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 TEASER

INT. SCHOOL -- GIRLS' WASHROOM -- DAY (8:15 A.M.)

ANIKA is at the mirror, applying eyeliner. ERIN sits on the counter beside her.



ERIN

Dinner was classic. Mom polished off a bottle of wine, and Dad explained how you can't think unless you've learned Latin. 



ANIKA

Oh? And how's your Latin? 



ERIN

About the same as yours.


(beat)

Maybe a bit better. 

Anika throws her a slight, sidelong glance don't go there.



ERIN (CONT'D)

So, how was your evening? 



ANIKA

Pretty much what you'd expect. 



ERIN

Well, I phoned around 8:00. Your Dad said you were in bed with a migraine or something? 



ANIKA

I don't get migraines. 



ERIN

So what was it? 

Anika starts packing up, and can't help seeming on-edge. 



ANIKA

Who said it was anything? 



ERIN

Well, why else would you be in bed at 8:00? 



ANIKA

What difference does it make to you, anyways? 



ERIN

It doesn't. I'm just-- 



ANIKA

Oh, go learn some Latin. 

She leaves. Erin is baffled.

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- CONTINUOUS

ON CHRIS -- looking on-edge as he heads down the hall, carrying books and a PLASTIC BAG. He nearly collides with Anika as she comes round a corner, followed by Erin. 



CHRIS

Hey... Anika. Look, about yesterday... 

He stops when he feels the chill. Anika averts her gaze and hurries past. Erin -- intrigued -- is about to follow her, when --



CHRIS

Hey, Mouse. 



ERIN

Hey. 



CHRIS

Maybe you can give this to her for me? Thanks. 

Erin nods. Chris hands her the bag, heads away.

Erin peeks into the bag, and pulls out

1)  Anika's SHIRT 

2) Anika's BRA; 

ON ERIN --

END OF TEASER

ACT ONE

INT. SCHOOL -- COURTYARD -- DAY (825 A.M.)

Before class. JENNIFER sits reading, some books spread out on the bench.



SHANNON  (O.S.)

Are you still talking to me? 

Jennifer looks up quickly. SHANNON hesitates at the door.



JENNIFER

Apparently, but... 


(glancing at her watch)

it's almost 8:30, and the bell's going to ring. 

She stands, and starts collecting her stuff. Shannon steps forward.



SHANNON

Listen. The stuff I said about you and Mark, I was out of line. 



JENNIFER

Yeah, you were. 

Jennifer starts away, not wanting to deal with this.



SHANNON

I just want you to know... 



JENNIFER


(finishing the thought)

That you didn't mean any of it. Fine. 



SHANNON


(finishing her thought)

That I really feel bad about the way it came out. 

Jen trails to a stop, registering what Shannon has just said. She looks back.



SHANNON (CONT'D)

It must have sounded like I was judging you, and that's not what I meant. 



JENNIFER

No, it sounded like you thought I was some poor bimbo. 



SHANNON

You know that's just stupid. 



JENNIFER

Do I? 

Jennifer challenges Shannon with her gaze. 



JENNIFER (CONT'D)

You think I made a mistake. 

Beat.



SHANNON

I think your intuitions are good, and I think you should listen to them. 



JENNIFER

Meaning? 



SHANNON

Meaning exactly that. 



JENNIFER

You don't understand what Mark and I have, and I accept that. 



SHANNON

Jen... 



JENNIFER

No, seriously. I mean, how could you? You've never even been on a date. 


(off her look)

And that's not a criticism. It's just a fact. You won't understand until you're there, too. 

Jennifer turns and leaves. Shannon is stunned.

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (10:10 A.M.)

MARK catches up to LAUREL. They walk down the corridor together.



MARK

What are you doing this weekend? 



LAUREL


(coolly)

Research for a history assignment and a few other things. 


(beat, shrugs)

There's a photo exhibit downtown-- Images of Tibet. 



MARK

Oh, yeah? 



LAUREL

I'll see you. 

She's about to head off. 



MARK

Wait. This photo exhibit... when is it? 



LAUREL

Saturday. 



MARK

How about I go with you? 



LAUREL


(coldly)

As far as I know, you're still going out with someone. 



MARK

It's just a photo exhibit. 


(beat, grinning)

Go ahead, say it... 



LAUREL

Say what? 



MARK

Say, "Mark, that sounds great." 

She looks at him. A beat. 



LAUREL

The gallery opens at 11:00. You bring Jen, I'll give Scott a call. Maybe he'd like to come, too. 

She turns and heads off. Mark looks after her, deflated. 

INT. SCHOOL -- REFRESHMENT AREA -- CONTINUOUS

Anika's at the pop machine as Erin approaches. 



ERIN (O.S.)

I knew you were seeing Chris... 



ANIKA


(turning)

Yeah, so what? 



ERIN

But you never mentioned anything about giving him your underwear. 

Erin holds out the plastic bag, Anika's clothing visible inside it. Erin's face shows no trace of emotion. Anika snatches the bag.


ANIKA

Erin! 



ERIN

I mean, assuming he didn't just find it in a little pile on his doorstep... 



ANIKA

He has a pool, okay? We went for a swim. 



ERIN

You skinny-dipped? 



ANIKA

Of course not! I borrowed a bathing suit. 



ERIN


(putting two and two together)

In other words, you had to go home in a bikini? 



ANIKA

I never said it was a bikini. 

Anika turns to start away. But Erin isn't letting go.



ERIN

Down the street? In public? God, what happened? 



ANIKA

Nothing happened! 

But she knows she has to say something. Beat.


ANIKA (CONT'D)

He pissed me off, so I left. 



ERIN

What did he do? 



ANIKA

He didn't do anything. He doesn't have to do anything. He's just a reptile. 

Anika stalks off, attempting Olympian disdain. 

PUSH IN on Erin, as we --

CUT TO

INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- GAMES AREA -- DAY (1205 P.M.)

CLOSE ON -- CHRIS PLAYING A COMPUTER GAME



ERIN (O.S.)


(coyly)

So... do tell. 

WIDER TO REVEAL --

She's sitting by Chris, who is trying his damnedest to remain nonchalant.



ERIN (CONT'D)

Anything you say is safe with me. 

He looks at her very uneasily. A beat, then-- 



CHRIS

Look, what happened was a stupid misunderstanding. I was joking. I guess she thought I was serious. 



ERIN


(ominously)

Oh, yeah. She did. But Anika's like that, you know? I mean, I wouldn't be surprised if she told her parents... 



CHRIS


(alarmed)

Erin... 


(putting on the charm)

You know what kind of person I am. I kid around, but I would never... you know... God. 

Beat. Erin nods, buying this -- and softening. 



ERIN

I know you wouldn't, but then I'm not Anika. 



CHRIS


(beat, with relief)

That's... that's good, 'cause I wouldn't want people to think... 



ERIN


(earnestly)

Oh, no, and they wouldn't. Nobody would think that-- certainly not me. 



CHRIS

Tell her that, okay? I didn't mean it the way she thought I did. Really. 

He puts an arm around her. She's melting. 



CHRIS

We're friends, right? 



ERIN


(big smile)

Right. Absolutely. 

Then Erin sees

ERIN'S POV -- ANIKA

Newly arrived, staring across at the two of them. She pivots and stalks away.

BACK TO ERIN -- 



ERIN

Oh, God... 

She disengages hastily, and starts after Anika. 

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR -- DAY (12:10 P.M.)

SCOTT sits with BRENDA, who is pulling something out of her backpack. 



BRENDA

...And on this, the first day of Samhain, I present you with... 

She places it in front of him.



BRENDA (CONT'D)

This gourd. 

Scott stares at it. Beat.



SCOTT


(for lack of anything better to say)

Wow. It really is, isn't it? A gourd. 


(summons a grin)

Thanks. 



BRENDA

The Druids put candles inside them on Samhain to light their way-- the original jack-o'-lantern. 



SCOTT

Yeah. I knew that. 



BRENDA

I didn't, but I went to the library, and got a book. 

She takes the book out of her pack, and shows it to him. An edge of excitement creeps into her voice.



BRENDA (CONT'D)

I never realized how serious this was. I mean, imagine what it was like 2,000 Samhains ago. Those poor people, shivering on the moors, and praying to the gods to let the sun shine through again. 



SCOTT

Yeah. Absolutely. 

Brenda looks him right in the eye... 



BRENDA

Druids are really compelling. 

... and Scott blanches.



SCOTT

Would I still be compelling if I wasn't a Druid? 

Brenda studies him.



BRENDA

I think I know what you're trying to say. 



SCOTT

You do? 

Brenda finds a spot in the book and shows it to Scott.



BRENDA

You're an ovate, a disciple, A beginner. 



SCOTT

An ovate. Yeah. 

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR -- DAY (12:35 P.M.)

Erin pursues a striding Anika.



ERIN

I was there first. He came over. 



ANIKA

And anyway, I could not care less. 



ERIN

He said it was all in your head. You must have been hallucinating. 

Anika pivots, outraged.



ANIKA

And you believed him? 



ERIN

No, of course not!

Beat. Erin catches her breath -- and goes to work.



ERIN (CONT'D)

I told him I didn't even want to speak to him because of the way he'd treated you. 



ANIKA


(scathing)

And then all of a sudden, he had his hand on you? 



ERIN

Exactly. And you know how that happens, better than anyone. 

Anika hesitates -- and Erin pushes her advantage.



ERIN (CONT'D)

He wanted me to convince you that you had it all wrong. And his last words? "She'll calm down, and then I'll get what I want."


(beat, then earnestly)

You were so right. He is such a reptile. 

INT. SCHOOL -- REFRESHMENT AREA -- DAY (1255 P.M.)

Chris is at the pop machine with GIL.



GIL (O.S.)

So what happened? 



CHRIS

What happened what? 



GIL

With you and Anika. 



CHRIS

Nothing happened. 



GIL

Come on, man. You saw her yesterday afternoon. Did you nail her? 



CHRIS

Kurvers, don't you think of anything else? 



GIL

Hey. With 50 bucks riding on it? 


(beat)

Midnight tonight. 



CHRIS


(dismissively)

I've got tae kwon do tonight. 



GIL

So nail her on your way home. 

He's about to start off when Erin walks by, hands him a note. He starts to unfold it.



ERIN

It says we need to talk. 

Erin keeps walking. Chris looks after her, wondering. 

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (1:45 P.M.)

On Jen and Laurel, with their graded paper. They're awkward, but grinning.



LAUREL

A-plus. 



JENNIFER

Yeah. You can't do much better than that. 



LAUREL

You did most of it. 



JENNIFER

Come on, we did it together. 



LAUREL

I guess. 

They share a tentative grin, as--

TRACEY bounces up, with a CALENDAR.



TRACEY


(to Laurel)

Your pictures are amazing. 


(to Jen, handing her the calendar)

Hot off the presses. Check out Mr. December. 

Tracey bounces off. And Laurel stands very still as Jennifer flips through to December. And finds it.

INSERT PHOTO A sexy, topless photo of Mark.



LAUREL (O.S.)

The committee kind of roped me into it. 

BACK TO JENNIFER --

She forces herself to remain expressionless. Laurel shifts uncomfortably.



JENNIFER

When did you take this? 



LAUREL

Last week. Didn't Mark tell you? 



JENNIFER

No. It must have slipped his mind. 

She closes the calendar, and hands it to Laurel.



JENNIFER (CONT'D)

Where were you guys? 



LAUREL

My place. 


(hastily)

Look, it was no big deal. 



JENNIFER

No. I mean, you just took his picture, right? Like, it's not like you had sex.

Jennifer "smiles" -- and Laurel goes very still as she realizes what Jen is saying.



JENNIFER (CONT'D)

Because, believe me, a lot of things change once a relationship reaches that next level. 

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (2:01 P.M.)

Between-classes. The hall is moderately populated.

ON SCOTT, marching resolutely down the hall toward us. He's wearing a BLACK CAPE, shirtless underneath, and carrying the GOURD in one hand and a PLASTIC BAG in the other.

KIDS notice his appearance, and react curiously. Scott keeps going, marching straight ahead.

CRAIG intersects to join him.



CRAIG

Anything in particular, or is this just standard Linton weirdness? 



SCOTT

Let the Feast of Samhain begin. 

INT. SCHOOL -- STUDY HALL -- DAY (2:02 P.M.)

BOXES FULL OF CALENDARS are stacked on top of desks. Shannon and Tracey are busy slashing open the boxes with scissors. Laurel takes the calendars out of the boxes, trying to hold herself together.



TRACEY

I'm buying one, I'll tell you that much. 

She picks up a calendar, opens it to Mark's photo -- and grins.



TRACEY (CONT'D)

Mr. December... Too bad he's taken. 



SHANNON

Very taken. 

She shoots a look to Laurel, who refuses to look back. Shannon takes the calendar from Tracey. Looks it over. Casually.



SHANNON (CONT'D)

Tracey's right, you know. This photo practically smokes. 

Laurel tenses, and keeps working.



SHANNON (CONT'D)

I read somewhere that the relationship between model and artist is revealed in the finished work. 

Laurel turns to look at Shannon. Shannon is staring directly at her.



LAUREL


(defensively)

The relationship between artist and model is strictly professional. 



SHANNON

I'm not sure that's what I'm seeing here. 



LAUREL

Then look again. 

Shannon glances at the photo -- and then back to Laurel.



SHANNON


(right at her)

Maybe I just don't know enough about art. 



LAUREL

Maybe you just don't know--period. 

Laurel turns and leaves. Tracey looks from Laurel to Shannon, intrigued.



TRACEY

What was that about? 

Shannon just shakes her head, returning to work. 

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (2:05 P.M.)

Scott sits in front of a tree. The Gourd is at the base of the tree, along with an apple. Scott ceremoniously places a flashlight into the gourd.



CRAIG

And people think I'm strange. 



SCOTT

Anarchists are strange. Druids are spiritual. 



CRAIG


(indicating the cape)

Since when was Darth Vader a druid? 



SCOTT

On Samhain, we honour and welcome the hungry spirits of the dead. 

He takes two photographs out and places them near the gourd.



SCOTT (CONT'D)

Great Uncle Chuck and Granny Howard, I leave you these offerings. 

He takes two APPLES out of the plastic bag, and sets them in front of the photos.



CRAIG

They probably have dentures. You might want to try digestive biscuits? 



SCOTT

Go ahead, laugh. 



BRENDA (O.S.)

I'm not laughing. 

ANGLE ADJUSTS -- to include Brenda, looking on. Craig leaves. She glances after him, shaking her head.



BRENDA (CONT'D)

Some people. 



SCOTT

Doesn't really matter. 



BRENDA

Of course it does. 


(off his look)

Last year in ballet school, I met this girl. We started to become friends, and then she found out I'm a Christian. She hardly came near me after that-- like she was afraid I'd start speaking in tongues or something. 

Scott hesitates.



SCOTT

You don't, do you? 



BRENDA

What, speak in tongues? No, of course not-- that's the Pentecostals. 



SCOTT


(ignorant, but relieved)

Right, of course. 



BRENDA

But what difference would it make if I did? 



SCOTT

None. None at all. Absolutely. 



BRENDA

See? We understand that. But 3/4 of the people in this school... 


(trails off, shaking her head)

it just really pisses me off. 



SCOTT

Yeah, people like us... I guess we've got to stick together. 

INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- (2:30 P.M.)

Chris and Erin sit at a table.



ERIN

Chris... 



CHRIS

Yeah? 



ERIN

Anika's my best friend. You know that. And I'd never say anything against her. 



CHRIS

But... 



ERIN

Well, you know that stuff I told you about her and Randy... remember? 


(off his nod)

Well, it's not true. 



CHRIS

So... she's not hot and heavy with this guy? 



ERIN

No. Far from it. 



CHRIS

But you said that-- 



ERIN

Well, I just found out, like, today. 



CHRIS

Great! No wonder she ran off.


(eyeing her)

You know, this is sort of your fault, Mouse. 



ERIN


(sharply, flaring)

Hey, I'm not the one who came on to her, and I know what you want. I mean, you're a guy. 

He looks swiftly at her, stiffening slightly. A beat, then Erin, having gone farther than she intended, backtracks.



ERIN (CONT'D)

And all I'm saying is that Anika wouldn't be your best choice in that regard. 



CHRIS

Really? 



ERIN

Yeah. You need someone more... worldly. 

She grins brightly. 

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (305 P.M.)

Mark approaches Jennifer who's at her locker. 



MARK

Where've you been all day? 



JENNIFER


(angrily)

I saw your picture, Calendar Boy. Funny how you're the only guy who's half-naked. Or are you totally naked? 



MARK

Look, Jen, we've got to-- 



JENNIFER

Mark, just shut up. 

She slams her locker shut, and heads down the corridor. Mark starts to follow her, then re-thinks and stops. A beat, then he turns to see--

Laurel coming up the corridor in the other direction.

He takes a deep breath and walks toward her.



MARK

Hey... Can we go somewhere together and sit down? 



LAUREL

I have a better idea. Why don't you go screw yourself? 



MARK

Wait a minute... 



LAUREL

You slept with Jennifer. 



MARK


(badly thrown)

What? 



LAUREL

After you told me you were breaking up with her. 



MARK

Who told you? 



LAUREL

She did. 


(beat)

At least she was honest. 



MARK

I never meant it to get that far-- 



LAUREL

No, of course not. 


(beat)

In Toronto, I went out with a guy for almost two years. He didn't have the courage to tell me the truth either. 



MARK

Laurel, let me explain-- 



LAUREL


(exploding)

I don't want to hear your stupid explanation! And I don't want to hear from you. I don't want to talk to you-- ever! 

Laurel hurries away. Mark stands stunned. 

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (3:06 P.M.)

Craig is at his locker, getting his stuff. Scott sits slumped on the floor -- still in his cloak -- his conscience weighing a ton.



SCOTT

She thinks I'm for real. I mean, she actually admires my integrity. 



CRAIG

Well, the girl of your dreams. You've finally found one dumb enough. 



SCOTT


(sharply)

Hey. 



CRAIG

It was a joke, all right? 



SCOTT

She is not dumb. 



CRAIG

Fine. I believe you. 



SCOTT

She's got a really good mind. She's just got a different way of seeing things. 



CRAIG

And you really like her, huh? 



SCOTT

Yeah! 

He looks away. Beat.



SCOTT

Yeah, I like her a lot. And here I am making a fool of her. 

INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- DAY (3:20 P.M.)

Scott, sitting across from Brenda, his cape folded beside him.



SCOTT

Brenda, I'm not a Druid. 



BRENDA

I know. You already told me that you're a-- 



SCOTT


(takes the plunge)

When I found out you were Christian, I knew that you wouldn't go out with an atheist, so I started looking for a religion, and I thought druids were cool but obscure at the same time... and, basically, I've been faking it 'cause I wanted us to have something in common. 

Pause. She just looks at him.



SCOTT (CONT'D)

So now you know what sort of guy I am. 

Another pause. She continues to look at him. Scott begins to squirm.



SCOTT (CONT'D)

You could probably say something, if you wanted. 



BRENDA

All journeys to the truth must begin with a confession. 



SCOTT

Yeah. That sounds about right. 



BRENDA

And the truth, is that something that's important to you? 



SCOTT

Yeah, of course. Obviously. That's why I told you. 

And Brenda begins to glow.



BRENDA

You're someone who has just taken the first step on a great spiritual voyage. 

Impulsively, she reaches out and takes his hands.



BRENDA

Scott, this is very cool. 

ON SCOTT -- 

INT. MARK'S REC ROOM -- DAY (330 P.M.)

Mark comes gloomily down the stairs, taking off his jacket. KAT and TRAVIS sit in the main area -- if possible, looking even more glum than Mark does. Noticing, Mark pauses slightly. 



MARK

Don't tell me. They've cancelled Pokemon. 

He slings his jacket into the corner. 



KAT

Dad left. 



MARK

Left where? 



KAT

When I came home, he was in the driveway pleading for calm. Mom was throwing his stuff out the bedroom window. 



MARK

I thought they were working things out. 



KAT

So did Mom. 



MARK

Then what the hell happened? 



TRAVIS

When Dad said he wasn't seeing that woman anymore? He lied. 

Long silence.



MARK


(trying to make sense of things)

Maybe this is good. 

Travis just looks at him.



MARK (CONT'D)

It wasn't going to work. I mean, they weren't happy together. 



KAT

Mom was happy. She would've stayed happy if Dad didn't screw up! 

She gets up and hurries up the stairs. Mark turns to Travis -- unnerved by the unmissable parallels.

ON MARK --

INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- DAY (4:00 P.M.)

Mark and Craig are at the bar.



MARK

So now she won't let him back in the house even though he told her the truth. 



CRAIG

Yeah, well, look at how long it took him to do that. And all this time, he's been leading a double life. 


(shakes his head)

You've got to be who you are, man. It's called integrity. 



MARK

Don't make speeches. 

Craig looks at him and frowns, but Mark's too preoccupied to notice. 



MARK (CONT'D)

Look, I can see how it happened. He was probably in love with them both, and he was just trying to do the right thing. 

A small beat. Craig shrugs.



CRAIG

Yeah. Well, then, he's got to decide what's right for him. And when he's done that, he has to commit to it. 

Pause. Mark looks away.



CRAIG (CONT'D)


(wryly)

I mean, look at me. When I really believe in something, I'm willing to pee myself, right? 

Maggie laughs off screen. Mark gets up to leave.



MARK

See you, bud. 



CRAIG

See you. 



MAGGIE

It was a protest, an honorable act. And before you say anything, I'm really sorry. I shouldn't have locked you in. 



CRAIG

Yeah, well, don't worry about it. 



MAGGIE


(bursts into laughter)

But, God, that was funny. 

INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (8:00 A.M.)

Next morning. Chris is at his locker when Gil approaches.



GIL

Payday, Chris. I want my 50 bucks. 



CHRIS

Bet's off. Anika's a virgin. 



GIL


(laughing, disbelief)

You expect me to believe that? 



CHRIS

I had the wrong information. 



GIL

Come on, a deal's a deal. 



CHRIS

I'm out of it. 



GIL


(calculating)

Look, every virgin has to get it some time... 



CHRIS

I'm not interested. 



GIL

I figured you'd be just the man for the job. 

Chris starts to walk away.



GIL

I'll give you a month. Double or nothing? 

Gil grins. Chris just looks at him. 

INT. JENNIFER'S GARAGE -- DAY (5:00 P.M.)

Jennifer, lost in thought, lies in the back seat of the car, listening to music on her DISCMAN and staring at the ceiling. Mark's hands appear at the side of the car.



JENNIFER

Don't you ever knock? 



MARK

I thought I had special privileges. 



JENNIFER

Well, you don't. 

Jen slips off her Discman and climbs out of the car.



MARK

Dad's gone. For good. We're just clearing out the final traces. 

A beat as their eyes meet.



JENNIFER

I'm sorry... but that's not an excuse. 



MARK


(quickly)

I know. 


(shuffling)

Tracey asked Laurel to take my picture. She did. That's all that happened. 



JENNIFER

Did she ask you to take your shirt off, or did you volunteer? 



MARK

She asked. 



JENNIFER

And what about your pants? 



MARK

Jen, we were just goofing around. 


(off her look)

It's not what you think. It's just the way it works between a photographer and a model. 



JENNIFER

Oh, that's convenient. 

He balks. Jennifer looks at him. A long beat.  



MARK

I haven't been completely honest... 

Jennifer looks directly at him, wondering what's coming next. The moment hangs. 



MARK (CONT'D)

I was attracted to her. 



JENNIFER

Well, she's pretty attractive. 



MARK

But I'm not anymore. 



JENNIFER

So, you just flick the switch and off with the feelings? 



MARK

No. The feelings I have are for you. 



JENNIFER

I don't believe you. 



MARK

No, it's true. I mean, we've been together six months, we've known each other... 



JENNIFER


(finishing his thought)

Forever. Good old reliable Jen. Maybe you're bored, Mark. 

He sees the flash of vulnerability, and takes a step toward her.



MARK

I'm not bored. 

She looks at him, wanting to believe.



(MARK (CONT'D)

I came here to tell you... that you're beautiful... and you're funny... and I love you... but now... I'm thinking... about how much I need you. 



JENNIFER


(small beat, quietly)

Me too. 

He smiles, the relief visible. There's a little awkwardness between them. Jen sighs.



JENNIFER (CONT'D)

So what are we going to do with each other? 



MARK

Stick together. 



JENNIFER

Yeah. 

They step into a warm, lingering hug. 
FADE OUT

THE END
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