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EXT. BUSINESS BUILDING (ESTABLISHING) - DAY 1

A tall and intimidating building of windows. Looking up it,
BETTY, 20s, hopeful eyes, in business attire, approaches--

PAUSES. A deep breath. BIRDS TWEET.
Looking behind her--
She spots a tree with birds poking the grass. They fly.

Betty's gaze follows them up to the clouds and disappearing.
She pivots back to the building. People go inside.

She tugs her shirt (although it's fine, a nervous tick).

Walks inside blending into the crowd.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - BUSINESS BUILDING - DAY 2

Betty sits across a man at the table. A pencil and paper
before her.

She adjusts it so the pencil is parallel to the paper.
In front of him--

A folder with Betty's photo inside and information. Her
application. He SLAPS a GREEN POST-IT NOTE on it.

They both SMILE and shake hands. She got the job.

INT. CUBICLE - DAY 3

A woman shows Betty her new home: empty desk, computer, cold.
Betty gives the seat a try. Not bad. The woman leaves.
Turning the computer on, Betty scans the space. Potential.
Computer boots up. She types to sign in.

PLOP! A file drops in front of her as if falling from heaven.
Betty looks up to an unknown face. They smile.

She smiles as she opens the folder to a stack of papers.
Comparing the numbers on the papers to numbers on her

computer screen. Up down. Her head bobs. Jots a note on the
paper. Focused.



WET COUGHING/GASP catches Betty's attention. Scans the room--
No one around. Odd. Continues working.
LATER

Thumbing through the papers, she closes the folder. Complete.

INT. BOSS'S OFFICE - EVENING 4

She delivers the file to a desk in an empty office with a
view. The file is slightly angled.

She straightens it.

Leaves.

EXT. SIDEWALK - EVENING 5

Walking down the sidewalk, Betty beams with a pep in her
step. Coming up to a --

Pile of garbage--
A healthy, potted houseplant alongside. She stops, picks it
up. Checks it out.

INT. CUBICLE - DAY 6

Betty carries in her new plant--

Sets her purse and coat down.

Takes a seat—-

And finds the best spot for her plant on the desk.

Rotates it so the leaves have room. Thinks. Rotates it again.
PLOP! The file lands on her desk. It has a RED POST-IT on it.
The straight face delivering it leaves.

She opens it and every single page--

Has a RED POST-IT--

In the middle of it.

The last one is crooked. Betty fixes it. Straight.



She sits back. Eyes darting in search of... answers? Should
she even be here? Does she even want this?

Sits up. Scoots her chair closer to the computer. Types away.
Licking her finger to turn each page. TYPE. TURN.

PLOP! A file falls. No-one above her.

She slides it over to finish her original file.

PLOP! Another file comes down.

She SIGHS.

Looks to the clock: 4:30pm.

Game face of determination.

She TYPES. TURNS.

A woman sets a piece of paper down in front of Betty.

A printed out Excel sheet: empty with boxes.

Betty takes a pen. Fills it in using the computer screen.
TYPES.

WRITES.

Finished. Pulls over the next file. Goes through it.
Betty smells...

Smoke! Emitting from the desk--

Scoots her chair back. Stands to--

INT. BOSS'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Find someone to help! No one around.

INT. CUBICLE - CONTINUOUS

Returns with an extinguisher/cup of water/check it out--
SMOKE GONE. Clear.

She collects her folders and her purse and coat--
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INT. BOSS'S OFFICE - EVENING

Places folders on the desk. Looks out the window.

Down at trees.

Her face remains solemn as if thinking, a still grieving.
Turns to--

CLICK off lights. Leaves.

INT. CUBICLE - DAY

Betty enters with her head held high.

All three files on her desk.

RED--

POST-ITS--

EVERYWHERE.

Her shoulders drop. Confidence shattering.

A woman, fellow co-worker, gives her a paper with a GREEN
POST-IT. A nod of approval. She leaves as Betty stares at--

The graph paper, but full of numbers. Betty peels off the--
GREEN POST-IT and SMILES. She places it on her wall.
Settles in to work on these RED POST-IT folders, but--

That GREEN POST-IT is a reminder for her: She can do this.

She TYPES. The computer screen lights up her focused face.

INT. BOSS'S OFFICE - NIGHT

She delivers a double-sized stack of files.
Fixes the crooked ones.

Turns the lights off as she leaves.

INT. CUBICLE - DAY

GREEN POST-ITS on one side of the cubicle wall--
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The other side is FULL OF RED POST-ITS.

Betty at her computer in the middle of the colors.

She rubs her eyes from the computer glare.

Looks at the clock: 11 am.

She peels RED POST-IT from a file on her desk, places it in
the collection of REDS on the wall, turns the page which has
another RED POST-IT.

Gets up, grabs her paper bag lunch.

INT. CUBICLE HALLWAY - DAY 13

The work draining her of joy, she walks heavily.

A man walks by and his eyes drop down to her chest. A GREEN
POST-IT appears.

Betty STOPS. Removes it. Looks at it curiously. A woman comes
up behind her. Looking back at her, the woman's eyes drop own
to Betty's chest--

The woman's eyebrows furrow. She continues on her way, but--

A RED-POST IT appears on Betty's chest.

Betty takes that one off.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS 14
Betty steps in where a couple of co-workers wait.
The door closes.

Betty faces them. They look at her.

INT. GROUND FLOOR - DAY 15

The elevator door opens. Co-workers walk out.
GREEN and RED POST-IT NOTES on her--
Forehead--

Arms-—-

Neck--
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Everywhere on her body, her lunch. Betty slowly exits.

EXT. BUSINESS BUILDING — DAY

Covered, Betty steps out and sits on a bench.

Opens her lunch bag. The post-its like a weight on her
spirit. Unwraps her white bread sandwich.

A breeze BLOWS removing a RED POST-IT.

She watches it fly away.

She sets her sandwich down and--

Faces the wind. Walking into the breeze, eyes closed--
POST-ITS blow off one--

By--

One.

EXT. SIDEWALK - CONTINUOUS

Betty picks up the pace and JOGS.
More flutter off.
She looks back to see them go. She BEAMS.

Sprinting. All but a RED POST-IT are off. Winded, she rests
her hands on her knees to catch her breath.

Looks ahead at a--

EXT. CLEARING - CONTINUOUS

Patch of land, a calm forest, a flowery meadow. The light
cutting through tree branches as if a spotlight waiting for
her, beckoning her. Bird TWEETS grow louder. Paradise.

She softens and plucks off the last RED POST-IT.

EXT. BUSINESS BUILDING - DAY

Throws it in the garbage on her way inside.

16

17

18

19



20

21

22

23

INT. CUBICLE - DAY 20

Lunch over, Betty returns to her desk.

TYPING. Turning to grab a file without looking, her hand
KNOCKS the plant pot--

Broken. Shattered. She picks up the pieces from the floor.
On her hands and knees, grabs a shard. Spots wires, cords,

tubes (?) coming out of her computer. Her curiosity peaked--

INT. HALTLWAY - CONTINUOUS 21

Follows where these tubes lead. COUGHING from another room!

Walks down the hallway tubes leads to--

INT. CLOSET/ROOM - CONTINUOUS 22

Betty finally opens the door and sees--
A child wearing a gas mask on the ground. Betty runs--
Tries to pull on the mask to help--

YANKS it off! THUD. Lands on the ground. Wakes her up--

INT. CUBICLE - CONTINUOUS 23

Back in the cubicle. No tubing. Confused, scared, mad Betty--
Pulls down all--

The RED and--

GREEN POST-ITS.

Throws them away.

Waters her plant with her water bottle.

Opens a file folder on the top of a stack. DEEP BREATH.

A flurry of co-workers--

Come--

Go--

Stay at her desk and each one leaves--
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YELLOW--

GREEN--

WHITE--

ALL THE COLOR POST-ITS cover her, her desk--

Her wall--

The plant.

Betty sits back in her chair. Peels a POST-IT off her nose.
She removes them from the plant--

Throws them away--

Scoops up her plant--

Grabs her purse, and--

EXT. BUSINESS BUILDING - DAY 24

Leaves. Marching down the sidewalk.

EXT. CLEARING - DAY 25

To the clearing, to nature from before. Taking in the space
with relief. Turns to her plant.

Goes to an area of sunlight and digs with both hands.
Pulling the earth up to make way for her--
Plant to go in the hole.

She pats the ground planting her leafy companion. She sits
back and--

Lays next to it. The sun on her face, on her plant. Free.
Her POV of the sky. Birds flying. The BRIGHT sun.

THE END



