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FADE IN:

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

MARIE(30s), a mask covering her face, places a grocery bag 
filled with products in front of a door. 

She reaches into her purse, retrieves a chocolate bar. She 
places it inside the grocery bag. 

She rings the bell.

MIKE(70s) opens. He’s a severely balding man, a no-nonsense 
cranky type. 

He grabs his groceries, gives Marie a smile. 

MIKE
I owe you, thanks. Hey, have you 
read the article I sent you?

MARIE
The one about the economy? Sorry, 
not yet. 

MIKE
There’s a petition at the end.

MARIE
Yeah, I’ve seen it.

Marie goes to her door, grabs her own grocery bags in front of 
it, turns the door handle. In haste she forgot it’s locked. She 
searches for a key in her coat pockets. She unlocks, nods to 
Mike and hurries inside. 

MIKE
Running away huh? You’ll get it 
when you lose your job and all 
goes down the pooper. 

INT. MARIE’S APARTMENT

Marie closes the door from the inside, takes off her coat. 

KITCHEN

She removes her mask, trashes it, takes a deep breath of air 
and starts unpacking the bags. It’s mostly booze, all kinds 
of it. She stacks it in the corner together with a few other 
started bottles of whiskey and vodka. 



MARIE
Pathetic. 

She puts away a few other things that came from the bags. 

There’s a knock on the door. 

Marie walks to open it. 

HALL

Marie opens the door to...

MIKE
I’m going out. Do you want anything? 

He suddenly coughs. His cough sounds dry, too. 

MIKE (CONT’D)
Oh, it’s not corona, relax. So, do 
you need anything or not?

MARIE
Not for another week. Besides, I 
just came back, and with groceries 
for both of us, remember?

MIKE
Well, I need to breathe some air, 
gonna hit a coupla stores on the way. 

MARIE
But I thought... That’s why I 
shopped for you. I mean, aren’t you 
going to sit out a few weeks?

MIKE
Not me, but obviously you are. 

He reaches for the door to Marie’s apartment and closes it 
for her. She stands confused for a while, then shrugs and 
goes back inside, into the kitchen. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

Marie, wearing gloves, walks out the door with trash in 
hands. She sees the chocolate bar on her door mat with a sign 
attached to it. It says “I haven’t paid for it but thanks.”

She dumps the chocolate into the trash bag.
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INT. MARIE’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN

Marie bustles around the kitchen making herself a cheese 
plate. 

She opens a drawer, grabs a wine open reaches down to the 
stack of booze. She searches for a bottle she would like to 
open, selects one. 

With a practiced hand she inserts the wine opener into the 
cork of the bottle. 

She pours herself a glass. 

There’s noise coming from the neighbors. She hears Mike’s 
voice. 

MIKE
She shouldn’t have agreed to it! 
That’s too much. 

He’s being interrupted by his own cough.

Marie searches for something in her drawers, finds it. It’s 
earphones. She puts them on, blocking the noise completely. 

She enjoys her wine in silence. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY

Marie walks out. Mike opens the door to the Hallway 
simultaneously. 

MIKE
You said you’d give it a week.

MARIE
I need Tylenol. It’s just a 
headache. 

His mouth stretches into a knowing snigger. 

MIKE
Hey, have you heard a rumor that 
people are offered a bit of money 
to rewrite the cause of death of 
their loved ones? 

Marie wearily shakes her head. She locks her door as she 
listens to Mike’s chatting. 
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MIKE (CONT’D)
A friend of my sisters... Actually 
her friend’s cousin but what that has 
to do with anything. Anyway, they 
lost a grandad to old age and were 
offered two thousand to rewrite the 
cause of death to Covid.  

MARIE
What for?

MIKE
For stats. It’ll be easier to sell 
us vaccine this way.

MARIE
Sorry. I don’t know these stories. 

Marie heads down the stairs.

MIKE
Now you do. 

And he goes back into his apartment. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY

Marie walks out, locks her door.

A few days obviously passed as Marie wears a fairly open 
shirt now - it’s warmer outside. 

She goes down the stairs, but hears Mike cough vigorously and 
changes her mind. She walks back up, to Mike’s door. 

Mike opens the door not giving her a chance to knock. His 
cough doesn’t let him talk at first. He half shuts the door 
not to cough at Marie. 

MIKE
Tylenol. Two. 

Marie nods. Walks down the stairs. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Marie returns. She sees the note on his door “Just ring and 
leave”. She places the Tylenol on the floor and rings 
Michael’s door. 
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She walks inside her apartment and only now she notices 
another piece of paper next to the door knob. It says “You 
didn’t sign the petition!”

Marie sighs. 

She crumples the paper, walks inside, then storms out back 
into the hallway. 

She bangs on Mike’s door. Mike is not in a hurry to open it. 
She presses on it, it’s open. 

MARIE
Mike? I need to talk to you. Yes I 
didn’t sign the petition. 

Mike coughs inside. 

MIKE (O.S.)
Don’t go inside, it’s the damn virus. 

MARIE
I don’t want people die, that’s 
all. It’s as simple as that. 

Marie thrashes the note he wrote inside of his apartment and 
storms out. 

INT. MARIE’S APARTMENT - DAY

Marie paces to and fro, infuriated. She remembers something, 
walks to the sink and aggressively washes her hands. 

She hears the knock on the wall that she shares with Mike. 

MIKE (O.S.)
I’m sorry. I thought if you were 
angry with me you’ll stop knocking. 
I don’t want to pass it to you.

She nods. 

MIKE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I know you’re nodding at me in there.  

She chuckles. 

She walks to the stack of bottles in her kitchen. Grabs 
vodka. Pours herself a glass and downs it. 

FADE OUT
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