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EXT. ALESSANDRA' S PARENT' S HOUSE

We open on a big, steam ng PLATTER OF SPAGHETTI AND
MEATBALLS. Rat her, spaghetti with neatballs, as the

gl utinous, intertw ning noodles snother the neatballs. The
pasta is the star of this show.

The canera pulls back to unveil our protagonist, RYAN (26),
a nervous conbi nation of Mchael Cera and Jon Hamm | ooki ng
wth great fear at the PLATTER through the w ndow of a
HOUSE. His girlfriend, ALESSANDRA (25), is just slightly
nore appeal ing than you' d expect Ryan’s girlfriend to be.

ALESSANDRA (O S.)
Ryan, ¢’ non, we’'re already |ate.

He wal ks to the

FRONT DOOR

of the HOUSE, an ol d-school mansion rem niscent of the
Corl eone famly’'s house in The Codfather, where Al essandra
is already standing. He quickly stops her from knocki ng.

RYAN
Are you sure they' Il |ike nme? Maybe
| should |l et you guys have your
fam |y dinner.

ALESSANDRA
Rel ax. You' ve net ny parents tw ce
al ready, and Al ex |oves you. And |
ate dinner at this sane house with
t hese sane peopl e every Sunday when
| lived closer to hone-believe ne,
we coul d use sone new conpany.

RYAN
Whose car is that?
ALESSANDRA
My grandpar ent s-
RYAN
What ?!
ALESSANDRA

-who can’'t wait to nmeet you. They
come to every Sunday di nner too!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

RYAN
Great, just two nore people |11
have to explain ny allergy to. |
can't eat bread, | can't eat pizza,
| can’t eat pasta, and |’ mdating
the heir to the Barilla pasta
fortune.

ALESSANDRA
Ryan, chill.

She rings the bell.

ALESSANDRA
We got lunch with ny parents two
weeks ago.

The door opens as Ryan gasps after her.

RYAN
Al we had was sal ad!

FADE TO BLACK

TI TLE CARD: G-

Over bl ack, we hear the coupl e exchange pleasantries with
Alessandra’s little brother, ALEX

FADE I N

| NT. HOUSE - ENTRY HALL

The inside of the house feels |like the National Pasta

H story Museum if there was one. The walls are filled wth
old pictures, the bookcases with reci pe books, and the

fl oors covered in ornanental rugs.

Alex (little brother, 12), is scrawny, energetic, and noody.
Al essandra’s parents and famly enter.

RYAN
H, M. and Ms. Barill a.

MR. BARI LLA
You can call ne Richard.

MRS. BARI LLA
Al essandra! Ryan, so good to see
you.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

Ms. Barilla (58), a honely woman who cares only for her
children’s good fortune, hugs Ryan. M. Barilla (64), a
tall, proud man with the confidence of |ifelong business
success, shakes Ryan’s hand and i ntroduces himto the
famly: Grandnma Rebbecca and Grandpa Tony, Uncle M chael,
and Al essandra’ s younger sisters Francesca and Juli a.

RYAN
(stunbl es over his words)
N-nice to, uh, neet you all.

MRS. BARI LLA
(to Ryan)
How have you been? Ali tells us you
just got a pronotion! That’s so
great. We're so glad you could join
us tonight. Ali said you went to
t he doct or -

ALESSANDRA
MOM He can introduce hinself
during dinner. Let dad show him
around first, and I’'Il catch you
all up on ne...

Ali and her nomexit into the center of the house and Ryan
tries to follow, always staying a half step behind
Al essandra, but he’s stopped.

MR. BARI LLA
Now, Ryan, 1’1l take you on a tour

While the rest of the famly follows Ali, he and Ryan go
anot her way into
| NT. HOUSE - LI BRARY

MR. BARI LLA
How are ya, Ryan?

Ryan reaches his hand in his pocket, fiddling with
sonet hi ng.

RYAN
You know, M. Barilla, 1'"mglad
get to talk to you al one-
MR. BARI LLA
(proudly)

This roomtells the story of the
Barilla famly’'s journey from
Sicily to Anerica. Here is a

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

MR. BARILLA (cont’d)
pi cture of my great-great
grandf ather’s pasta farm where the
first box of Barilla Pasta was
made. It was spaghetti, of course.
On that wall you can see how the
boxes have evol ved over nearly two
centuries of pasta maki ng-who
knows, maybe you' |l be at the
bi centennial in a few years.

Ryan starts over to the wall of pasta boxes, but is stopped.

MR. BARI LLA
And here’s the first Barilla
factory, established in Sicily in
1847. The portrait of
great-great grandfather hung in his
of fice and has been in every famly
house since. Now, here’s the first
Anerican factory...

M. Barilla s voice fades out as we enter Ryan’s point of
view. He | ooks around the library, beads of sweat form ng on
his forehead. Hi s heart starts to beat as he scans the

anci ent boxes of pasta. He feels his stomach gurgle-from
hunger or anticipation of inflamng his gluten intol erance?
He feels around in his pocket again, watching M. Barilla
ranbl e on and on. He wal ks over to the historical pasta
boxes as we fade back into reality.

MR, BARI LLA
... Ryan? Ryan, (laughs) | don’t
think you'd want any of that, but
you're welcone to it! Hey, what’s
your favorite food?

Ryan’s eyes |ight up.

RYAN
Oh, um uh, uh, 1’ve been on kind
of a lowcarb diet, y know, with
sumer com ng up, the beach and

all...
MR. BARI LLA
kay... but what do you like to
eat ?
RYAN
Whatever, |I'mpretty easy. Ali and

| eat a lot of sushi, these days,
and of course she likes to cook
your ol d recipes.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

MR BARI LLA
She does? For you?

M. Barilla |leads Ryan into

| NT. HOUSE - MR BARILLA'S OFFI CE

RYAN
| wanted to ask you sonet hi ng about
Ali, actually-

MR. BARI LLA
(cuts himoff)

" m glad you cane tonight,

actually. | feel like |I don’t know
much about you, ny w fe always does
the talking. Ali doesn't say a bad
word, of course, and you two have
been together a long tine.

RYAN
Al nost two years now, yeah. That'’s
actually what | wanted to talk to
you about, M. Barilla-

MR, BARI LLA RYAN

Ri chard. -ny father always taught ne
to ask perm ssion-

MRS. BARILLA (O S.)

Di nner!

MR. BARI LLA
Ah, finally! Okay, quick rest of
the tour and we’'ll eat. Geat
fam ly recipe tonight, Ryan, |'m

sure Ali hasn’t made this one for
you yet. The neatballs cone from ny
gr andnot her, who opened the first
Barilla restaurant in New York
after they noved fromlitaly...

MONTACE:

| NT. HOUSE

Traditional Italian nusic plays as M. Barilla finishes the
tour. He goes down | ong hallways while Ryan struggles to
keep up. He points up the stairs, which Ryan starts to
clinmb, before continuing right on. He passes a



BATHROOM

whi ch Ryan notes, before entering the

LI VI NG ROOM

Wiere a TV m ght be, above the fireplace hangs a PORTRAI T- of
the original Barilla spaghetti.

END MONTAGE.

| NT. HOUSE - DI NI NG ROOM

Everyone’'s already seated when Ryan and M. Barilla finally
enter. A SERVER is dropping bow s of Caesar Salad onto the
pl ace settings as the two | ateconers sit.

MR. BARI LLA
Can you get sone croutons for m ne?
Thanks.

The server exits to the kitchen and returns with croutons.

SERVER

(to Ryan)
Wul d you |ike any?

ALESSANDRA
(answering for hinm
No, the rest of us are okay.

MR. BARI LLA
So, Ali, when's the last tinme you
had a hone cooked neal |ike this?
ALESSANDRA

Ryan and | cook all the tine! He
nostly makes breakfast, but for

di nner just last week | made nom s
chi cken.

MR. BARI LLA
But not a dinner like TH S. W nade
it just for you. Spaghetti and
nmeat bal | s were al ways your favorite
gr ow ng up.

MRS. BARI LLA
O just spaghetti.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MR. BARI LLA
That's right. Ali used to eat pasta
every neal of the day. She fit
right in fromthe day she was born.

ALESSANDRA
We still eat pasta! Last nonth we
tried glut-

RYAN

(cuts her off)
" msorry | have to use the
bat hroom Could you excuse nme?

MRS. BARI LLA
O course, Ryan, out the door to
the right.

RYAN

| saw it on the tour.

Ryan rushes to

| NT. HOUSE - BATHROOM

where he checks his pockets. He finds, anong other things,
the RING BOX he had been fiddling with earlier, but

sonmet hing’s m ssi ng.

RYAN
(to hinsel f)
Shit, Ali has ny pills.

Def eat ed, he flushes the unused toil et.

| NT. HOUSE - HALLWAY

As he | eaves the bathroomand refills his pockets,
M. Barilla in the hallway.

MR. BARI LLA
|’ m so rude. You said before you
had sonething to ask ne and | just
totally ignored it. | didn't nean
to rush you to dinner. What did you
want to tal k about?

RYAN
(i n shock)
No no nothing, M. Barilla, it’'s
okay. Nothing, just... Nothing.

Ryan sees

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

MR, BARI LLA
Unh... Let’s eat, then? And Ryan,
call ne Richard.

I NT. HOUSE - DI Nl NG ROOM

Ryan returns to his seat, where all the salad bow s have

been cl eared, except Alex's, which is still full.
RYAN
(to Al ex)
Hey, what, you' re too good for
sal ad?
ALEX
No, | just hate parnesan. | don’t

even know why they give this to ne.

MRS. BARI LLA
|’ msorry, Alex, you know you don’t
have to eat it. W wanted Ryan to
try as many of our famly recipes
as possible. Take it to the
kit chen.

As Al ex opens the door to the kitchen, Ryan sees the server
filling plates with the nmain attraction. H's stomach gurgles
again as he realizes he blew his one chance to go to the

bat hroom Al ex cones skipping back with his plate.

ALEX
|’ m gonna start now since you al
al ready ate sal ad.

The family collectively rolls their eyes as Ryan | aughs
nervously. We're firmy inside Ryan’s head now as he sees
the server conme into the dining roomwith the first round of
pl ates. Grandna, Grandpa, and the two younger daughters are
served first. The girls both | ean over and snell the
delicious aromas rising off their plates. Ryan |ooks back up
to see Ms. Barilla and Al essandra served, before M.
Barilla tucks his napkin into his shirt as he gets his

pl at e.

Ryan gul ps nervously as he has the last unfilled setting.
Sweat rolls down his forehead as the kitchen door opens in
slow notion. He grabs his fork and knife but readi es hinself
to dash if he has to. The canera stays low, at the table
with Ryan, as the server |oons ever closer. He reaches
around Ryan and, in agonizing slow notion, drops a plate in
front of our tepid hero.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

Peering onto the plate, Ryan is shocked-he sees neatballs,
but no spaghetti. Instead, he has penne, and that can nean
only one thing.

Ryan is stunned, but slowy starts eating, gaining
confidence with each bite. W follow the server back into
t he

I NT. HOUSE - KI TCHEN

As he grabs garlic bread and other sides, we continue to
explore the kitchen: Al ex's uneaten salad followed by enpty
bow s, the still half-full platter of spaghetti and

nmeat balls, the window we started on, and finally, just off
the widow frane, a box of Barilla-brand gluten free penne
pasta, Ryan’s savior. It was just barely out of his view
from out si de the house.

W see the door swi ng back open and the server enter.
Through the swi nging door, we see Ryan stand up and | ook at
M. Barilla.

RYAN
Actually, Richard, | would like to
talk to you in the hall for a
m nut e.

FADE TO BLACK

MR. BARILLA
(over bl ack)
Sur el

ROLL CREDI TS



