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Characters 

Daisy – Female, comes in with a heavy heart. 
Julius – Male, comes in happy and hopeful. 

 
Setting 

A bench in a park during winter.
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(Lights up. It is winter, in a park, very cold 
but no snow. DAISY enters with a purse and 
holding a white daisy. She’s picking the petals 
off one by one, whispering to herself, “do it … 
don’t do it … do it … don’t do it”. Her whispers 
begin so quiet that they are practically 
inaudible, but become increasingly louder. Lost 
in her daisy petals, she accidently runs into a 
park bench. She stops, takes a deep breath, and 
sits on the bench. She opens her purse, takes out 
a box, sets it to her side and returns to her 
flower…) 

 
DAISY 

(Whispering) Do it… 
Don’t do it… 
Do it… 
 

(JULIUS enters holding a journal and pen. He has 
seen the daisy petals on the ground, and out of 
curiosity has decided to follow them.) 

 
DAISY (cont’d) 

(Whispering) Don’t do it… 
Do it… 
 

(JULIUS looks up and sees DAISY, creating a 
puddle of petals at her feet. He approaches.) 

 
JULIUS 

Hi! 
 

(DAISY is shocked and looks up fearful.) 
 

JULIUS (cont’d) 
Hey, sorry… didn’t mean to scare you… 
… can I? 
 

(JULIUS gestures to sit down. DAISY looks back 
down at her flower trying to catch her breath.  
JULIUS decides to sit down anyways.) 

 
JULIUS (cont’d) 

Didn’t think anyone else would be here huh? 
(Beat.) 

I thought I was alone, not a lot of people like to be 
outside when it’s 20 degrees… 
  (Beat.) 
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I like to be outside now because I find the cold to be 
cleansing, tender, emotional… (refers to journal) helps the 
writer’s block actually. Haven’t been inspired by anything 
recently… then I saw the petals and thought, “that’s 
strange, I’m no botanist, but I don’t think anything blooms 
in the dead of winter.” But then again, I feel most lively 
in the cold, so how can I assume such a thing? And low and 
behold, another strange specimen that enjoys the cold air, 
like myself… and sitting on the bench I always write at!  I 
should probably say hi. 
  (Beat.) 
Hi.  I’m Julius. What’s your name? 
 

(Still no answer from DAISY. She is lost starring 
into the center of the daisy. It’s obvious that 
she’s distraught.) 

 
JULIUS 

So, where did you find the flower, I mean they aren’t— 
 

DAISY 
Daisy 
 

JULIUS 
Pardon? 
 

DAISY 
It’s not just a flower, it’s a daisy… I got it from Target. 
 

JULIUS 
Right… daisy. Target… huh, they just have everything don’t 
they? Anytime you want I guess… 
 

(JULIUS chuckles to lighten the mood – doesn’t 
work. He starts to stand.) 

 
JULIUS (cont’d) 

Okay! Well maybe I’ll just – 
 

DAISY 
You know it’s kinda rude. 
 

JULIUS 
I’m kinda rude? 
 

DAISY 
If you’re hitting on someone you probably refrain from 
calling them “strange”. 
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JULIUS 
I didn’t call you strange— 
 

DAISY 
“Strange specimen like myself”… ? 
 

JULIUS 
Oh… well… I didn’t mean it in a hurtful way. I was calling 
myself strange too so…  
I wasn’t hitting on you. 
 

DAISY 
Okay… 
 

JULIUS 
What makes you think I was hitting on you? 
 

DAISY 
You have a penis. 
 
  (JULIUS looks at DAISY, somewhat insulted.) 
 
I would assume… 

 
JULIUS 

Wow… okay, look, just because you’re having a pity party 
over some dude who just “broke your heart” or whatever 
doesn’t mean you have to hate the entire male population— 
 

DAISY 
I am not having a pity— 
 

JULIUS 
Oh please! Picking petals off flowers? On a cold day, all 
by yourself because “He hates me so much! Cruel world!” 
 

DAISY 
Hey man, did I interrupt your time by yourself?! Did I 
interrupt your personal space and start talking to you when 
it was pretty fucking obvious you didn’t want to talk to 
anyone?! 
 
  (Beat.) 
 

JULIUS 
You’re right. Jesus, I’m sorry for trying to be nice… I’m 
sorry for noticing the “trail of tears” you left and trying 
to be friendly by asking for your name! 
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  (JULIUS starts to exit.) 
 

DAISY 
Daisy. 
 

JULIUS 
(As he’s leaving) YEAH, I got that. Daisies. Daisies from 
Target. 
 

DAISY 
No, that’s my name. 
 
  (Beat.) 
 

JULIUS 
Your name is Daisy? 
 

DAISY 
Yeah. 
 

JULIUS 
Okay, well, nice to meet you Daisy… hope you have a better 
– whatever… 
 

DAISY 
I’m sorry… 
 

(As JULIUS goes to exit, DAISY collapses back 
onto the bench. She picks up her daisy and sees 
that there are two petals left. She starts 
crying. Out of the corner of his eye JULIUS can 
see this, stops and turns around.) 

 
JULIUS 

Look, Daisies from Target, let’s just start over. 
I’m Julius, what’s your name? 
 

DAISY 
Who cares, it doesn’t matter. God I fuck up everything! 
Even things with people I don’t even know! 
 

JULIUS 
Look, whatever happened… whoever did whatever… it can’t be 
that bad. 
 

DAISY 
Yeah? And how do you know?   
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JULIUS 

Well… technically, I don’t. So why don’t you tell me? 
 

DAISY 
Are you this intrusive with everyone you meet? 
… 
Why do you care? Can you please just leave me alone— ? 
 

JULIUS 
Hmmm no, I can’t do that.  I can’t leave… 
 

DAISY 
Why not? You were just going to. So go… everyone leaves 
eventually. 
 

JULIUS 
Okay but I’m not like everyone else. (Smiles) I like to be 
outside when it’s below freezing. Plus, I decided I can’t 
leave. You’re sitting on the bench I write at so… we’re 
connected. I met you, and I am strangely attracted. I’m 
invested. 
 
  (Beat.)  
 

DAISY 
…so you were hitting on me. 
 

JULIUS 
(Laughs) What? Because I said I was attracted? No, no 
offense, but you’re not quite my type. 
 

DAISY 
Why am I not your type? 
 

JULIUS 
Because you don’t have a penis. 
 
  (DAISY looks shocked.) 
 
I would assume. 
 

DAISY 
I’m sorry, I didn’t— 
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JULIUS 
It’s okay, doesn’t matter. Now, (referring to the daisy 
with only two petals left) do you remember which one you 
were on? 
 

DAISY 
Yeah… 
 

(DAISY looks back at the daisy. She picks off the 
second to last petal.) 

 
DAISY (cont’d) 

Don’t do it… 
 

(JULIUS looks at DAISY puzzled. She picks the 
last one.) 

 
DAISY 

… do it… 
 
  (Beat.) 
 

JULIUS 
I’ve always thought it was “he loves me, he loves me not”, 
but like I said before… I’m attracted to strange! 
 
  (DAISY gives JULIUS a look.) 
 

JULIUS 
Different. 
 

DAISY 
We were renting out the basement of my parent’s house, 
trying to save money for a wedding. 
… 
He told me that I had everything he could have ever wanted. 
He said we would grow old together. 
… he told me I made him happy… whole. 
 

JULIUS 
And he found another girl and left… Daisy, I’m sorry, not 
every man just lies like that. 
 

DAISY 
My mom found him while I was at work. 
 

JULIUS 
Your mom? Oh jeeze I— 
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DAISY 
No. He was lying in bed… and there was (she can’t get the 
words out, chokes up). 
Right through here… (DAISY points to her temple.) 
 
  (Beat.) 
 
I remember this one time, we were walking through this park 
together, holding hands.  And out of nowhere he slips and 
falls because of this loose rock.  Because he was holding 
my hand I went down with him, and while we were on the 
ground he had this… look.  Like he was happy he fell. So I 
was… “what are you so happy about?”. Then he turned to me 
and said, “I can’t remember the last time I tripped. 
Whenever I walk, I always have my head down, looking at the 
ground. But when I’m with you, I look up… and out, forward. 
I wasn’t looking at the ground, and I tripped.”  Then he 
grabbed that loose rock that he slipped on, and said he was 
going to keep it as a memento.  From the moment he knew he 
literally fell in love. 
That night was the first night we slept together. And did 
you know, that that night I actually slept. Like, stayed 
asleep for 7 hours without waking up… once.   
 

JULIUS 
(Awkwardly) No I did not. 
 

DAISY 
With him I was finally happy, and I thought I finally made 
him happy. 
Why couldn’t I make him happy? 
 

(JULIUS is somewhat speechless, the situation is 
much deeper than he thought.) 

 
JULIUS 

I’m sorry, I don’t… 
 

(DAISY takes the wooden box next to her and 
slowly, deliberately, sets it on her lap.) 

 
DAISY 

He shot himself. 
Found my Dad’s gun in the basement. 
(Stroking the box) And shot himself. 
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(JUILIUS is getting extremely nervous about the 
box and its contents – we all know what’s 
inside.) 

 
JULIUS 

Daisy, I’m sorry that happened to you but 
Ummm 
These things… 
Depression, it’s serious… 
And umm 
It something that each individual needs to heal on their 
own. 
But you are strong! You’re still here… 
 

DAISY 
AND HE’S GONE! 
… 
He left without me, everyone leaves! 
Without telling me why!  
All I want to know is why… 
And no one fucking cares, no one understands 
No one even knows I’m here… 
I can leave now and no one will know… 
 
  (DAISY starts to open the box.) 
 

DAISY (cont’d) 
Maybe I can join him? Maybe I can ask him— ? 
 

(JULIUS slams his hand on the box shutting it 
before DAISY can open it.) 

 
JULIUS 

Don’t say that! Don’t talk like that, I won’t let you… 
 

DAISY 
(Takes JULIUS’ hands off the box) You’re very nice Julius, 
but you can’t stop me. 
And I don’t want you to try. 
No one stopped Chris 
No one even tried. 
 

JULIUS 
Look, Daisy, you’re making me really nervous. You can’t do 
this. You have so much to— 
 

(DAISY just starts laughing at this last 
statement.) 
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DAISY 

You don’t even know who I am?! 
We have known each other for minutes! How do you know what 
I have in my life that’s worth living for?! 
 

(Both JULIUS and DAISY have their hands on the 
box.) 

 
JULIUS 

Okay… look, I guess I don’t know. But after these short few 
minutes of knowing you –  
Look I’m still here, and so are you! 
 

DAISY 
(Starring at the box) … not for long 
 

JULIUS 
(Pulls at the box gently) Daisy, stop saying that. 
You gotta stop talking like that! 
Look, I’m sorry you lost, Chris? Was it? 
But you are stronger than Chris! 
He may not be here anymore, but you have your parents?  
Yeah? You said you were living in their basement?  They 
love you! 
 

DAISY 
Yeah … my father’s gun.   
If he didn’t have this then–  
 

(For this next segment, DAISY and JULIUS start 
fighting over the box, pulling back and forth.) 

 
JULIUS 

Don’t say those things! Jesus, can I just walk you home?  
Please?  We can talk about Chris, or not, lets just walk 
and talk… we can go get more daisies? 
 

DAISY 
Thank you Julius. It felt good to talk about that to–  
 

JULIUS 
So let’s keep talking about it! Lets walk! 
 
 

DAISY 
It was nice to have one last laugh, now let go please— 
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JULIUS 
Oh Jesus, please don’t say that, come on, come with me— 
 

DAISY 
Julius, I’m not gonna ask you again, let go of the box— 
 

JULIUS 
Daisy, I beg you, please don’t do this here! Not in front 
of me. Don’t do this in front of me— 
 

DAISY 
Julius you can’t stop me! So kindly Let Go OF THE BOX! 
 

(The fighting over the box builds until this 
moment and both loose their grip. The box falls 
and hundreds of daisy petals fall out along with 
a piece of paper and the rock.) 

 
DAISY 

What is this? 
Where is the gun?? 
WHERE’S THE GUN?! 
 

(DAISY gets on all fours pushing the petals 
everywhere frantically looking for the gun.  She 
repeats to herself, “Where is it?!” JULIUS sees 
the rock and slowly bends over to pick it up.  

 
JULIUS 

Daisy… is this… ? 
 

(Daisy sees JULIUS holding the rock and reaches 
for it.  Then they both see the piece of paper.  
Julius gently grabs the paper, and unfolds to 
read what’s inside.) 

 
JULIUS 

Chris… 
 

DAISY 
What? 
 

(JULIUS hands DAISY the piece of paper. She takes 
the paper and starts reading it from the ground.  
JULIUS kneels down on the ground with her.  She 
leans into him while she reads.  He puts his arm 
around her. Lights slowly fade out.) 
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