
                                                             

                                                             

INT. ELEVATOR 

Over the awkward silence you can hear the low volume elevator 
music - a generic piano playing with some strings. Two 
people, a man and a woman, stand at either back corner as the 
elevator speeds upwards toward its first destination. The 
man, wearing light jeans and a hooded sweatshirt, looks 
kindly toward the woman and inspects her. She's wearing a 
pinkish-orange summer dress that flows just to the lower side 
of her kneecap. 

BAM 

The elevator comes halting to a stop. The lights flicker and 
the music stops as the man and women jolt slightly and share 
an uneasy glance. 

Both stand silently as the emergency light glows, 
illuminating the empty space between them. 

MAN (UNDER HIS BREATH SIGHING) 
This is my worst nightmare...(smiles 
letting out a silent laugh) 

The woman smiles with welcoming eyes and looks over at the 
man. 

WOMAN 
Not an ideal way to start a day, 
that's for sure. 

(Beat) 
What's brought you in today? 

MAN 
Checkup... dental 

The woman half smiles and nods upwardly. 

WOMAN 
Well... good luck with that, I hope no 
cavities. 

(friendly smile) 

MAN 
Yeah, me too. 

A long moment passes as both just stare at their phones 
pretending to be busy working or whatever people do to pass 
time with a phone. 
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The man is scrolling through Facebook seeing all his high 
school and college friends' profile updates. 

Photos of kids. 

Photos of a wedding. 

Photos of an amazing vacation. 

The woman glances toward the man and back to her phone. She 
taps away on the keyboard answering emails. The woman lifts 
her arm and twists her wrist to gander at her watch. 

She sighs. 

WOMAN 
Should we hit the panic button or 
something? I thought the elevator 
would be back working by now. 

MAN 
I was just on Twitter, and it seems 
like there's an issue on the entire 
block with power or something. 

(beat) 
My name is David, by the way. 

The woman smiles kindly. 

WOMAN 
Susan, nice to meet you. 

David shuffles his feet a bit, while both he and Susan stand 
with awkward facial expressions. Both try to look away and 
avoid any eye contact. 

Susan returns to her phone to continue tapping away on the 
keyboard. 

David looks at her inquiringly after noticing her frantic 
fingers tap away. 

DAVID 
Busy morning? 

SUSAN 
Uhh... 

Susan, not annoyed, finishes up her typing and smiles. 
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SUSAN 
Yeah, I'm just letting my colleagues 
and patient know that I'm going to be 
late... stuck in an elevator. 

DAVID 
Oh, you a dentist? 

SUSAN 
No, I practice dermatology at the 
heath center on the sixth floor. I 
have an 8 AM appointment, and I hate 
to be late. I don't know the person - 
which sometimes makes it a little 
nerve-racking. 

(rubbing her forehead) 
You never know how someone's going to 
be, ya know? 

DAVID 
Well, it's not me. 

SUSAN 
Sorry? 

DAVID 
Umm.. I'm not your patient... 

SUSAN 
You're... going to the dentist. 

DAVID 
...Right. 

David's face starts to turn a slight shade of red. 

Susan's eyebrows furrow a little trying to make the situation 
less awkward. 

SUSAN 
What about you, David, what do you do? 

The glowing elevator light flickers. David glaces upwards, 
nervously. 

DAVID 
I'm... a research analyst... for the 
Downtown Art Preservation Institute. 
Boring stuff, but it's also kind of 
interesting. 
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David smiles with a tight lip. Susan shifts and turns to him 
with a look of intrigue. 

SUSAN 
So what does that mean? What do you 
research? 

David straightens and his shoulders slightly pull back with a 
bit of confidence. 

DAVID 
Well, most recently our team began 
looking at better ways to extend the 
life of canvas... for paintings. 

Susan puts her cell phone in her purse and runs her hands 
through her hair fixing it slightly. She finally notices 
David. As he talks about his work, his presence is more 
noticeable. 

DAVID (CONT.) 
Since canvas is just fiber, those 
materials deteriorate over time, so 
we're trying to find out how to 
prevent the deterioration. 

Susan smiles as she listens to David explain his work. 

DAVID (CONT.) 
Years ago conservators would fasten 
another sheet of canvas to the back to 
add strength to the material... 

(beat) 
Kind of like a splint.. you know for a 
sprained finger. 

Susan continues to listen intently. 

DAVID (CONT.) 
Anyway, all cool stuff for the art 
world. It's a shame if great work has 
an expiration date because of 
material. 

Susan's phone starts to ring silently in her purse and she 
begins to dig around for her phone in what seems to be an 
endless pouch of buried products. 

SUSAN 
Excuse me. 
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David half smiles and looks away as Susan finds her phone and 
looks at the caller ID. 

"Office" 

SUSAN 
Ugh... Hello, this is Dr. Yuan. 

There is a long silence as Susan listens to the person on the 
other line. David pulls his phone from his pocket and half 
listens to Susan's conversation. 

SUSAN 
At least I'm not the only one. 

David looks toward Susan, who is now turned away from him 
facing the the front corner of the elevator - looking 
directly at the greyed out floor icons. 

SUSAN 
Ha, I'm fine, everything is better 
with a companion. 

(beat) 
No, just a guy who is stuck here with 
me. 

(beat) 
Sounds good, I'll see you soon... 
hopefully. 

Susan turns to look at David, smiling. 

SUSAN 
Sorry about that. It was my office 
calling me. Apparently a couple others 
can't get to work... I guess we should 
have taken the stairs. 

DAVID 
(laughing) I guess, but, this isn't so 
bad. 

David looks at Susan and smiles. There is a moment of tension 
between them. Susan then repays David with a smile of her 
own. 

DING 

A sound as if the elevator door is about to open, the noise 
seems to predicate the rebooting of the lights and air 
system. 



                                                          6. 

                                                             

The elevator stays in place. Susan peers at David as they 
remain. She then reaches out and pushes the button labled "6" 
and turns to David. 

DAVID 
Eight, please 

Susan pushes the number "8" and steps back as the elevator 
begins to climb like nothing happened. 

The door opens as they arrive to the 6th floor. 

SUSAN 
Thanks for the company. 

Susan looks at David and smiles. She then walks toward the 
elevator door. Here eyes wide and looking straight ahead. 

David then takes a slight step forward and clears his throat. 

DAVID 
Would you want to get coffee sometime? 

Susan stops, closes her eyes, and smiles slightly. She 
readies her face an instant later, turns on her heals toward 
David. 

The elevator door begins to close; David lunges, forcing his 
hand out, desperately attempting to stop the doors from 
closing. 

The elevator doors crash into his arm and pop back open. 

Holding the door with his arm, David and Susan look at each 
other and share a laugh. 

SUSAN 
Sure, that sounds nice. 

Susan pulls a notepad out of her purse with a pen and 
scribbles her number on a piece of paper. She hands it to 
David and their eyes meet. 

SUSAN 
Text me. 

(smiles) 


