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owing it was far from
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INT. JASMINE'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Jasmine’s on her bed, lost in Magique. Claire enters, sits
on the edge of the bed. Jasmine doesn’'t look up to her mom.

CLATRE
Can you put the book down, please?

JASMINE
I said T was fine.

CLAIRE
And I said can you put the book
down, please?

Hearing Claire’s firmer tone, Jasmine lowars the book

CLAIRE
Did something happen today?

JASMINE
It was like every other day.

Claire doesn’t fully know the sad truth of that statement.

CLAIRE
Jasmine... I need things to be
goin’ well for you at school ...
‘caunse gou're gonna have to spend a

little bit more time there--
JASMINE

Whatp
CLAIRE

Mr. Ro22 said startin’ next week I
gotta work long shift and you’re
too young to stay home by yourself
all night--

JASMINE
{(knows what this means
~--No. T can take of myself--

CLAIRE
~~There are a lot of after school
activities and you should take
advantage of them. You could have
fun, maybe make a few friends...
There's band--
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10.

JASMINE
--I don’'t play an instrument.
CLAIRE
Math Club.
JASMINE
I hate math.
CLAIRE

Student Council.

JASMTINE
No one’ll vote for me.

Claire exhales, exasperated. She takes a flyer from her
pocket, unfolds it. She hands it to Jasmine.

CLAIRE
They had these at the PTA meeting.
I thought you could try it.

TIGHT ON: the flyer - a casting call for the School Play.

CLAIRE
The rehearsals go until 6:30 and
if you help clean up after, you'll
be there past seven. I can home
by 9 so you'll only be alone an
hour or so...

Claire notices Jasmine has not loocked up from the flyer.

CLATRE
Jasmine?

Jasmine looks up at her mom, her eyes wide and scared, like a

kid being sent to the gallows.
JASMINE
Please. You don’t know what it’s
like at school; they won‘t want me.
CLAIRE

How do you know? What do those
other kids got that you don’t got?

A 1/2 beat, then:

JASMINE
Fathers.

This strikes Claire through the heart.
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‘!g_ JASMINB
s How much they get from ya?

CURTIS
Not that kind of “held up.”
(beat, looks her over)
You etill upset about thoee kids at

the diner?
{she is)
Ho..

CURTIS
Good. ‘Cause they’'re losers.

Jasmine doesn’'t answer. Just looks down, taps the football.

CURTIS
You like football?

JASMINE
w.
CURTIS
You know I used to play?
. JASMINE
) so.
T
<l CURTIS

So did your Dad.
This gets Jasmine’s attention. She loocks up.
JASMINE
He did?

Yeah. We pl sg't ther in High
eah., a ] in
School. Ipmnzn, hggwaan't as good
as ms, but he was all right.

JASMINE
You're too fat to play football.
Curtis pats his gut, defends himsélt.
' CURTIS
I might have put on a few pounds,

but I was like lightnin’ back in
the day.

J
Yeah right.




CURTIS
(oh yeah?)
Throw me the ball.

Jasmine hesitates.

CURTIS
C’mon. Throw it.

asmine picks up the ball and WHIPS it to Curtis - A tight
gpiral. pshoc , Curtis tosses it back to her.

CURTIS
Do that again.

JASMINE
what? Throw it?

CURTIS

Yeah. Throw it.
Jasmine does it again. Another damn good throw.

CURTIS
You've never played ball before?

JASMINE
No. I'm a girl.

He approaches her, a bit energized, and very curious.

CURTIS
Come here. Give me your feet.

He kneels down, grabs her ankles.
JASMINE
What are you doin'?

CURTIS

Here. Plant m: foot like this,
see? Pirm, &

whole behind your throw. ~You
throw with just your arm, and a
little bastard known as Mr. Free
Safety cherry picks you?

JASMINE

The hell are you talkin’ about?
CURTIS

Nothing... and don‘t curse.

(he stands)
You know what a Down and Out is?






