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FADE IN:

EXT. PARK - DAY 1

Emily sits on the other swing next to Simon. They listen to
the sounds of nature for a couple of seconds before Emily
turns to Simon.

EMILY
So. Yale, huh?

SIMON
... Yeah. I want to study law, you
know? Help people out.

EMILY

Yeah, that’s real like you.
SIMON

For real?
EMILY

You're always helping people...

Emily leans down to take a piece of mulch in her hands,
throwing it dismissively.

EMILY (CONT'D)
It’'s kinda gross.

Simon just smiles, not offended. He picks up a piece of mulch
as well, copying Emily and throwing it.

SIMON
Totally. It’s kinda gross.
EMILY
Eh? What do you mean?
SIMON
What did YOU mean?
EMILY
(pause)
Gross isn’t the right word... Just
don’t get taken advantaged of,
yeah?
SIMON

I've gotten better at that.

Emily throws another piece of mulch.



EMILY
You think we’re all gonna keep in
touch?

SIMON

Of course we will.

EMILY
My aunt says we won't.

SIMON
What does she know?

EMILY
She doesn’t talk to any of her high
school friends. They all fell off.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Emily lays in her bed with her four friends laying on the
floor, covered in blankets as they prepare to have a
sleepover.

SIMON (V.O.)
That’s her problem. I guess they
weren’t that close.

Tracy comes in to yell at them, gesturing for them to be
quiet.

EMILY (V.O.)
They were really close... They just
separated. Grew up.

Tracy turns the lights off as everyone settles in, giggling
as she closes the door.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Simon holds out his pinky finger.

SIMON
Promise we'’'ll keep in touch.

Emily hesitates, before she locks her pinky with his.
SIMON (CONT'D)
(pause)
What about you? Where are you
going?

Emily grabs a handful of mulch, throwing one at a time.



EMILY
Dunno.

SIMON
That’'s okay.

EMILY
That’s not what Hellen said.

SIMON
... Hellen...?

EMILY
Mrs. Peterson.

SIMON
Oh. Well. You got time. Don’'t
listen to Mrs. Peterson.

EMILY
Oh? I gotta choose by next month
though. My college. My major. My
future.

SIMON

So? Sounds like time to me. I don’t
get it. Why we gotta move so fast
all the time? Can’'t we take a break
every once in a while?

(pause)
It’1ll come to you. You can change
your mind too. It’s your life.

EMILY
I don’t wanna choose, though.
INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY
Emily sits at a table with a cupcake in front of her. The
candle says “15!"” Her four friends blow party horns in her

face happily.

EMILY (V.O.)
... I'm kinda scared.

SIMON (V.O.)
Me too.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Emily looks at him, shocked.



EMILY
But you got everything figured out!

Simon laughs.

SIMON

No I don’t! How long have we been
friends again?! I just act like it!
You know, I turned 18 only a few
months ago and Mom'’s already
treating me like I’'m some man who
can take care of himself now.

(pause)
It’s scary.

EMILY
I'm surprised my mom hasn’t kicked
me out. I’'m a grown woman now, she
says.

SIMON
It all flew by, huh?

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Emily and one of her friends giggle as they hide under the
covers of her bed. With their flashlights they talk and
whisper to each other, trying to keep themselves from being
too loud.

SIMON (V.O.)
We're not kids anymore.
EMILY (V.O.)
You know... I would do anything to

worry about a simple multiplication
test right about now.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY (PRESENT)

Emily stands, turning around to put the picture back in the
box. She tapes it closed, before staring down at it.

SIMON (V.O.)
(chuckling)
Yeah...

MATCH CUT TO:



EXT. PARK - DAY (FLASHBACK) 8

Standing in front of that same swing, Emily walks away to the
left. That swing now hovers, empty.

SIMON (V.O.)
Those were the days...
INT. BEDROOM - DAY (PRESENT) 9

With her walls now barren, Emily picks up the box and lugs it
to the doorway.

She takes one last look at her room, before shutting off the
lights and leaving.

FADE OUT.



