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FADE IN:

INT. SUBWAY CAR - NIGHT

Vacant seats. The steady hum of the engines the rhythmic 
bounce of the tracks lull GLORIA (72) to sleep. Her head 
dipped down and eyes closed. Her hand involuntarily clutches 
the purse handle.

She wears a grey hoodie over bright pink flower scrubs to 
match her pink purse. She has a kind face. Her physique just 
cushy enough to make for good hugs. She sits next to the 

At the other end, JOSEPH (20), slouches in his seat, alert. 
He eyes Gloria. He pulls the bill of his black ball-cap 
lower over his eyes. He zips up his denim jacket.

The bounce of the tracks and passing lights slow. Joseph 
sits up.

ANNOUNCER
Now arriving at Parsons.

Joseph rushes to his feet. Heads toward the door next to 
Gloria. As he passes, he lunges toward her. Grabs the purse. 
Bolts. He’s pulled back.

Gloria startles awake. Her hands clutched to the bag. Tugs 
on the purse. Gloria tugs back. 

GLORIA
Hey! Stop!

Joseph rips it from her. Rushes to the door. It’s half 
closed. Closes in his face.

He pries at the door. It doesn’t budge. The train starts to 
move. Gloria just stares, fuming, breathing heavy.

Joseph wanders around in a panic. Awkward. He heads for the 
door at the front. Grabs it. Locked.

He walks past Gloria for the back door.

Locked.

He dips his head against it, frustrated. Gloria stares at 
him from behind. She holds her chest. A wheeze in her 
breathe.

He just stands there at the back door. Head down.
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GLORIA

(out of breath)
You just gonna stand there for the 
rest of the ride like that?

Joseph shakes his head. Gloria’s bag at his side.

The train at full speed now. The rhythmic bouncing on the 
tracks. The steady hum. Just the two of them.

She coughs. Bends over. Her breath heavy and frantic.

Joseph looks at her, confused.

GLORIA
My--My puffer. In the purse.

Joseph turns away.

Gloria coughs. Wheezes.

GLORIA
Please.

Joseph rolls his eyes. He digs through the purse. Pulls out 
an inhaler. He tosses it toward her. It lands at her feet.

She grabs it. Shakes it. Takes two puffs. She leans back, 
calms her breathing.

She takes another puff.

GLORIA
Guess I should keep this in my 
pocket. Good thing you’re a lousy 
thief.

JOSEPH
I got your bag, don’t I?

GLORIA
Yeah, and this train’s got us both. 
So are you gonna sit down or stand 
there like an idiot?

Joseph stands there. Ignore Gloria.

Gloria shrugs.

GLORIA
Pink’s not really your color. 
Something tells me you’re more 
interested in green?
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Joseph turns around. Chuckles.

JOSEPH
What? That your game. Talk me down.  
Act wise. You and me both know why 
I’m walking out of here with this. 
But that’s all you know. You don’t 
know nothing about me.

ANNOUNCER
Now arriving at Wilson Square.

JOSEPH
This is what I have to do, and 
you’ll be right back on this train 
with another bag tomorrow. Another 
bag. Another day.

GLORIA
That your game? Talk me down.

Gloria takes a puff of her inhaler.

GLORIA
You don’t know nothing about me 
either.

Joesph stares at her for a moment.

The doors crack open. Joseph walks out.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

Joseph rummages through the purse next to a dumpster. 
Lipstick, tissue, standard purse stuff. He pulls out a pink 
wallet.

He pulls out the cards and cash. Stuffs them in his pocket. 
Then tosses the purse in the dumpster.

He rounds the dumpster and down the street.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Gloria close her front door behind her. She hobbles into her 
living room. Sits on the old, tan couch. Shakes her head.

Her breath grows heavy for a moment, then she lets out a cry 
of anxiety.

She sits alone in her apartment sobbing.
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INT. BODEGA - DAY

Joseph hands over some cash. The cashier gets change, hands 
it to him along with a receipt.

The cashier puts the two-pack of toilet paper, the milk jug, 
and a loaf of bread in a plastic bag. Hands it to Joseph.

Joesph nods.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Joseph passes an alley.

IN THE ALLEY

The dumpster. The corner of a pink purse pokes out from the 
side.

Joseph takes notice. Keeps walking, though apprehension 
appears on his face. He pauses.

INT. SUBWAY CAR - NIGHT

Gloria snoozes with her head back. No purse. Just a pink 
wallet poking out of her hoodie pocket.

People file out the doors. She shakes awake. Watches the 
people leave.

Through the parting crowd, she spots something. Her neck 
gets tense. Her eyes fearful.

Through the people, on the other side of the subway. Joseph.

He looks over at her.

She looks down. At his feet is her purse. Pink isn’t his 
color.

No smiles. No nods. The last couple of people file out. The 
doors shut.

Gloria sighs. Joseph stares. There’s a silent acceptance on 
their faces as they look at each other without judgment. As 
humans. As just people on a subway car.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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