
EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - NIGHT

Casey and Morgan walk down the street together.

MORGAN
Wait wait wait. You’re telling me
you didn’t have ANY friends in San
Francisco?

CASEY
(shrugs)

So?

MORGAN
So... that’s weird.

CASEY
No it’s not.

MORGAN
Uh yeah, yeah it is. I mean -
you’re good at arcade games and you
can skateboard and stuff -

CASEY
So?

MORGAN
So you’re like... the coolest. You
should’ve had at least one friend -

CASEY
Maybe I didn’t have any friends
because I didnt’ want any, okay?

MORGAN
(taken aback)

Why wouldn’t you want friends?

CASEY
Because.

MORGAN
That’s what my little sister says
when my mom asks her why she
doesn’t like broccoli.

CASEY
You’re annoying.

MORGAN
Some people say that. My mom says
it’s because I’m a truth teller.

(CONTINUED)

READ CASEY OR MORGAN   PLEASE PERFORM IN A US ACCENT



CONTINUED: 2.

Casey scoffs.

CASEY
And an idiot.

MORGAN
Most people are gullible. I’m not.
I can see a liar a mile away.

CASEY
I’m not lying.

MORGAN
Fine.

CASEY
Fine.

They walk in silence for a few beats. Finally, Casey can’t
take it any more and it all comes spilling out:

CASEY
Okay -- you want the "truth," truth
teller? Best case scenario, we
become best friends -- like,
inseparable, right? Which is super
unlikely because you’re annoying.
But say we do. A year from now, my
brother is gonna beat somebody up
again or do something stupid and
we’ll have to move to a new city
and I’ll never see you again. We’ll
write letters for a little while,
maybe, but then we’ll get tired of
that and just forget about each
other, which means all of this was
all for nothing. Zilch!

MORGAN
...Are you done?

CASEY
I’m done.

Morgan considers this for a beat. Then:

MORGAN
We could be best friends for a
year?

CASEY
Probably not.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

MORGAN
But theoretically.

CASEY
I guess. Theoretically.

Another beat. Then Morgan puts out their hand.

MORGAN
Deal.

Casey stares as it. Surprised. And a bit charmed. Screw it.
They shake hands.


