And I put my 
hands together in prayer form, and I 
looked up to one star in the sky. I 
closed my eyes, and I prayed. I prayed 
to a God, I prayed... to the stars, 
even. I prayed that I would just feel 
warm for even a little while. I wanted 
to feel full, and warm, and not so 
fucking cold and empty and lonely. For 
even a little while. I wanted to know 
that feeling warm was a possibility. I 
kept facing this rejection from human 
interaction, like-- That stupid 
fucking camp prom, no one had asked me 
to dance, not      the entire time.               once                  
I've been isolated. And, Jesus, when I 
was sixteen, and I couldn't remember 
the last time I felt happiness-- a 
piece of me just... it just ripped 
clean off. And it's happened. I am  
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DAISY (ON THE PHONE) (CONT'D)
warm, and it's happening. Um. I'm 
sorry, I just... wow. Just, wow. I 
don't think I have anything more to 
clog your inbox with, but I... I love 
how it is right now. And I feel like 
I'm gonna actually be okay now. 

The ended call tone chimes, and the call is disconnected. The 
moons glow brighter than normal for a few moments, and then 
all fade to black. 

15 EXT. CAMP PAVILION -- DUSK 

The music continues (                   ) and intertwines                      Dreamt by Balmorhea                  
smoothly with a broken down acoustic drift of                                                         Yellow by 
        . A milky-way drip transition, Coldplay                               

a 13-year-old DAISY stands alone in the middle of a pavilion 
that is situated on a grassy flat of Northern Michigan woods. 

She wears a blue dress with large orchids blooming across the 
bodice. She stands with eyes closed, head tilted, swaying. 

She sways a while, almost evolving into small ballet 
movements. 

The mood shifts suddenly, and the lights twist to dark and 
then back to pulsing vibrancy. Music booms from speakers, and 
DAISY now stands amongst a hundred other teenagers. They are 
all dressed semi-formally. A sign hangs over beams ahead 
reading "                       ".          CAMP WAKESHMA PROM 2013   

CU of DAISY's face, which has switched from elegant 
pearliness to a red-faced overwhelmed, sweaty teenager. 

She starts weaving her way through people, suffocated by 
bodies. By the time she has escaped the larger crowd of 
people, she is wiping tears away from her face in an 
overwhelmed, hyperactive manner. 

She gets off the pavilion, and down the small hill towards a 
cabin. She leans her back against it, breathing heavily, 
sucking in air. 

Cut back to wide shot. The cabin she leans against is painted 
with an inverse colored Starry Night. 

CU on DAISY. She leans against the quiet cabin, an orange-
yellow overhead light beaming down on her face. Her face is 
situated, glowing yellow, right where the moon usually is in  
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the painting. 

Pan back to beautiful open shot of her glowing face in front 
of the mural. 

Now we cut to a few time-jumping shots of DAISY, recomposing 
herself. They jump, ticking. 

We stare dead-on at DAISY's face. She adjusts the straps of 
her dress, and cracks her neck to the right. She walks 
offscreen. 

We stare at the mural of Starry Night for a few moments after 
she is gone, her footsteps fading off. 

The yellow light continues beaming, until it flickers longly, 
exposing yellowish words painted to the building, reading "It 
is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves." 

16 INT. HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM -- DAY 

A modern, contemporary, urban, freely spaced high school 
classroom. The room is empty of people but for DAISY. She 
sits alone in a wheeled chair. 

A 16-year-old DAISY sits in a green rolling chair. A laptop 
is open on the table attached, along with a notebook that she 
writes on with a pen, glancing up at the computer. 

She sits alone in the room doing work. After a few moments of 
her silent studying, some loud noises are heard from the 
entrance. 

Three students enter the room with backpacks and computers. 
They situate themselves in a pod. DAISY glances up, but 
returns to her work. 

The students talk over each other rambunctiously. DAISY 
wheels her chair facing away from them and tries to zone in 
on her work. 

Shot of the students talking to each other while looking at 
the YouTube home page on a shared screen. 

STUDENT 1 
... no, Daisy used to make YouTube 
videos, too. 

STUDENT 2 
Daisy who? 
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STUDENT 1 
Daisy, she has blonde hair, she's-- 

STUDENT 3 
Can you-- shut the fuck up? She's 
literally right over there. 

The students all peer over cautiously at DAISY, and become 
quieter. 

STUDENT 2 
Who's that? 

STUDENT 3 
That's Daisy. 

STUDENT 2 
And she used to make YouTube videos? 

STUDENT 3 
Yeah, she used to be best friends with 
Annie. They both made YouTube videos. 

STUDENT 2 
So she's not new here? 

STUDENT 1 
No. She was here freshman year before 
you got here, and then she was only 
here for like a month of sophomore 
year. And now she's back. 

STUDENT 2 
From where? 

STUDENT 1 
Um... 

The spirit of the conversation starts to shift from pure 
curiosity to mean-spirited gossip. 

STUDENT 3 
She went to rehab. 

STUDENT 1 
(in disbelief) What? 

The students cackle to each other, as we pan back to DAISY, 
who sits looking upward, back to the students. She clearly 
can hear them. 
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After a few moments, DAISY stands up abruptly, sending the 
chair wheeling away. She fumbles to retrieve her things from 
the table and holds them as she walks toward the door. 

The students hush up, slapping each other to shut up as she 
approaches. 

She stands matter-of-factly, rage bubbling up, but she holds 
herself composed in a rant of heated, sickeningly sweet 
sarcasm. 

DAISY 
It wasn't rehab, actually, um. It was 
mental health treatment. Don't know if 
you've ever learned about it in Theory 
of Knowledge class or whatever the 
fuck. I went to wilderness therapy in 
Vermont for four months, that was 
pretty fucking cold. And difficult. 
Ate dirt, shit on trees, started fires 
with my bare hands, whatever. Oh! And 
then I went to residential therapy in 
bumblefuck, Utah, which was equally 
disappointing and catastrophic. Don't 
know if you've ever been out there, 
though I'm guessing you haven't 
because you've never left the rich 
comfort of the Gold Coast, but it's 
full of-- truly-- racist, homophobic, 
       polygamists who want to rectify Mormon                                 
your sexuality so that you don't Stray 
Gay. Classic, right? And then I had to 
have IV therapy in Washington D.C. 
because apparently for a little bit, 
it was supposed that my depression and 
my anxiety and my OCD were caused by 
swelling in my brain. Crazy! Then, 
naturally, I was sent to a hospital in 
Wisconsin for the rest of the summer 
to be exposed to all of my deepest 
fears and anxieties so I could conquer 
my OCD. That was pretty fucking hard 
too! God! Wow. Gee. You guys 
definitely seem to know what you're 
talking about though, definitely, 
really well-informed Interbaccalereate 
students. The future of our world. In 
your hands! God. Amazing. Okay, well, 
happy studying! Have a great day. Just 
keep-- Doing. Your shit. Bye. 
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She turns on her heel, out the door, muttering. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
Idiots. Idiots. Fucking idiot 
motherfucker piece of shit assholes. 

17 EXT. BACKYARD GARDEN -- DAY 

Open on overhead shot of rich soil, speckled with white. 

We linger on the plain soil, rich with color, until we see 
the little specks flicker-glow as if stars. 

DAISY and JANE kneel in the summery backyard of the Victorian-
era house. The area is small and vibrant with greens. 

Together they plant bulbs in the soil. They both sweat. 

MACRO shots of both of their focused eyes, moving from one 
spot to the next. 

Peaceful. 

JANE 
Digger, please? 

DAISY 
Shovel. 

Continued. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
Okay, can we be done? 

JANE is unresponsive, continues to pat down a bulb. 

JANE 
...and... Yes. We can be done. Woo! 
These will look great soon. 

DAISY 
I feel like we were supposed to put 
these in earlier, in the spring. 

JANE 
Yeah, but. It's Chicago. We didn't 
really get our spring.  

DAISY 
Yeah. 
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Still kneeling, they both continue to admire their work. They 
start to look a little defeated. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
I wouldn't really want to stay in 
Chicago. 

JANE 
Yeah? 'Cause of the cold? 

DAISY 
Yeah, I guess. The winters just are... 
debilitating. 

JANE 
I thought winter was your favorite? 

DAISY 
No. I mean, yes, it was. It was. But 
now it's just... This past fall, I 
just knew what was coming, and it 
really. It was the worst, just knowing 
that I couldn't fight it. 

JANE 
I know. I know that feeling. 

DAISY 
Yeah. 

JANE 
Well, what about... going to school 
out West? No one is forcing you to 
stay here. 

DAISY 
No, I know, I know. But that's just 
far away, and I've still got two more 
winters here. It's just scaring me. 

DAISY begins to blankly pat at the dirt, and JANE looks up 
towards the sky. 

Close-up, JANE's beads of sweat. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
No one's forcing me to stay, but I 
don't have a choice. I'm defenseless. 

JANE 
You're not alone, Daze. 
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DAISY 
But I am. I am alone. I know that 
you're here, I know that everyone is 
    , but that doesn't mean anything here                                 
when all of the...      is --                    hurt       
unmovable. 

Jane looks over at DAISY for the first time in a while. She 
studies her face. 

Trapped. 

JANE 
Do you want to go shopping? The 
Mexican Shop? 

DAISY allows herself to be preoccupied, she jumps up. 

DAISY 
Let me just put eyeliner on, and then 
yes. 

JANE 
Okay. 

Quick cut. 

18 INT. PSYCHOLOGIST OFFICE -- DAY 

A windowless small office room, fitted with a green couch and 
unremarkable art. A dull clock ticking on the wall, with a 
mix of warm and cool lightbulbs evening out the lighting. 

The vibe of the room is vomit-colored, fitting for a space 
meant for word-vomiting. 

DAISY is slouched into a green couch, her legs pushed 
forward, spreading across the short floor space between the 
couch and a small armchair, where her THERAPIST, woman in her 
late 20s, sits with her legs crossed. 

The two stare at each other with piercing gazes across the 
floor. 

They talk over each other, with a bickering severity of an 
old married couple. 

THERAPIST 
Don't-- 

DAISY 
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I'm-- 

THERAPIST 
No, you-- don't you do it. 

DAISY forces her eyes from the THERAPIST to the wooden table 
at the end of the green couch, and back. 

THERAPIST           (CONT'D)
I know         what's going to happen        exactly                        
when you knock on that wood. 

DAISY 
I'll feel better, actually. 

THERAPIST 
You      how this goes, Daisy, you     know                           
know how it works. 

DAISY 
Temporary relief from the compulsion, 
but it's just a filler, and gets me 
nowhere. 

THERAPIST 
You have to sit with uncertainty. 

DAISY 
Sit with the uncertainty. I know. 

THERAPIST 
Yup. 

DAISY glares at the THERAPIST. 

THERAPIST           (CONT'D)
Sit with it. 

DAISY 
(mocking) 

Sit with the uncertainty. 

They sit in silence for a few more moments, then DAISY shakes 
off her concentration. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
Okay, anyway, then I just didn't 
really talk to him for a couple days. 

THERAPIST 
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Like, you ignored him? Or just -- no 
conversations really started? 

DAISY 
Both, I guess. He was working both 
days, and I didn't really respond to 
his texts. And on Tuesday night, he 
came home relatively early, but he 
just went right to his room and talked 
with Melissa, and went out to dinner 
with her at Nevin's, but I'm pretty 
sure he or at least Melissa knew I was 
home. So they made the executive 
decision     to feed me that night.          not                        

As DAISY speaks, she leans over and nonchalantly knocks the 
side table lightly. 

The THERAPIST observes this, and rolls her head back, palms 
of her hands digging into her eyes. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
Wh- What? Oh, that? That's, phht. 

THERAPIST leans forward and stares down DAISY. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
God, wow. You know what? I feel so 
much better. 

THERAPIST 
Oh, yeah, I bet you do. 

DAISY 
I just... y'know. 

(beat) DAISY runs her tongue across her teeth, pensive. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
I'm really starting to get exhausted 
with having the same exact 
conversation every week. It's always 
the same, and I feel better for a 
while after I roast the fuck out of my 
dad, but then something else happens, 
and I write it down and I bring it 
here and it's just a... it's an 
exhausting cycle. 

THERAPIST 
The compulsions seem to attack you  
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THERAPIST (CONT'D)
most when you're feeling anxious, when 
you're fried. 

DAISY 
Yeah, I know. I know. 

THERAPIST 
So what do you want to do about it? 

DAISY 
What do   want to do about it? I don't --        I                                
 I don't know. That's why        here,                           you're       
Kelly. 

THERAPIST 
Oh, really? That's funny, because 
every time I give you skills to take 
home, you crumple them up! 

DAISY 
Ah, you know me. 

THERAPIST 
So, my question still stands, then. 

Daisy sinks into the couch, groaning. 

DAISY 
I just want to get out of here. My 
head is clogged, and I've grown out of 
it here. I feel like I've been grown 
out of it for a year. 

THERAPIST 
I know. You've felt detached from life 
here, since you grew your self-
confidence, since you gained your 
independence. I bet it feels 
suffocating. 

DAISY 
Yeah, it does. It really does. It 
feels like I grew five years, and I'm 
stuck repeating all of these actions 
and situations that are so 
indescribably predictable. And now I'm 
scared, no,            that if I just             terrified,                
keep going through these motions, I'll 
fall back into old habits, and then 
all of the growth was for nothing. And 

(MORE)
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DAISY (CONT'D)
then everyone else will grow their 
five years, and I'll just be doing 
this. Over and over. Fuck. 

THERAPIST 
Well, you already know it doesn't have 
to be that way. You've got your skills 
to utilize. And you have solace in 
knowing that you're almost done here, 
and you'll be in New York soon enough. 

DAISY 
Yeah. Yeah, I will be. 

They both press their lips together, thinking to themselves. 

THERAPIST 
Alright. Well, our time is just about 
up. 

DAISY springs up, takes her coat from the couch arm and heads 
for the door. 

DAISY 
I will see you next week, then! 

THERAPIST 
See you then. 

DAISY 
Bye. 

DAISY struggles to open the sticky door, then it flies open, 
and she steps out. 

DAISY       (CONT'D)
This stupid fucking door has been 
bothering me for two years. Have it 
removed. 

THERAPIST chuckles. 

THERAPIST 
I will definitely look into that. 

19 EXT. PARISIAN BALCONY -- NIGHT 

We open on pure black, with gradual sparkles that catch the 
eye. 
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                                      A Day in The Life by The Beatles, in. 

The sparkles increase, fitting with the tune of the scoring, 
until it is clear we are looking at an increased zoom of the 
Eiffel Tower in it's sparkling hour minutes. 

We slowly pan back, further and further until we arrive on 
the crooked elbow of DAISY, leaning out an almost cheesily 
picturesque green-painted balcony. The apartment drifts out 
over a side street in the 15th arrondissement of Paris. 

The tower ceases flickering, and DAISY leans her head back in 
towards the apartment. The audio shifts as her head is 
checked back into the interior noises. She looks into the 
room, peaceful. 

20 INT. PARISIAN APARTMENT -- NIGHT 

A macro shot of the touching noses of DAISY and JOHN. 

The lighting is warm and sparkling, champagne bubbling. 

DAISY (V.O.) 
He likes me better with mascara. 

DAISY and JOHN smiling, passing moments, moving around the 
apartment. They kiss, they toss each other around. JOHN pins 
DAISY down with his knees, she screams laughing. 

DAISY (V.O.)              (CONT'D)
He thinks everyone should read the 
Christian bible. 

DAISY looks on at JOHN as he plays a guitar wired to an amp, 
propped up on an elementary school sitting chair. She looks 
infatuated. 

DAISY (V.O.)              (CONT'D)
He doesn't think Vines are funny. 

Close up on DAISY, in the same guitar moment, but her 
expression of joy fades into a contemplative furrow. 

DAISY (V.O.)              (CONT'D)
I've only ever showed him the funniest 
Vines. 

21 EXT. CHAMPS DE MARS -- NIGHT 

JOHN and DAISY lay in a clump on the summer field of Champs 
de Mars. 
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Their legs are tangled, they laugh and scream out. DAISY 
holds her phone, playing I Will Survive, to his ear. He tries 
pushing it away, obnoxious laughing, she continues to lay 
atop of him, singing out. 

DAISY (V.O.) 
This is the second time in a row I've 
settled. 

Close up DAISY, the same introspective face. 

                                                             


