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INT. OFFICE BUILDING, ELEVATOR - DAY

MARWOOD (40s, fastidious dresser, double windsor) is standing 
alone in the spacious office elevator.

The door opens and EDWARD (30s, secondhand suit, missed a 
spot shaving) enters and presses the button for the tenth 
floor. He taps the Close Door button a few times until the 
door closes.

MARWOOD
Doesn’t do anything you know.

EDWARD
M’sorry?

MARWOOD
The button you pressed doesn’t 
actually do anything. It’s a 
placebo button.

EDWARD
The door closed, I, think it must-

MARWOOD
Placebo button! Also called an 
idiot button. They’re everywhere. 
Many many elevators have these 
buttons that do absolutely nothing 
at all. Can you imagine that? A 
button that has no further purpose 
beyond giving the presser a small 
sense of control. I think it’s 
obscene and should be removed at 
once.

EDWARD
I... I’d heard that was a myth.

MARWOOD
Let me tell you, my good man, that 
not only is it true but it extends 
beyond just elevators. There are 
several crosswalk buttons in this 
very city that, between the hours 
of eight and eight have absolutely 
no effect on the lights. I could 
tell you which ones they are if you 
like.

EDWARD
No that’s. That’s fine thanks.



MARWOOD
You can just stand there as 
hundreds of people walk up to it 
and press that button, feeling a 
sense that they’re doing something 
useful, that they’re changing the 
world in some small way but are 
simply deluded.

EDWARD
Right.

MARWOOD
And let me tell you something else! 
People who come up to a crosswalk 
and see that I have already pushed 
the button, there being a light 
indicating such, and pressing the 
button anyway! Several times! As if 
that will make it change any 
quicker. My god that makes me mad.

Marwood pinches the bridge of his nose, as if fighting a 
migraine.

MARWOOD (CONT’D)
Ooh, it makes me want to... But I 
can’t you see, I’m a pacifist. Not 
by choice, mind you, by design. I 
abhor violence simply because I’m 
not very good at it. The London 
tube! The buttons on the doors of 
the-

DING! The elevator doors open. Edward holds the door for 
Marwood but he doesn’t move.

EDWARD
Sorry, are you getting off here?

MARWOOD
Oh no, I don’t work here, I just 
ride the elevator telling 
passengers about the button.

Puzzled, Edward exits.

MARWOOD (CONT’D)
Spread the word!

MARTHA (20s, in a clearly new skirt suit) enters the elevator 
and presses the button for the ground floor. She taps the 
Close Door button twice.

MARWOOD (CONT’D)
That doesn’t do anything you know.

The doors close.
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