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INT. COFFEE SHOP - MORNING

Jeremy sits across a table from MABEL, a raven haired mouse-y 
girl who always looks at you like nobody else matters (think 
Zoe Deschanel if the only outfit she wore was cardigans and 
jeans).  A coffee cup sits in front of each of them.  His is 
empty, hers hasn’t been touched.  He’s reading the above from 
the notebook. 

JEREMY
Hear the red blood boiling over the 
tarred flesh.  
The screaming as the last remnants 
of you are smoked out.

Mabel lets it sit for a second.

MABEL
That’s really great, Jeremy! I hope 
it’s not about me.

JEREMY
No.  Of course not.

MABEL
Ok... Cause I can’t stand thinking 
I’d be the cause of that much pain.

JEREMY
It’s not about you.  I promise.

They smile at each other.  There’s an awkward pause.

MABEL
I got the fellowship.

JEREMY
Hey! The Munich one?

She nods.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
That’s amazing.  Congrats.  I 
always thought you were perfect it.

MABEL
Thanks!  Yeah, it’s pretty 
incredible.  Still wrapping my head 
around writing in German for two 
years.
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JEREMY
I can imagine.  But you’re always 
so good at that stuff.  I wish I 
had your capacity for languages.  
Speaking wise.

MABEL
And I always wish I had your 
capacity for languages.  Writing 
wise.

JEREMY
I don’t have a bestselling book.

MABEL
Sales don’t dictate skill, Jeremy.  
I could never write that.

She points to the book.

MABEL (CONT'D)
I always have to keep it light.  
The dark, visceral pain thing it’s 
too- Well I guess I just can’t 
wrangle it like you.

Jermey shrugs.

JEREMY
Not everyone has to write 
depressing stuff. Besides, that 
“pain” of mine can’t seem to get 
out of this notebook and into the 
eye of the beholder, as it were.

MABEL
Have you actually tried?

Jeremy looks at her for a second.  He picks up his coffee cup 
to take a sip, but it’s empty. He keeps is eyes on the cup.

MABEL (CONT'D)
Sorry.  We’re not here to bring 
that up again.

JEREMY
No, it’s ok. 

He looks up.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
So, when do you leave?
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MABEL
January 15th.  Next week.  

JEREMY
Oh.

MABEL
I know, I meant to bring it up 
sooner, but life got busy and-

JEREMY
You had to tell Paul.  Cause he’s 
not going with you, and you’re not 
willing to keep it going, but you 
still really love him, so you’ve 
been thinking for the last month 
about how to tell him.

MABEL
Sure... 

She stares out the window.

MABEL (CONT'D)
Something like that.

JEREMY
Ok...

Mabel glances at her coffee cup, then takes a sip and 
grimaces.

MABEL
Still don’t know how you like this 
sour stuff. Or why you force me to 
drink it black.

JEREMY
I still don’t know how you prefer 
NesCafe.

MABEL
I don’t drink it black.

They chuckle.

MABEL (CONT'D)
So, I asked you here cause I wanted 
to say goodbye.

JEREMY
Yeah.  Of course.
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MABEL
I know it didn’t work out, but I 
really cared a lot about you.  
Probably more tha-

JEREMY
Thanks.  Yeah.  Please don’t finish 
that sentence.

She looks down.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
You’ll have an amazing time in 
Germany, and I’ll see you when you 
get back. Jetzet geh schreiben.

MABEL
Thanks, Jeremy.

They look at each other for a moment.  Her phone buzzes.  She 
checks it.

MABEL (CONT'D)
Crap.  Ok, I’ve gotta go.  Duty 
calls.

JEREMY
How are you gonna tell him?

MABEL
I’m not.

She stands up and gathers her things. 

JEREMY
You’re just gonna leave? Without 
telling him you’re not coming back?

MABEL
Something like that.

JEREMY
Does he even know you’re leaving?

MABEL
Yeah.  Of course. I wouldn’t just 
wake up the day of and be like, 
“Bye! I’m going to Germany.” 

JEREMY
It’s not outside of precedent.
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MABEL
If you thought I left out of 
nowhere, Jeremy.  You’re really out 
of touch.

Silence.

MABEL (CONT'D)
Sorry.  I didn’t... 

JEREMY
If Paul knows, why didn’t you tell 
me sooner?

MABEL
You’re not exactly a part of my 
life anymore Jeremy.

JEREMY
Then why are you even here?

She starts to cry.

MABEL
I don’t know.  I just thought you 
deserved a goodbye.

JEREMY
Well... That’s up for debate.

Mabel just looks at him.

MABEL
The poem should end “burned out” 
and try to use less adjective, 
adjective, nouns.  It’s an 
effective device but a little bit 
of a writing crutch.

JEREMY
Wow.  So you do think my writing is 
garbage.  Thanks.

She glares at him.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
Sorry.  I really appreciate the 
feedback.

He starts to stand up, but she’s already gone.  He watches 
her cross the street outside and disappear around a corner.  

JEREMY (CONT'D)
Fuck.
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He reaches down and drinks her coffee.

JEREMY (CONT'D)
How do you not like this?
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