
PERSON WAITING ON LINE
Place your order, jerk!

ANOTHER PERSON ON LINE
People are waiting!

THIRD PERSON ONLINE
Move it!

HALLIE
(to the people on line)

Excuse me, douche patrol! I'm 
tweeting a top! Jesus!

ANGLE on Elyot, at the rear of the line, at his wit's end, 
about to explode. 

INT. ELYOT’S APARTMENT

ELYOT
There are people in this world 
without manners, style, or a drop 
of common decency. People who 
refuse to acknowledge the existence 
of others.People utterly lacking in 
some basic moral ability. And  
sometimes I want to kill those 
people, but I don't. Not always. 
Because, you see…

(He takes a deep, 
cleansing breath. He 
smiles.)

I'm here to help.

INT. HALLWAY

We're down the hall from Elyot, where a door is labelled 4G.

INT. MORELLE KITCHEN

We're in a much larger, four bedroom apartment The kitchen is 
a glossy, ultra-expensive showplace, with restaurant-grade 
brushed steel appliances, acres of white marble and dark wood 
floors. SARA and DRAKE MORELLE are an attractive, arrogant, 
overwhelmingly ambitious and competitive couple in their 
thirties. Sara is seated at the marble island while Drake 
stands at a nearby counter. They're both wearing the most 
deluxe, up-to-the-minute professional cycling gear, including 
black tights and spandex bodysuits covered with logos. Drake 
wears an Italian team cap backwards, and Sara has white 
goggles slung around her neck. 
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They are both completely absorbed in reading sections of The 
New York Times, and in sipping the fancy cups of coffee which 
their housekeeper has prepared for them.

DRAKE
(without looking up from 
his paper)

Are you doing the 25K this weekend? 
The thing for lupus? 

SARA
(also without looking up)

Of course, and I am going to 
destroy you. I am gonna make you 
cry like a little baby girl.

DRAKE
(still not looking up)

And I am gonna rip your goddamn 
balls off.

SARA
(not looking up)

I am gonna take your bike, your run 
and your swim, and I am gonna shove 
them up your ass, yank them out and 
make you eat them. While I laugh 
and tell everybody, yo, look at the 
vagina I married.

DRAKE
(yelling, holding up his 
coffee cup)

Tula! This coffee is cold! And it 
needs nutmeg!

SARA
(holding up her cup, still 
not looking up)

And coriander!

TULA, the Morelle's hardworking and underpaid housekeeper 
appears, with a vacuum.

TULA
Right away. 

DRAKE
(finally looking up)

Jesus, Tula, why do I even have to 
say it? Why does everything have to 
be such a goddamn battle?
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TULA
I'm so sorry, I'll fix it right 
now...

SARA
(also finally looking up)

It's not about being sorry. Tula, 
if you're a woman in the workplace, 
it's about getting the job done, on 
time and on budget. It's about 
performance. And that's what's 
gonna put a woman in the White 
House.

DRAKE
So Tula, you’re fired. 

SARA
(to Drake)

Thank you!

DRAKE
But before you leave, we'll need 
you to hire your replacement. 

ANGLE on Tula, shocked but not surprised.

SARA
Stella, did you learn something?

ANGLE on STELLA MORELLE, the family's 11-year-old daughter, 
seated nearby, eating her breakfast. She's silent and 
watchful, and she's used to being completely ignored. 

Stella is extremely smart, honest and no-nonsense, and she 
may be even stricter than Mr. Vionnet. Her prematurely silver 
hair is cut in a practical, chin-length bob. She wears a gray 
wool blazer and matching skirt, with thick socks and sturdy 
shoes. While this outfit may look like a prep school uniform, 
it's just the way Stella chooses to dress.

INT. ELYOT’S APARTMENT

Elyot is just finishing making his bed. The bed is ornate 
brass, and military-looking. It has been perfectly made up, 
with creaseless, monogrammed white sheets, a plaid cashmere 
blanket and a sable throw. The stacked pillows feature 
Elyot's embroidered profile. As Elyot gives the bed a final 
smoothing, there's a KNOCK at his door.

Elyot opens the door to find Stella, holding a newspaper. 
Behind Stella, we see Tula, in her coat and carrying a small 
suitcase, leaving.

7.

END

u

sil
ars 

and
sch

ng h
ng. 

ramm
thr

red 
ere'

pens
nd S
tcuitcase, leaving.uit

3/5



INT. MORELLE KITCHEN

Sara and Drake are now dressed in their expensive work 
outfits. They're consulting their laptops or iPads. They're 
both very upset.

SARA
I just got an email from the head 
of the school.

DRAKE
And her Advanced Oboe teacher just 
texted me. And her Somali Outreach 
advisor.

SARA
I don't know what to do.

Stella enters, carrying a serious leather briefcase.

DRAKE
Well, young lady. I hope that 
you're proud of yourself.

SARA
Don't say "young lady", it's ageist 
and it's sexist.

DRAKE
(to Sara)

Bitch.

SARA
(to Drake)

Dick.

DRAKE
Stella?

SARA
(to Stella)

We've been worried sick.

STELLA
About what?

DRAKE
You know very well about what. We 
have enrolled you at Saint 
Mallory's, the most exclusive prep 
school in New York. 
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I had to underwrite the school's 
new meditation center, and three 
non gender-specific restrooms for 
transgendered students with 
lawyers.

SARA
And I had to sleep with the Head of 
the Admissions Committee, which I 
certainly enjoyed more than sex 
with your father, but that's beside 
the point.

DRAKE
And now we've just found out that 
you never showed up for classes, 
and that you're enrolled at some 
sort of public school! P.S. 84!

SARA
No one in this family has ever gone 
to public school! Why don't you 
just enroll at Burger King? Why 
don't you just tell Harvard, I'm 
really sorry, but I'd rather greet 
overweight people at Wal-Mart?

DRAKE
What were you thinking?

STELLA
That I want to go to public school. 
Like a human being. On the subway.

DRAKE AND SARA
(exploding with outrage)

OH MY GOD! Who are you? You disgust 
me!, etc.

INT. CLASSROOM - LATER THAT DAY

Elyot is now seated behind a desk at the front of a high 
school classroom.

ELYOT
Children? Mr. Nackelheimer is out 
today. And while he claims to have 
the flu, I suspect that he is 
actually meeting with his parole 
officer.

ANGLE on the classroom, which is filled with bored, restless 
teenagers, most of whom have been checking their phones. 
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