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FADE IN:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

The HISSING sound of the bath filling soothes as the steam 
fills the room.

A QUESTION MARK drawn on a steamed-up mirror begins to 
disappear as fresh steam covers over it.

XXXXX (30s) sits naked, half-slumped on the bathroom floor, 
her head resting on folded arms, a joint in her hand. (POSE 
for “Vincent Van Gogh - Sorrow”)

An ORANGE candle burns on top of the cistern.

XXXXX extends a hand, flicking the long tail of ash off in 
the toilet. A puff away from the roach, thin wisps of smoke 
curl in the air as she CARESSES the paper with her thumb.

The joint paper CRACKLES as she takes a long, final drag. She 
cathartically exhales half through her nose and the other 
half through her mouth, the drawn out sound of BREATH AND 
SMOKE.

Lifting her head out of her hands, she takes a sharp, deep 
breath back into conscious thought. She exhales as she tosses 
the joint roach into the toilet.

XXXXX clambers to her feet, using the wall to support her. 
She slowly dips her foot into the bath, swirling the crystal 
clear water around with her toe.

She plants two feet in the tub and slinks down, stretching 
her body to full length. The hot water rises up over her 
body, filling around her naked contours from neck to toe.

A foot raises out of the water and turns the faucet off.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The bedroom is sterile. Minimalist. Nothing on the walls, no 
clutter on any surface. Aside from BLUE pillows and a RED 
comforter, color is sparse.

XXXXX sits on the edge of her bed in her underwear, towel 
drying the damp patches on her hair.

Confident it’s dry, she carefully folds the towel and gently 
places it onto the floor. She picks her smartphone up off the 
night stand. 
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INSERT

Smartphone. Alarm clock setting.

6am. Turned on.

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX places her smartphone back on the night stand and curls 
up in the corner of a large bed; overly large. It makes her 
look small and insignificant. 

She slides under the covers, one leg at a time before pulling 
the covers up right to her neck line.

RHYTHMIC breathing alternates with emotionless blinking. 

One final, deep breathe. In...and...out. Her eyes shut and 
her hand slides out from the covers and flips off the light.

CUT TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

XXXXX lays in the exact same position; curled up in the 
corner of the bed, the covers right up to her neck line.

Her eyes gradually open.

XXXXX gently slips out of bed, leaving the covers as if the 
bed was already made, save for the single, folder corner from 
which she emerged.

Now upright and sitting on the edge of the bed, her toes 
wiggle back and forth on the lush carpet at a steady pace, 
her eyes shut as the SOUND of the carpet BRISTLES soothe her.

ALARM CLOCK on her phone goes off; the gentle CHIMES of a 
Tibetan singing bowl. She stares off into space as the CHIMES 
echo louder, ever so slightly.

Her hand reaches down without looking and turns the alarm 
off. She pauses for a moment before taking her shirt off.

Bare-chested, she stands up and places the shirt in the 
laundry hamper.
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Returning to the bed, she folds the exposed corner back over. 
She makes her way around the bed, gently adjusting the covers 
to perfection.

XXXXX turns to the chest of drawers behind her.

The drawer opens, from inside we look up. The SOUND of 
XXXXX’s hands running over the soft fabric of bras and 
underwear as her eyes scan each row.

XXXXX
(Slow Whisper)

What to wear...what to wear...what 
should I wear......why should I 
wear it?

She pulls a selection out: : BLACK BRA, BLACK UNDERWEAR, and 
BLACK STOCKINGS. 

The drawer closes.

CUT TO:

XXXXX sits naked on the edge of the bed, her underwear laid 
out in an orderly fashion beside her. 

We hear the SOUND of lotion being meticulously rubbed onto 
her legs. A series of circular RUBBING patterns. 

She stares into the closet. It’s half empty, built for a 
couple, but only one side is filled.

Her eyes slowly bounce from one piece of clothing to the 
next, as if each piece has a personal memory attached to it.

The runs her hands from her ankles all the way up to her 
thighs, RUBBING the last of the lotion in before picking up 
her stockings.

XXXXX (CONT'D)
(Slow Whisper)

What to wear...what to wear...what 
should I wear...why should I wear 
it?

She takes her time, carefully ROLLING the STOCKINGS up her 
legs, the fabric CRACKLING as it uncurls and expands on her 
skin.

She pauses for a moment, her eyes lost in the fabric of the 
closet. (POSE for Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec - “Nude Woman On 
A Divan”)
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She stands up and approaches the closet. She begins to flip 
through each article of clothing, hearing the CLICK as each 
hanger hits the next. 

MONTAGE - ISOLATION HALLMARKS

A single night stand: sparse and spotless. CLICK. 

A perfectly-made bed. CLICK. 

A single toothbrush in a holder for four. CLICK. 

A single chair at a round dining table. CLICK.

A single candle on the coffee table, burnt to the end. CLICK.

A multi-picture frame, filled with stock photos. CLICK.

A planter box on the balcony, one flower in decay. CLICK.

A single, bruised apple in a bowl in the kitchen. CLICK.

END MONTAGE - ISOLATION HALLMARKS

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX stops her search on a work-appropriate BLACK DRESS and 
BLACK OVERCOAT outfit.

XXXXX
(Whisper)

Me.

She slips the dress off the hanger and lays it down perfectly 
on the bed next to her black bra and black underwear.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

An orderly but sparse galley kitchen. 

One cup, one tea bag, one plate, and one knife wait organized 
on the counter top; pre-prepared from the night before.

A kettle boils on the stove, the constant SOUND of the water 
BUBBLING away.
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Fully dressed, XXXXX looks at the calender. All the days have 
a BLACK ‘X’ through them. She changes the calender to the 
next month.

She stares at the new photo as she clips a RED and a BLACK 
SHARPIE back onto the calender.

INSERT

Calender. A nighttime photo of a long pier on an exotic 
island stretching out over an azure sea. Iridescent algae 
surround the pier, like city lights down an empty street.

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX continues to stare at the calender for a moment longer. 
She lets out a sigh, as if she just remembered to breathe 
again, and turns her attention back to the kettle.

The kettle PURRS into a gentle WHISTLE at the exact moment 
her toast POPS out of the toaster. She’s being doing this far 
too long.

XXXXX pours the hot water into the cup and dips in the tea 
bag repeatedly. Slowly, the water darkens.

A single spread of the knife, the perfect measure of butter 
covers the single piece of toast.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Sitting on the couch at the coffee table, XXXXX takes an 
unenthusiastic bite of her toast and sips her tea. She stares 
blankly into the reflection of the black TV.

Putting the tea cup down, she picks up her smartphone.

INSERT

Smartphone. Facebook page.

XXXXX updates her status with, “It’s Friday! What’s going on 
for tonight?”

BACK TO SCENE:
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INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX turns the screen off and slides it into her pocket. She 
finishes the rest of her tea, savoring it with each rhythmic 
SIP then GULP.

She glances at the overly-large clock on the wall, its 
seconds-hand TICKING away methodically. Picking up her plate 
in one hand and tea cup in the other, she stands up.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

XXXXX washes the single cup, single plate, and single knife 
before putting them on the drying board.

She opens the fridge and grabs a brown lunch bag.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

She takes the black overcoat of the arm of the couch and 
slips it on as she heads to the door. With her hand on the 
door handle, she stops.

A WHITE BRIMMED HAT hangs on a hook. She takes it off and 
puts it on her head before opening the door and walking out, 
letting it click shut behind her.

The living room is immaculate.

The clock on the wall TICKS on.

EXT. TRAIN PLATFORM - DAWN

XXXXX stands alone at the end of the platform. A digital 
clock protruding from the wall.

There are no other passengers waiting to board in sight. Her 
stature is dwarfed by the towering buildings of Chicago in 
the distance.

Her tensed muscles make her frame smaller than usual; 
internal isolation shrinking her shadow.

Two sets of tracks, run off over the horizon. Her eyes trace 
the tracks all the way to the end before she looks up to the 
sky, scanning the clouds.
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Her eyes make her way all the way back around to the clock 
protruding from the wall.

TRAIN P.A. (V.O.)
Attention. In-bound train 
for...Chicago. Union Station. Is 
now approaching.

A train approaches and creeps to a stop, XXXXX doesn’t move. 
The doors open and a few people disembark.

XXXXX walks closer to the center of the platform. A dozen 
other passengers talking amongst themselves, crimping 
newspapers under their arms, talking on phones and sipping 
coffee begin to board the train.

XXXXX boards last, the doors closing behind her.

INT. TRAIN CAR - CONTINUOUS

On a semi-crowded train, XXXXX sits alone. Her eyes run over 
the advertising boards filled with shiny happy people. Not 
reading the words, just looking for the sake of looking. 

TRAIN P.A. (V.O.)
The next stop will be. “INSERT NAME 
OF STATION HERE”

A woman, two seats away FLIPS, page by page, through a 
technical book. Her finger running down each GRAIN on the 
page corner before turning to the next.

The train stops. More passengers board. XXXXX breaks from 
auto-pilot and moves her jacket onto her lap from the seat 
next to her, freeing up a seat for a fellow passenger.

The train carriage fills quickly. People fill up all the 
other seats, but the ones surrounding her remain empty. A 
group of people opt to stand instead of sitting next to her.

XXXXX looks over the people standing in front of her for a 
tell. None of them make eye contact. 

A TALL MAN, older and disheveled with long whitish hair, 
sitting across from her is hunched over, devouring a chicken 
kebab that is vaguely shaped like a human.

(POSE for “De Goya - Saturn Devouring Son”) 

The carnal ripping of flesh from a stick in a most savage 
manner, CHEWING so loud the sound of the train is drowned 
out.
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XXXXX gazes around the train car, everyone is either on their 
phone, reading a book or newspaper, or listening to music. No 
one is talking to each other.

Her eyes fall back up on Tall Man as he continues to tear his 
chicken kebab to pieces.

She crosses her legs, places her jacket back on the empty 
seat and searches for answers out the window focusing on the 
Chicago skyline as the CHEWING continues.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - MORNING

A tall office building in the center of the city. It’s a cold 
and unforgiving building, like a WWII bare, concrete-clad 
bunker; brutalist architecture at its finest.  

XXXXX walks up the steps, a single fingertip running over the 
hand rail, makes a delicate TIN SOUND; the harmony to the 
BEAT of each footstep.

At the top, she approaches the automatic front door, XXXXX 
stops dead. The door doesn’t open for her. 

She takes a step back. Nothing

She takes a step to the side. Nothing.

She waves her arms out to the sensor above the door.

XXXXX
(Under the breath)

Oh come on...

A SHARP DRESSED MAN on his phone approaches behind her, 
giving her a strange look. Perplexed that she is standing in 
front of a door and not entering.

PHONE MAN
Yeah, yeah. No, I can sell the shit 
out of that.

(Beat)
Ha ha. Can’t afford not to have it, 
right?

The door opens for Sharp Dressed Man. XXXXX follows in behind 
him as the automatic doors close.
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INT. OFFICE BUILDING - MORNING

In a dingy cubicle, XXXXX places a headset on. Her hands 
deftly FLUTTER over the keyboard. The old monitor flickers 
with every keystroke.

She looks around the office, humans cubed off like dairy 
cattle, but they are still happily chatting away to each 
other; a cacophony of laughs and whispers.

XXXXX’s head whips back to her monitor, she clicks the mouse 
button.

XXXXX
Thank you for calling Primis Vita 
Insurance, how can I assist you 
today?

XXXXX doodles carefully and methodically on a pad of paper. 
The SOUND of the ballpoint rolling over the paper overpowers 
the office chatter.

XXXXX looks up to a laminated script pinned on the wall and 
regurgitates the exact sentence.

XXXXX (CONT'D)
It would be my pleasure to assist 
you in setting up a policy. We here 
at Primis Vita Insurance don’t just 
treat you like a number, we treat 
you like family.

Her dead eyes focus on the monitor as she begins to type.

INT. OFFICE LUNCH ROOM - AFTERNOON

A windowless room with old, worn-out tables, mismatched 
chairs and a fridge that sounds like it’s on its last legs. 

XXXXX sits alone at a table, her dead eyes narrowly focused 
on the sorry looking sandwich she is eating as the LOW HUM 
from the fridge reverberates off of the counter pressed next 
to it.

While munching away on her two slices of misery, various 
coworkers come and go around her. All of them dressed in 
shabby shirts and threadbare fleeces. 

She looks over the lunchroom; a congregation of smartphone 
sycophants.

One turns his smartphone bible to another man, a single 
chortle ring outs.
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PHONE FANATIC
Ha, yeah, I’ve seen that one 
before.

XXXXX looks over to the corner and sees TWO OLD MEN EATING 
SOUP (POSE for “De Goya - Two Old Men Eating Soup”). 

Hunched over relics that don’t have a generation left but 
each other, they slowly and methodically SLURP down their 
bone broth. A habit of over 50 years.

Laughs & waves of friendly banter reach her ears over the 
humming. None of it intended for her.

She looks back and forth between the smartphone sycophants 
and the Two Old Men Eating Soup.

She slides a hand inside her pocket and pulls out her 
smartphone.

INSERT

Smartphone. Facebook page.

The top notifications bar. No red dots.

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. OFFICE LUNCH ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sliding the phone back into her pocket, she begrudgingly 
finishes the last bite of her sandwich and swigs the dregs of 
her iced tea.

SCREECH. She slides back in the chair to stand up. The room 
falls silent for the briefest of moments, long enough to 
matter, before the exclusive chatter resumes.

XXXXX tosses her iced tea can into the garbage and trudges 
out of the lunch room, cleaving a line between the Smartphone 
Sycophants and the Two Old Men Eating Soup.

CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - AFTERNOON

XXXXX sits in her cubicle. Her head resting in her hand, her 
hand resting on the desk. She pulls out her smartphone.

10.



11.

INSERT

Smartphone. Messenger.

XXXXX adds 5 contacts to a message and types, “Hey guys, 
anything going on tonight?”

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - MOMENTS LATER

XXXXX puts her phone away and looks at the clock on the 
computer screen. It ticks over to “4:58pm”.

She lets out a single, resigned sigh.

XXXXX
Thank you for calling Primis Vita 
Insurance, how can I assist you 
today?

XXXXX again doodles carefully and methodically on a pad of 
paper. The SOUND of the ballpoint rolling over the paper 
overpowers her colleagues clocking out and leaving for the 
day.

As she doodles and listens, her colleagues leave in groups.

XXXXX looks at the laminated script again.

XXXXX (CONT'D)
You have our sincerest condolences. 
You’re not just a number to us here 
at Primis Vita Insurance, you’re 
family. Please allow me put you on 
hold for a moment whilst I enter 
your details.

She presses one key on the keyboard. The room is silent, 
everyone else has left.

She looks over the office, cubicles cleared out, computers 
turned off. It’s just her, in her cube, alone with a blinking 
red dot on her screen; a grieving customer waiting behind it.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING LOBBY - LATER

XXXXX traipses through the lobby, her head hanging lower than 
usual.
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Sitting on a bench in the lobby is an OLD WOMAN, dressed in 
all WHITE with jet BLACK hair (POSE for Pablo Picasso - Femme 
aux Bras Croisés) Mentally, she isn’t in this world. Her eyes 
are out of focus, staring into nothing a 1000 yards away.

Old Woman has no want, no need, no purpose. She is a carved 
out husk waiting to be dismantled.

XXXXX looks over to the Security Guard and points to Old 
Woman.

Security Guard shrugs his shoulders.

SECURITY GUARD
I’ve got no idea. If she’s waiting 
for someone, they better show up in 
the next 10 minutes, ‘cause I’m 
closing up shop.

XXXXX looks back over to Old Woman. She hasn’t moved, hasn’t 
blinked.

XXXXX begins to stare like Old Woman; vacant, hopeless.

EXT. CITY PARK/FOREST - EVENING

XXXXX stands at the entrance to a city park, staring off into 
the forested area on the other side of the grass; vacant, 
hopeless.

The park has a selection of other visitors. A woman walking a 
dog, a family of two parents with a kid in a stroller, a 
couple of guys hanging out on a park bench etc.

She snaps out of her stare and begins to walks through the 
city park. Each stride measured with the DRAG OF A FOOT on 
the gravel path. 

As XXXXX rounds the path, she glances at each of the people 
that pass her.

An Elderly Man with a smile on his face. A Young Teen Girl 
laughing while on her phone. A Runner whizzing by, intently 
focused.

She reaches the end of the path. A sign that points to the 
train station veers left. Straight ahead is a sparse forest 
area, brown and lacking color with a dirt trail.  

She pauses for a moment as the previously methodical 
footsteps come to a halt. 

12.



13.

A slight GUST OF WIND makes the leaves on the trees RUSTLE 
like a chorus of nature, beaconing.

XXXXX looks left, seeing the city street and the chaos of 
society’s rat race. She looks forward to the forest and takes 
a step forward.

EXT. CITY PARK/FOREST - MOMENTS LATER

On a vague dirt path XXXXX paces slower, hearing the trees 
RUSTLE.

At a bend in the path, XXXXX sees a tall tree with its roots 
partially exposed.

She wanders over by it and looks it up & down. She kneels 
down and RUNS HER FINGERS over the bark on the roots.

Standing up, she turns and faces away from the tree, 
lingering for a moment as another GUST OF WIND makes the 
leaves of the TREES SING like a choir. 

(POSE for “Van Gogh - A Girl in a Wood”) 

A single leaf falls before her, she catches it in her hand. 
No sooner does she try to examine it before it CRUMBLES in 
her fingers.

XXXXX looks up again to the heights of the mighty tree and 
sees more leaves falling.

BUZZ BUZZ BUZZ

She reaches into her pocket and pulls out her smartphone.

INSERT

Smartphone. Text Messages.

The messages says “Congratulations! You’ve qualified for a 
Home Equity Loan. 0% APR for the first...”

BACK TO SCENE:

EXT. CITY PARK/FOREST - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX puts the phone back in her pocket and walks back toward 
the path as the sun starts to dip lower in the sky.
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On the tree-lined path, she reaches a hand out to touch a 
flower on a bush.

CUT TO:

INT. GROCERY STORE - EVENING

XXXXX reaches and hand out and swipes two bottles of wine off 
of the shelf without breaking stride.

With a microwave dinner in one hand and bottles of wine in 
the other, she sashays down the empty, sterile looking aisle 
of the grocery store, a light flickering in the ceiling. 

She rounds the corner to the checkouts and places her wine 
and microwave dinner onto the conveyor. 

In front of her, a MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN waits for CASHIER to 
finish scanning her groceries, the scanner BEEPS softly at 
equal intervals.

CASHIER
...I was so mad. I missed the end 
of my show when the storm hit last 
week.

MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN
Your power got knocked out too? 

CASHIER
We were down for two hours!

XXXXX shuffles along with the conveyor belt, keeping pace 
with her sad dinner.

MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN
Ours came back on quickly. Thank 
God. Try keeping kids occupied 
these days with no electricity.

The last of Middle-aged Woman’s groceries gets scanned.

CASHIER
Tell me about it.

(Pushing the final button 
on the till)

Your total comes to $133.45.

Middle-aged Woman swipes her card, signs and departs.

MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN
Thank you. Have a wonderful day.
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CASHIER
You too.

Cashier looks up at XXXXX as she attempts to scan her three 
items. The wine bottles doesn’t scan correctly.

XXXXX
Hi, how are you today?

The cashier hammers some keys on the register.

Cashier looks at XXXXX with a face as straight as a Vegas 
poker table.

CASHIER
Fine. That will be $16.27.

XXXXX reaches in her pocket for cash.

XXXXX
That power outage hit me too. The 
elevators were down in my building. 

Cashier remains silent as she takes XXXXX’s money, tendering 
her change as quick as she can.

CASHIER
Thanks for shopping with us.

XXXXX picks up her grocery bag and walks off. Cashier engages 
the next customer enthusiastically.

The methodical BEEPING of the scanner continues.

CASHIER (CONT'D)
(To other customer)

Hello, how are you today? Did you 
find everything ok? I like your 
sweater!

XXXXX takes three steps and stops. She starts to turn her 
head back toward the cashier, mouth open, ready to speak. She 
stops again, another change of mind. She accepts the 
inevitable and continues walking out to the...

EXT. GROCERY STORE - CONTINUOUS

The sun beginning to go down, the street lamps turned on.

XXXXX exits the store, her grocery bag dangling limply from 
one hand.
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A GAUNT MAN sits barefoot, slumped and hunched over like a 
half-shut knife, playing an old beat-up guitar. (POSE for 
“Pablo Picasso’s - THE OLD GUITARIST”) He’s playing a simple 
and MAUDLIN TUNE, slightly off key. 

XXXXX begins to rummage around in her pocket for money.

She look at Gaunt Man again and notices he has no cup or no 
hat to collect money. 

She looks around and sees people entering and exiting the 
grocery store. Other people walking down the street. None of 
them cast so much as a fleeting glance at Gaunt Man.

XXXXX puts the change back in her pocket and walks away, 
blending into the crowd of people on the street.

Gaunt Man continues to play his MAUDLIN TUNE, oddly content 
in abject poverty.

INT. TRAIN STATION - EVENING

XXXXX walks down the steps heading toward the platform, the 
eyes of an eclectic mix of brightly-dressed passers by glance 
at her for a fleeting moment before their eyes dash off of 
her as quickly as they came.

XXXXX reaches the platform. She stands silent and shriveled 
in a herd of people waiting for the train to arrive. In the 
mass of people, she is the only one wearing all black. The 
rest of the commuters are brightly dressed.

The train approaches, and as the herd start to maneuver for 
where the doors will eventually stop, XXXXX stands still. 
Cast off from the herd.

INT. TRAIN CAR - MOMENTS LATER

XXXXX slips into a seat, one that faces backwards from the 
direction the train is traveling, her shopping back resting 
on the seat next to her.

She looks up at the seats across from her. A DISTRESSED MAN 
with a receding hairline buries his head on the breast of a 
FIERY REDHEAD (POSE for “Edvard Munch - Love and Pain”). The 
Fiery Redhead gently kisses the back of his neck and holds a 
reassuring hand on his shoulder.

The SOUNDS of the gentle KISSES on his neck soothe, along 
with the slow RUBBING of the fabric of his jacket.
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XXXXX looks down at her bottles of wine and the micro for one 
next to her. Her eyes whip to the window, staring into the 
darkness, as she twirls her hair around her finger 
repetitively.

Her hand slides into her pocket and she pulls out her 
smartphone.

INSERT

Smartphone. Social media.

No red dots. At the top of her feed is a picture of some of 
her colleagues, at a bar, happy as pigs neck deep in shit.

It’s time stamped “3 minutes ago”.

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. TRAIN CAR - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX pushes the button on the top of her phone and slides it 
back into her pocket.

She looks up again at Distressed Man and Fiery Redhead, their 
position has not changed and their soothing SOUNDS continue.

TRAIN P.A. (V.O.)
The next stop will be “INSERT 
STATION HERE”

Before the announcement finishes, XXXXX grabs her grocery 
bag, stands up and waits by the door, keeping one eye on 
Distressed Man and Fiery Redhead, still unmoved, still 
soothing.

The train stops and the doors open. She exits.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - EVENING

Approaching the front door,XXXXX fishes her keys out of her 
pocket and puts it in the lock.

It doesn’t quite fit. She jiggles it around a bit and tries 
turning it. No dice.

After a passive sigh, she gently tries to turn the key, over 
and over again. The CLICKING sound becomes like a metronome.
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XXXXX stops, leaving the keys dangling and jangling on the 
chain in the lock. She puts down the grocery bag, takes the 
key out and re-inserts it painstakingly slowly. 

The lock still doesn’t open.

XXXXX takes a step back, runs her hand over her face and re-
approaches the door.

With force, she pulls the key out and jams it back in, throws 
her shoulder into the door as she turns the key. 

Nothing.

XXXXX slumps down next to the door and opens a bottle of 
wine, taking a long hard drink as the WIND gusts again.

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - LATER

XXXXX remains unmoved, but the wine bottle is half empty.

She stares into the bottle, swaying it back and forth making 
the wine LAP up the sides of the bottle.

An OLD FOREIGN MAN approaches the door, speaking another 
language on his phone. 

XXXXX stumbles to her feet.

Old Foreign Man stares are her disapprovingly. He slides his 
key in the lock and voilà, the door opens.

Old Foreign Man enters without so much as a thought to hold 
the door. XXXXX manages to wedge a foot in before it shuts.

Old Foreign Man looks over his shoulder as he walks up the 
stairs.

INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING

XXXXX walks to the couch and drops herself into it, 
exhausted. She sits in pure silence, motionless, her grocery 
bag still clutched in one hand, a wine bottle in the other; 
she is enveloped by the plush couch.

BUZZ BUZZ BUZZ. The silence is broken.

A partial smile eases onto her face as she reaches into her 
pocket and pulls our her smartphone.
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INSERT

Smartphone. Text Messages.

The messages says “Success! Your plan has automatically 
renewed. Your next renewal date will be...”

BACK TO SCENE:

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX tosses her phone onto the couch; the partial smile 
disappeared. She takes her white hat off and tries to toss it 
onto the hook from the couch. Missed.

She looks at the overly large clock on the wall, the second-
hand TICKING seems to echo in the room.

Slipping her shoes off before standing up, she rests her 
grocery bag on the couch for a moment. Arm by arm, she slides 
her jacket off and tosses it over the coffee table.

Plunging one hand into the bag, she pulls out the second 
bottle of wine, letting the microwave meal and bag fall to 
the ground. 

She begins to open the bottle as she walks into the...

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

The top now unscrewed, she slides it along the counter top as 
she takes a long drink from the already-open bottle.

She opens the cupboard door, a single wine glass sits on the 
shelf. She pulls the wine glass out and as she pours a 
liberal glass, finishing the first bottle and topping off 
with the second.

She stares wantingly at the calender again. 

INSERT

Calender. A nighttime photo of a long pier on an exotic 
island stretching out over an azure sea. Iridescent algae 
surround the pier, like city lights down an empty street.

BACK TO SCENE:
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INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

XXXXX takes the RED SHARPIE clipped to the calender and puts 
an ‘X’ on the first day of the month.

She takes a half-glass swig of her wine and refills her 
glass. Taking a few steps out of the kitchen, she stops.

She reaches back around the wall and grabs the wine bottle to 
bring it with her and then walks out to the balcony.

The living room is a mess.

EXT. BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

Five floors up, XXXXX slumps into a modern-designed deck 
chair, metal and fabric, overlooking a dark street. 

A few cafes and bars on the other side of the street are 
crowded with groups of friends drinking and having fun. The 
FAINT SOUND OF REPETITIVE MUSIC echoes.

The LIGHTS from the bars light up around the black tarmac of 
the street, like the iridescent algae around a peer.

XXXXX leans forward and takes a drink of her wine. She lets 
the glass slink down into her palm as she rests her chin on 
the wrought iron railing.

Gently swirling the glass in her hand, she glances over to 
the adjacent balcony.

An OLD BALDING MAN dressed in all BLUE WORKMAN’s OVERALLS 
sits in a wooden chair, hunched over with his head held in 
his hands. (POSE for “Van Gogh - Old Man in Sorrow”)

XXXXX stares at him, the muscles in her face naturally 
drooping. Her mouth opens a few times before the word finally 
comes out.

XXXXX
Hello.

Old Balding Man drags his face through his hands and makes 
eye contact with her; her pain reflected in him, ten fold.

The stories he has to tell are buried so deep, a single 
‘hello’ won’t bring them out.

He stares back for a moment before sliding is face back into 
his hands, sinking once again into repressed despair.

XXXXX takes the hint, she raises her glass in his direction.
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XXXXX (CONT'D)
Cheers to tomorrow. 

Old Balding Man is unmoved. XXXXX takes another drink of 
wine, refills her glass and rests her head upon the railing 
again, looking out over the city street.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

XXXXX sways into the bedroom, the wine has done its job. She 
begins to strip as she makes her way through the room, 
tossing clothes at random.

She stops in front of the mirror, with nothing but her 
stockings left on. She stares at her body, grimaced by all 
the imperfections but sated by none of the beauty. (POSE for 
“Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec - Nude Before Mirror”)

XXXXX turns around and makes a valiant attempt to remove her 
stockings while standing. She hops and wavers before tipping 
over onto the bed as her leg gives out from under her.

Now seated on the bed, she removes the last of her clothing, 
the stockings, before clambering onto the bed.

She looks around the room for a moment. 

Disarray: Strewn clothes, an empty wine bottle, clothes 
falling off the hangers. A far cry from the well-organized 
room in the morning. 

Her head falls into her hands, her hair is flipped over her 
face. Scraggly like an abandoned bird’s nest.

(POSE for “Edvard Munch - Weeping Nude”)

The SOUND of suppressing a full-blowing crying session. An 
off-beat but repetitive EXHALE through the nose as she holds 
her hands on her face a bit tighter.

Her breathing regulates, back to normal...slower than normal.

CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

The HISSING sound of the bath filling soothes as the steam 
fills the room.
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XXXXX (30s) sits naked, half-slumped on the bathroom floor, 
her head resting on folded arms, a joint in her hand. (POSE 
for “Vincent Van Gogh - Sorrow”)

An ORANGE candle burns on top of the cistern.

XXXXX extends a hand, flicking the long tail of ash off in 
the toilet. A puff away from the roach, thin wisps of smoke 
curl in the air as she CARESSES the paper with her thumb.

The joint paper CRACKLES as she takes a long, final drag. She 
cathartically exhales half through her nose and the other 
half through her mouth, the drawn out sound of BREATH AND 
SMOKE.

Lifting her head out of her hands, she takes a sharp, deep 
breath back into conscious thought. She exhales as she tosses 
the joint roach into the toilet.

XXXXX clambers to her feet, using the wall to support her. 
She slowly dips her foot into the bath, swirling the crystal 
clear water around with her toe.

She plants two feet in the tub and slinks down, stretching 
her body to full length. The hot water rises up over her 
body, filling around her naked contours from neck to toe.

The water slowly turns CRIMSON as her hand delicately falls 
upon her thigh, a RAZOR cut just visible on her wrist.

Her feet rest at the bottom of the bath as the blood from her 
veins dissipate into the water.

The faucet continues to run.

CUT TO BLACK:
The SOUND of the water still running.

FADE IN:

The mirror in the bathroom, fogged up. 

Written in the fog are the words “I existed”

The HISS from the hot water continues to run and the words on 
the mirror are gradually erased with fresh steam.

FADE OUT.
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