THE MAG Cl ANS
"Fuc***ng Breakebills"

Woman/ Man
Dr ama/ Fant asy



It’s cold. JULIA is alone, sitting on a table, snoking,
pensi ve, as QUENTIN exits the bar and approaches her.

JULI A
Let nme guess. "Janes is so worried,
what’s going on with you?"

QUENTIN is unsure, hesitates; JULIA flicks ash. Meets his
eyes.

JULI A
| need you to tell themthey were
wr ong about nme.

QUENTI N
VWho?

JULI A
Fucki ng. Breakebills.

QUENTI N s taken aback. JULIA stares at himnercilessly.

JULI A
Say "what’'s Breakebills?" and |
will stab you. Tell themto test ne
agai n.

QUENTI N
How -

JULI A
Do | renenber? | dunno, maybe |’ a
nmut ant, maybe. ..

JULI A pulls up her sleeve, where she left herself that
scratch on the forearm Her armis now deeply scored with
many cuts.

JULI A
.1 wouldn’t let nmyself forget.

QUENTIN is distressed. Then, quietly -

QUENTI N
They’ Il just erase your nenory
agai n.

JULI A

| should be there -

QUENTI N
What happened to should be at Yal e?



JULI A
That was before |I knew there was
sonmet hi ng el se. Who cares about
fucki ng busi ness school, would you?

QUENTI N
Look. You have to be able to do
certain things to -

JULI A
God, were you always this smug?

JULI A snaps away her Cl GARETTE, intent, annoyed. And begins
to nove her fingers. Not elegantly, the way we’ve seen at
Breakebills. It’s jerky, uncertain. But she seens to be
doing... a spell? And it’s also clear it won't work.

Then she flicks her fingers and MIULTI COLORED SPARKS FLY FROM
THEM falling on the table, snoldering |ike a dozen
sputtering matches. JULIA tanps them out w th her hands.

JULI A
You have no idea how long it took
me. To find a spell that was real

QUENTI N
Look. | don’t know what to tell you
about... that. Al I knowis, |I’'ve

never seen you like this. You re
hurting yourself and -

JULI A
They cutt off ny life.

QUENTI N
Your life is here.

JULI A
Pl ease. Be ny friend.



