Two men stand on a deserted train platform- it’s just the two of them and one (Ben) looks uncomfortable, while the other acts as if he’s been there for years. The man turns and looks directly at Ben, making him uncomfortable, before he begins to speak.
A Man: I appreciate my name, you know? It’s my identity I suppose. And I’ve made it my own.
Ben: Hm? What is your name then? I’m Ben by the way.
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A Man: All we’re born with is our name.
Ben: Yeah, so what’s yours? You never said- and the train’ll arrive any minute.
A Man: It’ll stay with us until long after we’ve died too. The funny thing is-
Ben: I’m sorry I’m not really following; who did you say you were? 
A Man: That’s just the thing though, isn’t it? You think you need to know my name to know me. That’s the power of a name- all the preconceptions that come with it. As soon as you’d hear my name, you’d have made your mind up about me straight away. But right now, you’re unsure.
Ben: I guess… so does that mean you’re not going to tell me? 
A Man: Ben… I’ve never met a nice Ben. Statistically, 100% of all Ben’s that I’ve met have been awful. And that shapes how I perceive you. You see? That’s the problem with names. They all have different meanings for us. Only the truly unique names can make a lasting impact. Otherwise they all blur into one.
Wind is blowing, Ben has to raise his voice to be heard, but the man’s tone stays flat and calm.
Ben: I really have no idea what you’re trying to tell me mate, are you alright?
A Man: In my opinion, numbers would be more effective- everyone gets a different one- keep them all on a database, easier to keep track of who’s who. We can judge people on their merits instead of focusing on that first impactful noun. 
Ben: That sounds pretty suspicious, I won’t lie. I don’t think I want your name now; I don’t want to be implicated, ha-ha. It’s strange, I’d never usually see people up this early to catch a train- I wouldn’t, but I’ve got to get to work somehow. Say, what have you got in that suitcase?
A Man: That’s not the first time I’ve gotten that to be fair. And this old thing? Oh, it doesn’t matter- I’m sure you’ll see it on the news tomorrow… Then again maybe not.
Ben: What?
A Man: Oh, don’t worry about it Ben, my old chum. It doesn’t bear scrutiny. Hey! Here’s the train.
The train pulls into the station and the doors open but the man does not move an inch. He simply smiles at Ben.
Ben: Wait… you’re not even going to get on it?
A Man: That’s not why I’m here Ben. Safe trip.
