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INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

An antique side table lamp glowing in the distant corner of

the room casts stark illumination onto SAM, mid-20’s male,

and LYLA, mid-20’s female. Few additional fragments of light

reflect off wisps of incense smoke and from the candle

flames flickering on the coffee table in front of them.

LYLA, seated on the hard floor, tilts her head up at SAM,

male mid-20’s, seated above her in a thrifted chair. On the

coffee table in front of Lyla sits two tarot cards, face

up. She holds the third card, the 6 of Chalices, in her

hand.

SAM (O/S)

(demanding)

Do it again.

Lyla’s eyebrow quirks and she half-smiles. She shakes her

head.

LYLA

It was a fine reading. That’s not

how this works.

SAM

Yeah, yeah. It was a shit reading.

It didn’t answer what I wanted to

know.

LYLA

Sometimes, you just have to trust

what the cards are telling you.

Sam sits back in his chair, defeated. Lyla begins to clean

up her cards. There’s silence.

Sam looks at her.

SAM

(beat)

When are you going to break up with

him?

Without looking up, Lyla’s fingers stop moving, her hands

fall to her lap. It takes her a moment to find the words.

LYLA

I can’t.

SAM

Yeah, you’re too dependent.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

Lyla winces slightly, but composes. She carefully turns and

looks at him, remaining silent. Though her eyes are glared,

she lets him speak.

SAM (CONTD)

Doesn’t matter. This shit’s not

even real anyway.

He moves a bit forward in his chair, towards her.

SAM (CONTD)

You believe in your crystals, and

your star-charts and your-

LYLA

(offended)

Well at least I have something.

What do you believe in?

There’s an extra long pause of silence. Sam looks away.

Candlelight continues to dance on their faces. Lyla’s

watches as Sam continues to ignore her. He picks at his

nails.

Lyla’s eyes fall, down to the coffee table, to her cards.

LYLA

Okay. We’ll do it again.


