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t:T• ANGRLA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

j Shots around the room. 

{j) Papa's hat hanging on the bedroom mirror. 

\ @ Fuzzy slippers on the floor by the ottoman. 

(j) A cup of tea s i ts next to a tumbler full of water. _Jl. 

@ A candle flickers on the vanity. 9-Sr.~~ ~~ 

. \V t ([;) 

ANGELA s.1.ts _at her comp_pter, typing away on her pink laptqp. / 

Or . at least she's trying to. She is in between ideas, moving 

~ between bursts of energy and ideas while moments 

later getting distracted and browsing her phone for the 

latest s h opping dea l s. - - "@ '£ 4 

She looks up at the sign on her door, it reads: 

' 6)£-L-\ @ YOU CAN'T LEA~ 'l,3 

/7";'\ _.....,\S'iie ponders the sign for a moment, frowns, then returns back 

L)' li_o her work.:. _ > 
~~ ES~ LDA, The Devil, appears in a chair in the c_orner.:, ~ -z;IJ 

'-... THE DEVIL ( 0 ~ • - 0 5 , 

'""-- You' re gonna die in here_ , _ y_o_u_ kn.......;~::w;;,_. _ ._ ___ ._..-::-.-. lotl~ J ~ 

At the sound of the voice, Angela (gl ance s over to the chair, ~ 

which from her point of view is n ow emRLY . She shakes it off ~ l;. lf 

and gets back to wor .l~.i o.g , or not working, ~ ther way she is 

trying as h ard as she can. 
~ 7=-~ 

The Devil closer, hovering over her laptop. / 
\$ \..\ 
?;. c.~~/ '\ , THE DEVIL ( CONT ' D) 

~ """- better be good, those are the 

.---, last words you' re ever going to /4', z_ J-

q, .,,,Y writ e. ® 
,1. Angela l ooks u p . Again, she sees not hing/ but she is visibly 

?,. '-'f d.1. s t u rbe a: Sh e takes a d eep b reat h and reaches over_._t a bar 

~

r ~i :t.,_fU;and . she removes the c~p off of a pill bottle and =z,4 

\:=t o ps one, chasing it with a dr.1.nk of-!"~ r ~ ~{Z -:z_LI ~ 
· ' t k I 

Again, she tries to get bacl~ t';) work ~ •. 5=~ s an 1. em as e w s.- J 

-..- in her room and stands to f J..X .1.t . ~ 2 4 \ 7;..L 

@ 1,,.S h f:e ~ o ad ·ust the · she f~ ': stack of tiny l ,i~ 
:~co:~s~ She picks up t e stack and bring s them bac k to t h e ~ 

-l,1.\- / Bed with her. -- \ 

<B @) 
5L 1;_1--- -:t,~ 



--
r She sorts through a few of the r ecor ~ r~ : pert and t:~ 

Sc. i Tii uana Brass , "Whi_EEed Creamana ot~ r Delights," Melba, 
'-'\ 3 4 Melba , """'Tob accotfoad, "Spooky Tooth" and finally The Knack, 

t,~ _a -,,Get the Knack ; " ~ L\ (b.) '0 ~ 4 
/2,he eeuses and gi ves s-12ecip.l _att~ to this particular -~ 

~ album. sbe~ll s out t he record for closer i nspection/wlien 
\...:_V suddenly The Devi l appears again i n t he chair , f eet proppen . ~ 

up and filing her red manicured fingernails. ____ _J_. ~• 

THE DEVIL (CONT'D~ ~ i~ z;{J; 
You know he's not corning to get ,- ?'!/j]l/v 
you. :Z~ Qi) ~., 

Angela is now visibly pissed off/ at this imaginary voice in 
her head. She f lips over *f ne-rec'or d and proceeds to study the 
B-side. - ·- '@ :i~ 

0 I 
... --THE DEVIL (CONT'D) 

_ Yeah, you' re not gonna find him on 
1>P the B-side, either. 

Angela gives in to the voices in her hea// :::t,4-' 

Will you s:~e hell ~ -@ 
--@£~ THE DEVIL 

There she is! Hey you wanna go set 
the living room TV on fire? ___. 

The Devil gives a 
enthusiastic look 
§Dli) e 

few flicks of a lighter with an 

Dude, 

on her face. Angela actually cracks a -- -- -... ,@ 
/ z 

ANGELA ~ _ WL""-' ::t 4: 
just leave me alon0 I 

The Devil sulks back in her chai r. 1 -0 i-\.,; 
THE DEVIL 

Fine. 

The Devil sinks lower lik; a little ~ g'rl. 

1,'-\ THE DEVIL (CONT'D) @ I'm just so bored. 

Angel~ closes_her e~es for a minute trying t o remember that 
this is - all just a voice in her head. She ~ o~ 9c.k_a'\l~ 
the emety_chair , hoping to see an empty chair, but nope. She 
s ees The i1_1 s i tting there , flipping t hrough a .dir~ 
~:.zs~-i;.~ An ela noti~ s The Devi l's odd outfit, particularly 

"BRUCE" writ ten across her chest . 

~v 

l4 
Q 

SLOW 



0i~t 
Sho gooo ~~k to writi n9 / and t he n c a oually bogi ne a convor oa t1on wlth The Devil . j 

l\NGELA7 5 2. <\.. 'i-L\ 
Who ' s Bruce ? 4 

The Devil does n 't l ook up from her 
completelyi'mnc hatantl y . 

THE DEVI L 

magazi ne , ehe 

c~t 1-~ 
Bruce? Br uce ie t he tits, ma n. Best 
s ki er on top of t he whol e mountain. 

She puts t he magazi ne down. 

THE DEVIL (CONT'D) 
He y, you want to go poison the 
neighbor's dog food? 

@ 
ANGELA 

f"You have a seriously__!!le..§§~p_way 
~ having fun. Look , I 'm working, I Just need to finish this chapter 1,-L\ and then I can start the next one. / Oh and, bonus points, you're not ✓ real. Knock it the flying fudge 

off. 

a nswe r s 

THE DEVI~ -@)1;:l.9 Flring fudge, what are you, S-, thirteen? 

--r- ANGELA / I No I'm just creative. 
i...- -----

THE DEVIL 
Come on, let's at least go cough on Uncle John. 

r:: ANGELA ✓ ~IY---1_:""t leave me alone, man. 
1; ~ THE DEVIL 

But I have something important to I 
tell you. 

ANGELA ✓ -;i~ & -l What? 

-

J . 

The Devil gives a big smile. Angela knows what she's goi~g say. 

/ 
) 

ANGELA (CONT'D) 
Don't say it. 



4. / :) i\p 
You're,•• THE DE~ ,,,.-~) 

~ ANGELA / w \ _ !).-said don't say it. 1:, 'f' 
. THE DEV~ - 'Q£. .•• going. • • -:__j 

ANGE~ t /~~ 1;,4 Zip it, horse teeth . __j ~ l 1 takes offense to this, S ~/ 
THE DEVIL 

Horse teeth? ~ ~W 
ANGELA 

Leave me alone. 
The Devil is g issed off. She crosses her arms ~..S.. E.9£.tS ~ ~ (.e 

® 
/cu know w::? D;f~;, man. Your- J @ ~ --?' u> ST\ bitch ass is lame, anyways• I'm ....._ (o -=: ?- lo 

" I/ c, out • Deuce ! 
_ 

-L-The Devil throws a peace sign~ ap2_her fingers and poof! _ ~ $9 __ Like that, she is gone . -(0 ( P 1• ( j 1.-i, .tL ~ ~ (o ~ 2::~ 
r-~-----r _ Angela s,i.q_hs_ and rubs ~ tempJ~ as she tries to get back to 

l \D 'l,; work. She looks back up at ._!:.he E gn plastered across her 
'--' bedroom door. 

~ -i,'\ YOU CAN'T LEAVE~ -@ 
She sulks and tur ns back to her laptop. / ii/, -2. ~ denly The Devil appears back in her room, layi ng ~ the _(.b/,,..ai-

\..:.:. ~7 floor, dressed as a VSCO girl. 
/ -~ \ 

~ \1, 
THE ~ ( C\ t r ... '' ) 

-t-'- \ 
DEVIL (CONT'D) I ' m back! , -:::;{ i:'\: ~gela _looks d'?"" at Th~ Devil, who l ooks ~ at her ~ ~ 1, 7::, 

~S --tt.rfio~ently. Hai: in a high up ponytail and seemingly a 

(o milli on scrunchies runni ng up and down he r arms. 
\ lrl ANGELA 

/ 
L O --~; the he ll are you wearing? ✓ 



s. 

THE DEVIL (,1--foh, you like this? Sksksksksksk. 
/),., l_&id I o<;>P· And I ooe_J These are ~~ _(lo f>) M 

I 
-1£,, y scrunchies , you want one? Here, I a- 3 have extras. (, S -:[? '(.,.; 

~~ The Devil takes a scrunchie ofijher arm and tosses it onto 1r" Angela's be"d. She looks at it. 

(
~'i)/ ANGELA ___-:,_,~t'\ ~t ~~ What?! j,...-Q 

The Devil is back in her Devil clothes sitting in the chair again. 

-::t-- fa~ \---,1.,,_~ ___ Y_ou_'_re so not hip. ~ \I 
/I M fl THE DEVIL 

l~~ ~2.. ANGELA:------J _ c:;::., ti\ ?;:, (\~) I thought you went away. ~ ~ 
THE DEVIL;:-----_J--. c:"\ ~\_p I did. . . and then I came back. -~ 

~~ ,,,[Angela 

1)(cv) 

1-0 
1,,1\ 

rubs her temples again. 

You aren't real, this isn't real, this is all in my head. 

THE DEVIL 
Hey, let's go switch out Dad's 
heart pills with Altoids. 

ANGELA 
You aren't real, this isn't real, you are just thoughts inside my head . 

.,..I\ THE DEVIL c~u If I wasn't real, could I do this? 
~ The Devil performs a really awful magic trick and a Vernet. 

Angela is dumbfounded. 

ANGELA 
Yo~ ar7 ... the dumbest satanic 
be7ng in the entire history of 
things that do not actually exist. 

using a scarf 
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