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1 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

Through the double doors of this perpetually busy restaurant

bar, we see the entry way covered with various decorative

bricks. On the ceiling there is a dome covered stained glass

window that casts a dim light right in front of the host

stand. It is just before the evening rush and CHRIS, a

clean-cut twenty-something is on the phone by the host

stand. The host stand is wooden and a bit rustic. He is

wearing black dress pants, a black long-sleeve button up

shirt, a black belt and black shoes.

Facing the host stand and to the left is where Lindsey is

serving some tables. She is dressed in black dress work

pants and a black t-shirt. She is also wearing a short black

apron and black shoes. We over hear her confirming orders

before Chris gets her attention.

CHRIS

Hey Linds, you have a phone call on

line 1.

LINDSEY

Okay, thanks. I’ll be right there.

Lindsey walks over to the computer station to set her tray

down and then walks back to the host station. The computer

station has two POS computers next to each other with a

printer to the right of each. Underneath the computer on the

right there is a slot for menus. To the left of that there

is a slot for trays and a garbage as well.

LINDSEY

(Nervous)

Hello, this is Lindsey. (pause)

What? (pause) This afternoon?

(pause) Oh my gosh. Well it’s the

4th, only a few days late. (pause)

Can I get it to you by this

weekend? (pause) I promise. Thank

you. (hangs up the phone).

CHRIS

Everything okay?

LINDSEY

Yeah. Don’t worry about it.

Lindsey leaves the host stand and her eyes are about to fill

up with tears. She holds them back and continues to serve

her tables. She has a YOUNG FAMILY sitting at table 13 and

she has just dropped off their food. She goes back to the

table a few minutes later to make sure that everything is
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tasting all right. She is confronted by the MOTHER, a woman

in her late 30’s with fresh-from-the-salon haircut and

manicure.

LINDSEY

How is everything tasting here?

MOTHER

(Condescendingly)

Um, pretty good, but my son really

did not like his cheese pizza. The

crust was really hard.

As the woman hands her the plate, Lindsey sees that the

LITTLE BOY has eaten the entire cheese pizza except for the

crust.

LINDSEY

(Surprised)

Oh, okay. I am sorry about that. We

can definitely get him something

else if you want.

MOTHER

That would be great. He’ll just

have the mac ’n cheese.

Lindsey now goes out of her head and begins bawling her eyes

out in front of the table.

LINDSEY

(V.O)

Really? Why do you have to complain

to me about a stupid pizza that

your kid obviously liked because he

ate it? Now you’re gonna try to get

a free meal outta me too aren’t ya?

Anything to make your check less

expensive and my tip smaller!

Lindsey hears something drop and it snaps her back to

reality. JACK, a server in the section to her left has

dropped a fork on a table where a young group of girls are

sitting. He is smiling and laughing it up with the girls.

LINDSEY

(Regaining composure)

No problem. I’ll be right back with

that for you.

Frustrated and sad as she is walking away, Lindsey gets back

to the computer with what’s left of the cheese pizza and

starts to vent to Jack about what has just happened.
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LINDSEY

Does this look like a cheese pizza

that some kid didn’t like?

JACK

Uh, no. Why?

LINDSEY

(Frustrated)

It sure looks like he "liked" the

pizza to me! It’s so annoying. You

know the mom just wanted a free

meal right? I just don’t need this

right now.

CUT TO:

Jack talking to Lindsey about his table;however, it looks as

if he is talking right into the camera.

JACK

(Nonchalant)

You’re telling me! I was cracking

jokes with table 12, making ’em

laugh and they asked me twice about

the Happy Hour!

LINDSEY

(Annoyed and not paying

attention)

Uh huh. Yeah... Hey, can you take

this back to the kitchen for me?

JACK

Naw, I don’t really have time. I

wanna get my tables outta here so I

can leave. I don’t have the

patience for people tonight.

Taking a deep breath as she shakes her head, Lindsey just

stares at the computer as Jack walks away.

The scene ends with Lindsey finishing an order on the

computer and then she grabs the pizza and walks away.

2 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

We are now back with Jack and Lindsey as they are in their

sections serving tables. Here we meet Jack’s table, a family

of four, a MOM, DAD and their two young children, just as he

is about to take their order.
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JACK

Alright, is everyone all set to

order? Or do you still need some

more time?

DAD

(Motions to his wife)

No, I think we’re ready. Go ahead

Dad.

MOM

Oh, I don’t know. I am having

trouble deciding between a few

different things.

JACK

Anything I might be able to help

with?

MOM

Your appetizers are half off for

happy hour, correct?

JACK

(Annoyed that he has to repeat

himself again)

Ah nope. All of the appetizers at

the bottom of the page are $3 off.

MOM

Oh okay.

JACK

Yep. Until 7 p.m.

MOM

Well, I am thinking either the fish

tacos or.....well I don’t know. Why

don’t you go dear.

DAD

(Sighs)

I am having some trouble too. There

is just so much on this menu.

JACK

(Looking irritated)

I can give you all a few more

minutes and then come back.

DAD

No, it’s okay. I think we can just

be ready. Kids?

(CONTINUED)
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Jack pulls out his paper to write down the order but goes

out of his head as he they are talking to him and says

exactly what he wants to his customers at this table. He

doesn’t care that there are TWO CHILDREN sitting there with

their parents.

JACK

(Annoyed. V.O.)

You people aren’t my only table you

know? And how many times are you

really gonna ask me about happy

hour? Listen the first time I say

it! Seriously, make up your

freakin’ mind...

As Jack comes back down to reality the last word in his

train of thought is actually said out loud to his table

right after they finish ordering.

JACK

(Shouts)

All right?!?

Seeing his table taken aback, Jack just walks away.

3 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

The restaurant is now quite a bit busier than before and

both and Jack and Lindsey’s sections are full. Lindsey

begins clearing some plates off of a few of her tables,

while Jack is bringing out a house salad and some kids

carrots to one of his tables. Now a middle-aged couple at

table 32 calls her over.

WOMAN

Miss?

LINDSEY

(Walking over to her table)

Yes?

WOMAN

Pick a number.

LINDSEY

(confused)

A number? What do you mean?

WOMAN

(Casually)

Just pick a number. 4 or 5?
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LINDSEY

(Still confused)

4 or 5 what?

WOMAN

4 or 5 months pregnant?

LINDSEY

(Very confused)

Pregnant? Who?

WOMAN

You.

LINDSEY

I am not pregnant.

WOMAN

(Joking, yet assertive manner)

Yes you are. You have to be what,

at least 4 months?

Now Lindsey is a little irritated but is trying not to act

like it. She looks at this woman’s husband and his mouth is

on the table. By this time 10 minutes has passed and Jack

passes through Lindsey’s section and starts bringing food

out to his table.

YOUNG BOY

Can I please have some mustard?

JACK

Sure thing. I’ll be right back.

As Jack is walking away from his table with pure annoyance

he overhears Lindsey’s conversation with her table.

LINDSEY

(Annoyed)

Nope, I am definitely not pregnant.

WOMAN

Oh...

The woman at the table is finally at a loss for words and

doesn’t say anything, leaving for quite the awkward moment.

LINDSEY

(Her voice trails off,

awkwardly not knowing what to

say)

....Okay, well I’ll just run this

card here for you here and I’ll be

right back....

(CONTINUED)
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Lindsey heads back to the computer where Jack is waiting for

her so he can tell her what is going on with his table.

JACK

My table is getting on my nerves.

This little kid asked me for honey

mustard for his chicken fingers. I

have other things to do so that

little punk is gonna have to wait.

Lindsey just stares at him with raised eyebrows and doesn’t

say a word. She is not impressed. Lindsey walks away and

heads back to the table to return the check to her

customers, not really knowing what to expect as she sets

down the check.

WOMAN

You know, the only reason I thought

you were pregnant is because I used

to be a server, and when I was

pregnant, I wore my apron down

lower, a lot like how you are

wearing yours.

As Lindsey is standing here listening to this woman she is

wanting nothing more than to walk away and forget this ever

happened!

WOMAN

I am so sorry. I just...well, you

look small from behind, but when

you turned around...I used to wait

tables and when I was pregnant I

wore my apron down lower so I just

assumed..

LINDSEY

(V.O.)

You’re just digging yourself a

bigger hole lady!

LINDSEY

(Politely cutting her off)

Nope, I am not pregnant....okay,

well thanks you guys. Have a good

night.

Lindsey awkwardly walks away towards the host stand and we

faintly overhear Jack’s table ask her for mustard since Jack

has not been back yet.
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4 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

Jack comes back to the table with a ramekin of honey mustard

"minutes" later and the boy is practically done with his

chicken fingers. Jack spots the honey mustard already on the

table.

MOM

We didn’t know where you went. You

were gone for a really long time so

we asked another server who brought

it to us right away.

JACK

Huh...

DAD

Uh, can I get a refill on my coke?

JACK

(Gives a fake smile)

Sure thing.

Jack grabs the glass and reluctantly walks over to the

beverage station where Lindsey is filling two glasses with

water.

JACK

(Angrily whispers)

I told you I was going to bring

them the honey mustard.

LINDSEY

(Whispers sarcastically)

What the heck was I supposed to do?

They asked me for it. You were

making the "little punk" wait,

remember??

JACK

(Whispers)

Whatever. Just let me do my job.

As Jack finishes filling up the glass with Diet Coke, he and

and Lindsey leave each other with looks of annoyance. Jack

unwilling goes back to his table and sets down the coke.

DAD

(Takes a sip right away and

makes a face of disgust)

Wait, I think this is Diet Coke and

I asked for a regular Coke.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

No, it’s regular coke sir. I am

positive.

After Lindsey drops off the waters at a table she walks

straight past Jack and unties his apron from behind while he

is at his table.

LINDSEY

(Whispers)

Let’s see you do your job now.

Jack turns around as Lindsey is just passing around the host

stand. He glares at her for a minute and just rolls his eyes

before he turns back to his table and picks up his apron.

DAD

Ah excuse me. I know for a fact

this is Diet. I can tell. I just

took a sip. I think you made a

mistake.

Without saying another word, Jack goes to get him ANOTHER

new coke and starts talking to himself and goes out of his

head yet again.

JACK

(V.O.)

Unbelievable. Why do people have to

be so damn difficult. Just drink

your drink, eat your food and get

the heck out of here!

Jack is walking back to his table and his thoughts are

interrupted by the mother’s loud shrill voice.

MOM

(Sarcastically)

Excuse me. Excuse me. I don’t mean

to keep you running, but my

daughter says her soup is too hot.

Is there anyway you can cool it

down a bit?

JACK

(Not knowing how to answer)

Cool it down? I don’t really know

how I can cool the soup down, um...

other than to just let it sit out

for a few minutes.

(CONTINUED)
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MOM

(Annoyed)

Well this soup is too hot. We don’t

really have time to sit and wait

for it to cool down. We need

something that she can eat right

away.

JACK

Uh, yeah, I’ll see what I can do.

No guarantees.

Jack could not believe what was happening as he stood there.

He walks away and we come back to him approaching the table.

He goes out of his head again to tell that mother exactly

what he thinks.

JACK

(V.O)

Cooler soup?? Seriously?? I don’t

have time to figure out how to

bring you cooler soup. I am one of

the best servers here lady. Your

family is crazy! Here’s your

daughter’s freakin’ soup!

Next thing Jack knew he hears something spill and comes back

down to reality. As he is handing the girl her soup, he

knocks over the dad’s coke.

JACK

(V.O.)

Yep, I did that on purpose. Maybe

you can throw one of those cubes on

the table there in your daughter’s

soup!

FADE TO BLACK

5 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

Jack is recapping to Lindsey who is back at the computer

with her head in her hands. Her night is only getting worse

and she seems distracted after everything that has happened

to her tonight. She rolls her eyes at Jack as she can’t

believe his story.

JACK

Of course I came back with towels

only after having let them sit

there for a minute. I tried to

crack a few jokes but I don’t think

they thought I was funny.

(CONTINUED)
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LINDSEY

(Annoyed)

Whatever Jack. You’re a terrible

server and you know it.

6 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

Jack is now back at the table after the father has finished

wiping up his mess.

JACK

(Apologetic(sort of))

Again, I am so so sorry. Really,

would you guys care for a dessert

on me tonight?

MOM

(Stuck up)

At this point, yeah. Um, we’ll take

a creme brulee.

JACK

(Smirking)

Ooo unfortunately we are out of

creme brulee.

The parents at the table roll their eyes. They have had

enough.

DAD

You know what? This is ridiculous!

After the service you’ve given us

tonight, it really doesn’t surprise

me that you are "out of" creme

brulee.

JACK

(Looking at the mom and dad

with a rebuttle)

Well actually I think the service I

gave you was pretty good

considering what you people have

put me through. It’s not every day

I get customers like you in my

section.

Meanwhile Lindsey looks up from her hands and overhears Jack

yelling at his customers.

MOM

(Floored)

Woah, woah! We need to speak to a

manager!

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

Why? Just so you can get your whole

meal for free cause you’re cheap?

Is this what you do every time you

go out to eat? You should just stay

home then. Don’t come in here and

complain about everything little

thing!

The dad gets out of the booth and stands up, getting in

Jack’s face. Customers in the surrounding booths are now all

staring at Jack and this family as they are arguing.

DAD

You know what? We need to speak to

a manager, now!. We are not leaving

here giving you or this

establishment a cent of our money.

I am gonna see to it that you are

fired!

JACK

(Smirks)

Fired? That will never happen! I am

the best server here. I am done

with inconsiderate pricks like you

coming in here and being picky as

hell. Screw you. Don’t pay me for

all I care! I’m outta here!

Jack then walks out of the restaurant in the middle of

dinner rush without a word. He throws his apron on the bench

in the entry way and walks right out the front door.

The father is quickly fumbling around in his pant pocket and

pulls out a handful of change. He turns the corner and races

out the front door of the restaurant after Jack.

DAD

Excuse me sir?!?

Jack turns around to look at the dad just as he is throwing

the change at him in the parking lot behind Jack.

DAD

(Shouts)

You forgot your tip!

JACK

Really? Wow. Thanks a lot buddy.

Really. I appreciate that.

The dad turns around to walk inside and that is the end of

their confrontation.
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7 INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT

All of the customers in Lindsey and Jack’s section are

silent after the show that just went down. Seeing that Jack

left his section completely full, Lindsey tries to repair

the damage left on his customers as the dad returns to the

table.

Lindsey walks over to Jack’s section and makes sure that

everyone at his tables are okay. We overhear her going from

table to table until she gets to the booth with the family

that Jack blew up at.

LINDSEY

How are you guys doing? I am really

sorry about that. Um, is there

anything I can do?

MOM

(Irritated)

Absolutely not! We do not wanna

talk to ANOTHER server. We wanna

speak to a manager. NOW!

LINDSEY

(Looking ready to cry)

Okay. I’ll have a manager come over

right away.

Lindsey leaves their table and another one of Jack’s tables

calls her back over while we see tables in her section

becoming restless. At this table is a YOUNG COUPLE and they

are anything but polite to her. She stops Lindsey and slides

a credit card to the end of the table.

YOUNG WOMAN

Excuse me? I ordered a house salad

to come before my meal, and as you

can see, I never got it.

LINDSEY

(Apologetic)

Oh I am sorry about that. I will go

back and grab one right away for

you.

YOUNG WOMAN

No. Don’t even bother. I don’t want

it anymore. I don’t know where our

server went, but just take it off.

I am almost done with my food.

(CONTINUED)
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LINDSEY

(Frantic)

Okay. I will get that taken off for

you right away and I’ll be right

back with your tab.

As Lindsey is walking away you can see a manager talking to

the family that Jack walked out on.

We next see Lindsey coming out of the kitchen with a plate

of towels. She is running back and forth through the

restaurant trying to handle her own 4 table section while

having to pick up the slack Jack left behind. She walks back

to the table where the couple are sitting and hands them

their table.

LINDSEY

Here you go. Sorry about everything

you guys. I hope you’ll come back.

Lindsey leaves them and walks to a table of ladies in her

section that waves her over. The young man at the table

takes out his money clip after his wife has signed the tab.

He pulls out two one-dollar bills and loosely throws them

into the book.

CUT TO:

LINDSEY

Yes, I will grab you another fork,

and you a side of butter.

MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN

Oh and miss? I also need a warm-up

of my coffee which I asked for over

ten minutes ago. I’d like to be

able to drink my coffee with my

meal.

LINDSEY

(Sighs and takes a deep

breath)

Absolutely ma’am. I’ll get that

right away.

Lindsey walks over to the booth where Jack’s young couple

were sitting. She quickly opens the book and crumples one of

the dollars bills that was thrown in there and looks like

she is gonna cry. She takes a moment at the table,

pretending to clean it.

(CONTINUED)
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MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN

Miss?? My coffee?? And we can’t eat

with our fingers here??

LINDSEY

(Looks up overwhelmed)

I’ll be right there!

Meanwhile, another table flags Lindsey over and wants to

know where their food is.

YOUNG MAN

(With attitude)

Excuse me? We ordered our food

quite a while ago. Is it coming or

what?

LINDSEY

(Confused)

Um, yes. It should be coming, I

am..

YOUNG MAN

It should be coming? What do you

mean, it should be coming? It looks

like you have Jack’s tables so

isn’t it kinda your job to know?

LINDSEY

(Taken aback)

..yes, I will check on that right

away.

As Lindsey is walking away she gets "a look" from the

middle-aged woman who is waiting on her coffee. She sniffs

and doesn’t know how much more of this she can take. She

grabs the coffee canister and fills up the woman’s cup as

she can feel the older gentleman in the corner booth staring

at her. Lindsey finishes and walks over to where the man is

sitting.

LINDSEY

(Tears in eyes)

Can I get you two something sir?

OLDER GENTLEMAN

Actually, we don’t need anything.

We’re all set here.

The older gentleman hands her the book with his payment

inside.

(CONTINUED)
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OLDER GENTLEMAN

(Cracks a wry smile)

All of those tables for one person

is a lot.

Lindsey nods and gives a closed mouth smile as she walks

back over to the computer to close out their tab.

LINDSEY

(Mutters sarcastically)

Yeah? Do you think so you old...

Lindsey’s anger and sarcasm melts as she opens up the book

and sees what’s inside.

LINDSEY

...you big old...nice..man you.

Lindsey puts the money into her book and shuffles through

the receipts and cash to the back where she has a list of

things to do for the month. She crosses off "rent" on the

list, puts her book back into her apron and the scene fades

with Lindsey going back to take on the rest of her tables.


