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BENNET MILLER: Male, 20s, in love and hopeless  

  

You know how in every movie made about romance, two people meet, lock eyes, and you know from 

that moment they’re meant to be together?  Well, we both know life doesn’t work that way. If it did, no 

one would ever need blind dating services or those personal ads in the times.  But, there is one case 

where the reality meshed with fantasy.  I know it seems strange and awkward and uncomfortable for 

me, of all people to say this, but you mean the world to me, Jocelyn.  When I look at you, I don’t see a 

person, I see a marvel.  And, I guess that’s where the problem starts.  Because of your beauty and your 

poise, I knew I’d never be able to stand up to you how I feel for fear of being shattered.  I mean, how 

does someone go up to a muse and say you’re their inspiration?  Then, I heard you were leaving and it 

hit me. What would hurt more?  Me never talking to you or me never telling you?  You know, other guys 

I’m sure have ten times more the courage than me, but they don’t have my heart and I’m not telling you 

this so I can win your heart and you’ll stay; that wouldn’t be fair.  I guess I’m tired of hiding behind a 

mask.  Of holding back.  But, most of all, I’m tired of always wanting you and never having the stones to 

do it.  Now, if this were the fantasy, I’d tell you I love you and we’d embrace in a warm, passionate kiss. 

But, seeing as we’re not and what comes of this, really, I don’t care.  All I will say is this.  In whatever 

time you have, would you grant me the honor and cost me the small fee of a cup of coffee?    


