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                                                     FADE IN: 

1 1EXT. BEACH - DAY 

Waves CRASH onto the shore of an isolated beach. Seagulls 
SCREECH at each other as they fly above the water. Footsteps 
can vaguely be heard through the waves. They start being 
clearer. A young lady appears. She wears all white with a 
large tan sunhat. It covers her face, yet her lips can still 
be seen underneath the hat. It's hard to tell, but she 
smiles. She walks across the shore as the waves try to reach 
her. 

                                                    SMASH TO: 

2 2INT. ROOM - HOUSE - DAY 

A loud SMASH interrupts the quiet scene. A young man with 
headphones on rises his head up from a wooden desk, reacting 
to the sudden noise. Sheets of paper lie under him with an 
open book of Neruda poems next to them. JOAQUIN, mid 20s, has 
messy hair and wears a hoodie with some street wear brand on 
the front. He looks around the room, taking off his 
headphones. Sounds of waves CRASHING onto a shore can be 
heard coming from his headphones. He looks over and sees a 
young lady, mid 20's, long straight hair and wearing a plain 
purple T-shirt. She searches through some drawers. She SLAMS 
them closed after each one she opens. Joaquin flinches after 
each slam. 

JOAQUIN 
You alright? 

The young lady ignores him, still going through the drawers. 
Finally, she stops opening the drawers and sighs, walking 
towards the door. Joaquin stares with a puzzled look. She 
leaves. Suddenly, his phone rings in his hand. He looks down 
at the screen. The screen reads, "Mom" with "Slide to answer" 
underneath. Joaquin ignores it, putting his phone on vibrate 
until it stops. He looks over at his white water bottle and 
sees a red stain on it. He smears it, trying to get it off. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

3 3INT. LIVING ROOM - HOUSE - DAY 

DAMIEN, mid 20s, wearing a gold chain around his neck and 
sporting a man bun, sits on a couch while scrolling through 
his phone in a messy and cluttered living room. Layers of 
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clothes lay on the ground with red solo cups accompanying 
them. The T.V. in front of him is on. On the screen, images 
of dead birds lying on highways appears. A news anchor stands 
over the dead birds talking into a microphone. Behind Damien 
is MARCUS, mid 20s, messy hair with a weird outfit that still 
looks good on him. He hangs out in the kitchen. The kitchen 
is just as bad as the living room. Marcus searches through 
the cabinets, taking out a pound of sugar. He pours it into a 
bowl of Corn Flakes, nearly drowning it. He turns to the 
fridge and opens it, revealing rows of alcohol bottles. He 
pushes the bottles to the side, revealing a gallon of milk 
hiding behind the alcohol. He grabs it, uncapping it while 
making a grossed out face. He puts his nose on the rim and 
sniffs it. He looks down at the expiration date. 

MARCUS 
You think the milk is still good? 

DAMIEN 
What you want to do with it? 

MARCUS 
Drink it. 

DAMIEN 
Nah, you shouldn't drink that. 

Marcus looks at Damien with an annoyed look. He trows the 
milk back in the fridge and shoves the bowl away from 
himself. He slams the fridge door, making the alcohol bottles 
inside shake. Damien keeps scrolling through his phone. 
Marcus grabs a concha from off the counter and walks over to 
Damien, sitting down on the couch across from him. He takes 
his phone out of his pocket and scrolls through it, too. 
Joaquin enters the living room. 

MARCUS 
Ay, there's his lazy ass. Want Corn 
Flakes? 

JOAQUIN 
No, I'm good- who's the girl? 

DAMIEN 
Which girl? 

JOAQUIN 
The only girl in your house. 

Marcus talks with his mouth full of the pan dulce. 
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MARCUS 
You got a girl over? 

DAMIEN 
There ain't no damn girl here. 

JOAQUIN 
There was! She was looking for 
something. 

MARCUS 
Probably looking for me. 

Marcus laughs to himself. Joaquin and Damien ignore him. 

DAMIEN 
A girl? 

Damien stops to think. His face lights up, finally, it comes 
to him. He lightly laughs to himself. 

DAMIEN (CONT'D) 
Oh, it was probably Jessica. 

JOAQUIN 
Who's Jessica? 

MARCUS 
She the one with the white girl 
roommate? 

DAMIEN 
Nah, I thought she was white. Turns 
out her roommate's from Spain. 

Marcus gasps, exaggeratedly. 

MARCUS 
For real? 

Joaquin watches with a puzzled look. 

JOAQUIN 
She's still white then. 

Damien and Marcus' laugh fades down. 

DAMIEN 
Nah, she's from Spain. 
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JOAQUIN 
Spain's in Europe. 

Damien shrugs, not really caring. 

DAMIEN 
Doesn't mean she's not Latina still. 

Again, Joaquin stares with a confused look. 

JOAQUIN 
She's not- 

The door of the living room swings open, sunlight shines into 
the dim-lighted room. A young lady walks in, JESSICA, mid 
20s, wears glasses and sports a ponytail, very well dressed. 
Everyone turns to her. She looks around with a grossed out 
expression. 

JESSICA 
It smells so bad in here. 

DAMIEN 
Jessica, fuck were you doing in the 
room? 

JESSICA 
What? 

DAMIEN 
Joaquin said you were in the room 
looking for something. 

JESSICA 
I just got here. 

Damien turns to Joaquin with a puzzled look. 

DAMIEN 
I thought you said she was in the 
room? 

Joaquin pauses, now more confused. 

JOAQUIN 
That's not Jessica. 

Jessica and Damien look at each other with confused looks. 
They start to speak at the same time. 
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DAMIEN 
(Over Jessica) 

That's Jessica, the fuck? 

JESSICA 
(Over Damien) 

I'm Jessica. 

Joaquin tries to calm them down. 

JOAQUIN 
No, I mean- she wasn't- you weren't in 
the room. 

JESSICA 
Have we met? 

DAMIEN 
He's Joaquin. 

MARCUS 
He's the one that got fired from an 
internship in the first week. 

Damien laughs, trying to hide it. Joaquin looks at Marcus 
with an annoyed look. Jessica awkwardly stands there, not 
knowing how to react. 

JOAQUIN 
I wasn't fired. 

MARCUS 
It was an internship at a Fish 
Conservation and my guy forgot to feed 
the fish. 

Marcus lets out a loud laugh, nearly spitting out the Pop 
Tart from his mouth. Damien laughs, not trying as hard to 
hide it. Jessica doesn't laugh. Joaquin groans, annoyed. 
Damien calms down, taking his attention back to Jessica. 

DAMIEN 
Anyway, what you been up to? You done 
packing? 

Damien guides Jessica to the kitchen island, both sitting 
down on stools. Marcus gets up to join them. Joaquin stares 
at them, being left out. He looks down and notices something. 
He walks toward it. He leans down and sees sand on the floor. 
It leaves a trail, leading to the door. He looks back at his 
water bottle, seeing the red stain again. It's bigger this 
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time, as if someone smeared it on while Joaquin wasn't 
looking. He turns to the sink and turns the water on, rinsing 
the stain off the bottle. The stain turns into liquid, 
running down the bottle and dripping into the sink hole. 
Joaquin stares as the red liquid spins out of sight. 

Joaquin turns back and starts walking back into the hallway. 
He passes by the group of friends, they ignore him. He walks 
by the screen door, leading to the backyard. Outside, the 
young lady is seen. She sits criss cross on the grass, 
looking like she's meditating with her back facing the house. 
Joaquin quickly returns to the screen door. He looks at her. 
He looks back at the group, interrupting them. 

JOAQUIN 
Who's she? 

The three friends stop talking and look at Joaquin, looking 
confused. 

DAMIEN 
Who? 

Joaquin looks back out of the screen door. The girl is gone. 
Joaquin stutters. 

JOAQUIN 
She was just- 

The group of friends go back to their conversation. Joaquin 
stares out at the yard, puzzled. He opens the door and steps 
out, hoping to see the young lady. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

4 4EXT. YARD - HOUSE - DAY - CONTINUOUS 

Joaquin walks over to where the young lady was. He looks 
around, but doesn't see anything. The lawn is covered in beer 
bottles and solo cups. He looks down at where the young lady 
was seated and sees something. He leans down. A black bird 
lies dead in the grass. It's feet point up at Joaquin. 
Suddenly, the screen door opens behind him. Damien interrupts 
Joaquin, walking towards him. He holds onto a black garbage 
bag. 

DAMIEN 
Can you help me with the bottles? 

Joaquin gets back up, still looking concerned. 
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JOAQUIN 
Yeah, sure. 

Damien walks over to where Joaquin is, looking down at the 
dead bird. 

DAMIEN 
Fuck is that? 

The bird stares back at the two with its dead eyes. 

JOAQUIN 
Did you know dead birds are supposed 
to mean an end to something? Or that 
someone you love just died. 

Damien ignores Joaquin and starts picking up the beer 
bottles, shoving them into the bag. Joaquin takes his 
attention away from the bird and helps Damien. 

DAMIEN 
Do you know where you'll be next week? 

JOAQUIN 
What do you mean? 

DAMIEN 
No one's going to be here after this 
week. 

JOAQUIN 
Where's everyone gonna be at? 

DAMIEN 
My job starts next week. I told you I 
was going to move the month after 
graduation. 

JOAQUIN 
What about Marcus? 

DAMIEN 
He's got his own shit, too. He's 
leaving with me next week. 

Joaquin's face fades down, looking worried. 

JOAQUIN 
I can pay rent. 
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DAMIEN 
With the money you earned from one 
week? My parents aren't going to let 
some dude stay in their place for 
free. 

Joaquin pauses, not knowing what to say. 

JOAQUIN 
You couldn't have told me earlier? 

DAMIEN 
Ask your parents if you can go back. 

Joaquin stares at Damien with a firm look. Damien reaches his 
arm for the bottle Joaquin holds onto. Joaquin throws the 
bottle in the bag, annoyed. Damien walks back, leaving 
Joaquin. 

DAMIEN (CONT'D) 
Don't forget the bird! 

                                                      CUT TO: 

5 5INT. LIVING ROOM - HOUSE - DAY 

Joaquin enters the living room, stepping on solo cups as he 
walks in. Marcus lies on the couch, scrolling through his 
phone as he holds it over his face. 

MARCUS 
Your phone was ringing. 

Joaquin looks over at the counter and sees his phone, he 
picks it up. He looks at the screen. He sighs. He looks over 
at the couch, only revealing Marcus' hands holding up the 
phone over the couch. 

JOAQUIN 
Did you see the girl? 

MARCUS 
No, but if I do, I'll ask if she got a 
man. 

Joaquin looks at the hands with an annoyed look. He tucks his 
phone in his pocket and walks down the hallway. Marcus 
continues to scroll through his phone. Damien walks into the 
living room, coming from the hallway. He looks over at the 
kitchen counter and sees the bowl of Corn Flakes resting 
there. He looks over at Marcus. 
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DAMIEN 
You just gonna pour yourself a bowl of 
cereal and leave it there? 

MARCUS 
You just gonna be a dumbass and have 
expired milk in your fridge? 

Damien stares at him. Quickly, Damien SLAPS the phone down, 
making Marcus lose his grip and letting the phone fall on his 
face. A little SPLAT is heard as it crashes on his face. 

MARCUS 
FUCK! 

Damien laughs. Marcus rises, looking pissed. He steps onto 
the couch and chases after Damien. Damien runs into the 
hallway. Marcus leaps off the couch and runs after him. 
Damien continues to laugh as he runs. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

6 6EXT. YARD - HOUSE - EVENING 

Marcus and Joaquin sit in the yard on lawn chairs in front of 
a fire pit. Marshmallows lie on the grass near their feet. A 
binder full of papers hides under Joaquin's chair. Joaquin 
reads off a piece of paper with a circled 82% on it while 
Marcus plays on a Nintendo Switch. 

JOAQUIN 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
and think that I may never live to 
trace their shadows with the magic 
hand of chance. And when I feel, fair 
creature of an hour, that I shall 
never look upon thee more. Never have 
relish in the faery power of 
unreflecting love, then on the shore 
of the wide world, I stand alone and 
think. Till love and fame to 
nothingness do sink. 

MARCUS 
The hell does all that mean? 

JOAQUIN 
Loneliness probably. 

MARCUS 
Was that what you wrote for your 
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writing final? 

JOAQUIN 
John Keats wrote it, I just turned it 
in. Wonder how he'll feel that it only 
got a B. 

MARCUS 
Did he graduate with us? 

JOAQUIN 
Who? 

MARCUS 
John Keats or whatever. 

Joaquin looks over at Marcus, thinking he's joking. He's not. 

JOAQUIN 
No, he didn't. 

Joaquin crunches up the paper into a ball and tosses it into 
the fire. He grabs another paper from under his chair, and 
crunches it up. 

MARCUS 
You should ask Jessica about her 
roommate. Instead of chasing after 
that one girl. 

JOAQUIN 
Which girl? 

MARCUS 
The one you won't shut up about. 
Besides, Mexican girls are cute. 

JOAQUIN 
Her roommate's from Spain. 

MARCUS 
Still Latina. 

Joaquin annoyingly tosses the paper ball into the fire. He 
reaches under his chair and gets another piece of paper. 

MARCUS (CONT'D) 
What's up with you always listening to 
beach noises? Shit's creepy. 
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JOAQUIN 
Relaxes me. My mom used to have this 
CD that would play beach noises. She 
would play it for me when I couldn't 
sleep. 

MARCUS 
You plan on picking up her phone 
calls? She calls you like everyday. 

Joaquin ignores him, tossing a new paper ball into the fire. 
He picks up another paper. 

MARCUS (CONT'D) 
I notice you listen to that shit on 
Spotify, too. Fucking broke boy. 

JOAQUIN (CONT'D) 
You know anyone who I can live with 
around here? 

MARCUS 
People only want to live with other 
people that have jobs. 

Marcus keeps pushing the buttons on the game controller. 
Joaquin looks at Marcus with an annoyed look. He tosses the 
paper ball into the fire, this time staring as it burns. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

7 7INT. LIVING ROOM - HOUSE - EVENING 

Joaquin sits in a chair as he scrolls through his phone. He 
looks at a job application site, mostly showing jobs in the 
aquatic field. Jessica enters, walking in from the hallway. 

JESSICA 
Looking for a new job? 

Joaquin looks up at Jessica. Embarrassed, he puts his phone 
away. 

JOAQUIN 
Just looking. 

JESSICA 
Sorry about the internship thing. 

JOAQUIN 
Thanks. Hey, you know anyone who you 
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think will let me stay with them 
around here? 

JESSICA 
No, I don't, sorry. 

Joaquin gives a face of disappointment. 

JESSICA 
You could go back home. 

JOAQUIN 
No, I can't. I hate that place. 

JESSICA 
What are you going to do then? 

JOAQUIN 
Exist, pretty much. 

Jessica chuckles. She starts walking out. 

JESSICA 
If that's what you want. 

JOAQUIN 
I don't want that. 

JESSICA 
Sure seems like it. You getting fired 
was up to you. 

Joaquin looks at her, not really showing a clear expression. 
Jessica reaches the door and opens it, Joaquin watches. He 
stops her. 

JOAQUIN 
Your roommate isn't Latina, right? 

Jessica groans, annoyed. 

JESSICA 
She's from Spain, idiot. 

She leaves, shutting the door. Joaquin gets embarrassed. He 
turns back to the counter and sighs. He grabs the Bluetooth 
speaker next to him and starts to connect his phone. He taps 
on his screen. Sounds of waves are heard coming from the 
speaker. The waves CRASH, sounding more haunting than 
therapeutic. He sighs, putting his head down on the counter. 
The waves fill up the room, letting Joaquin peacefully rest 
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finally. He lifts his head up and looks at his hand on the 
counter. He feels liquid running underneath his palm. Under 
his hand, red liquid starts to run across the counter. He 
lifts his hand up and reveals his palm, soaked with red 
liquid. He stares at his palm with a scared look. Suddenly, a 
loud SLAM is heard. Joaquin jumps up. He looks around in 
shock and sees the young lady. The young lady opens the 
cabinets in the kitchen. Joaquin stares, not knowing what to 
do. She SLAMS the cabinets close, making Joaquin flinch. The 
young lady looks at the bowl of Corn Flakes that Marcus left. 
She picks it up and walks to the fridge, taking out the 
expired milk. She closes the fridge and starts walking down 
the hall. Joaquin stares in awe. He looks down at his hand, 
now dry and no longer covered in red. Joaquin hesitates, not 
knowing what to say. 

JOAQUIN 
Hey! 

The young lady stops. She turns her body, finally looking 
back at Joaquin. She looks as if Joaquin interrupted her 
during a speech. 

JOAQUIN 
Who are you? 

The young lady bursts out a huge laugh, mockingly. She turns 
back around and continues to walk down the hallway. Joaquin 
watches. The young lady leaves a trail of sand from her sand 
covered sandals as she walks down the hallway. 

JOAQUIN 
The milk's expired! 

She enters one of the rooms from the end of the hallway, 
ignoring Joaquin. Joaquin looks down at his hand. The sound 
of the waves continue to scream as he tries to process 
everything. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

8 8EXT. BEACH - SUNSET 

Waves CRASH onto the shore of a beach. Seagulls fly across 
the water, trying to not be touched by the waves. The sun 
slowly rests down into the water's horizon. 

A seagull lies beside the shore of the ocean. The waves crash 
on top of it, moving it side to side across the sand. Joaquin 
stares at the dead bird, watching as the waves push it 
around. 
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Joaquin reaches an isolated spot, seeing other people in the 
distance enjoying the beach. He watches as the waves try to 
reach him. The breeze pushes his hair back, making his eyes 
water up. He reaches into his pocket and takes out his phone. 
He opens the phone app and goes to "Missed calls". He hovers 
his finger over the name "Mom". Finally, he taps on the name, 
putting the phone up to his ear. It starts ringing. Each ring 
makes his heart pound. Joaquin looks down at the sand, 
noticing something. A red puddle floats on top of the sand. 
Joaquin shoves his hand under it, picking it up with the 
sand. It pours through his fingers, making his hand drip with 
red liquid. Suddenly, the phone stops ringing, a voice 
operator is heard. 

VOICE OPERATOR (FILTERED) 
Your call has been forwarded to an 
automated voice message. Five, four, 
one- 

Joaquin hangs up. He sighs, looking out into the ocean. He 
looks to his side and sees the young lady, sitting on the 
edge of the shore where the water and sand meets. She sits 
across from the dead bird, almost protecting it. She watches 
as the waves try to reach her, but fail. 

                                                CUT TO BLACK: 

                                                    FADE OUT: 

THE END 


