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INT:  AFTERNOON

Mark grabs his mail.  He walks to his apartment as he sorts 
through it.  He gets to his front door and opens as he 
notices a letter in the pile.  Looks important.  He opens it 
and throws down his keys.

MARK
What do we have here?

Reading out loud

MARK (CONT’D)
Dear Mr. Murphy.  Over the past 
three weeks, we have noticed a 
significant spike in office supply 
crimes. Although we find these 
offenses minor, we are suspending 
you, pending a full three-day 
evaluation spearheaded by our 
spiritual healer, Namaste Karen 
Goldfarb.  If you have any 
questions -  

MARK (CONT’D)
What the fuck!?!?

CUT TO:

INT. AFTERNOON  THE NEXT DAY. 

Close up on Namaste Karen.  She’s part yoga teacher, part 
healer, part bad-ass.  She stares at Mark.  This makes Mark 
uncomfortable.  

KAREN
Sway with me Mark.  

Politely...

MARK
No thank you.

Karen begins swaying her arms back and forth, spreading her 
good energy.  Mark just stares.  Karen closes her eyes and 
begins to chant. 

KAREN
I feel some resistance.

MARK
No resistance.  I just don’t sway.



KAREN
Interesting.  Where do you think 
your fear of swaying comes from?

Karen continues to sway.

MARK
No, I’m not afraid of swaying.

KAREN
What are you afraid of?  Tell me.

MARK
....Um.

Mark isn’t sure how to answer this.  

KAREN
Is Mark troubled?  Is Mark scared?  
Does Mark want his mommy?

MARK
What’s wrong with you?

KAREN
It’s not uncommon to reach out to a 
loved one during a time of need.

MARK
I don’t need anything.  I’m fine.

KAREN
Are you?

MARK
Yes.  I am?

KAREN
Are you???

MARK
Again - yes I am.

KAREN
I see it all the time Mark.  A 
young wisecracker like yourself 
hanging out on the wrong side of 
the water cooler.  A few of your 
buddies get together and decide to 
take the place down.  One paperclip 
at a time....
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MARK
I thought you were supposed to help 
with my emotional well being...???

KAREN
Happy to.  Close your eyes and 
breathe with me Mark.  
Inhale......and then 
exhale....Inhale, then exhale...

Mark follows along.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Inhale - DOES THIS LOOK FAMILIAR???

Karen takes out a bic pen she’s been hiding in her yoga pants 
and shoves it right in Mark’s face.

MARK
What is wrong with you?!?!?  You 
could have poked my eye out!

KAREN
Oh relax.  Only eleven people over 
the age of 25 ever lost an eye due 
to the proximity of a pen tip.  You 
aren’t that special.

MARK
Listen Karen.  I’m not sure what 
you want from me.  You want me to 
admit that I concocted a scheme to 
steal all of the office supplies 
and sell them online at a discount?

KAREN
Did you?

MARK
I’ve got to go.  Unless you needed 
something else.

KAREN
No, I think we are good.  “Mark”.

MARK
That’s actually my name.

Mark begins to get up and walk out.

KAREN
Is it?  Is it???
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MARK
Yes, it is!

Karen chases after him.  

KAREN
You keep telling yourself 
that fake Mark.  

MARK (CONT'D)
It’s my name!

KAREN
NAMASTE MARK!  Namaste...

Karen walks back to her office.  Defeated.  She picks up the 
phone.  Makes a call.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Hey, it’s officer Karen Goldfarb.  
No, he wouldn’t budge...Yes, I put 
the tip of the pen near his 
eyeball.  Didn’t work.  Uh huh----
Uh huh.  Oh, great.  I’ll check the 
footage now.   

She hangs up and goes to her computer.  

BLACKOUT

KAREN (CONT’D)
(v.o)

...BINGO

CUT TO A BLACK AND WHITE GRAINY VIDEO:  Mark and a few of his 
work buddies are cleaning out the supply cabinet.  Mark 
notices the camera and begins to talk to it.  

MARK
Hey, guys, hold up.  What is that?  
Is that thing on?  

He checks..

MARK (CONT’D)
No, it’s off.  Oh man, that was a 
close.

Mark and his team laugh it off, as they continue taking items 
from the supply cabinet.  The other camera on the opposite 
end of the room - the one that no one notices - records every 
move.  

BLACKOUT
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