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| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

LESTER, 34, exceedingly average, cuts up vegetables for a
salad. He is dressed in athletic shorts and an old t-shirt.
He nethodically slices a cucunber, adds the slices to a
small bow. A snmall end stub remains.

He opens a can of sliced black olives, dunps a fewinto the
bowl . Next comes sone cubed ham chunks and a few nozzarella
pearls.

He pulls out a package of grape tomatoes fromthe
refrigerator; the |abel shows |arge, bight red, plunp

t omat oes. He opens the container to pick out a few, which
| ook just like the |abel; oversized, vibrant, plunp:

desi gner tomatoes.

He washes and slices them adds themto the bow .

He tops it off with some |leafy greens and Italian dressing.
He covers the bow and begins to shake to mx it all up.

H s phone dings with a notification; a Hinge notification of
a new match

He pl aces the salad down and checks the match. It’s an
attractive young woman, CALLIE, 30. Her pictures show her as
tall and thin, with red hair. She is an adventurous type,
show ng vacation pictures in all sorts of foreign |ocations
as he sw pes through.

He sighs, sets his phone down, and gl ances at the remaining
grape tomatoes in the container. A few are shriveled and
| eaki ng.

EXT. BACKYARD - CONTI NUOUS

Lester exits his back door into his backyard. It is private,
tranquil, tree lined. He has the tomato container in hand,
along with a few remaining | eafy greens and the cucunber

st ub.

He wal ks toward a back corner of the yard, where a nmakeshift
conpost pile sits, disheveled with nore than a few weeds
growi ng out of it. He w nces.

He picks up a nearby shovel and digs a small hole into the
m ddl e of the pile, crushing sonme weeds al ong the way.

He dunps the few sad tomatoes, greens, and cucumber stub
into the hole and covers it up with the shovel.



I NT. KITCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

Lester opens up the Hi nge app again. At the |anding page,
the first suitor is GERALDI NE, 32. She is cute, nodest, with
short brown hair, glasses, and a polite smle.

As he sw pes through, he sees books, a dog, an anateur
pai nting. She seens innocent, down to Earth, |ow key...real.
In a conventional sense anyway.

Only two pictures actually have herself in them one a
blurry selfie of only half of her face, and one full shot of
her in the distance in full w nter gear.

LESTER
Cut e?

He ponders, hovering his thunb over her profile. He touches
the picture, holding his thunb there..

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
Eh, punt for now.

...before rel easing. No sw pe yet.

He returns to Callie’ s page, |ooking over the suggested
pronpts for initiating a conversation

"If you could wake up anywhere in the world tonorrow
nmorni ng, where would it be?"

He shrugs to hinself before hitting send.

EXT. BACKYARD - EVEN NG

Lester sits at a patio table; across fromhimis his good
friend, TAYLOR, 36, bigger, balder, nore confortable. Tayl or
has a wedding ring. They play Runmmy.

TAYLOR
You keep batting out of
your...| eague? Average? | don’t

know basebal | .

LESTER
Wiy do | have to settle?

TAYLOR

| absolutely would not call
anything "settling."

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

Lester scoffs. He lays down three 4's, puts a 6 on Taylor’s
other three 6's, and drops a King on his own three Kings,
hol ding two | eft.

LESTER
Ah shit.

TAYLOR
Screwed again, ny friend.

LESTER
Weedi ng t hrough t he garbage and
flames i s exhausting.

He di scards one of his cards.

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
uno.

TAYLOR
Eh, cl ose enough.

Tayl or draws, puts down a Queen on Lester’s three Queens, a
7 on his own three 3's, and di scards.

TAYLOR

One day it’ Il just hit. You m ght
not even realize it.

Lester tosses his cards on the table.

LESTER
| started a garden

TAYLOR
A garden?

They get up, Taylor follows Lester around to the conpost
pile.
EXT. BACKYARD, COMPOST PILE - CONTI NUOUS

The pile is hilariously unkenpt: weeds, no walls, just a
total m shmash

LESTER

Well, a conpost pile.
TAYLOR

| feel like that’'s a little

different.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

LESTER
It’ Il make good soil, according to
ny nmom
TAYLOR
First tine, eh?
LESTER
At least it’'s, like, recycling.
TAYLOR

Which is good. Not sure 1'd call it
a garden though.

LESTER
Fi ne. Screw you t oo.

| NT. BAR - EVEN NG

Lester sits at a bar stool. He is dressed up, with col ored
jeans, a button down shirt partially tucked in, wing tip
shoes with no show socks, and his hair at |east sonewhat
conbed; perfectly inperfect.

Ceral dine wal ks in and picks a seat at the opposite end of
the bar fromLester. She is timd, but pretty in person,
with a light dress and flats on.

She pulls out a book to read as the bartender approaches.
Lester doesn’'t notice her as he waits for Callie.

Ceral dine orders. She is genuine, sweet, innocent, and
cari ng.

GERALDI NE
H! Can | do the Two-Hearted
pl ease?

The bartender nods and fetches the drink.

Callie wal ks in and scans the place before finding Lester.
She approaches confidently.

CALLI E
Lester! Great nanme, by the way.

LESTER
Cal l'ie! Thank you. Your nane is,
ah, also great.

She chuckl es, sets down her clutch and her phone on the bar,
takes a seat, and i medi ately checks the phone again.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
What ' s uh, your poison?

CALLI E
You won’'t shane me?

LESTER
Probably not?

CALLI E
Vodka Red Bull.

LESTER
Ok maybe a little.

They chuckl e together as she checks her phone agai n.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Lester wal ks out to the conpost pile. He begins picking
weeds out before noticing a |onger stem a vine.

He grabs it, feels it, studies it. He places it down.

Pensive, he snells his hand...and is even nore intrigued.

I NT. KITCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

Lester’s phone buzzes with a text nessage. He checks it,
it'’s fromcCallie.

"Hey! Thanks again for the drinks, | think we m ght not be
on the sane vibe though :( It was nice neeting you!"

LESTER
Vel |, thanks for doing the dirty
wor k | guess.

He sighs...opens his refrigerator, and pulls out a beer. He
retrieves a pint glass and pours.

After settling in, he opens the Hi nge app back up.
He checks his own profile. Looking through his own pictures:

Maki ng a catch playing flag football...at |east sonewhat
athletic.

Strumming a guitar...at least it |looks Iike he can play.

On top of a nodest nountain after a hike...outdoorsy.
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

At a wedding, full suit with a pocket square matching the
tie...so fashionabl e.

He | ooks down at hinself. The sanme grungy gym shorts and a
t-shirt from high school

He returns to the matching page. Scrolling through, nostly
rejections.

LESTER
Where are you?

Left sw pe, left sw pe.

DESI REE shows up, she is Instagram hot and | ooks al nost
pl astic. He scrolls through the pictures. Each one is
clearly staged and professionally done. No way.

LESTER
No way.

He reads her profile:

"I"'mtired of the ganes, |ooking for soneone real, the true
| ove! "

He scoffs..
...and sw pes right.
It’s a match.
No way.
He | aughs.
LESTER ( CONT’ D)

Goddanmi t .
EXT. BACKYARD - EVEN NG
Lester sits in a |lounge chair, sunglasses on.
He opens up the hinge app, finds his match with Desiree.
He picks his pronpt. Stick with the old faithful:

"If you could wake up anywhere in the world tonorrow
nor ni ng, where would it be?"

He cl oses the app and | eans back, enjoying the sumer
br eeze.



EXT. BACKYARD - LATER

Quite relaxed, with nusic playing, Lester hears his phone
buzz.

It’s a response from Desiree.
No way.

LESTER
No way.

"Monaco! O Saint Tropez! O naybe anywhere with you :*)"

He throws his head back in disbelief, chuckling to hinself.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY
Lester and Taylor sit at the table, holding cards again.

TAYLOR
Cet | ucky yet?

LESTER
Wul dn’t you like to know.

Tayl or chuckl es as he throws cards down.

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
It smells like a pepper. Like, like
a hot pepper or sonething.

TAYLOR
(sarcastically)
You're still talking about the
vine, right?

Lester throws down cards and gives side-eye.

TAYLOR ( CONT’ D)
Soneti mes spice can be interesting.

LESTER
| sweat too nuch
TAYLOR
So take a break every once in a
whi | e.
LESTER
(sarcastically)
You're still tal king about the

vine, right?
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

Tayl or makes his plays to win the ganme again

TAYLOR
Yes and?

LESTER
This isn’t inprov. Here, I'Il show
you ny shit pile.

TAYLOR
That probably sounded better in
your head.

They get up fromthe table and wal k toward the conpost pile
in the back of Lester’s yard.

EXT. BACKYARD - CONTI NUQUS

TAYLOR
Still swinging for the fences? |
| ooked that one up.

LESTER
Way shouldn’t 17?

TAYLOR
Do you actually have anything in
common with any of these wonen? O
are you lusting?

LESTER
|’mnot lusting, |'m-

TAYLOR
If all you want is a conventionally
beauti ful woman on your armto show
off to people, you can just, like,
pay for that.

LESTER
Why not beautiful AND interesting?

TAYLOR
Interesting IS beautiful.

They arrive at the conpost pile. Lester points out the vine.
It is longer, thicker, developing further stens and | eaves.

LESTER
Thar she bl ows.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

TAYLOR
That al so probably sounded better
in your head.

Tayl or bends down, feels the vine a bit, snells his fingers.

TAYLOR ( CONT’ D)
It is kind of spicy. Wat have you
thrown in here?

LESTER
Just about everything. Coffee
grinds, old vegetables, egg shells.
Maybe it’'s an egg vine.

Tayl or gives hima very hard side-eye.

TAYLOR
|’mnot...no. Do better.

| NT. BAR - EVEN NG

Lester sits at the bar, same spot. He wears tapered golf
sl acks, his wing tips, and a designer polo shirt.

Geral dine wal ks in. She wears leggings with a t-shirt and
runni ng shoes. She sits only a couple seats away from him
this time, unintentionally.

He gl ances over, notices her, thinks...doesn't quite put the
pi eces together yet.

The bartender approaches her again.

GERALDI NE
H! Can | do a-

BARTENDER
(stepping on her line)
Two- Hear t ed?

GERALDI NE
Oh no.

She chuckl es nervously, trying to hide herself. The
bart ender | aughs as well.

BARTENDER
| can’t blame you, it’s a good one.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

GERALDI NE
Thank you, |'’mso sorry.

Lester smles. What a genuine interaction.
Lester speaks lowy, to hinself.

LESTER
It’'s an excell ent choi ce i ndeed.

CGer al di ne gl ances over.
They neet eyes quickly, before he turns away.

Desiree enters the bar and sits next to Lester. She wears an
over-si zed desi gner sweatshirt on top of |oose jeans and
pl at f orm sneakers.

DESI REE
Hi!

LESTER
Hi ya.

Desiree glances around the interior decoration, uninpressed.

DESI REE
Cool pl ace.

LESTER
It’s not the south of France, but
it has a quaint charm

She opens a nenu.

DESI REE
Quaint indeed. Cotta start
somewher e t hough.

He nods, unconvincingly.

DESI REE ( CONT’ D)
So you work in finance?

LESTER
| do. It sucks.

DESI REE
Real | y?



11.

| NT. BAR - LATER
The gl asses of both Desiree and Lester are enpty.

DES| REE
This was fun, thanks Lesl!

She gets up and | eaves.

LESTER
(to no one in particular)
Yeah it’s cool 1’'Il go ahead and

settle up here.
The bartender wal ks by.

LESTER
| hate being called 'Les’.

Ceral dine stifles |aughter. The bartender chuckl es.

BARTENDER
Anyt hi ng el se?

LESTER
[’Il do a Two-Hearted this tine.

He gl ances over at GCeral dine, nose in her book, glass enpty,
her paid tab on the bar, "not eavesdropping at all."

GERALDI NE
Excel | ent choi ce.

She cl oses her book and | eaves. Lester nmanages a sly smle.

| NT. KI TCHEN - DAY

Lester cuts up his vegetables for his salad. Once finished,
he sits at his counter, forks around the sal ad, and | ooks at
t he Hi nge app, not opening it.

He | ooks at it, thinks.

Thi nks.

Takes a bite.

Turns off his phone.



12.

EXT. BACKYARD - LATER

Lester wal ks toward his conmpost pile. He sees the vine, it
is quite full now

He exam nes the | eaves.

He sees little yellow fl owers.

LESTER
Are you good or are you crap?
Beat .
LESTER ( CONT' D)
| guess | could Google you.
Beat .

LESTER ( CONT' D)
Who am | tal king to?

| NT. BAR - EVEN NG

Lester sits at his usual bar stool, sipping on a beer. Mre
patrons this tine. He's dressed down, normal this tinme.
Shorts, three-quarter baseball shirt, colorful tennis shoes.

Geraldine is a few seats down again. Still |ooking
confortable. A few people are between them ordering.

As the other patrons |eave, he glances over to catch eyes
wi th Ceral di ne again.

GERALDI NE
No first date this tine?

Lester chuckl es, abashedly.

LESTER
Not this tine. Solo night.

GERALDI NE
It’s lovely, isn't it? | shal
| eave you al one.

LESTER
Ah t hanks.

He turns away before realizing what a bone head he is.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 13.

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
| nmean, no, it’s, you don’'t have
to...l just neant that...

She chuckles this tinme, abashedly.
He | ooks down, swirls his beer.

LESTER ( CONT’' D)
Am | that much of a nark?

GERALDI NE
It’s not the nost difficult thing
to deci pher.

LESTER
Friggin, Hinge.
GERALDI NE
Ah yes, | used to be on that.
LESTER
Used to?
GERALDI NE
Yeah, | don’'t think |I’ve opened

that app in...nonths. So rnuch
garbage. It’'s too...weedy.

Beat .

LESTER
You' re absolutely right.

GERALDI NE
| m Ger al di ne.

LESTER
| " m Lester.

GERALDI NE
Definitely not "Les."

LESTER
Correct. Very correct.

GERALDI NE
VWhat about... Ter? or 'Ster?

He ponders, before breaking out into a full |augh. She
follows suit.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 14.

LESTER

That is actually very hilarious.
GERALDI NE

Oh thank you.

They continue chatting across the enpty bar seats.

EXT. BACKYARD - EVEN NG

Lester and Tayl or stand around the conpost pile. The vine
has sprouted tonmatoes; smaller, off-sized and off-shaped
ones, but Lester’s own.

LESTER
They’ re tonat oes.
TAYLOR
Tomat oes?
LESTER
Tomat oes. Acci dental tonmatoes.
TAYLOR
Li ke, spicy ones?
LESTER
What ? No, just, regular |ike, grape
t omat oes.
TAYLOR

It definitely snelled spicy.

LESTER
| don’t know, man.

Tayl or picks one, rubs it on his shirt a bit, and pops it in
hi s nout h.

LESTER ( CONT’ D)
Somet hi ng healthy out of a pile of
shit. Who'd have thought?

TAYLOR
Little shit pile tomatoes.

Tayl or gives an approving nod to the taste.
TAYLOR ( CONT’ D)
So how was...what’'s her nane?
Per sephone?

Beat .
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 15.

LESTER
You feel good about that one?
TAYLOR
| can’t keep all the nodels
strai ght.
LESTER
It was...good.
TAYLOR
Yeah? What’ d you tal k about ?
LESTER
Umn . .
TAYLOR
Sounds riveting.
LESTER
| don’t know, stuff.
TAYLOR
How many si bl i ngs does she have?
LESTER
Good question.
TAYLOR
Where did she grow up?
LESTER
...planet Earth?
TAYLOR
Are you sure this is what you want?
LESTER
| don’t know man. Maybe. .. naybe
not .
TAYLOR
Maybe?
LESTER

| don’t know, buddy!

Anot her beat. Taylor gives hima stern, "parent” |ook. Like
"what did we | earn?”

LESTER ( CONT’ D)

There’s been this other girl at the
bar that reads. And is funny.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 16.

TAYLOR
Soneone in the wild! Feels so nuch
nmore natural, no?

Lester fidgets, avoiding eye contact.
LESTER

| don't know | don't think | even
know her nane yet.

TAYLOR
You don’t think?
LESTER
What kind of interrogation is this?
Jeez.
TAYLOR
Did you talk to her?
LESTER
Alittle bit.
TAYLOR

Ok, Ck...what's she like?

LESTER
Different...confortable.

TAYLOR
Li ke you don’t have to try so hard.

Lest er thinks.
LESTER
Sonmet hing |ike that.
| NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

Lester opens his phone, scrolls pages, finds the H nge app.
He hovers his finger over it.

He ponders..

He opens it, and | ooks through his own pictures again. He
si ghs heavily, closes the app.

He holds his finger down on the icon. It vibrates.

Del et e.



17.

I NT. BAR - DAY

Lester sits at his seat. He has a beer. He waits. The
bart ender cones by.

BARTENDER
Anot her date?

LESTER
Actually not this tine.

The bartender sm |l es and noves on.

Lester twirls his beer glass. He hears the door open behind
hi m

He turns around... Geral di ne wal ks in.
He sm | es.
She sm | es.

FADE QOUT.



