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Comps:
“Searching for Sylvia” intersects the misadventures of “Community”
with the family antics of “The Goldberg’s”, schmeared with the
bureaucratic tedium of “Parks and Rec” and social commentary of
“The Office”.
Logline:
After witnessing a coworker OD from heroin, the overworked, underappreciated Program Director of the Goldstein Jewish Community
Center (GJCC) finally hits bottom and must find a way out of her
soul-crushing job without ruining her family’s good name.
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INT - GJCC WOMEN’S LOCKER ROOM, BATHROOM STALL - DAY
SYLVA STEIN, a 44-year-old Program Director at the Goldstein
Jewish Community Center (GJCC) sits on the toilet, Googling
yoga retreats on her phone. Startled by a loud thump in the
adjacent stall, she jumps up and drops her phone on the
floor. ANDREA GROSSMAN, the early-30’s Summer Camp Director,
falls to the ground and sprawls across SYLVIA’S feet. A
syringe rolls out from her limp hand.
INT - GJCC MAIN CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY
SUPERIMPOSE: “6 MONTHS EARLIER”
Sylvia wears a inexpensive wine colored polyester sports
jacket and pressed white button down. She sits stiffly at the
far end of a long heavy wooden conference table. An
oversized 70’s style upholstered swivel chair swallows her
slight frame. She peers across the shiny polished wood
veneer, shoulders just above the table top due to her short
torso. She looks like a child.
The leadership team of directors sit along both sides. ROSS
WISEMAN, a 6’-2” tall, late-50’s, thick curly grey hair, is
the new “big city” CEO of the GJCC. He stands and leans over
the opposite end of the table from Sylvia. He Looks down at a
piece of paper, then back up, clears his throat. He speaks
loudly.
ROSS
Welcome Sylvia Stein. Although you
are new to our leadership team,
your family is not new to the GJCC.
Isn’t that right, Sylvia?
Sylvia tentatively smiles, looks down in embarrassment.
ROSS (CONT'D)
Program Director is big, Sylvia
Stein. Together...
(looking down at the paper
and back up)
Sylvia Stein, you and I will make
the Goldstein Jewish Community
Center great again.
(beat)
Just like when your grandparents,
Sybil and Ben Stein, donated to
construct the 1981, 400 square foot
storage room addition.
(MORE)
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ROSS (CONT'D)
And when your father, Leonard
Stein, served on our board for more
then a decade. Giving his time and
support to our community. Sylvia,
your family legacy will live on
now, because you have joined OUR
family.
Ross looks around the room with his saccharine grin. The
directors cringe.
Ross looks down at the paper, and flips it to the other side.
ROSS (CONT'D)
Program director is big, Sylvia.
Your programs...
(Clearing his throat)
OUR programs together, Sylvia, will
help us rebuild the pillars for a
new generation.
(beat)
Sylvia, you quietly served our
community for more than a decade at
the “Cohen Home”, our sister
organization housing our beloved
seniors. We thank you for your
service. And now, Sylvia, it’s a
new day, you will shine out and
show our dear community just what
the Stein family is made of at the
helm of the GJCC.
(raising both hands)
Let’s all welcome... Sylvia Stein.
The directors unenthusiastically clap. Suddenly, Ross excuses
himself to take a cell phone call, gives the group a little
wave, points at the phone, winks at Sylvia and disappears
through the secret door that adjoins his office to the
conference room.
The directors whisper, look over at Sylvia, as they quietly
vacate the conference room. Andrea Grossman, summer camp
director, a snarky round lesbian millennial, whispers to her
colleague.
ANDREA
What the hell was that?
Sylvia sits alone at the end of the table. Her eyes moving
left and right.
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INT - SYLVIA’S MAKESHIFT OFFICE - DAY
Sylvia wears a GJCC branded hard hat, sits at a makeshift
desk (plywood over sawhorses) surrounded by building
construction activities and debris. This set up serves as
Sylvia’s temporary office while the fitness center goes
through its first remodel in 25 years.
A temporary fabricated hallway made from 2x4’s and plastic
sheeting runs past Sylvia’s desk for members to walk safely
through the construction zone and to the only section of the
gym that is functioning.
Sylvia is on the phone trying to desperately calm down an
irate member, but due to the CONSTRUCTION WORKER drilling
into the concrete 5 feet from her desk, she cannot hear them.
She gives up and disconnects the call.
Sylvia flips off the phone and then the construction worker
who ignores her silent tantrum just as Ross appears from
behind the plastic sheeting. He sports a suit and tie, GJCC
branded hard hat, ignores Sylvia’s lewd gesture and beams as
he looks around at the chaos.
ROSS
(loudly)
Exciting isn’t it!
Ross leans on the guest desk chair that is clad in clear
plastic and covered in construction soot. He realizes too
late and has nowhere to wipe his hands, so he slaps them
together over the top of Sylvia’s desk creating a cloud of
dust in her face. She coughs.
ROSS (CONT'D)
Looking for those updated budget
reports Sylvia. On my desk first
thing tomorrow.
Ross pretends to draw two pistols from his pants pockets, one
in each hand, and points his index fingers (guns) playfully
at Sylvia.
We got this!
Stacks of folders are covered with plastic sheeting on her
desk. Sylvia efficiently pulls out the report and hands it to
Ross.
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SYLVIA
(with a bit of confidence)
Ross, I know we don’t exactly have
an HR department, but Mary in
accounting mentioned there was a
temporary office space available in
the storage room. You know the one
my grandparents paid for. I was
thinking -ROSS
(interrupting)
Hold on right there, Sylvia.
(loudly over the drilling)
Don’t forget, your father was very
generous... and so were we.
(looking around)
It’s not like you exactly had the
credentials for this job Sylvia.
Requesting special treatment one
month in, seems a little
presumptuous.
Ross swirls around, waves his hands again at the construction
and swirls back, catches himself before he leans on to the
chair again.
ROSS (CONT'D)
(looking over his
shoulder)
This... is exciting, Sylvia. Being
in the thick of it. It’s war
Sylvia and I want you on the front
lines, leading our troops.
(leans in further avoiding
the chair)
I’ve been asked back to New York to
present that program
(winking)
The one I asked you to work
on...you know...for supporting the
“trans” people community. Send me
the “dets” so we can fluff them up
a bit.
(looking off)
Mmmmm, back to the Big Apple, I
can’t wait to squeeze Ben’s
dimples, he’s got to be 11 months
by now.
(trailing off)
Glorious morning, Sylvia.
(beat)
I knew they would come crawling
back.
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INT - GJCC WOMEN'S LOCKER ROOM, BATHROOM STALL - DAY
Sylvia kneels over the toilet reaching in with one arm. She
wears long yellow rubber gloves. MRS. DICKSTEIN, a early70’s, in a one-piece ruffled bathing suit with oversized
yellow flowers, a bright yellow bathing cap, thick red
lipstick, rubber slip-ons with plastic yellow daisies, hovers
right behind Sylvia.
MRS. DICKSTEIN
(yelling)
Luckily I noticed it fell out of my
ear before I flushed. Do you see it
dear?
SYLVIA
Won’t the water ruin it, Mrs.
Dickstein?
Mrs. Dickstein holds up the phone so Sylvia can see MR.
DICKSTEIN on FaceTime.
MR. DICKSTEIN
Sylvia, we need that hearing aid in
order for Medicare to cover a new
one.
SYLVIA
(yelling)
What?!?!
MR. DICKSTEIN
(yelling)
Sylvia, that hearing aid is worth
$3000.
Sylvia reaches deeper into the toilet and splashes water all
over, including on to Mrs. Dickstein’s flowered essemble.
INT. SYLVIA'S MAKESHIFT OFFICE - DAY
Sylvia sits across from MR. SHAPIRO, an 85-year-old member.
He wears a worn dingy wife-beater, long basketball shorts and
canvas high tops. White wisps of hair haphazardly dangle out
from the GJCC branded hard hat. He is very tan, wrinkled
leather-like skin hangs off his boney frame.
MR. SHAPIRO
Call me Levi.
SYLVIA
(earnestly)
Ok, Levi, how can I help you today?
(MORE)
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SYLVIA (CONT'D)
I hope the new locker key has been
working since yesterday. And your
registration for...what was it...
“A Jewish Approach to Atheism”
seems to have finally cleared. Oh,
we still haven’t located your Nike
hoodie, Coach Lamonte has promised
to let me know if it shows up in
the lost and found bin, are you
headed to senior league practice
now?
Mr. Shapiro takes off his hard hat and places it on Sylvia’s
desk revealing the red, white and blue terry cloth sweat band
holding down his greasy thin snow white hair.
MR. SHAPIRO
(shrugging)
Sylvia, you know the yiddish word
‘mashugana’?
SYLVIA
Uh huh...means crazy, right?
MR. SHAPIRO
You think I’m mashuguna.
(shaking his head)
Ok, where were we ...remember I
told you about Keisha. I invited
her over to dance for me.
(grinning)
Just dance! Oh, the way her body
moves, it’s a dream. She told me
her name means ‘great joy’ in
African -SYLVIA
(interrupting by clearing
her throat)
Mr. Shapiro are there anything
other JCC issues?
MR. SHAPIRO
You’ll get used to me Sylvia, ask
the others, I’m harmless. You know
my wife left me, it’s not easy at
my age.
SYLVIA
You mentioned just yesterday she
stops over to make your meals...
daily. It’s nice that you two are
still friends.
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MR. SHAPIRO
Well, I pay her mortgage for god’s
sake and for all of her expenses,
it’s the least she can do. She
lives next store, it’s not like she
has to memorize my phone number.
INT. TEMPORARY WEIGHT ROOM - DAY
Sylvia frantically scrambles around the gym equipment in the
temporary weight room area looking up, down, around and
behind equipment.
SYLVIA
(yelling)
Jeremy! Jeremy! Sweetheart! The
game is over and it’s snack time.
Jesus has your favorite carrot
chips with soy seasoning.
The fitness center daycare aide, JESUS, early-20’s Mexican
American, trails behind Sylvia, periodically stops to answer
texts from his phone. He notices the time.
JESUS
(panicking)
Mrs. Stein, Aqua Aerobics class
ends in 10. What if we can’t find
him? Su mamá es aterradora. (his
mother is a terror)
Sylvia stops, tries to catch her breath and leans over on the
leg press machine. She quickly jumps back when the member
using the machine pulls his legs out and drops the weights, a
very close call. Red-faced she turns towards Jesus who cowers
behind the pull-up machine, he hides his phone behind his
back.
SYLVIA
(sternly)
Ok ...silly question but...the door
was locked when the ‘hide and seek’
game started...
Jesus mimics having to urinate, squeezing legs in knock-kneed
position.
JESUS
I’m trying to drink four 8 oz
glasses of water a day, my
nutritionist thinks I’m possibly
dehydrated. Fue una emergencia.(it
was an emergency)
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INT. KOSHER CAFE - DAY
Sylvia eats lunch with her niece, DANI STEIN, a spunky
transgender 21-year-old, recently hired by Sylvia as a
fitness room attendant. DANI wears head to toe branded GJCC
attire; hard hat, nylon/spandex tank with logo, joggers to
match and “ON Cloudtec Lightweight runners”.
Dani loves her
job, loves Sylvia and loves being free to be her true self in
a new town where no one knows her as Daniel Stein.
DANI
So Kosher means the meat isn’t
suffering?
SYLVIA
Not exactly. The Kashrut
slaughtering methods are humane. I
don’t believe a slice of meat can
actually feel.
DANI
I still think I’m going to give it
up. With my new Yoga lifestyle,
it’s not really a good fit. I told
you, Keisha is vegan.
SYLVIA
First, you never mentioned her
name, it’s Keisha, huh?
DANI
Yay, she told me it means ‘great
joy’. She’s amazing, I can’t
believe she does her own practice
before teaching the ‘Sunrise
Class’. I’ve never seen anyone move
the way she does.
SYLVIA
You’re not the only one.
DANI
We’re not official yet. I just
started following her, so, keep It
quiet. We talked after class this
morning, she likes to dance too, no
surprise.
Dani takes a big bite of her roast beef sandwich.
SYLVIA
Really?
(beat)
I don’t get it.
(MORE)
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SYLVIA (CONT'D)
So if she follows you back, than
that’s it?
(chewing)
Wait a sec...you did yoga at 5:30
a.m., THIS morning? I’m
impressed...
(between bites)
Take it slow, sweety...OK? This is
new territory for you?
DANI
(rolling her eyes)
She knows I’m trans.
Dani looks down at her phone and flips through Keisha’s
Instagram posts (a beautiful muscular black women in series
of erotic yoga poses). Suddenly, Dani places the phone face
down on the table. She looks up at Sylvia.
DANI (CONT'D)
(earnestly)
Aunt Sylvia, you should take a yoga
class with me, it’s changed my
life. You need to do something to
get out of your rut.
SYLVIA
What rut? I’m good over here.
fine. I’m married, remember?

I’m

EXT. GJCC OLYMPIC POOL, DECK SIDE - DAY
Sylvia and COACH BRADEN, 20-year-old head swim coach, head
lifeguard and official GJCC ‘Greek God’, squat side by side
at the end of the pool and look down a divided lane at a tiny
brown dot moving toward them.
SYLVIA
Mrs...I mean... Dr. Patel is
worried that Jai here is not going
to qualify for Junior States.
COACH BRADEN
(annoyed)
He’s 4 years old?
DOUG, late-teens, the locker room attendant, pokes his head
out from the men’s locker room poolside exit door 50 feet
away and yells to Coach Braden.
DOUG
Coach B, we have an incident in the
Senior Lounge.
(MORE)
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DOUG (CONT'D)
Mr. Shapiro rigged the TV again.
He won’t hand the remote over and
it’s on reruns of “Days of our
Lives”.
Coach Braden springs up and gallops over to Doug, his tan
perfect swimmer’s body glistening. He relieved to end his
conversation with Sylvia. He disappears behind the door and
leaves her pool-side, she’s disgusted.
Sylvia groans as she stands up and gazes out over the
sparkling pool. She arches back to stretch her lower back and
notices flailing child-size arms, waving and splashing
frantically just above the water in the “free swim” area. She
realizes Coach Braden is not on deck and no other lifeguard
is on duty.
Sylvia bolts over and dives in. She grabs the boy (DARYL),
performs a textbook save of a drowning victim. The boy is
only about 45 pounds, so she carries him out like sleeping
beauty, heroically ascending up the stairs. Suddenly she
notices that he is squirming to get free. He’s breathing, no
choking, no spitting, no gurgling. She hugs him tightly,
tears well up and she mumbles.
SYLVIA
At least I’ve done one heroic thing
before I turn 45.
Sylvia is startled by feels a tap on her right shoulder. She
whips around, Daryl still wrapped in her arms. Another,
taller, older boy exclaims loudly and accusatorially at
Sylvia.
TALL BOY AT POOL
Miss....who ever you are, I was
supposed to save Daryl. I’m
Superman. You ruined it.
Daryl squirms out of Sylvia’s death grip and the two run off
down the deck.
SYLVIA
(yelling loudly)
No running!
EXT. 1986 JCC POOL - DAY - FLASHBACK
10-year-old Sylvia swims with a friend out in the deep end of
the pool. The friend panics at the sight of a bee hovering
over head and she frantically grabs Sylvia without thinking.
The friend doesn’t realize but she is pushing Sylvia under
the water.
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Luckily she is a strong swimmer and even though the other
girl is much heavier, she manages to escape her hold.
Surfacing just before she passes out, Sylvia sees her friend
still panicking and sinking fast. No adults seem to notice
and no lifeguard is in sight. Sylvia swims back to her
friend and with great effort grabs her by the hair and drags
her safely to the side. They both narrowly survive the
traumatic incident.
EXT. GJCC OUTDOOR RUNNING TRACK - DAY
Sylvia stretches before a morning run with her closest friend
JU AKI-LIEBERMANN (JU), a 40-year-old slim, athletic
Vietnamese American who is married to the GJCC CFO, ALAN
LIEBERMANN. Ju is a master’s triathlete, 40-plus State
Champion and currently training for her first Kona, the
National Championships. She speaks in with slight Asian
accent.
JU
(snapping her fingers)
Sylvia! You off in la-la land.
Let’s run. After our little warmup
here, I have to finish my brick
set, 8 more miles running and 40
meters in the pool. No time to
waste in la la land.
Sylvia stretches forward and can only manage to reach her
knees.
SYLVIA
I thought the kid almost died, just
like my friend...
(beat)
... then he wasn’t almost dead, he
was pretending. I cried in public
for nothing. Thank god Coach B was
still breaking up a brawl.
(beat)
Maybe I should give yoga a try. I
need to do something. This job is
killing me and Ross is twisting the
knife.
JU
(jogging in place)
Let’s talk and run...Ok? You can
start yoga when you can touch your
shins.
(beat)
“Dream job” remember?
(MORE)
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JU (CONT'D)
You owe your father, he pulled
strings for you...
(scowling)
My husband says, “mission first,
people second”, that’s why it’s nonprofit. He knows, he’s in charge of
money, remember?
(beat)
And what... you think you get to be
BIG BOSS in one month? Maybe 5
years, if you’re lucky. Maybe
never. Mission first, Sylvia!
Ju takes off without looking back. Sylvia watches her until
she is gone.
INT. GJCC FINE ART GALLERY - NIGHT
JERRY MICHAELSON, Sylvia’s 50-year-old husband, dusty blond
hair and blue eyes, wears a plaid flannel shirt and jeans,
walks closely behind MICAH EDELMAN, GJCC Arts and Culture
Director, 30’s, artfully dressed with hand-painted silk scarf
and layered boy cut. They tour around the fine art gallery
off the main entrance. Jerry nods as she runs through the
logistics of his upcoming solo show.
MICAH
Because they are massive, Jerry, we
are committed to a solo show. Three
right along here and the other two
along the back wall, over here.
(walking and talking)
You’re stippling technique still
amazes me. The transformation from
tiny dots into macro closeups of
athletes in their breakthrough
moment is unbelievable. Stunning,
simply stunning.
Jerry trails behind Michah like a puppy dog trying to please
their human.
MICAH (CONT'D)
We honestly can use the inspiration
right now, it’s the perfect
backdrop for the Purim Parade and
then leading right into the kickoff
of the JCC Maccabi training camp
sign up.
(gazing out)
Can you imagine...
(MORE)
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MICAH (CONT'D)
those little toddlers marching
along in costumes of Mordechai and
Queen Esther
MICAH;
mimics how the toddlers would march along.
Then places her hands over her ears.
Oh, and those piercing
groggers...imagine the beautiful
mayhem unfolding in front of your
heroic celebration of sweat, terror
and grit...perfect!
(beat)
The camps will sell out in a flash.
Brilliant!
Jerry gazes around the gallery.
JERRY
Yes, I think I can see it...
INT. GJCC MAIN AUDITORIUM - NIGHT
Sylvia stands at the door and greets members as they enter
for a special film event.
INSERT - POSTER
“The Farewell party” - “Residents of a retirement home build
a machine for self-euthanasia in order to help their
terminally ill friend suffering from Alzheimer’s.”
BACK TO SCENE
Sylvia hands bags of popcorn and boxes of tissues to the
group of blue-haired senior women (FILM GUEST #1 AND FILM
GUEST #2) heading into the auditorium.
SYLVIA
Thank you ladies. Here’s your
complimentary popcorn. Oh, and you
might need this.
(handing out tissue)
It’s a tearjerker.
FILM GUEST #1
Thank you dear. My husband just
passed from Alzheimer’s. At least
up until the end...everyday was
brand new.
(MORE)
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FILM GUEST #1 (CONT'D)
New home, new hobbies, new friends
and a new woman interest...
(angrily)
... everyday.
He could of used that machine.
FILM GUEST #2
May he rest in peace. Mordie was
good man, he just needed a break.
FILM GUEST #1
A break? What do you mean? We had 5
beautiful children, we had a good
home -SYLVIA
(interrupting)
Ah, it’ starting ladies. You don’t
want to miss the previews.
Jerry watches the interaction and hangs back. Walks up to
Sylvia when the ladies are out of sight.
JERRY
I think Mordie made a deal with his
doc or maybe the devil. But
Alzheimer's doesn’t sound that bad.
(looking around)
Are you ready for your “fruit
salad”, birthday girl?
SYLVIA
Sandra just stepped inside, she’ll
cover if anyone else shows up.
Thanks for keeping this on the down
low. I am fucking done with
birthdays.
(beat)
I like the premise of that movie.
It’s not a bad thing to know when
your time is up, when to say
goodbye. Better to be in control of
your fate.
JERRY
Please, Sylvia. Seriously.
fruit salad isn’t that bad.

The

INT. GJCC KOSHER CAFE - NIGHT
A group of GJCC STAFF duck behind the counter at the Cafe.
They are whispering. Someone shushes the group.
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GJCC STAFF #1
(loud whisper)
They’re coming!
Jerry and Sylvia round the final corner and walk up to the
counter.
SYLVIA
(annoyed)
Where is Nadine? I have to be back
by intermission.
Right as Sylvia rings the service bell, the group jumps up
from behind the counter. Helium balloons float up and the
they shout out.
GJCC STAFF
Surprise!! Surprise! Happy Birthday
Sylvia. Om huledet sameach! (Trust
Birthdays)
Jerry squeezes Sylvia around the shoulders.
JERRY
It’s not your time yet, my love.
Sylvia surprisingly enjoys the party for a few beats.
and Ju pull her aside to give their gifts.

Dani

DANI
No time for wrapping, these are
yoga blocks.
(looking at Ju)
So you don’t need to touch your
toes, you can use these to bridge
the gap.
SYLVIA
(fumbling with blocks)
Ok Dani, not sure I understand
exactly how these work. But thanks.
Sylvia pulls out a black elastic stretchy belt from the Ju’s
gift bag.
SYLVIA (CONT'D)
(raising eyebrows)
Ju, what is this? Or should we
discuss this in private?
JU
(annoyed)
It’s a heart rate monitor.
(MORE)
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JU (CONT'D)
You know, to check that you still
alive after 45th birthday party.
And if your heart still beating,
then you can use to improve
fitness.
SYLVIA
(sarcastically)
Ah, so I can locate rogue children
faster than a speeding bullet or
increase my PB (Personal Best) on
spinning bikes repairs in an hour,
or...
(raising her voice)
... I know, maybe I can suck in
harder while I’m giving Ross his
daily blow job.
Sylvia freezes. Looks around at the room. Luckily know one
heard her tantrum. Ju promptly walks out.
Jerry chats with Micah at the other end of the Cafe. Sylvia,
still a bit wound up, walks over and butts in.
SYLVIA (CONT'D)
I didn’t know you two knew each
other.
MICAH EDELMAN
Sylvia, thanks for covering the
door tonight while I was meeting
with Jerry. Your husband has quite
the talent. His work is stunning.
You must be so pleased about his
upcoming solo -SANDRA, the Arts and Culture assistant, interrupts and grabs
Sylvia’s arm.
SANDRA
(interrupting)
One of the blue-haired ladies in
the 5th row has passed out. You’re
the only one in the building with a
current CPR cert.
Sylvia looks at Jerry. Shrugs apologetically and runs off
with Sandra.
SYLVIA
(trailing off)
Solo what?
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SYLVIA (CONT'D)
(to Sandra)
Remind me to set up another mass
CPR training. This is insane.
INT. SYLVIA'S MAKESHIFT OFFICE - DAY
Sylvia conducts yearly performance reviews. Program
instructors come and go for hours. All show up wearing
branded GJCC hard hats along with attire that matches their
particular class.
FEMALE FENCING TEACHER, stocky, early 50’S, green polo and
high-waisted khakis, swipes her fencing sword, just missing
Sylvia as she ducks, to point across to a door where a
temporary office is set up for the construction foreman.
Building materials are stacked floor to ceiling.
FEMALE FENCING TEACHER
Our exercise room is ground zero
Sylvia...remember, right over
there? Of course our numbers are
down, we cancelled all classes in
February.
(glaring back at Sylvia)
I also know Caitlin bruised
Jeremy’s ribs with the Sabre. Their
mom’s are talking again.
SALSA INSTRUCTOR, mid-30’s Mexican American male, wears
billowing silk long-sleeve blouse, unbuttoned to his navel,
revealing hairy chest shaved clean at his neckline.
SALSA INSTRUCTOR
I’m not sure what little bird told
you that my class was posted as an
underground meetup for singles.
Salsa is the dance of fire, it’s a
dance for lovers. We don’t hide
our intentions, we express them,
Sylvia.
FELDENKRAIS TEACHER, early 70’S male, slicked back silver
hair, designer suit, holds hard hat under his arm, reads his
texts. Avoids eye contact with Sylvia. Stays standing,
FELDENKRAIS TEACHER
My students understand that I may
or may not be present at class, but
I am always with them. Why would
this effect my pay rate? The
Feldenkrais method is a highly
unique and sought after Sylvia.
(MORE)
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FELDENKRAIS TEACHER (CONT'D)
And please understand that the
“Songbird as Mentors” series is a
level up and my fee for this will
double for obvious reasons.
KRAV MAGA TRAINER, mid-20’s very dark skinned Israeli female,
wears Ray Bans, faux army fatigues and a black beanie, under
the hard hat.
KRAV MAGA TRAINER
Since eyewear is not provided, I
will be keeping my sunglasses on.
(beat)
So Sylvia, toddlers need self
defense too. We live in terroristdriven society, Sylvia. I don’t
understand why I can’t add this to
the class programs. You know that
Krav Maga is the official fighting
art of the Israeli army. Sylvia,
our children must be prepared.
INT. SYLVIA'S MAKESHIFT OFFICE - NIGHT
Sylvia continues her reviews as the day drags on.
NIA DANCE TEACHER, mid-60’s, plump female wearing head to toe
silky tie dye pant suit. Barefoot, sits cross-legged on the
guest chair. Pastel makeup, mostly shades of peach and
lilac. She reeks of patchouli.
Sylvia turns the mini fan on her desk towards the Nia dance
teacher.
Nia dance teacher leans over and switches the fan off.
NIA DANCE TEACHER
Patchouli awakens our inner spirit.
(beat)
Sylvia, it appears you don’t know
about the powers of Nia. ALL of our
senses come alive through Nia! It
was born from martial arts, dance
arts and healing arts. ALL the
arts! It empowers people of ALL
shapes and sizes by connecting our
body, mind, emotions and spirit.
(looking Sylvia up and
down)
We dance barefoot to soul-stirring
beats and it reaches across 45
countries. Sylvia, Nia can change
your life if you let it.
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KEISHA, early 20’s, beautiful African American, Sunrise
Ashtanga yoga teacher, wears sweat crop top with “Spiritual
Gangster” logo across the chest.
KEISHA
Wow, you must have had a hell of a
day Mrs. Stein. What can I tell
you about my class, what are your
concerns?
SYLVIA
Oh, um, I’m not used to being asked
my opinion. Please call me
Sylvia...I hear you like to dance?
KEISHA
Ah, you must have been chatting
with Mr. Shapiro. Here’s the deal,
I clean Levi’s house and listen to
music. So I dance around a bit and
it seems to make him happy. He’s
harmless. His ex is usually hanging
around.
SYLVIA
(in shock)
Well, Ok...thanks for the
clarification... I guess.
KEISHA
And Dani and I are a thing as of
today. She’s got that something
special, if you know what I mean.
SYLVIA
Yes, I think so?
KEISHA
Sylvia, stop stressing, breath with
me.
Keisha looks right into Sylvia’s eyes. Sylvia stops fiddling
with her notes and looks back. They take a deep breath
together. Silence (except for construction noise)
MATT, early-40s, wears a spandex cycling kit, clops around
the plastic sheeting in his cleated cycling shoes. He breaks
the silence.
MATT
(sarcastically)
What a surprise, the only bike left
won’t adjust.
(MORE)

20.
MATT (CONT'D)
(bossy)
Sylvia, this is unacceptable.
Sylvia calmly stands, looks down at Keisha and smiles.
straight at the fuming cyclist.

Looks

SYLVIA
Fuck you, Matt.
Sylvia walks right past Matt and disappears behind the
plastic sheeting.
INSERT - HAND-WRITTEN NOTE TAPED ON TO WINDOW OF GROUP
FITNESS ROOM
“Trans Support - All pronouns Welcome” Five hand-drawn smiley
faces below naively representing the pronoun options
INT. GJCC SMALL GROUP EXERCISE ROOM - DAY
Dani leads a transgender support group session. A small
diverse group of adults and teens sit in a circle. One chair
is empty.
DANI
(wiping her nose)
So what if she dumped me because I
can’t hold a 3 minute handstand,
Keisha introduced me to yoga, a
practice of TRUE transformation. I
am moving into this and not running
away. So what if she is a total
bitch pretending to be spiritual -Sylvia interrupts Dani as she opens the squeaky door, tiptoes
in, sits in the empty chair and shyly waves at the group.
They are collectively annoyed by her interruption.
SYLVIA
What did I miss?
INT. KOSHER CAFE - DAY
Sylvia runs into the “Yoga for Seniors” instructor, RAYSEL
(RAY) DACHSTEIN, early-70’s, robust, sharp, daughter of a
Holocaust survivor, with a slight German accent, wearing a
nude-colored light wool body suit.
SYLVIA
(nervously)
Oh Ray, great! Can you spare five
for a cup of coffee? On me?

21.
RAY
(looking at her iWatch)
Well, I am early as usual, I
suppose I have a few minutes for my
new “boss”. But I don’t drink
coffee. Green tea only.
Ray peers at NADINE, early-20’s counter service girl who is
wiping the table across the room.
RAY (CONT'D)
Nadine, love, my regular.
SYLVIA
(awkwardly)
Um, just some coffee.
both on my tab.

Please put

Ray and Sylvia sit at a table close to the full height
windows looking over the indoor pool. They both gaze down at
the water aerobics class in session. All women over 65
wearing swimming caps and swaying their foam blue noodles
above the water line.
RAY
(still staring at the
pool)
Are we still concerned about the
shrinking class numbers? Need I
remind you, ninety percent of my
students join us on walkers and
wheelchairs, Sylvia.
Ray waves at the construction visible from the cafe.
RAY (CONT'D)
I assure you when this absurd and
unnecessary fiasco is over, “Yoga
for Seniors” will resume as normal.
Some of my students have been
coming for longer than you have
been -SYLVIA
(shyly raising a finger to
jump in)
Actually...
(whispering and looking
around)
I’m thinking about starting a
serious yoga practice. What do you
think?

22.
RAY
Oh, Ok... well... first, don’t
think about a “serious” practice
Sylvia, just show up and do yoga.
The “serious” part will come when
it comes.
(sipping tea)
I was sick and tired of feeling
guilty for not being Jewish-enough.
I think you know my mother was a
“surviver”. I needed to unpack THAT
heavy burden. I’ve never looked
back. Being a Hindu has given me
peace.
90-year-old IRA GOLDMAN hobbles by the table with his walker.
RAY (CONT'D)
(addressing Ira loudly)
When are you bringing your saggy
tuchus back to class, Mr. Goldman?
IRA GOLDMAN
(looking at the
construction)
When the war is over.
RAY
From your lips to god’s ears...
IRA GOLDMAN
See you at Temple in the morning
Ray, it’s nice that you are finally
filling in for your mother at the
Oneg Shabbat. Thank god for our
guilt, where would the world be?
RAY
(looking back at SYLVIA)
I guess I still have some baggage
to unpack.
INT. MAIN GJCC GRAND CORRIDOR BETWEEN ENTRANCE AND FITNESS
CENTER - DAY
Sylvia walks down the sunlit corridor and gazes out the full
height windows to the outdoor field. She sees Ju coaching
her Junior Tri-club. She stops to watch Ju in action with the
kids.

23.
EXT. GJCC OUTDOOR FIELD - DAY
Ju circles the group and barks orders, marching them through
military-style calisthenics. The kids are varying sizes and
ethnicities, ranging between 9-12.
JU
(sharply)
Hit the ground, 10 pushups!
(circling)
It doesn’t matter if you hate this,
it’s good for you to hate something
with all your being. At least
you’re feeling something. It means
your alive.
(beat)
Ok, 10 burpees.
TRI-CLUB KIDS
(grumbling in unison)
Coach J...Noooo way! That’s crazy,
we just did pushups.
Ju sees Sylvia watching her.
back to the kids.

She gives her a nod and turns

INT. GJCC CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY
Sylvia tucks into the over-sized upholstered rolling office
chair with armrests, accompanied by the rest of the
leadership team who sit down in their regular places;
DIRECTORS of ECE (Amira Nasif)in head scarf, CAMP (Andrea
Grossman), ARTS AND CULTURE (Micah Edelman), FITNESS/SPORTS
AND REC (Lamond Jameson), FACILITY MAINTENANCE (Kyle
O’Brien), DEVELOPMENT (Natalie Hoffman-Jones), and CFO (Alan
Lieberman)all present.
Ross eagerly passes agendas around the room. A group eye roll
ensues at the sight of the meeting agenda. Ross stands and
slurps his coffee at the head of the table.
ROSS
(grinning and looking
around the room)
Exciting times are upon us team. I
have been invited back to the
National JCC Forum, to my hometown,
NEW YORK CITY!! Seems as if my
cutting edge programs have ignited
a revolution!
(beat)
But we have a long way to go, team.
(looking at Sylvia)
(MORE)

24.
ROSS (CONT'D)
(glaring right at Sylvia)
For one, construction dust and room
closures are NOT acceptable excuses
for dropping membership engagement
numbers
(picking up the agenda,
clearing his throat)
So, let’s start at the top -Ross stops mid-sentence to answer a text. As he turns and
hunches over his phone, Sylvia, red-faced and frustrated,
stands up and addresses the group.
SYLVIA
Hi team...quick diversion from the
agenda, hope y’all don’t mind. OK,
hands up if you would like to
participate in a staff retreat
focused on stress release. Sessions
like yoga, Nia, special breathing,
and maybe some chanting. Our
Floridian counterparts at the Miami
J have raved. I guess they have the
ocean too, but anyway...
The directors perk up and a few even raise their hands.
Ross whips around, exaggerates tapping on the phone to send
his text and glares at Sylvia. She gingerly begins to sit but
doesn’t remember that the chair is pushed back. She falls on
the ground, misses the chair altogether. The group silently
cringes. Sylvia looks helplessly around at her colleagues.
Andrea gets up and walks across the room to give Sylvia a
boost up.
ROSS picks up the agenda.
ROSS
(glaring at Sylvia)
Where was I? Oh, and SYLVIA I’ll
see you in my office after the
meeting...pronto.
Sylvia walks out of the room as Ross’s voice trails behind.
INSERT - BRASS NAME PLAQUE TACKED ON TO HEAVY OAK WOOD DOOR
“ROSS WISEMAN, President and CEO” engraved on the plaque.
INT. ROSS WISEMAN’S OFFICE - DAY
Sylvia presses a buzzer on the heavy oak door with brass name
plate.

25.
She waits, buzzer rings, sound of click, she pushes the heavy
wood door with all her weight, slips in without getting
crushed, walks over and stands in front of the large 70’s
style oak desk with full bull-nosed edges.
Ross swivels to face Sylvia, he is on a speaker phone
finalizing his New York arrangements with his travel agent.
Ross raises hi eyebrows and gestures for her to sit in one of
the guest chairs. Sylvia sits.
EXT. GJCC OUTDOOR FIELD - DAY (NEXT MORNING)
Ju and Sylvia slowly jog along the running track. Sylvia is
limping and panting. Ju runs backwards facing Sylvia as they
talk.
SYLVIA
Who even uses a travel agent these
days? What chutzpa!
Ju, dodges spit flying out of Sylvia’s mouth as she says
“Chutzpa”. Sylvia stops running, spits again, and leans over
on her knees. Ju continues to run in circles around Sylvia.
SYLVIA (CONT'D)
I can’t believe I was shaking. It’s
ridiculous that I let him get to me
at this age.
INT. ROSS WISEMAN’S OFFICE - DAY
Ross chews gum loudly and glares at SYLVIA.
ROSS
(accusatorially)
You broke into my emails. Didn’t
you. How dare you steel my ideas
and then share them without my
permission as if they were yours.
You will fix this, Sylvia Stein.
EXT. GJCC OUTDOOR FIELD - DAY (NEXT MORNING)
Sylvia hyperventilates recalling Ross’s punishment.
SYLVIA
To “fix it”, I had to write up full
report... everything...every hour,
every dollar, every detail,
outlining a two day staff retreat
by THIS MORNING!
(MORE)

26.
SYLVIA (CONT'D)
So he can present it to the board
at 9 am. LIKE RIGHT NOW! Fuck me!
(panting/talking very
fast)
INT. ROSS WISEMAN’S OFFICE - DAY
ROSS
After it’s Board-approved, I will
present it at our next leadership
meeting and will explain how this
whole staff retreat was already in
the works by
SPLIT SCREEN
Ross gestures, both hands on chest.
Sylvia puts both hands over her chest to mimic Ross.
ROSS/SYLVIA (V.O.)
“Your’s Truly”
EXT. GJCC OUTDOOR FIELD - DAY (NEXT MORNING)
Sylvia vomits on Ju. Ju tries to jump back out of the way of
the projectile, but is too late. She’s covered.
Oh my god.
night.

SYLVIA
I told you I was up all

JU
(resigned)
Did you at least remember to wear
your heart rate monitor this
morning?
INT - GJCC WOMEN’S LOCKER ROOM, BATHROOM STALL - DAY
Sylvia sits on the toilet, Googling yoga retreats on her
phone. Startled by a loud thump in the adjacent stall, she
jumps up and drops her phone on the floor. Andrea, the Summer
Camp Director, falls to the ground across Sylvia’s feet. A
syringe rolls out from her limp hand, her glasses have fallen
off her face and they are smashed.
Sylvia screams for help and immediately tries to resuscitate
Andrea, but she is too late, Andrea is dead.
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Kyle, the Building Maintenance Director, escorts Sylvia,
wrapped in a blanket, down the sunlit hallway. Sylvia walks
slowly, in shock, she can’t hear people or feel their touch.
She sees Jerry waiting for her. They hold each other in
silence. Sylvia lifts her head and sees a yoga class underway
in the glassed-in fitness studio. The students look like
ethereal mermaids in a huge fishbowl.
INT. SYLVIA'S MAKESHIFT OFFICE
Ju and Dani sit at Sylvia’s desk on a Zoom call with Sylvia.
Sylvia lies on her sofa at home in her pajamas and sucks on a
popsicle. “Days of our Lives” is playing on the TV in the
background.
Jerry pokes his head over the back of the sofa and lovingly
rubs her head.
JERRY
Sylvia knows her grandparent’s good
name hang over the 1979 broom
closet addition
SYLVIA
(interrupting)
1981 Storage Room AND Maintenance
Office...thank you very much.
JERRY
Oh my god, Sylvia. Ok, 1981.
Whatever. The point is you can’t
quit! A Stein doesn’t give up,
Sybil and Ben would turn over in
their graves.
JU
Look, it’s none of my business, but
Alan told me that Ross will cancel
the retreat if you’re not back
soon.
DANI
Things are falling apart and it’s
only been a week. Aunt Sylvia...we
need you back.
Ju looks around to be sure no one is lurking behind the
plastic sheeting.

28.
JU
(whispering)
This is your chance to call the
shots Sylvia, you get to play big
boss.
Sylvia takes an exaggerated lick of her popsicle.
looks confused.

Jerry

INSERT - SILVER PLAQUE TAPED WITH SILVER DUCT TAPE UNDER THE
WINDOW ON A HEAVY WOOD DOOR. BRASS PLAQUE ABOVE THE DOOR ALSO
VISIBLE
“Sylvia Stein, Program Director” is engraved on to the silver
plaque.
“Benjamin and Sybil Stein, 1981 Donation - Maintennce Room
Office.” engraved on brass plaque above door.
INT - SYLVIA'S NEW TEMP OFFICE - NIGHT
It is unusually quiet, no construction noise is audible.
Dani and Sylvia are on a Zoom call with Jerry.
Jerry (visible on computer screen) sits and eats dinner alone
on the sofa.
SYLVIA
Hey sweetie. What’s up?
JERRY
Ok, I finally got word, she’s
arriving on the 8th.
Who?

SYLVIA

JERRY
Judith...my mother.
Sylvia looks at Dani, then looks at the second computer
monitor.
INSERT - COMPUTER MONITOR
“JUNE 8-9” is in bold type in the middle of a drop down box.
“CONFIRMATION - GOLDSTEIN JCC. 2 ATTENDEES CONFIRMED - PAID
IN FULL”
JERRY (CONT'D)
I can see you squirming. What’s
wrong?

29.
SYLVIA
Good news or bad news first?
(beat)
Ok, We’ll start with the good news.
Ross’s concession for my “return to
work early and save the J from
collapse” has been booked and I
have been fully comped to attend my
first Yoga Immersion workshop.
Jerry stops chewing, there is a lump of food in his right
cheek.
JERRY
And the bad news...
SYLVIA
It’s on June 8th and 9th.
Dani waves at Jerry over Sylvia’s shoulder.
SYLVIA (CONT'D)
Oh and Dani is comped too. So
theoretically there is more good
news than bad...
Jerry puts his sandwich down, shakes his head, leans forward
and ends the call.
INT - GJCC WOMEN'S LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT
Sylvia dresses for her first yoga class. She sits on the
bench right across from the bathroom stall where Andrea died.
The bathroom stall door is closed.
Dani suddenly bursts out of THE stall, rushes right towards
Sylvia.
DANI
We’re already late. Don’t forget
your mat. I’ll save you a spot.
Dani pivots, and bolts out. Sylvia sits alone on the bench
and stares at the stall.
Andrea, the dead coworker appears, gets off the floor and
nonchalantly saunters out from a bathroom stall. She sits
down on the bench next to Sylvia. She leans over and places
her elbows on to her knees.

30.
ANDREA (GHOST)
I tried yoga.
THE END

