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OVER BLACK--

MANNY (V.O.)
So you’re telling me the 
responsibilities you’re “supposed” 
to maintain directly fly out the 
window the moment a substantial 
mistake happens on your watch?

SNAP TO:

EXT. PRODUCTION FACTORY/DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES - DAY

HIGH SHOT of the large building right in the middle of one of 
the busier areas of DTLA.

The conversation continues as we slowly ZOOM IN toward a 
single window.

JOSE (V.O.)
(beat)

I--I’m not sure what you’re--

MANNY (V.O.)
Someone allowed the incorrect 
labels to shipped last night and 
we’re now getting calls from 
customers who want credits.

JOSE (V.O.)
Shit.

MANNY (V.O.)
Shit is right.

JOSE (V.O.)
Well, I don’t kno--

MANNY (V.O.)
Eh! Wrong.

JOSE (V.O.)
Tyler was supervising.

MANNY (V.O.)
Tyler?

JOSE (V.O.)
You promoted him last week.

We finally move through the window into the--
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INT. PRODUCTION FACTORY/MAIN HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

--and land on MANNY, 30s, competent and quick-witted. He 
speed walks down a long hallway, phone tightly pressed 
against his ear.

There’s constant activity present in the factory - workers 
wearing smocks/hairnets moving about, push carts with 
food/production materials going up and down the halls, sounds 
of various machines, etc.

MANNY
I know who he is. I’m just 
surprised. And if that was 
condescension I heard in your 
voice, I swear to fucking Christ.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. DIFFERENT HALLWAY - SAME TIME

JOSE, 40s, wearing a hairnet and smock, holding a lunchbox, 
slowly walking down the hall with no sense of urgency - the 
exact opposite of Manny.

JOSE
I’m just saying...

MANY
I’m just saying that you’re the 
fucking manager of this building 
and you better get confirmation 
before I ruin someone’s Christmas.

JOSE
I’ll make some calls.

MANNY
Now!

Just as Manny hangs up, his phone starts ringing.

MANNY (CONT'D)
(answering phone)

What?

BECKA (V.O.)
Jason is out today.

MANNY
You better be joking.

INTERCUT WITH:
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INT. FRONT OFFICE - SAME TIME

BECKA, 20s, astute but with a nervous energy, sitting at her 
desk, stack of papers in front of her, furiously typing on 
the computer. She leans closer to the office phone - which is 
on speaker.

BECKA
Why would I joke right now, jefe.

MANNY
Cause you like to make me 
miserable.

BECKA
I only like to make you miserable 
when you deserve it.

MANNY
Well, I definitely don’t deserve it 
right now. You know how hard I’ve 
been working. When am I gonna find 
some people who actually take 
ownership?

Becka tisks.

MANNY (CONT'D)
What?

BECKA
Nothing.

MANNY
(quietly)

Please tell me you’re not still mad 
about last night?

BECKA
Mad? Why would I be mad?

MANNY
You shouldn’t be.

BECKA
You only ditched me for third time 
this week.

MANNY
I had to meet with a new customer.

BECKA
Uh-huh.
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MANNY
Please don’t. We have to stay--

BECKA
Professional?

MANNY
Exactly.

BECKA
You mean like fucking your 
assistant then triple ditching her?

Manny looks around, anxious, as if the whole world can hear 
their conversation.

MANNY
Tonight.

BECKA
Promise?

MANNY
Yes.

Becka grins.

BECKA
(sarcastically)

What would like me to do, jefe?

MANNY
Look through the logs from last 
night please.

BECKA
Yes, sir.

MANNY
And why is Jason out?

BECKA
COVID.

Manny stops.

MANNY
Wait wait wait. Are you--

BECKA
Dead serious. And you’re not gonna 
like the next words out of my 
mouth.

4.



5.

MANNY
Jesus fucking--just lay it on me.

BECKA
We have to inform the entire crew.

MANNY
And stop production?

BECKA
According to the CDC.

MANNY
We can’t.

BECKA
We have to.

MANNY
But we can’t.

SNAP TO:

INT. LARGE PRODUCTION ROOM - DAY

Thousands of units of packaged food quickly moving along 
conveyor belts.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Manny glides down the hall, faster now, peaking his head into 
more production rooms as he passes.

MANNY
(still into phone)

What’s the exact protocol?

BECKA
Stop the belts and round up the 
entire crew for a formal meeting.

MANNY
What are the numbers today?

BECKA
25,000.

MANNY
Give me an hour.
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BECKA
That’s not the proto--

MANNY
One fucking hour.

Manny goes to hang up but--

BECKA
Wait!

MANNY
What?

BECKA
I’m not feeling so hot either. 
Kinda nauseous.

MANNY
Oh my God--

BECKA
Joking.

Becka laughs, overly pleased with her ability to push Manny’s 
buttons.

Manny silently screams into his phone then closes his eyes, 
takes a breath, and calmly says--

MANNY
Please, Becka. Just give me an 
hour.

Manny hangs up as he furiously bursts through a large door 
into the--

INT. BREAK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

--where he makes a beeline straight to Jose who’s now sitting 
at a table, peacefully eating his lunch. That is, until the 
moment he sees Manny’s death-glare.

Manny glances at Jose’s phone, which is face down on the 
table, then back at Jose.

MANNY
You’re supposed to making calls.

JOSE
But I’m eating right now.
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MANNY
Eating? You’re eating right now?

Jose holds up his spoon, showing off his steaming, microwaved 
food.

JOSE
(upbeat)

Wife made enchiladas.

Manny smacks the spoon out of Jose’s hand which flicks the 
food right into Jose’s face.

JOSE (CONT'D)
(defeated)

Alright.

MANNY
I’ll eat your face for my lunch if 
you don’t get on top of this shit. 
You have a fucking job to do and 
eating your wife’s shitty 
enchiladas is not a part of it.

JOSE
But I already tried calling Tyler.

MANNY
And?

JOSE
No answer.

MANNY
SO CALL AGAIN!

Manny grabs Jose’s phone and tosses it to him. Jose barely 
catches it.

MANNY (CONT'D)
Get your shit together, Jose.

JOSE
(to himself)

I will... After I eat.

MANNY
What was that?

JOSE
Nothing.

SNAP TO:
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INT. FRONT OFFICE - DAY

Becka sifts through a stack of papers.

INSERT: Header of a document that reads “Quality Confirmation 
Log”

Becka moves her finger down a list of times and names and as 
she stops her finger, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Manny stomping down the hall, as per usual, peaking into more 
rooms as he passes.

A WORKER, 20s, frantically rounds a corner, holding a rag 
over one of his hands. Manny spots the worker and immediately 
moves to him.

MANNY
Whoa whoa whoa, what happened to 
your hand?

The moment the Worker realizes it’s Manny, he yanks his hand 
behind his back.

WORKER
Nothing.

MANNY
Let me see.

WORKER
It’s--it’s nothing, boss. Just a 
little cut. Dry hands. That’s all.

Manny grabs his arm and pulls it to the front.

INSERT: The Worker’s hand, covered in blood, wrapped with a 
dirty rag.

Manny then peaks over the Worker’s shoulder to see little 
drops of blood on the floor that lead all the way back to a 
production room at the end of the hall.

Manny sighs, puts his face in his hands, then calmly says--

MANNY
Get out.
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WORKER
What?

MANNY
GET THE FUCK OUT!

TYLER (O.S.)
Manny!

Manny turns to see TYLER, 20s, new guy but trying his best 
kind of vibe, rushing up to the Worker, holding a first aid 
kit.

TYLER (CONT'D)
It--it was my fault, Manny. You 
can’t fire him.

MANNY
Where the fuck have you been and 
what the fuck happened last night?

TYLER
I’m sorry, Manny. I’m having a 
rough day. We were short on kale 
this morning, Zack and Luis called 
in, I had to run to Northgate to 
get more kale to fill the orders 
for the afternoon stops, then this 
guy cut his hand on--

MANNY
Stop. I get that. But why the fuck 
is their blood on my floor?

TYLER
I--I put him at the prep station 
because we’re down two guys, but I 
didn’t realize he has no knife 
experience. I kept pushing him to 
go faster, he tried to tell me, but 
I ignored him.

WORKER
I’m sorry, boss--we’re sorry. 
Just let me get all this 
cleaned up. I promise it 
won’t--

TYLER (CONT'D)
Just give me like two minutes 
and I’ll get all this fixed. 
I’m really sorry--

MANNY
Both of you shut up!

(beat, to Tyler)
Tyler. I just promoted you to 
supervisor which means I trust you, 
right?
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Tyler nods.

MANNY (CONT'D)
I trust you, and you’re really 
going to look me in the face and 
tell me it’s your fault that this 
guy cut his hand to the point of 
hemorrhage, consciously ignored the 
fact that if blood gets in our 
food, we could get shut down 
resulting in not just him losing 
his job, but all of us losing our 
jobs, but still proceeded to 
ignorantly drop the blood all over 
the fucking floor like some kind of 
Neanderthal?

Long beat. Tyler looks at the Worker, then at Manny, then 
back to the Worker, then he drops his head, defeated. What 
can he say?

MANNY (CONT'D)
(to the Worker)

You’re fired.

WORKER
Are you serious?

MANNY
And if I find your blood in any of 
the food, you’ll never find a job 
in this industry again.

WORKER
(shocked)

Wow... You know what? Fuck you, 
man. I was loyal to you.

MANNY
You’re a 20-year-old college 
dropout. You have nothing better 
going for you. That’s not loyalty. 
That’s desperation.

Manny points to the blood on the floor.

MANNY (CONT'D)
Loyalty is at least trying to 
become competent enough to never 
let this happen because you care. 
And not about me. About the 
customer. And how the fuck do you 
not know how to use a knife after 
two years of work in a kitchen?
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The Worker glares at Manny for a long beat, at a loss for 
words, then slowly turns away, shaking his head in disgust.

MANNY (CONT'D)
(to Tyler)

Come with me.

They start walking.

MANNY (CONT'D)
I was told that you were 
supervising the evening shifts 
yesterday?

TYLER
Yes.

Manny peaks his head into a random room and yells--

MANNY
Someone please clean this blood off 
the floor!

--then continues down the hall.

MANNY (CONT'D)
We have an issue.

SNAP TO:

INT. FRONT OFFICE - DAY

Becka grabs a large highlighter and highlights something on 
the same document she was scanning before.

Knock knock knock!

Becka looks up to see an INSPECTOR, 50s, standing at the door 
to the office.

Becka waves with a smile.

BECKA
(to herself)

Fuck fuck fuck.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Manny and Tyler fast walking.
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MANNY
Here are the facts: The incorrect 
labels were put on the chicken 
salads last night.

TYLER
No...

MANNY
Let me finish. The incorrect labels 
were put on the salads and shipped. 
You know what that means?

TYLER
Credits?

MANNY
Credits. You know what credits are?

TYLER
Money down the toilet?

MANNY
Yes, but more importantly, a reason 
for customers to lose trust in us. 
And you know I value trust above 
all else.

TYLER
What do we do?

MANNY
What I do is make calls to every 
single individual customer to 
apologize and give them free food. 
What you do is explain to me in 
detail how this happened.

TYLER
I--I have no idea...

MANNY
(sighs)

If you ever say you have no idea to 
me again--

TYLER
Sorry.

MANNY
Don’t apologize. Explain.
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TYLER
Luis was running the label station 
yesterday.

MANNY
And?

TYLER
And I don’t remember him confirming 
the labels with me.

MANNY
That’s your responsibility.

TYLER
I thought he was supposed to find 
me?

MANNY
He is, but if he doesn’t, you’re 
the one in charge.

TYLER
Yeah, but--

MANNY
Listen. It’s called taking 
ownership. Few people can do it, 
but the few who can are the few who 
become successful in this industry. 
It’s fucking hard to do it, I know, 
but someone has to. And guess what?

(beat)
I really believe you can be one of 
the few.

TYLER
Really?

MANNY
Yes.

Tyler nods his head.

TYLER
And I meant to tell you this, but 
Luis told me he was feeling sick 
yesterday when we started. I didn’t 
want to send him home. 

MANNY
You said he wasn’t here today?
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TYLER
Called in.

MANNY
So did Jason.

TYLER
They took their break together last 
night.

MANNY
Jason has COVID.

TYLER
(beat)

This is bad, isn’t it?

MANNY
We just have to take it one problem 
at a time.

TYLER
What do you need from me?

MANNY
I need you to never let this happen 
again.

TYLER
I won’t.

MANNY
How do I know that?

TYLER
Let me come in tomorrow to make the 
credits for free.

MANNY
1200 units?

TYLER
Yes.

MANNY
By yourself?

TYLER
Give me two guys.

MANNY
Off the clock?
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TYLER
Yes.

MANNY
No.

TYLER
What?

MANNY
You’re going to come in, but I 
can’t not pay you.

TYLER
But--

MANNY
I do appreciate the gesture, 
though.

TYLER
I really don’t want to let you 
down, Manny.

MANNY
I know.

TYLER
And I promise it won’t happen 
again.

Manny stops and puts his arm on Tyler’s shoulder.

MANNY
You’re the youngest person I’ve 
ever put in a supervisor roll, 
Tyler. For a reason. Don’t let that 
reason fade, okay?

Tyler nods.

MANNY (CONT'D)
One of the few.

(beat)
Now go finish your shift and meet 
me in my office when you’re done.

Tyler turns, rushing back down the hall in the opposite 
direction.

SNAP TO:
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INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY/MOMENTS LATER

Manny’s phone rings.

MANNY
(into phone)

Please tell me something good.

BECKA
Inspector is here.

MANNY
I said something good.

BECKA
That’s not all.

MANNY
You’re really trying to make me 
spiral into an oblivion of anxiety 
today, aren’t you?

BECKA
I went through all the logs.

MANNY
And?

BECKA
You signed off on the shipment last 
night, Manny. Your signature is 
right here.

(beat)
You didn’t actually check them, did 
you?

Manny stops, staring at the floor.

INSERT: More drops of blood.

MANNY
(into phone)

Becka... I’ll be right there...

Manny hangs up and starts to follow the blood trail - which 
is heading right to the front office.

Just as Manny gets to the end of the hall, he looks up to 
see...

The Worker standing at the front exit, staring at Manny with 
a maniacal grin.
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The Worker winks at Manny, then looks into the office where 
we see...

The Inspector, arms crossed, shaking her head, looking 
directly at Manny, utterly disappointed, and Becka sitting at 
her desk, shrugging in defeat.

The Worker knocks on the office door, getting the Inspector’s 
attention.

WORKER
You’re the Inspector?

The Inspector nods.

WORKER (CONT'D)
Well, it’s none of my business, but 
this guy told me to ship out food 
even after I dripped blood in it. 
Now, I know I’m not the most 
“competent” person in the world, 
but I don’t think that’s such a 
sanitary way to run a business, 
right? Then again, I’m just a 
Neanderthal worker. What the fuck 
do I know?

(to Manny)
Maybe you should take some 
ownership.

The Worker salutes Manny, then turns and exits the building, 
but not without leaving a big hand print of blood smack dab 
in the middle of the door.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

THE END
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