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Erik Satie’s Gymnopédie No. 1 plays.
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INT. IRIS’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

1

White walls, hardwood floors, stacks of cardboard boxes and
packed suitcases.
IRIS (30) is huddled in the corner of the room, arms wrapped
around her knees. She looks messy in her T-shirt and pajama
bottoms, her hair up in a scraggly ponytail. Her expression
is blank, her feelings numb.
Her cellular phone is on the floor beside her, from which
Satie’s Gymnopédie continues. That is, until Iris taps the
phone and the music stops dead.
An argument between neighbors can now be heard through the
wall.
Iris remains sitting there, staring a thousand miles away.
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INT. IRIS’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

2

Iris is standing over her dresser. She packs a houseplant
into a box and seals it shut with masking tape.
Using a permanent marker, she labels the box: Home.
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INT. IRIS’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

3

Iris is on her knees, reaching under the bed for anything
that may be under it. What she finds is a pair of men’s
sneakers. Old, dirty, gym sneakers, their laces tied
together.
She stares at them, and her heart drops.
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INT. IRIS’S BATHROOM - NIGHT

4

Iris stares at the mirror, deep within herself. Then she
opens the medicine cabinet.
It is empty, except for a bottle of prescription medication.
Iris takes it and closes the medicine cabinet, returning to
her reflection. She rolls the pill-bottle between her
fingertips, her thumb grazing against its lid.
She looks again at herself in the mirror. She takes a deep
breath, then exhales, a sense of resolution having swept over
her.

(2)

5

INT. IRIS’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

5

Iris is sitting on her bed, looking towards the window. She
dials a number on her phone, reading it from a slip of paper.
She brings the phone to her ear.
SPLIT SCREEN
LEFT FRAME: INT. IRIS’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS
Iris awaits an answer to her call.
RIGHT FRAME: INT. CRISIS CALL CENTER - RAY’S CUBICLE - NIGHT
One of the land-lines is ringing.
RAY (mid-30s) is seated at his cubicle, eating from a
Tupperware dish. The clashing of his checkered shirt and
striped tie suggests he is a bit out of his element.
He hears the phone ringing and hesitates a moment,
meditatively. Then he answers the incoming call, speaking
into his headset.
RAY
Hello, Saint Bernadette’s Lifeline.
How may I help you?
Iris does not respond.
RAY (CONT’D)
Hello...?
IRIS
I'm going to kill myself.
RAY
Okay...
He starts taking his notes on the computer before him,
checking off each box as he goes.
RAY (CONT’D)
Are you alone?
IRIS
Yes.
RAY
Do you have a plan?

(3)

IRIS
I have some pills. They’re in the
bathroom.
RAY
When do you plan on doing it?
IRIS
As soon as I get off the phone with
you.
RAY
I can hear it in your voice. You
really do sound like you want to
kill yourself.
IRIS
I don't "want" to kill myself, I'm
going to.
RAY
But you don't want to.
IRIS
That's not what I meant.
RAY
I see...
Iris rises from her bed and starts her way out of the room.
IRIS
Look. Don't try to talk me out of
it, okay? I know that's what you're
supposed to do but, I’m just
calling because I need someone to
say goodbye to.
She is gone now, leaving behind the empty space.
RAY
What about a friend?
IRIS (O.S.)
I don’t want to talk to them.
RAY
Is there someone in your family you
could talk to?
IRIS (O.S.)
No. I don’t want to talk to anyone.

