STEREOTYPICAL
(An indoor café. Two men in their thirties sit at a round table. One of them, DANIEL, reads The New York Times. The other, SAM, reads People Magazine.)

DANIEL

I think this might be the last Times I ever read.

SAM

Finally. I’ve been telling you for years that paper’ll drive you to suicide.

DANIEL

You know, it’s just that everytime I look at the front page I see something I want to scream about. Too depressing. (folds paper defiantly and slams it on the table) I—I just can’t take it anymore.

(Sam grins to himself, a lightbulb going off in his head, and tosses the People Magazine in front of Daniel.)

DANIEL

(gives Sam a skeptic look)

No, Sam. It’s not that depressing.

(As he tosses the magazine back, another man their age, JESSE, enters and sits at the third seat at the table. Daniel barely glances at him. Sam, excited, turns to Jesse.)

SAM
How’d the interview go, Jesse?

JESSE

(takes out computer from bag)

Horrible.

DANIEL

So you got the job?

JESSE

Yeah.

DANIEL

Why do you want to work for an ad agency again?

SAM

(chuckles)

Oh, what was it? You wanted to “jump from that fork in the road onto the more artistic route”?

JESSE

Yeah, well, now I think I’ll jump back, grab the fork and just break it in half.

(A waitress approaches them, setting two cups of coffee in front of Daniel and Sam.)

WAITRESS

There you are. 

(to Jesse)

Coffee, sir?

JESSE

(eyes on his computer)

Black, three sugars.

SAM

(reading his People)

Omigosh, omigosh! This is, like, I mean......wow....

DANIEL

(sighing, annoyed)

What?

SAM

Turns out Jessica had actually been cheating on Nick.

JESSE

And we care because.....?

SAM

(rolls his eyes)

‘Cause it’s news.

(Daniel and Sam look up, give him looks.)

SAM

(shrugs, embarrassed)

....sort of.

(A few seconds of silence pass.)

DANIEL

Jessica who?

(The waitress approaches again, setting Jesse’s coffee in front of him.)

SAM

Look, I don’t know why you’d want that job anyway.

DANIEL

Seriously, all those people do is shove things down your throat and order you to like them. You know, it’s like that T.V. show...Lost, or....the War in Iraq.

SAM

Oh, I love that show!

JESSE

I should just call them right now and quit already.

SAM

You always say that, and you always end up doing a great job.

DANIEL

Yeah, at first, before he suddenly became absolutely certain that he would fail and quit.

SAM

(to Jesse)

You know what you need?

JESSE

A cyanide pill?

SAM

No.

JESSE

A shrink?

SAM

Wrong again. You need a girlfriend.

JESSE

I’m married, remember?

SAM

That’s my point.

(Two Paris Hilton-like girls with fur coats and tiny purses enter the café, giggling and speaking American (omg, lol, btw). Daniel looks at them, then looks at Sam’s magazine, and grabs the newspaper again. Daniel scowls and shifts in his chair.)

SAM

They won’t infect you, you know.

DANIEL

(smirks)

Oh, no? I’ve been restraining the urge to vomit from watching you try to imitate your teenage stepdaughter for weeks. You won’t get her to like you if—

JESSE

--Oh, just let him do what he wants—

SAM

--okay, okay—

DANIEL

(to Jesse)

--Easy for you to say, you don’t have kids--

JESSE

--neither do you.

(That stops the whole conversation. In the silence, a final man, TAYLOR, enters. Daniel turns and smiles, grasping his hand.)

DANIEL

Hey, Tay.

TAYLOR

Hey.

SAM

(stands up and gathers his things)

Allright, I’m gonna say it—you two don’t know how lucky you are. Trust me, you don’t want to be married.

JESSE

(holds up his hand, eyes on his computer)

Amen to that.

(Daniel and Taylor sigh happily at each other.)
TAYLOR

(helping Daniel with his jacket as they both prepare to leave)

I suppose we don’t want kids either.

(Sam smirks and leaves. Daniel and Taylor leave in the opposite direction. The waitress once again steps up to Jesse, this time with a coffee pot in her hand.)

WAITRESS

(smiles)

More coffee, sir?

(Her voice makes him look up. He nods, and she moves to fill his coffee cup, accidentally spiling some on him.)

WAITRESS

(kneels and grabs a few napkins)

Dammit. Gosh, I’m sorry, I just—

JESSE

No, no, don’t worry about it.

(He grabs a few more napkins and tries to help her. They stop and stare at each other.)

JESSE

....really....it’s okay. I got it.

WAITRESS

Thanks.

JESSE

No problem.

(They smile wide at each other.)

BLACKOUT.
