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�INT. MARK'S REC ROOM -- NIGHT (8:00 P.M.)



Sunday evening. There's a pile of research materials on the coffee table. MARK paces while JENNIFER, sitting cross-legged on the couch, reads aloud his newly-completed essay.



		JENNIFER

"In conclusion, let us hope..." Uh, how come people always end their essays "in conclusion?"



		MARK

Because they're concluding something. What kind of question is that? 



		JENNIFER

"Let us hope that this makeup essay gets a sufficient grade to pass the course, thus saving my sorry butt from summer school." 



He grabs the paper back from her, mock-peeved, and reads the last sentence himself.



		MARK

"Let us hope that governments can be more responsive to the needs of the people." So what do you think? Seriously. 



		JENNIFER

It's as good as it needs to be. It's solid and thought out. 



		MARK

Come on, it's 2,500 words. 



		JENNIFER

And the spelling is really, really imaginative. 



		MARK

I haven't spell-checked it yet. 



Jennifer plucks the essay away from him, and starts away.



		JENNIFER

"Constitution" with a "k?" 



		MARK

I did not. 



The telephone rings.



		JENNIFER

Uh, you did. 



		MARK

I didn't. Come here. 

�They start to kiss. NEW ANGLE includes KAT walking down the stairs. 



		KAT

Hey. 



		JENNIFER

Hey, Kat. 



Kat extends the receiver of a cordless phone to Mark.



		KAT

Phone. 



		MARK

Hello? 



The voice on the other end visibly startles him.



		MARK (CONT'D)

Oh, uh, hi. Uh, what's up? 



He shoots a swift look to Jennifer -- who isn't paying attention -- and musters nonchalance.



INT. LAUREL'S BASEMENT -- NIGHT -- CONTINUOUS



It's LAUREL, on her cell-phone, sitting alone. She's strained, but playing it casual.



		LAUREL

Nothing much, but, uh, we said we'd get together, you know? To talk. 



BACK TO



INT. MARK'S REC ROOM -- NIGHT -- CONTINUOUS



Mark paces around as he talks.



		MARK

Uh, yeah, look, I'm in the middle of things right now. Uh, why don't we meet tomorrow at your locker or something like that? Okay, great. See you later. 



He hangs up the phone.



		JENNIFER

Who was that? 



		MARK

Uh...Scott. 



His eyes flick furtively toward Kat. She stares back at him, her face setting.



END OF TEASER

�ACT ONE



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



SHANNON's at Jennifer's locker. Jen's still flying high.



		JENNIFER

It was the most amazing anniversary you could imagine. Mark didn't even push. Not once. 



		SHANNON

It's sick the way I'm starting to feel like I was there. 



		JENNIFER

All right, I know. I've been babbling about this for, like, two days, and I probably sound like an idiot. Never mind. What matters is I'm just feeling totally... 



		SHANNON

Smug? 



		JENNIFER

No, powerful. 



Jen shoves her pack inside the locker -- and grins half-sheepishly.



		JENNIFER (CONT'D)

It's like... It's like Mark and I have the perfect relationship. 



		SHANNON

Careful what you put into the cosmos. 



		JENNIFER

Why? It's true. 



		SHANNON

You weren't so sure a couple of days ago. 



		JENNIFER

What, those rumours Anika and Erin were spreading? The next time I listen to Anika Nedeau, slap me. 



INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (10:35 A.M.)



Close on a male butt moving through the hallway. It's CHRIS making his way past in the to and fro of morning break.



		TRACEY

Now, that's a nine. 



		LAUREL

I'd say seven, tops. 

�		TRACEY

No way. They're firm, symmetrical... 



		SHANNON

Guys... This is, like, all I ever hear about. 



		TRACEY

Oh, they're everything you're looking for in classic male buns. 



		LAUREL

Except they're attached to Chris Laidlaw. 



Laurel turns, sees MARK passing by. Their eyes meet for a moment. Mark summons an awkward grin and continues past.



		TRACEY

Ooh, Mark Deosdade. What do you think? 



		LAUREL

I'd better get going. I have to check in with Ms. Richardson before class. 



		TRACEY

No, tell me. 



		LAUREL

Mark's a nice guy. 



Tracey looks right at Laurel. Shannon, too, a slight hesitation apparent. 



		TRACEY

I think she likes him. 



ON SHANNON -- dismayed, as Tracey hastens off to spread the word. 



INT. STUDY HALL -- DAY (11:05 A.M..)



Laurel sits, jotting some notes.



PULL BACK ONTO JENNIFER--



She hesitates slightly, then approaches.



		JENNIFER

Can I sit down? 



		LAUREL

Sure. 



		JENNIFER

So, you settling in okay? 



		LAUREL

Yeah, although last week was kind of rough. 

�		JENNIFER

Oh, you mean Anika. 



		LAUREL

I think she has it in for me. I mean, I know she does. 



		JENNIFER

Yeah, she can be pretty harsh sometimes, but... I wouldn't pay much attention to it if I were you. 



		LAUREL

That's what Mark said. 



Jennifer hesitates.  Both girls look away and appear uncomfortable.



		JENNIFER

So you two are getting to be pretty good friends, huh? 



		LAUREL

I hardly even know him. Mark's a nice guy, but I'm sure you already know that. 



		JENNIFER

Yeah, he's nice sometimes, but other times... Look, I've been meaning to ask you, are you into poetry? 



		LAUREL

Poetry? 



		JENNIFER

Romantic poetry. 



		LAUREL

Sure. Bunch of dead English guys... 



Laurel half-chuckles.



		JENNIFER

Well, for this English project, Mr. Mar said we could do it in pairs. 



		LAUREL

You and me? 



		JENNIFER

I mean, if you really don't want to... 



		LAUREL

No. I mean, sure. That'd be fine, I guess. 



		JENNIFER

Good, because I've been thinking, I'm Mark's girlfriend, and you're his friend, so we should probably get to know each other. 



�INT. SCHOOL -- REFRESHMENT AREA -- DAY (12:05 P.M.)



Mark and SCOTT. Scott is staring into an open plastic food-saver, bleakly contemplating his food.



		SCOTT

Thanks, Mom. This stuff would look exactly the same coming back up. 



		MARK

You're the expert. I heard you spent Friday night talking to Ralph on the old porcelain telephone. 



		SCOTT

Yeah, Ralph called. You know, we touched base, we moved on. 



		MARK

A half-bottle of vodka? 



		SCOTT

It wasn't even the vodka. I think my mistake was mixing it with cranberry juice. That stuff is toxic. 



		MARK

Yeah, for sure. 



		SCOTT

So how's Laurel? 



Mark looks slightly thrown.



		MARK

Why are you asking me? 



		SCOTT

I just figured you'd be the guy who'd know. 



		MARK

Laurel and I are just friends. 



		SCOTT

I'm not asking. 



		MARK

No, it's the truth, man. 



		SCOTT

My mistake. 



A moment. The tension remains.



		SCOTT

So what's the difference between a girl friend and, say, a girlfriend? 

�		MARK

What kind of question is that? I mean, if you want to say something, just say it. 



		SCOTT

Same goes for you, like, if you've got something to say. 



		MARK

Such as? 



		SCOTT

If you like her, I think you should go for it. I wouldn't stand in your way. 



		MARK

Scott, look, maybe you didn't hear me... 



		SCOTT

Okay--no. I mean, I believe you. Why would you lie to me? 



		MARK

No reason I could think of. 



		SCOTT

Well, there you go. 



INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (12:30 P.M.)



Laurel is at her locker as ANIKA passes by, with Erin.



		ANIKA

Hi, Laurel. Stole anyone's boyfriend lately? 



		LAUREL

Actually, Anika, I've been kind of busy lately. 



		ANIKA

Oh, well, it's still Monday-- plenty of time left in the week. 



With a dazzling smile, Anika moves off.



WITH ANIKA AND ERIN



As they move off. Anika's faux-smile gives way to a scowl. 



		ANIKA

That phony slut. I could just slap her. 



		ERIN

What is it now? 



�		ANIKA

Nothing. It's just the way she breathes.



		ERIN

Hey, Chris. 





ANGLE ADJUSTS--



To include Chris, sauntering toward them. Erin lights up awkwardly, and calls a shy greeting.





		CHRIS

Hey, Mouse. 



		ANIKA

"Mouse?" 



Chris turns to face Anika.



		CHRIS

Is that a skirt or a belt? 



		ANIKA

You're a sex maniac, Laidlaw, and a pervert. 



		CHRIS

Just asking. 



		ANIKA

One of these days, we're going to be reading about you. 



WITH CHRIS--



He saunters past, chuckling at Anika's retort. Very casually, he glances back to check out the rear-view. As he does, Erin sneaks a backward glance too. Their eyes meet. Erin is visibly smitten.



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



Mark approaches a pop machine and puts in coins, and looks towards Laurel.  Laurel, sitting down, doesn't quite meet his eye but looks around when he looks away. She approaches the pop machine.



		MARK

How's it going? 



		LAUREL

Oh, you know. Good...more or less. Except maybe it's starting to feel a little weird, what we've been doing. 



		MARK

I didn't know we'd been doing anything. 

�		LAUREL

Phone calls, e-mails. I guess I'm just wondering what Jennifer would feel if she knew. 



Mark hesitates and nods.



		LAUREL (CON'T)

She doesn't, does she? 



		MARK

No, that's kind of awkward. 



		LAUREL

Well, then, maybe you should deal with it before it gets out of control. 



		MARK

It's not. I mean, we're just guys and girls trying to be friends. It's not so easy. 



		LAUREL

No, it's not. 



		MARK

But it's great, and I want it to continue being great. 



		LAUREL

You're really committed to Jennifer, right? 



		MARK

Yeah, I am. 



		LAUREL

And we're just friends. 



		MARK

Right. 



		LAUREL

Exactly, so we don't want people to get the wrong impression. 



Mark scans the room quickly.



		MARK

People are going to believe whatever they want. As long as we know there's nothing going on... 



		LAUREL

We've already had rumours flying all over the place. 



		MARK

So what are you saying? We shouldn't even talk to each other anymore? 



�		LAUREL

You're with Jennifer, and I'm just a friend--not even that, really. I'm sure we'll see each other around. 



She turns and walks out. Mark glances after her... looking suddenly very wistful.



INT. SCHOOL -- COURTYARD -- DAY (3:07 P.M.)



Erin hovers -- uncharacteristically a-flutter, but trying to cover -- as Anika copies down some notes.



		ERIN

You know Chris Laidlaw fairly well, right? 



		ANIKA

Unfortunately. 



		ERIN

Well, I mean, your dads used to work together and stuff... 



		ANIKA

His dad worked for my dad. 



		ERIN

Whatever. Look... Do you think you could sort of find out what he thinks? You know...about me? 



		ANIKA

Why would he think anything about you? Oh... you want to know if Chris likes you? 



Anika bursts into laughter 



		ERIN

Why is that so funny? 



		ANIKA

It's not funny. 



		ERIN

Then why are you laughing your head off? 



		ANIKA

No, Erin. Honestly, I think it's sweet. I really do, and of course I'll talk to him. 



Anika radiates glowing insincerity, as--



INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (3:08 P.M.)



MARK is at his locker, watching Laurel wistfully. He seems on the verge of moving toward her when--



		JENNIFER

Hey, sexy. 

�ANGLE ADJUSTS --



As Jennifer sashays up from behind, beaming. Mark grins quickly.



		JENNIFER

I loved our anniversary. 



		MARK

Yeah, me too. 



		JENNIFER

So ask me how I'm doing. 



		MARK

Okay, how're you-- 



She puts her arms round his neck, grinning up at him.

		

		JENNIFER

Amazingly, thank you. It just keeps getting better. 



She pulls him into her, kissing him.



PULL BACK ONTO -- LAUREL



She's alone, now, at the end of the hallway. She looks back to Mark and Jen, locked in an embrace. Laurel's face tightens slightly, but she's trying her hardest not to care. 



END OF ACT ONE

�ACT TWO



INT. SCHOOL -- CORRIDOR -- DAY (3:20 P.M.)



Mark sees TRAVIS, and calls out to him.



		MARK

Hey, bro. Over here. So what do you want to do? 



		TRAVIS

I don't know. You were the one who wanted to do something. 



		MARK

Yeah, because we're brothers, man. We're supposed to do stuff. 



		TRAVIS

If you say so. 



		MARK

Hey, why don't we take a bus and go to the zoo? 



		TRAVIS

The zoo? 



		MARK

Yeah. You love it there. 



		TRAVIS

How old do you think I am, exactly? 



		MARK

Okay, so it's been a while. 



		TRAVIS

Why don't we just go to the mall, check out some CDs? 



ANGLE ADJUSTS -- As Scott arrives.



		SCOTT

Sounds good. I'll come with you. Hey, Travis, Mark. 



There's a little chill in the air. 



		MARK

Scott. 



		SCOTT

Hey, I solved the problem. 



		MARK

Oh, yeah? Which one? 



�		SCOTT

Cranberry poisoning. I'm going to brew my own beer. 



		MARK

Where are you going to do that? 



		SCOTT

Jen's garage. 



		MARK

Jen's okay with this? 



		SCOTT

Well, she doesn't know about it yet. 



		MARK

Yeah, well, you tell me what she says. 



		SCOTT

I thought maybe you could give me a hand there... 



		MARK

Why would I do that? 



		SCOTT

Because she's your girlfriend. 



Scott trails off as he registers that Mark is staring past him, paying no attention. Scott follows his glance, and sees Laurel coming down the corridor, toward them. She hesitates slightly as she sees Mark and Scott, then puts on a smile, and keeps coming.



		SCOTT

Hey, Laurel. How are you? 



		LAUREL

Good. You're looking a little better than the last time I saw you. 



		SCOTT

Oh, sure. Fully recovered. 



		LAUREL

Hey, Mark. 



A very awkward moment. 



		MARK

Hey. 



		LAUREL

Um, I should get going. 



		SCOTT

Anywhere in particular? 

�		LAUREL

We need a new computer at home, so my dad sent me to check some out, which is kind of a joke, since he's the expert. 



		SCOTT

Hey, Mark knows computers. Get him to help you. 



		MARK

Scott actually knows a lot more than I do, so you might as well go with him. 



		SCOTT

No, I think you're the guy she needs. 



		MARK

Scott, we're going to the mall. 



		SCOTT

Forget about it. You give Laurel a hand. I'll hang out with Travis. 



Scott looks to Mark -- almost a challenge. Mark and Laurel smile at each other with the anticipation of being together, and Scott's face hardens.



		SCOTT (CON'T)

Travis, come on. 



WITH SCOTT AND TRAVIS --



Walking away.



		TRAVIS

What was that about? You like her or something? 



		SCOTT

What? 



		SCOTT

Yeah, I guess... except that she likes your brother. 



		TRAVIS

Mark's already got a girlfriend. 



		SCOTT

So maybe he's looking to expand his collection. 



INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- DAY (3:55 P.M.)



Anika and Erin sit at a table.



		ANIKA

I talked to three guys who are convinced she's coming on to them. 



�		ERIN

Really? 



		ANIKA

Grade 12s. 



		ERIN

You honestly think Laurel comes on to every guy she talks to? 



		ANIKA

That slut is like a predator. She comes down from the hills like a cougar... but don't worry. I'll put a stop to it. 



		ERIN

How? 



		ANIKA

By exposing her, publicly. 



Anika registers that Erin is now gazing past her, toward the door. She follows Erin's eyes and sees Chris, heading past them toward the counter.



		CHRIS

Hey, ladies. 



		ERIN

Now's your chance. Go talk to him. You promised. 



		ANIKA

Fine. 



		ERIN

Hey, and be subtle, remember? 



Anika gets up and moves towards Chris.



INT. STUDY HALL -- DAY (4:00 P.M.)



Mark and Laurel. 

		MARK

So, uh, Jen said you and her are working together. 



		LAUREL

Yeah. 



		MARK

Sounds great. 



		LAUREL

Why? 



		MARK

I don't know. I just figured you guys should get along really well. 

�		LAUREL

What makes you say that? 



		MARK

What is this, cross-examination? 



		LAUREL

I just think people should say what they mean, instead of just saying things. So what's Jen like as a student? 



		MARK

Put it this way, she got an "A"-minus once-- she needed therapy. 



		LAUREL

We're talking overachiever here? 



		MARK

Oh, classic. How about you? 



		LAUREL

As a student? I don't tend to have a lot of trouble with school. 



		MARK

I get Ds, mainly, the occasional F-plus. 



		LAUREL

Yeah, right. 



		MARK

Well, maybe more like Cs and Bs. I don't tend to be too motivated. I should probably work on that, I guess. 



Laurel sets two books aside.



		LAUREL

These should do. 



		MARK

(not wanting to go)

So this, uh, calendar you're taking photos for... 



		LAUREL

What about it? 



		MARK

That's what I'm asking. 



		LAUREL

Your name's on the short list, apparently. 



		MARK

Oh, yeah? 

�		LAUREL

What do you think? 



		MARK

That depends, I guess. What would I have to wear? 



		LAUREL

I don't know. A thong? 



		LAUREL

There's two categories, basically--smart and babe. 



		MARK

And which one do I fall into? 



Laurel pulls back.



		LAUREL

I should go sign these out. 



INT. CAPTAIN JAVA -- DAY (4:05 P.M.)



Anika and Chris at the counter. Sparks are flying.



		ANIKA

I thought you and Tracey were becoming an item. 



		CHRIS

Tracey? Nah, she doesn't have it. 



		ANIKA

You still looking for that one special girl? 



		CHRIS

As a matter of fact, I've pretty well given up. 



		ANIKA

Oh, yeah? 



		CHRIS

Yeah. You know, I've moved beyond the whole sex thing. I'm thinking of becoming a Buddhist, actually. 



		ANIKA

That almost seems like a challenge. 



		CHRIS

I figure you might be up for it. 



		ANIKA

You mean me personally? 



		CHRIS

Yeah. You know, one last time, before I enter the monastery. 



�		ANIKA

Poor psychopathic Chris. You're suffering delusions again. 



Anika puts a hand on his arm "empathetically" and walks back to Erin.



		ERIN

What did he say? 



		ANIKA

About what? 



		ERIN

About me. 



		ANIKA

Oh, the topic didn't really come up, actually. 



		ERIN

What do you mean it didn't come up? 



		ANIKA

You were the one who wanted me to be subtle. But listen--as a friend, I seriously think you should forget about Chris Laidlaw. He's basically a reptile. 



		ERIN

Yes, it sure looked as if you felt that way. 



		ANIKA

Absolutely. He practically slithers. 



INT. MARK'S REC ROOM -- DAY (412 P.M.) 



A scowling Kat, with Jennifer.



		KAT

After everything that happened, he's still here... clinging, like some sort of fungus. 



		JENNIFER

This is your dad we're talking about. 



		KAT

You want a laugh? He's talking about seeing a marriage counsellor. 



		JENNIFER

But that's good. 



		KAT

He screws around, he destroys a marriage, and now he thinks he and Mom might be able to "evolve into an alternative understanding." That's what he said this morning. Exact words. 



�		JENNIFER

What do you want him to do? 



		KAT

Move out and let us get on with our lives. 



		JENNIFER

Kat... your parents used to love each other, and they probably still do deep down, and love can do really amazing things. 



		KAT

God. Put this girl on Oprah. 



		JENNIFER

No, it's true. I really believe it because of what's going on in my life with Mark. 



		KAT

Mark? 



Kat scowling shakes her head, looking to bail out of this.  She gets up off the couch and starts to pace.



		JENNIFER

What? 



		KAT

Just...okay, forget it. 



		JENNIFER

If there's something I should know about... 



		KAT

Ask my brother. 



		JENNIFER

Kat... 



		KAT

Mark's as bad as my dad is! Last night, when I came downstairs with the phone, it wasn't Scott. It was Laurel. They've been phoning each other, sending e-mails, arranging little meetings. That's what's been going on behind your back. 



		JENNIFER

Kat, you're supposed to be my friend, and Mark's your brother. Why are you doing this? 



		KAT

See for yourself. Check out the e-mails. They're still on the computer. If you think I'm a liar, go ahead. 



Kat climbs the stairs to leave Jennifer alone, pensive.



�INT. JENNIFER'S GARAGE -- DAY (4:15 P.M.)



Scott and Travis walk in, each carrying a bag from a music store. DEREK is busy working under the bonnet of a car.



		SCOTT

Oh, hey, man. How's it going? 



		DEREK

You looking for Jen? 



		SCOTT

Yeah, and Mark, but I didn't really think I'd find him here. 



		TRAVIS

Mark's got a new girlfriend. 



		DEREK

What's that? 



		SCOTT

Nothing. So you got it running again? 



		DEREK

More or less. Listen, I've got to go. 



		SCOTT

Hey, is it all right if we wait here for Jen? 



		DEREK

And there's a half-sack in the fridge. 



		SCOTT

Really? 



		DEREK

Yeah, and they're all going to be there when I get back, right? 



		SCOTT

Yeah, yeah, sure. 



		TRAVIS

Can we play this? 



		DEREK

What, "Raffi's Greatest Hits?" 



		TRAVIS

Not exactly. 



		DEREK

Go ahead. 



Derek chuckles and exits. 

�INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR -- DAY (4:17 P.M.)



Mark and Laurel at her locker. The hallway is empty. Laurel's withdrawn into herself.



		LAUREL

Actually, I should just go home. Maybe I'll look for computers on the weekend. 



		MARK

Do you have time for a coffee, at least? 



		LAUREL

Not really. Not right now. 



		MARK

What about after supper, then? 



		LAUREL

Are you asking me out? 



		MARK

No, of course not. It's like we agreed. We're just friends. 



		LAUREL

This is stupid. 



		MARK

What is? 



		LAUREL

Pretending, because we're not friends. That's not what's going on at all. 



		MARK

Come on-- 



		LAUREL

I'm not going to be that sort of person. 



		MARK

What sort of person? 



		LAUREL

A hypocrite. I really hate that, more than anything. 



		MARK

Laurel, come on. 



		LAUREL

Stop it! Look, I'm sorry, it's just... Just leave me alone, okay? 



�INT. JENNIFER'S GARAGE -- DAY (4:20 P.M.)



Heavy metal music thunders. 



Scott and Travis, faces contorted in metallic joy, conduct a full-scale air-guitar concert. Scott spins round, then stops short as he discovers they've got company.



Shannon stands just inside the door with BRENDA. They're both grinning hugely. Reacting -- startled and a little sheepish -- Scott turns off the CD.



		SHANNON

Um... We're looking for Jen. Didn't realize Ozzfest was happening here. 



But Scott is fixated on Brenda.



		SHANNON

You guys know each other?



Brenda nods "no."



		SHANNON (CONT'D)

Scott, Brenda, Brenda, Scott. 



		BRENDA

Hi. 



		SCOTT

Hi there. 





Scott and Brenda smile and both have a smitten little grin. 



INT. MARK'S REC ROOM -- DAY (4:21 P.M.)



Jennifer is seated in front of the computer. She scrolls through a list of entries, and clicks, calling up an e-mail message on-screen. We see the opening "Hi, Mark." And we see who has signed it--Laurel.



On Jennifer, reading, her face ashen, as we



FADE OUT





	�








