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I/E. DELIA’S AT 463 DINER - AFTERNOON

Multiple groups of high schoolers jump out of their cars 
and huddle up before they enter the diner. Once in, they 
corral in the first available booths and peruse menus.

DELIA (40) a willowy-built, caramel woman stands adrift 
the corner, gazes at the darkness and sings to herself. 

The phone rings.

DELIA
Delia’s at 463, this is Delia. Hello? 
Hello! 

PHONE OPERATOR (V.O.)
The number you have dialed is not 
service. Please hang up and try your call 
again.

Delia listens to the voicemail messages.

CAMILLE (V.O.)
Delia, my babysitter cancelled and you 
know granddads and diapers don’t mix. 
Sorry.

VALERIE (V.O.)
Delia, the roads are flooded over here. 
Can’t make it, sorry.

The barrage of customers continues and the lightning 
disturbs the power lines.

The customers scream.

DELIA
No cook. No waitress. No lights! Please 
Lord send me some help.

GARY (mid50s) athletic build appears in the darkness.

GARY
Hey, I’m looking for the night manager?

DELIA
I am the night manager, day manager, 
owner, waitress, cook and more. You name 
it, and it’s me. 

GARY
Looks like you need some help. You by 
yourself?
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DELIA
Is it that obvious? Cook called in. 
Waitress called in. Day shift is gone. 
What you need, son?

GARY
I might just be the answer to your 
prayers. I want a hot meal and you need 
some help. Let’s help each other.

Delia hands Gary a menu and an apron, and then gathers 
candles and matches for the tables.

DELIA
Whew, thank you Gary. I can’t thank you 
enough for everything. How much do I owe 
you?

Delia starts to clean the diner and prepare for closure 
as she notices blood on Gary’s pants.

The heavy roll of thunder shatters a few windows and the 
road begins to flood.

GARY
No charge, Ms. Delia. Thank you for the 
hot meal. Don’t you think we should let 
the storm settle before we leave?

DELIA
Young man, I’m a southern girl and I’ve 
mastered worse than a tornado.

GARY
That may be true, but it’s dangerous out 
there. Roads are flooding. I’m not going 
out there until it’s safe!

Gary shuffles behind Delia and snatches her cell phone.

Delia hits Gary with a miniature cast-iron skillet, 
leaves him for dead, and flees the diner into the 
darkness.

Delia runs into the arms of a man in a dark hoodie.

DELIA
Unhand me, Gary! Wait, you’re not Gary! 
Stop! Let me go!

She pushes herself away, the man chases her in the 
darkness, and she fights to protect herself.

Delia drives off into the storm.

2.


