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JUST JULIAN

Lights rise on the bedroom of a teenage 
girl. Moonlight through an open window. 
MADISON, 17, athletic and beautiful, 
the unattainable dream girl from a John 
Hughes movie, lies facedown on the bed 
in a rumpled prom type dress. A small 
rock arcs through the window and hits 
her in the ass.

Madison sits bolt upright and sees the 
rock.

Lights up on JULIAN, 18, sweet and 
awkward, wearing a fedora, the nice guy 
who finishes last, except in the last 
scene of a John Hughes movie, somewhat 
damp, in the bushes below the window.

JULIAN
Shit.

Madison crawls over to the window and 
slides up next to it, flattened to the 
wall. She peeks out. 

JULIAN  
Madison! It’s me.

MADISON
What the hell are you doing?

JULIAN
Did I hit you?

MADISON
Yes. 

JULIAN
Shit. I’m so sorry.

MADISON
What are you doing here?

JULIAN
Well, see, I had this whole plan, but there wasn’t so much 
any part of it that worked. So I’ve been improvising.

MADISON
A plan to throw rocks at me?
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JULIAN
No. That’s the made up new part. I saw you leave in that cab 
and I tried to catch you...

MADISON
I didn’t see you.

JULIAN
Yeah, I probably would have caught you, if I hadn’t had to 
stop in the middle of the stairs. It caused this human 
traffic jam, and I was trying to keep this girl from falling 
in the puddle, ‘cause of her dress. And when I looked up you 
were getting in the cab and I slipped on some ice.

MADISON
Are you hurt?

JULIAN
Minor, major bruising. Possibly a small concussion. You’re 
beautiful. 

MADISON 
Don’t be retarded. Well, are you happy now? You were right. 
He was a prick.

JULIAN
I know.

MADISON
So, what do you want? Did you come to gloat?

JULIAN
No. Madison. Here.

He pulls a rumpled red envelope from 
his back pocket, and holds it up.

MADISON
Throw it.

JULIAN
Get back.

Julian folds the envelope into an 
airplane and whips it up at the window. 
The envelope flies into the window past 
Madison. She picks it up and opens it.

JULIAN  
I had this whole plan. I’ve been trying to get it to you 
since yesterday morning. You wouldn’t believe some of the 
stuff that happened to me.
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MADISON pulls a photo out of the 
envelope, turns it over to read the 
back, fighting tears. 

JULIAN  
Madison?

Madison goes to the window.

JULIAN  
Are you alright? Don’t cry.

MADISON
Oh, Justin.

JULIAN
Actually, it’s Julian.

MADISON
What? I’ve been calling you Justin for the last six months. 
Why did you let me do that?

JULIAN
I knew you meant me. 

MADISON
Ever since you passed out at the blood drive, you’ve been 
so... I’m so sorry. I didn’t even get your name right.

JULIAN
Anything you wanted to--

MADISON
Julian?

JULIAN
Yeah.

MADISON
So what’s the plan now? 

JULIAN
I thought I might just stay down here for a bit. 

MADISON
I don’t think that’ll work.

JULIAN
Oh. OK.

Julian turns to go.
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MADISON
No. Julian, because I need you to be up here.

He turns again.

MADISON    
Wait. Where are you going?

He turns back.

JULIAN
I got a ladder.  

MADISON
(laughing)

Where?

JULIAN
Just don’t go anywhere.

MADISON
I won’t move. Not this time. 

Julian backs away, then runs off. 
Lights down on the bushes. Madison 
applies lipgloss, then positions 
herself in front of the window, 
expectantly, full of the happy ever 
after promise of the end of the movie.

A hand appears in the window. 

NADINE, 17, wearing cargos and a baggy 
sweatshirt, vaults through with an 
unholy clatter.

MADISON  
What the hell? Nadine? 

NADINE
Hi.

MADISON
Hello? What are you doing?

NADINE
I’m his wingman.

MADISON
Julian?

NADINE
Oh, so you finally got his name right? 
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