
CRAIG
Thanks for coming.

No response.

CRAIG
So, I just wanted to say, I’m really 
sorry about yesterday.  That girl you 
saw me with... she was my best friend’s 
girlfriend.  I’ve been obsessed with 
her forever--

NOELLE
--And you’re in love with her?

CRAIG
No.

NOELLE
Of course not.  But you think she’s 
hot, so you told her what you thought 
she’d wanta hear.     

CRAIG
Um, I don’t think-- 

NOELLE
--and now you’re going to do the same 
thing to me.

CRAIG
No, I wasn’t.

NOELLE
You weren’t?

Noelle stares at him, waiting for what’s next.  Craig thinks 
it over.

After a confused beat, Noelle turns to go, but Craig grabs 
her arm.

CRAIG
Okay, it’s true that I think you’re 
hot.  And I do want to say the right 
thing, but only because I really like 
you.  I like that you don’t hide your 
problems like everyone else.  That you 
wear them right there on your face... 
And I feel like I don’t have to hide 
mine when I’m with you.  

Noelle manages a subtle smile.  Encouraged, Craig continues.



CRAIG
I’ve been thinking a lot, and I 
realized, you know, that, well... if 
you’re not busy being born, then you’re 
busy dying... and I think we could both 
benefit from being born... again.  Not 
born again, but, you know?

NOELLE
Gee, thanks for the wisdom, Bob.

CRAIG
What?  He told you that one too?

NOELLE
Who?

CRAIG
Bobby.

NOELLE
Yeah, and about a billion other people.  
It’s alright, Ma.

CRAIG
What?

NOELLE
Bob Dylan.  It’s the song you just 
quoted.

CRAIG
What?  No. 

NOELLE
Yes.

CRAIG
Oh.

Noelle laughs.  Craig smiles too.

CRAIG
Anyway, my point is... I wanta play 
doctor with you.

She cocks her head, intrigued.  Craig SNAPS his fingers, 
smiles.

NOELLE
What are you doing?

He SNAPS again, looks down the hall.



EXT. HOSPITAL ROOFTOP 

...where the setting sun casts a fiery red glow on the 
Brooklyn rooftops.  They take a beat to admire the Manhattan 
skyline and Brooklyn Bridge below.

NOELLE
This is amazing.

Craig looks at Noelle, reaches out, and touches her face.  
She doesn’t move.

NOELLE
You’re not a cut fetishist, are you?

Craig removes his hand.

CRAIG
What?  No. 

NOELLE
Good.  Those guys are so creepy.

Craig smiles and they look out in silence.

NOELLE
How come you never asked me why?

CRAIG
Why what?

NOELLE
Why I did it.

CRAIG
I guess I figured you’d tell me when 
you wanted me to know.

Noelle smiles, nods.  

NOELLE
Thanks.

After a beat, Craig summons his courage.

CRAIG
Um... do you like music?

NOELLE
Um, yeah.  Do you like breathing?

CRAIG
Oh, right.  Dumb question.  



Sensing his discomfort, Noelle lightens up.

NOELLE
I like Radiohead, Pixies, T Rex... What 
else...

Craig nods.  They sit in awkward silence, until...

CRAIG
Have you seen them live?

NOELLE
I’ve seen Radiohead and the Pixies.

CRAIG
Cool... So... Um... 

NOELLE
Vampire Weekend’s playing a show at the 
end of the month.  

Noelle pauses, giving him another chance.  Craig just nods.

NOELLE
You wanta go?

Craig smiles, an enormous weight has been lifted.

CRAIG
Yes!  I would.  With you?

NOELLE
No, with Smitty.  Yes with me.

They both continue to smile and look out over the sunset, 
until Noelle leans over, kisses Craig on the cheek, and we 
FREEZE mid-kiss--

CRAIG (V.O.)
Sorry guys... This is about to get 
pretty sappy, so I’m just gonna give 
you the highlights.  

As Craig speaks in VO, we see various postcard-like stills 
presented as a slide-show presentation.

CRAIG (V.O.)
This is me sharing the realization that 
I don’t actually want to be a CEO, 
lawyer, or President.

CLICK to the next slide of Noelle, mid-cackle.


