LASTI NG ATTRACTI ONS

LOG.I NE: She overl ooks a boorish, drunken cone-on,
sensing there's nore to his story. That's all they need
to riddle each other out by the tinme the lights dim



FADE | N:

EXT. A BOTANI CAL GARDEN I N SAN LU S OBl SPO COUNTY, CALIFORNI A
- SUNNY EARLY AFTERNCON

MATEO BROWN (26) stands near a manzanita nursery just inside
the garden's entrance. Fromthere, the path |eads past

succul ents -- agaves, aloes -- and purple sage. Mateo casts
occasi onal nervous gl ances outside the garden entrance, and
ot herwi se adopts an air of conposure, taking in the arid,
colorful anbience. He's dressed western-casual, his black
hai r conbed back

BETTY G FFORD (23) enters the garden, while Mateo's back is
turned. She's wearing jeans and a |l oose-fitting cotton bl ouse
with enbroidered flowers. Country-style: she's from eastern
Tennessee, a recent arrival. Arnmed with a degree in textiles,
she's cone for a job as a seanstress. She's tall, her |ong
brown hair swept back froma wide face with a few freckl es.

BETTY
VWll? Do | | ook as good when you're
sober ?

Mat eo gi ves a sudden involuntary start fromhis faux-
nonchal ant posture and turns to look at her. He regains his
conposure.

MATEO
Yeah, sure. But it was your
conversation that drew ne in. Direct
and to the point. That's ny type.

Betty | aughs. They start wal king al ong the garden path. She
takes in with interest the Western flora as they talk.

BETTY
You sure surprised ne with your call
t hi s norning.

MATEO
Wiy? You gave ne your phone nunber
when | asked at the party. You nust
have known 1'd give it a try.

BETTY
| only gave it to you because |
t hought you were too drunk to renenber
it. I"'minpressed you did. So here |



am But don't get your hopes up, if
you have any. | appreciate the idea to
conme here. This is beautiful.

Mateo sm |l es, appreciating the clarity of her boundari es.

MATEO
"' ma newspaper reporter. | try to
stay clear of hopes. In any case,
i ke making friends.

He takes a facetious tone, but wants a glinmrer of hope:

MATEO ( CONT' D)
But you know, |'ve heard it said | can
be deceptively charmng. It's how
get stories.

Betty | aughs. She's having none of it, but good-naturedly:

BETTY
Think I haven't seen every kind of
charmwhere I'mfronf? And tons nore
subtle than the way you danced the

other night. | keep nmy stories to
nmyself. You mght try that with your
hands!

EXT. A LARGE BACKYARD - M D- AFTERNOON

The house is a big Victorian that's seen better days. A
veget abl e garden takes up a far corner. A clothesline is
draped with laundry, both nen's and wonen's. Betty rents a
roomhere. She sits in the yard, in front of a wooden tabl e,
cradling a guitar, playing and singing "WIdwod Flower."

Mateo is led to the yard by a nmale tenant. He approaches
Betty, who stops her finger-picking and singing.

MATEO
You play beautifully.

Betty sets the guitar aside. Mateo takes a seat opposite
Betty.

BETTY
Oh, it just takes practice. | could
teach you that pattern. It consol es
me. Has all ny life.



Mat eo hands her a bookl et.

MATEO
Here's the bookl et you asked about.
This tells you where the | ocal food co-
ops, skill-exchange registries, and
such things are.

BETTY
Thank you. Nice of you to drop by with
it. Well. Nice to see you too.

Mateo | ooks at the clothesline, at a long, flower-print

dress, el
friends,

Betty sm

egant country-style. He recognizes it. They're
but he wants to remind her of his attraction.

MATEO
You were wearing that at the party. |
remenber better than the phone nunber.
Look at the wind bring it to life. But
not |ike you when you danced in it.

les, rolling her eyes. But a bit flattered.

BETTY
Thank you, M. Charm | nade it

nmysel f.

MATEO
You have a future in your trade that |
predict will lead you away fromthis
little Western college town that is,
uh, a bit lacking in style.

BETTY
Can't say. It's a wide world. Maybe
Tennessee needs ne eventual ly.

MATEO
"1l be a distant nmenory by then. But
can | entice you to dinner at ny
pl ace? My untold talent. I'"mnot a bad
cook. Italian, particularly.

BETTY
We'l|l see, buddy. But you are speaking
my | anguage now.

Mat eo gets up to | eave, and Betty gets up to show hi mout.

After a nonent,

t hey spontaneously enbrace -- for |onger and

tighter than either intended. Betty breaks away, a little



taken with the nonent, but | ooks at Mateo intently.

BETTY
| love ny freedom

Mat eo pauses, nmouths a few attenpts at sonething to say, and
comes up wth:

MATEO
Ain't gonna lie, it |ooks good on you.

I NT. A GOOD- SI ZED LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Mat eo and Betty enter. The roomis dimy it by two wall -
mount ed kerosene | anps that cast a noody gl ow.

BETTY
Very romantic, but can we turn on the
light? I"'mgoing to trip on sonething.

MATEO
Vell, here we turn off the dark. But
it's the same effect. You're closer to
the dark switch than | am

Betty flips the switch for the ceiling light, revealing a
room full of house plants -- banboo pal m col eus, hangi ng
ferns and nore.

BETTY
Oh ny. You have nore plants than any
guy | know.

MATEO
Keeps nmy mi nd off things, tending
them The extra oxygen is a tonic.
Sone w ne?

Betty takes a seat on the couch.

BETTY
O course.

Mat eo pours two goblets of red wine, hands one to Betty, and
takes a seat next to her. She decides to draw himout a bit.

BETTY (CONT' D)
|"mgoing to say the party was a one-
off. And that you can hold your booze.



Mat eo | aughs, then turns serious.

MATEO
Yes. |I've had a rough spell. M sister
comm tted suicide |ast nonth.

Betty gasps, puts her hand to her nouth.

MATEO ( CONT' D)
|"d just gotten back fromlowa for the
funeral. And the hone scene. (Faintly)
She just needed nore tine. And ne to
be there to get her out nore.

BETTY
|"mso sorry. Don't blanme yourself.
knew t here was sonething, but that's
awful. I know hard drinkers, enough to
know you don't fit. Daddy was one, and
he left us. | cane out here getting
away from an abusive relationship with
anot her.

MATEO
|"mvery sorry. | guess enpathy beyond
your years comes at a price.

He raises his wi ne glass. Watever happens, she's a gift.

MATEO ( CONT' D)
VWhat ever we are to each other, there's

a skill exchange I'mgetting the best
of . Since the garden walk, | feel like
living again. I'll find something to

bring to the table here.

Betty | ooks down, running a finger along the rimof her w ne
gl ass, smling suggestively.

BETTY
You're doing just fine. You could
charma story right out of a gnarly
ol d desert tree, | do declare.

He | aughs. Her glance rises to him
BETTY ( CONT' D)
| could use a little refill. And m nd
hitting the dark sw tch?

FADE OQUT



