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INT. MESSY STUDY - DAY

ADAM (30, woolen vest) is standing in the middle of the 
small, cluttered room yelling at PEPPER (29, vintage t-shirt) 
who is sitting at a drawing desk, her back to him.

ADAM
... and this is exactly what I 
mean! Distant. You refuse, yet 
again, to discuss this with me. 
You’re not here, Pepper! You 
haven’t been here for a long time 
now.

PEPPER
I’m not ignoring you, Adam, I’m 
trying to work.

ADAM
So that’s it, is it? You’re just 
going to let me leave then? Without 
protest?

Nothing from Pepper.

ADAM (CONT’D)
I’ve tried, Pepper. This is all on 
you.

He reaches out to the nearby table, cluttered with pencils, 
paints and a large pile of papers. He sweeps everything off 
the desk, sending it all flying into the air...

... where it all stops. Time has frozen, a flock of paper 
suspended in mid air between Adam and Pepper.

With time still frozen Pepper addresses the camera directly.

PEPPER
All on me? I suppose he’s right. 
Partially at least.

She gets off her chair and walks over to the frozen Adam, 
ducking under and around the suspended paper and pencils.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
I realised yesterday that during 
the times where I’m not expecting a 
parcel from Amazon my life is 
pretty empty. 

She looks Adam over, sadness in her eyes.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
It would be so easy if I actually 
hated him. Actual palpable hate. I 
know how to deal with that.



She takes his face in her hands.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
Adam, you’re stupid and I hate you.

She kisses him.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
I love you and I’ll miss you.

Addressing the camera again.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
We’re over it in six months. I 
mean, a relationship like this will 
leave its scars but the time it 
takes to mourn this loss is 
surprisingly short. He starts 
dating someone new within two 
months. A rebound, sure but... a 
good palette cleanser I guess 
because then he meets the woman he 
eventually marries.

She walks back through the cloud of suspended paper, stopping 
when she spots a small statuette.

She plucks it out of the air and places it carefully back on 
the table.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
That’s expensive.

She sits back in her chair.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
Malaise! That’s the word. Or does 
that mean some kind of storm? No, I 
think malaise is right. I need to 
look that up.

She takes her pencil and jots the word ‘malaise’ down on the 
paper in front of her.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
It’s always the transitions that 
are the hardest.

Everything returns to crashing, noisy chaos as the papers and 
pencils fly across the room.  

Adam storms out as Pepper loses balance and falls to the 
floor, the last few sheets of paper fluttering down over her.

She starts crying.
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