
INT. EZEQUIEL'S APARTMENT

Sandra closes the door behind her and turns back to Ezequiel 
and holds up her hand in a motion to quiet him. She moves to 
the window and beckons him over.

SANDRA
(Whispering)

Sorry about that. I locked myself 
out of the apartment and heard 
noises.

EZEQUEIL
(Whispering)

Why are we whispering?

SANDRA
(Whispering)

Sorry, I thought I heard the 
landlord and I'm behind on the 
rent, so...

EZEQUEIL
(Whispering)

I thought it was your boyfriend.

SANDRA
I'm Sandra, by the way.

She holds out her hand.

EZEQUEIL
Ezequiel.

SANDRA
Anyone call you Zeke?

EZEQUEIL
Not. I'm not... No.

This is way too much talking for Ezequiel and he's not 
handling it well.

SANDRA
I'm sorry for barging in here like 
that.

EZEQUEIL
No, ummmm, it's nice to finally 
meet you.

Sandra looks at him with a curious glance. Finally was the 
wrong word to use and she latches onto it.



EZEQUEIL (CONT'D)
I mean, it's...we're neighbors and 
ummmm...I see you in class every 
other day..

You can almost hear her challenge with her stare. Still, no 
words spoken.

EZEQUEIL (CONT’D)
Philosophy, Nature of Mathematical 
Reasoning. I sit in back with my 
friend, Lyric, she's a girl, um 
too. Not a girlfriend. I mean. I 
watch you in class.

Stare.

EZEQUEIL (CONT’D)
No, I mean, we see you but I didn't 
know. 

There is a faint door opening and closing sound from the 
hallway. Jonas has gone. Sandra smiles.

SANDRA
It's okay, Zeke. I'm just letting 
you squirm. It's not nice of me, 
but you should have said “hi” 
earlier.

She walks to the door and stops as she opens it.

SANDRA (CONT'D)
Have you ever counted how many 
times Professor Finch her-um-fps 
during lecture?

EZEQUEIL
What?

SANDRA
Listen next class. He makes this 
weird sound all the time and it 
sounds like herumfp. Count 'em 
Zeke. Thanks for the use of the 
door.

She's gone. Ezequiel watches the door as if she might 
reappear at any moment.
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