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INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

CLOSE ON: the classroom’s clock, TICKING away. Sitting at a

center desk is BEN (20s).

A bit too anxious for his own good but an apt

conversationalist when he’s interested. The kind of person

who counts each step between sidewalk segments instead of

polite small talk with a nearby stranger. Over-thinker,

under-doer.

Tired looking STUDENTS enter the classroom and find their

way to the seats. The crowd sits in early morning silence

when...

In floats RILEE.

Also 20s, someone who is more socially savvy than most,

probably because she hides her worries well. She holds

herself above the regular societal bullshit regulars feel

coerced to doing. Well, as much she is able to. In a word:

magnetic.

Rilee pauses at the door and then locates her seat. Ben

watches her move through the classroom and sit down. He is

instantly smitten.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY - LATER

Class is over, everyone leaves to go about their

business. Ben hurriedly crams PAPERS and NOTEBOOKS into his

bag but Rilee exits the classroom before Ben can attempt at

a conversation.

He finally finishes his task and rushes out the door.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Rilee walks alone and reads a NOVEL, Crime and

Punishment. Ben follows closely behind still pining for his

potential conversation opportunity.

He quickens his pace to catch up to her without raising

suspicions to how odd he’s acting. More pathetic than

creepy. Finally, he catches up with her.

BEN

Hey, you had a great paper today.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

Oh yeah? Thanks

BEN

For sure. Seriously, the best one

I read, so thanks for the less

revision work on my part.

RILEE

I don’t believe I got a chance to

read yours. I wouldn’t know the

name on it anyway.

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY - CONTINUOUS

They continue to walk and talk together, descending the

steps.

BEN

Ben. And that’s alright, I kind of

scrambled to write that late last

night, sorry.

RILEE

Rilee. I did too but if you’re

saying I did well then I guess I

have little to be worried about.

Ben smiles to himself...was that a compliment?

BEN

You might still need to, my opinion

isn’t the best seal of

quality. I’m not uhm...a voracious

reader or anything.

He takes a second to acknowledge the book Rilee has with

her.

BEN (CONT.)

What do you have there?

INT. HALLWAY 2 - DAY - CONTINUOUS

RILEE

Crime and Punishment. I don’t read

much either but I decided that I’ll

only read these books that are seen

as objectively great. The few

hours I give myself for reading

should be devoted to only the best

the world has produced.

(CONTINUED)
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Ben and Rilee slowly start to fork off in different

directions.

BEN

’Checks out. It was nice talking

to you Rilee.

RILEE

Yeah, it was, Ben.

Her smile nearly takes the wind out of him. Rilee turns to

continue going about her day.

BEN

Rilee?

She turns 180 to face Ben.

BEN (CONT.)

Sorry. I uh, I hope we have

another chance to talk.

He half-winces at his awkwardness in expressing that

thought. To Ben’s surprise his charm has worked on her.

RILEE

(chuckling)

Yeah, I do too.

Beat. The two stand and don’t quite know what to do

next. They both smile and turn to go different

directions. Rilee continues reading her book. Ben grabs a

newspaper and puts headphones on.

EXT. CAMPUS - DAY

Ben sits by himself on a bench reading his NEWSPAPER and

listening to music. The day is calm and almost silent.

Ben sees Rilee walking by reading her book, she turns to go

up a few stairs and enter a building across from where Ben

happens to be sitting. Ben’s eyes follow her the entire

time.

He springs up and moves over in that same direction,

following again.



4.

INT. STUDENT UNION - DAY

Rilee is standing at a table administering cream and sugar

into the coffee she has just bought. As she is doing this

Ben is in the background quickly purchasing his own coffee.

Ben approaches the table also to "get creamer." Rilee

finally notices him.

RILEE

Oh, hey! It’s Ben.

BEN

(feigning surprise)

Woah, I didn’t see you there. We

keep runninginto each other, that’s

funny.

RILEE

Yeah, it totally is.

BEN

Uhm, would you like to sit down or

something? We can talk about books

we’ve never read.

Rilee starts to move towards the way she came, the

exit. Ben follows with her.

RILEE

Sorry, not this time. I was about

to start walking you home.

The two exit the building together

EXT. CAMPUS - DAY - CONTINUOUS

They pause just past the door.

RILEE

Another time for sure, though!

Rilee about leaves when Ben, in moderate desperation,

interupts her exit.

BEN

Yeah! Actually, I uh-I had a

question to ask you.

She pauses and again turns to face Ben directly.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE.

What’s up?

Beat. He’s nervous, but at least he has been mentally

preparing this line since he first saw her.

BEN

I just wanted to let you know that

I think you are quite attractive

and more important than that you’re

really smart and kind and I was

hoping that we could mayb- that we

could uh, sorry, uh get coffee

sometime. Not the coffee that

we’re holding right now, like a

real coffee shop, you know, or

whatever you’d prefer. Dinner

maybe, I’m an adequite chef.

That didn’t exit his mouth the way he had formulated it in

his brain. Ben winces at his poor delivery. Beat. She

continues to find him endearing.

RILEE

Yeah, of course! That

sounds...quite nice. I would like

that, actually. Dinner though,

coffee is too cliche.

BEN

And noisy as well. How about I

just give you my number and that

way you can avoid the pressure I

just realized that I put on you and

bail if you’d like and I would be

totally cool with that. But if

you’re interested you can text me

in your own time or whatever.

RILEE

Bold, I like it. That’s a pretty

nice idea, you’re a smart

dude. Most guys would just yell at

me for my number.

She hands Ben her PHONE. He punches his number into it.

BEN

Thanks.

He hands her phone back.

(CONTINUED)
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BEN (CONT.)

I find that it’s easy to have nice

ideas like that when you see women

as people, unlike those other guys

you mentions.

INSERT: The new contact in Rilee’s phone. "Ben, Charming

Guy Who Liked Your Paper".

Rilee doesn’t react to the joke Ben put as his contact, she

just slides her phone back in her pocket.

RILEE

Definitely.

BEN

(aside)

Tough crowd.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Ben walks back alone, a more validated person when...

BUZZ, his phone gets a text. Ben retrieves his phone and

on-screen text pops up.

NEW NUMBER (SUPER)

So, smart and kind huh?

Beat. It’s her, Ben smiles and texts back.

BEN (SUPER)

Yeah, and pretty too.

And well-read.

INT. BEN’S HOME - DAY

Ben walks about his kitchen grabbing random COOKING

MATERIALS all while talking on his PHONE

BEN

(into phone)

I know nothing about alcohol, what

kind is dinnery? No, me and

Rilee. Wine probably, right? Yes,

it’s a date, at least I’m pretty

sure it is, I’m considering it a

date. What? A fancy chicken

thing. White? You’re

sure? Shit. Like a uh-uhm

(MORE)
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BEN (cont’d)

hollandaise or something. Dude,

it’s just eggs and butter. It’s

what goes on Eggs Benedict...this

is beside the point! There were so

many goddamn options.

Ben looks over at the bottle has already purchased.

BEN (CONT.)

Well, I’ve already got one, it

seemed fine to me, not too cheap

and the label looked nice. It’s

red but that’ll work anyway, I’m

sure she’s not a uh-uhm

Sommalier. Red always looks better

anyway. Mom, all I know is the

cheaper is worse! Okay

thanks. Yeah, I remember its

tomorrow. Okay, see you then, you

too.

He hangs up the phone, shakes his head and sighs about that

labored exchange he had and continues preparing the meal.

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The long dinner table is set for a fancy evening. Multiple

forks, folded napkins, the whole nine yards.

Ben scrambles this way and that way to put the finishing

touches on the table when we hear a KNOCK at the door. Ben

almost jumps at the sudden aural intrusion. He walks over

to answer the door.

On the other side of the door is Rilee standing on the porch

looking definitely dressed for a date. She extends a bottle

of wine towards Ben.

RILEE

Guests bring the wine. Sorry that

it’s such an awful choice though.

It’s the same wine Ben had already bought. Beat. He

accepts the bottle.

BEN

So kind of you.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

May I come in?

BEN

Sorry, of course!

Ben pivots out of the way as Rilee enters his home and

starts to look around.

BEN

The dining room is just over in

here.

Passing through a kitchen with many dirty pots and pans Ben

shows Rilee to his dining room.

INT. BEN’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Rilee chuckles warmly at the formality Ben has put his old

table through. The two settings are on opposites ends like

something out of Citizen Kane.

The middle of the table hosts a BOWL of salad, a PLATTER

with bread and a small STICK of butter. The individual

plates are missing from their settings.

A timer BUZZES from the kitchen.

BEN

Let me grab that.

Ben moves into the kitchen to retrieve their meal. He

notices his bottle of WINE sitting on the kitchen

counter. It’s in full view of Rilee.

INT. BEN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

CLOSE ON: Ben’s wine BOTTLE. As he pulls it out of the way

we see Rilee moving her place settings to the spot directly

next Ben’s. Ben puts the bottle in a cabinet below the

counter.

INT. BEN’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Rilee finishes moving her setting as Ben enters carrying two

PLATES with the dinner he has prepared to the best of his

ability that evening.

As Ben sets the plates down he notices the settings

rearranged and Rilee moving her chair to the spot directly

next to him.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

I hope you don’t mind, I think I’d

rather sit here.

Ben blushes as the two take their seats.

FADE OUT:

INT. BEN’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT - LATER

The meals are now halfway eaten as the two finish up a

conversation thread.

RILEE

So yeah, that’s how I ended up in

this town.

BEN

Cool, cool.

The conversation slows to an almost stop. Beat. Ben looks

around racking his brain to find the next question to

ask. Rilee smiles at the silence. Under the table, Ben’s

legs bounce consistently to relieve himself of his nervous

energy.

RILEE

So, what do you hate?

BEN

Hate?

RILEE

Yeah. What do you hate? What

things bother you?

BEN

Sorry. I’m not quite sure. I

can’t think of any right now.

RILEE

Oh come one, yes you can, you just

don’t want to seem negative to me.

BEN

Well, yeah?

RILEE

Just go for it man, I won’t think

any less of you. People don’t get

to know each other by just sharing

good things. We can talk to

(MORE)
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RILEE (cont’d)
anybody about good stuff, but we

can only talk to someone we’re

close with about bad shit, and

things we hate. You’ll only

strengthen a relationship with a

person through negativity.

BEN

I hate when people vary my name.

RILEE

What?

BEN

My full name is Benjamin and I hate

when people to try to get all

uh-uhm chummy with me and try to

say Benj or Benji. Jesus, Benji is

the worst. What about you?

RILEE

I hate when people tell me what I

feel.

BEN

I do not know what that means.

RILEE

Like when you’re in an argument

with someone and they tell you that

you feel a certain way like "You’re

mad at me because..." Or "You’re

doing this because of that." I

hate it when people assume my

emotions. So presumptuous, you

know what I mean? No other person

can be inside of someone’s else’s

head and know how that person

feels. It’s quite beyond me when

that happens.

BEN

That’s a much better answer than

mine. I think I get it.

Thinking for a moment.

BEN (CONT.)

I also hate when people use "bro"

in an ironic way. Like the joke is

only that it’s a dumb thing to

say. "How about that new concerto,

(MORE)
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BEN (CONT.) (cont’d)
bro?" Why not at least come up

with a new uh-uhm a new

colloquialism. Like hoss or

something.

RILEE

Definitely not hoss. For the love

of God, not hoss.

BEN

Sorry. You’re right, hoss is

awful.

Ben’s legs have ceased their bouncing.

BEN (CONT.)

Buddy, maybe. I guess all of these

sound a bit demeaning.

RILEE

You’re really opposed to being

called anything other than your

name, huh?

BEN

Yeah I guess so. But ironically, I

also hate being called sir.

RILEE

Sir?

BEN

Yeah, I dunno, it’s too formal. I

just want everyone to be a close

friend and drop all of the

formalities of newness and jump to

the point where we aren’t nervous

around each other anymore. I get

uncomfortable anyway but I can

dream at least.

Rilee laughs, finally one of his jokes lands squarely on

target. Beat.

RILEE

You would actually want everyone to

be a close friend?

BEN

Yeah? Doesn’t everybody, isn’t

that the goal?

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

(while smiling)

Not for me. I guess I get too

carried down by that nagging voice

in your head that tries to tell you

all of your relationships are just

an elaborate prank on you and

everyone will collectively pull the

trigger and all at once I’ll

finally be in on the joke of

loneliness.

Beat. Ben doesn’t quite know how to respond to that. He

takes a quick sip of his drink to give himself more time to

figure out what to say next.

BEN

I get anxious that I may be missing

out on something

life-changing. Not like skydiving

or anything interesting like that

but like maybe my favorite album or

movie or book or something is out

in the world waiting for me to

discover it. And when I do

everything will start making

sense. I’ll have like a uh-uhm

transforative experience. And the

flowers will smell better and the

colors will be brighter and

whatnot. So I just kind of spend

my time combing through things in

solitude and not quite finding it.

Rilee is happy to take this information in.

BEN (CONT.)

I found you though, so to speak.

RILEE

(in jest)

So I’m transformative?

Ben tries to recede a little bit from that comment.

BEN

Well, no. I mean like, uh maybe

if- I don’t know. Sorry.

Rilee smiles at the fumbling. Beat.

(CONTINUED)
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BEN

Can I take your plate?

RILEE

Yes, I’m done. I was only

kidding. You don’t have to

apologize. No apologies! let’s

live our lives honestly and without

remorse. Rarely do people mean it

anyway, it’s just an agreed upon

formality.

Ben stands and starts gathering dirty dishes from the table.

RILEE (CONT.)

You were wrong by the way.

BEN

About what?

RILEE

You’re more than an adequate chef.

Ben smiles back at Rilee’s compliment.

INT. BEN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Ben approaches a record player and drops the needle

down. After a few pops and some silence a soft and sweet

JAZZ TUNE crackles out.

BEN

Here’s one of those things I’ve

found. Not transformative, but

good uh-uhm nonetheless.

MONTAGE:

A: Ben scrapes the plates into the trash can as Rilee talks

to him.

B: The two are slow dancing to the song.

C: Rilee and Ben stand side by side at the sink. Ben washes

the dishes and Rilee rinses them and puts them on the rack.

D: The two are slow dancing.

E:The two sit facing each other on the couch, drinks in hand

talking jovially.

F: Continued slow dancing.

(CONTINUED)
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G: Ben is showing Rilee a song on his phone, the share

headphones while listening to it.

H: More slow dancing.

I: They are sitting right next to each other and watching

something on the television.

J: More slow dancing.

FADE OUT:

INT. BEN’S LIVING ROOM -NIGHT

Rilee and Ben sit together, but without any nerves between

the two of them. They feel calm, the room feels

serene. The RECORD PLAYER drones out the hollow sound of

the END OF THE SIDE.

RILEE

Oh god, what time is it?

Rilee looks around for her phone to check the time, she

can’t find it.

BEN

I know it makes me sound like an

old Baby Boomer or something but

its refreshing for two people to

hang out and not fill the time on

their phone.

Rilee continues searching for her phone around the room.

BEN (CONT.)

We don’t feel the need to fill the

silences in our conversation with a

glance at our phone to seeif

anything has happened in uh-uhm

Cyberspace.

RILEE

Cyberspace? Jesus you do sound like

an old person. I thought you said

you were afraid of missing out,

phones solve that.

Beat. The joke rattles around in Ben’s head, he doesn’t

quite like it but ignores that feeling instead.

Rilee finds her phone laying on the ground.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

Jesus, 2:15.

Rilee starts to scroll a bit on her phone and sits back down

next to Ben.

BEN

I mean, yeah but not in that

way. I just would like to connect

with people instead of escaping

from them. Although I rarely

attempt at the connection, I

suppose.

Rilee looks as though she isn’t paying attention, Ben

notices.

RILEE

(playful)

Sounds a bit hypocritical to me.

The statement again bounces around in Ben’s head. Rilee

continues scrolling through her phone. Dismisal is becoming

harder each time.

BEN

Maybe. I just get a bit anxious

around new people. Maybe if

everyone wanted to connect I

wouldn’t feel nervous around the

strangers I’m trying to connect

with and--

Still on her phone.

BEN (CONT.)

Sorry, are you listening to me at

all?

RILEE

Yes. Wishing people would look up

and engage and everything. We grew

up with this technology, we’re able

to both listen and look. And no

need to apologize.

BEN

Sorr-- That was actually a good

summary.

Rilee nods thank you. Beat.

(CONTINUED)
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BEN

2:15? That’s late, I have to be up

early tomorrow.

RILEE

Yeah? For what?

BEN

A suit fitting. My cousin is

getting married in a few weeks.

RILEE

Congrats for them. I bet you’d

look great in a suit.

BEN

You should come with me.

RILEE

To a suit fitting?

BEN

To the wedding.

Rilee looks up from her phone.

RILEE

Go to your cousins wedding?

BEN

Yeah, a couple weeks from now. You

and I.

Rilee chuckles slightly.

RILEE

I think I’ll pass on that.

Rattling through Ben’s head.

BEN

What? Why?

RILEE

(still playful)

It’ll be a bit too weird. I don’t

think we know each other well

enough right now to meet an entire

family. I would be shaking hands

with the whole village that raised

you. Not even that, everyone hugs

at weddings.

Ben can no longer ignore the comments.

(CONTINUED)
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BEN

Sorry. I just thought this date

went really well.

Beat. Rilee takes her jacket off to get more

comfortable. Ben’s legs are bouncing again.

RILEE

No apologies. And, it is. It’s

going quite well.

BEN

Then what’s the problem?

RILEE

Don’t you think it’s a bit early to

do that? I don’t even know your

last name, man. I wouldn’t know

the last name of the wedding I’m

attending.

BEN

She’s getting a knew last name,

that’s the whole point.

Rilee tries to return the tone of the conversation back to

something light.

RILEE

I thought the whole point was love.

Ben stands up to take the needle off of the record.

RILEE (CONT.)

I don’t think I’d really fit in

there right now and wouldn’t be

able to talk to anyone.

Ben returns to the couch.

BEN

Probably because you’d be on your

phone the whole time.

RILEE

Jesus, you have certainly become an

old person. Have you been to a

wedding recently?

BEN

I’ve never been to a wedding.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

Everybody is on their

phone. Nonstop pictures at

weddings, Ben.

BEN

That’s not the point! Weddings are

fun and should be shared with your

girlfriend.

That has yet to be discussed. Beat.

RILEE

(confused)

Girlfriend? This is our first

date.

BEN

You said it’s going well, isn’t

that how this works?

RILEE

I thought it was going well up

until fairly recently. We need

some more dates before we talk

about exclusivity at all.

BEN

Excuse me for being bold. Sorry.

RILEE

Stop apologizing. It’s okay to

actually share our emotions with

someone. You don’t need to

apologize for that.

BEN

So you don’t feel exclusive?

RILEE

What? Of course not. Are you

serious? This is our first

date. We just met.

BEN

You know what, you’re just worried

that you’ll get like, too close or

something so you’re uh-uhm hedging

your bets.

Rilee is finally pushed over into argument mode.

(CONTINUED)
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RILEE

Excuse me?

BEN

Yeah, you’re fucking nervous to get

too close because then you’d be

more devastated if I left so you’re

going to play it casual with

everyone in order to feel safe.

RILEE

Do you not remember how little we

know each other? Where the fuck do

you get off thinking you know how

I’m feeling, are you serious?

BEN

You don’t have to be Freud to

understand what’s going on.

RILEE

Alright, I’m going to ignore that

comment and go home.

Rilee stands up, Ben follows suit.

BEN

Oh I thought you were all about

sharing how you feel flat

out. Sorry I’m doing that.

RILEE

Stop apologizing! Jesus Christ,

this is exactly the problem with

that. People throw these passive

aggressive apology daggers at each

other and we’re suppose to act like

it’s okay to do that. And it’s

still hiding what people want to

actually say. Everyone should just

grow up and accept that we are

emotional creatures and we should

be free to let that out without

trying to hide it behind fake

pleasantries.

Rilee attempts to walk past Ben to leave but Ben steps in

front of her, blocking the path.

BEN

Oh so everyone should just be as

enlightened as you, shouldn’t

they? Right? Everyone should be

(MORE)
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BEN (cont’d)
able rise above all the common

bullshit society adheres to.

RILEE

Are you serious? How did this

conversation even get here,

Ben? We had a good evening. We

fucking danced together! Nobody

dances anymore. And now we’re at a

point where you’re actually

blocking my path to leave. Are you

kidding me? Look at yourself dude,

you’re being a tyrant.

Rilee pushes past Ben and the two walk towards the door.

BEN

You’re going to leave just like

that? You get mad at me and then

bolt instead of talking our way to

an understanding? You know, you

like to consider yourself so high

and mighty but you’re not able to

face issues head on and resolve

everything in an intellectual

way. You’re not living by these

rules you like to talk about. No

apologies, negativity brings you

closer, none of that. You’re the

one whose hypocritical, not me.

They reach the front door. Rilee takes a deep breath to

calm herself as she opens the front door. She turns to face

Ben to deliver her closing remarks.

RILEE

Listen Ben, I meant that as a joke

and I’m sorry that I bothered you

with it. I liked you a lot tonight

and you hosted an excellent date up

until now. I’m sorry for my part

in bringing our night to this point

we are at. You’re right that I may

be hypocritical in what I say, and

I’m trying to work on that. We

both are being stubborn right now

and I think the best thing we can

do is walk away from the situation

and cool off. We both have things

about ourselves that we both need

to work on individually before we

continue seeing each other. You

(MORE)
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RILEE (cont’d)
and I both have some flaws that

clearly don’t mix well and we owe

it to ourselves to iron those out

before we attempt at a

relationship. I am genuinely sorry

that we weren’t able to talk our

way through this and I believe

that’s okay. It’s okay to not work

out and when that happens it isn’t

necessarily a failure of either of

us. I am flattered that you liked

me enough to invite me to such a

personal event and I’m sorry I felt

I needed to decline. I’m sorry

that our night ended up in this

manner, it had been amazing

otherwise.

Beat. More rattling, but Ben can’t let himself come to the

same understanding that Rilee has.

BEN

No apologies.

Rilee exhales and smiles at the lost cause. Beat.

RILEE

We’ll figure ourselves out soon.

She leaves.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

CLOSE ON: The classroom’s CLOCK ticking away.

Ben watches Rilee move to her chair and take a seat.

Beat.

Ben looks defeated. His brain won’t even let him imagine a

great relationship. "Why even bother?" And he leans back

in his chair, accepting his worries as reality.

END


