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INT. 111 22ND STREET - SPOTLESS BEDROOM - NIGHT

BETH (mid-20s), fervidly writes at a wooden desk, her hand 
clutching a golden ballpoint pen. She scribbles into her 
notebook, the only item on the desk except a box of chlorox 
wipes. Her small letters are illegible on the page. A 
singular desk lamp points directly at the notebook, casting 
the rest of the nearly-bare room in shadow. The sound of 
engines, car horns, and barking dogs seeps through the thin 
walls.

Beth, her reading glasses perched on the bridge of her nose, 
stares intensely at the words she writes. She’s focused, her 
mind far from reality.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - MOVING DOWN 22ND STREET - NIGHT

COSTA (mid-20s) walks through a grassy dog park. She has beat 
headphones on her ears and hums as she heads for a small 
apartment complex beside the park. She texts as she walks, 
continually walking into people and their dogs. The dim 
streetlights and city lights illuminate the park, making it 
see like daytime, though Costa is blind to all but her 
iPhone. In one hand she holds a bag of unopened baby carrots.

Suddenly, an indecipherable voice shouts at Costa, though she 
doesn’t hear over her music. A moment later, a mastiff runs 
up from behind Costa, sprinting so close to her that she 
falls over in surprise, dropping her carrots. Costa picks 
them up and jumps back to her feet.

COSTA
Hey, watch it!

Costa mutters under her breath before continuing forward 
again, looking back to her iPhone. She’s on the outskirts of 
the park when she steps into a mound of dog feces. So 
engrossed in her texting, it takes her until she’s climbing 
the stairs on the back porch of her apartment before she 
notices. She looks down and shrugs her shoulders, unlocking 
the door and stepping inside.

INT. 111 22ND STREET - STAIRWAY - NIGHT

Costa opens the door to a staircase and begins climbing, not 
bothering to take off her feces-covered shoe. 



Her elbow knocks over a box of Chlorox wipes that was resting 
on a small table at the bottom of the staircase, but Costa 
just shrugs again and climbs the steps, leaving a trail of 
feces in her wake.

CUT TO:

INT. 111 22ND STREET - SPOTLESS BEDROOM - NIGHT

Beth continues to write at her desk when the sound of a door 
unlocking and grating open is heard, followed by footsteps 
that grow louder as they stomp up creaky stairs. Beth does 
not look up from her work.

A moment later, a knock on the door. Beth finally stops 
writing, though she doesn’t budge. It doesn’t matter, 
however, because a second later, Costa enters the bedroom, 
her beat headphones blaring as she chows on her bag of baby 
carrots, leaving dog poop footprints in her wake.

Beth looks extremely irritated and does not address Costa. 
She continues writing.

COSTA
Hey, girl!

Beth grunts in reply, the shadow from the lamp deepening her 
frown. Costa peers over Beth’s shoulder, her head blocking 
the light. Finally, Beth fully acknowledges her.

BETH
I’m working.

COSTA
On what?

Beth doesn’t respond, instead going back to her notebook. A 
moment later, however, she spots the feces footprints. She 
stares at them in horror. Costa follows her gaze.

COSTA (CONT’D)
Oh yeah, some guy and his dog ran 
into me in the park and made me 
step in dog poop. So rude! I came 
to borrow one of your wipes.

Beth is speechless, though she manages to pull out some 
wipes. She passes them to Costa, who has moved away from the 
desk, opting to sit on the tidy singular bed. Costa wipes 
down her shoes and then places the dirty wipe on the bed 
beside her. Beth cringes, gingerly picks up the dirty wipe 
with two fingers, and sets it in the trash. 
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Then Beth hurriedly wipes up the footprints with so much 
vigor it’s as if she’s afraid the room has been infected with 
a deadly disease. Costa goes not offer Beth help. Beth throws 
away the dirty wipes and takes some hand sanitizer out of her 
desk drawer, squeezing a sizable amount into her hands. She 
offers the bottle to Costa.

COSTA (CONT’D)
I’m good.

BETH
I insist.

Costa chomps on her carrots, ignoring Beth. Beth bites her 
lip, but says nothing.

Costa turns up her music. She pulls the beats off her ears 
and puts them around her neck so Lady Gaga’s voice fills the 
room. Beth takes out a chlorox wipe and wipes down the side 
of the desk that Costa leaned over before she moved to sit on 
the bed. Beth finally goes back to her writing.

COSTA
You know, I noticed you’re always 
using that pen. Don’t you have any 
other pens? I mean, most people 
have more than one pen, you know?

Beth closes her eyes, as if praying for patience. Pause.

BETH
It was my dad’s.

COSTA
So?

BETH
(with an edge)

So he gave it to me before he died. 
He was a writer too.

Costa doesn’t notice Beth’s tone. She bounces a little on the 
bed.

COSTA
Oh. Cool.

Beth scrunches her face, gazes at her pen affectionately, and 
resumes writing as Costa starts singing along with Lady Gaga. 
When the song ends and a Kanye rap begins...

BETH
Would you mind playing that 
somewhere else?
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COSTA
Oh. You don’t like Kanye?

BETH
No, I don’t.

COSTA
I can play something else, then.

BETH
I really need to finish writing 
this chapter. Can you play it in 
your room?

It’s not clear if Costa can’t take a hint, or if she actually 
wants to bother Beth.

COSTA
Oh, I’ll just stop playing the 
music.

BETH
Or you can listen to it in your 
room.

COSTA
But it’s lonely in my room.

Beth sighs and scribbles. Costa bites into a carrot.

They continue, Beth glaring back at Costa every time she 
chews loudly. Finally she takes a breath, about to kick Costa 
out, when Costa starts choking.

Beth exhales, leaving her words unsaid as Costa coughs. Beth 
turns away and rolls her eyes, twisting her pen. Costa’s face 
begins to turn red. She makes a sound as she chokes, trying 
to get Beth’s attention.

Beth turns back to Costa’s reddened face, which is visible 
even in the shadows. Her eyes begin watering. Beth’s eyes 
widen in horror.

Beth rushes over and performs the Heimlich maneuver to no 
avail. Tears stream down Costa’s face as she struggles to 
breathe. Beth gives up on the Heimlich and rushes out the 
door. Costa collapses onto the bed, no longer coughing, as 
Beth returns a few seconds later with her iPhone. She dials a 
number.

BETH
My roommate’s choking at 1-1-1 22nd 
Street. She just passed out. I need 
an ambulance!
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Pause. Beth’s mouth drops.

BETH (CONT’D)
I already tried that! ...A 
tracheotomy? I mean, in 
theory...okay.

Beth hangs up the phone and takes the lamp and chlorox wipes 
off her desk, placing them beside Costa. She rushes out of 
the room once more, returning a moment later with a knife. 
She then takes her precious gold pen off the desk.

Beth runs her hands through her hair, beads of sweat 
appearing on her forehead. She closes her eyes and takes a 
deep breath, listening to the traffic below.

Beth adjusts Costa so the light is directly on her neck. She 
then takes a wipe out of the chlorox box and begins wiping 
down Costa’s neck. The, with shaking hands, she picks up the 
knife and runs two fingers down Costa’s neck until she finds 
a little indentation. Beth takes another deep breath and 
makes a small horizontal incision. Blood seeps out and Beth 
hurriedly grabs another wipe to try to catch the blood flow 
before it can drip onto her comforter. Her attempts fail, 
however, and a small red stain appears beneath Costa’s neck. 
She makes a whimpering sound.

BETH (CONT’D)
Ugh. And I jut sterilized 
yesterday!

Then Beth sticks her right index finger into the incision, a 
look of disgust on her face.

BETH (CONT’D)
Ew, ew, ew. Why me?

Beth picks up her golden ballpoint pen with her left hand, 
shaking her head in disbelief. She pauses and stares at it. 
You can almost see her brain’s gears turning. Is saving her 
obnoxious roommate really worth her precious pen?

BETH (CONT’D)
Dad never used any other pen. I 
haven’t either, not since he died.

She makes up her mind and grimaces. She looks back to Costa.

Beth reluctantly removes the ink-filled tube of her treasured 
pen with one hand. She then sticks the bottom half of it into 
the incision and begins breathing into it. 

Puff, puff. Pause. Puff. Pause. Puff.
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A few puffs later, Costa stirs, her chest heaving once more. 
Beth looks relieved, Costa disoriented. 

BETH (CONT’D)
Relax. The ambulance will be here 
soon. You’ll be fine.

Right on cue, sirens sound in the distance, growing louder.

BETH (CONT’D)
And as soon as you’re back from the 
hospital, I want you out of my 
apartment.

Costa tries to speak, but Beth shushes her. She looks at the 
pen, which is still sticking out of Costa’s throat, and her 
chin trembles slightly. She turns into the shadows so Costa 
can’t see.
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