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EXT. HELEN'S DINER - NIGHT

A neon sign reading "EAT AT HELEN'S" casts a pink glow over 
the parking lot. 

The diner has huge picture windows, inside we see - 

INT. HELEN'S DINER - NIGHT

It's packed. And noisy. 

Silverware scrapes on plates, CUSTOMERS chatter. Steam and 
sizzle waft in from the kitchen. 

A lone, frazzled waitress - JANIE, 24 - hurries from table to 
table. She started the day with a neat ponytail and creases i 
her pale blue uniform. Now her hair droops, and her uniform 
looks slept in. 

At one table, a portly MAN, 40, holds up a glass, shakes it 
so the ice cubes rattle. 

PORTLY 
Refill over here. 

Janie turns at the sound. Across the room, at the counter, a 
sour-faced WOMAN snaps her fingers and points to her plate. 

SOUR-FACE
I said extra gravy. You call this 
extra?

Janie turns back, to Sour-Face. Portly doesn't like that one 
bit; slams his glass on the table. 

Around the diner, more SNOTTY CUSTOMERS join the fray. 

"I've been waiting for five minutes!"

"I dropped my fork. Bring me another one."

"Where's the goddam waitress?"

"We want our check."

"We want dessert."

"We want service. NOW!"

Janie doesn't know which way to go. 

SMACK!
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She startles. Looks down. 

A LEERING CUSTOMER holds up the hand he just used to slap her 
on the ass. 

LEERING
I just wanted your attention, 
honey. 

INT. HELEN'S DINER - LATER

The diner is empty, dark. 

Janie droops over the counter, exhausted. 

The cook, HAL, 40's balding, strolls out of the kitchen, a 
cigar dangling out one side of his mouth. 

HAL
Rough night, huh. 

Janie wearily lifts her head. Tries to muster a smile. 

HAL
How were the tips?

Janie reaches into her pocket. Holds her fisted hand out over 
the counter and opens her fingers. 

A single crumpled bill flutters onto the counter, followed by 
the plunk of few quarters, and some cheap bastard actually 
left her a dime. 

Hal shakes his head. 

HAL
And they'll be back again tomorrow 
night.

 He looks at his cigar. 

HAL
Damn,  I hate regulars. 

Hal heads for the door, gives Janie a pat on the shoulder as 
he passes. 

She smiles at him, wipes a tear from the corner of each eye. 

HAL (O.S.)
I'll lock up. 
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INT. BREAK ROOM - NIGHT

Janie drags herself into the small breakroom, goes straight 
her her locker. She opens the door. 

The locker contains a paperback book, a worn purse, and a 
sweater on a hook. 

She puts on the sweater, slings the purse over her shoulder. 
As she reaches for the book, she spots a picture hanging over 
the locker. 

It's a picture of a smiling woman in a pink waitress uniform, 
red hair teased high and piled atop her head. 

JANE
Oh, Flo. I wish you were here.

She shuts the locker door. Turns away. 

We close on the photograph of Flo. It shakes just slightly. 
Just the tiniest tremble. 

INT. HELEN'S DINER - THE NEXT NIGHT

Same crowd, same noise, same demands on poor Janie. 

She's on her hands and knees cleaning up spilled milk, and 
trying not to cry over it. 

WHINY CUSTOMER
Where is that waitress?

ACROSS THE ROOM...

We see her from behind first. 

The big red hair, pink uniform, white sneakers. 

She glides into the restaurant, surveys the clamoring 
customers and general mayhem. 

FLO
Your waitress is right here. 

EXT. HELEN'S DINER - NIGHT

The neon lights in the sign flicker. Burn out. Come back on - 
but only to read:

EAT HELL
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Silence

For

An

Agonizing

Beat. 

Then, 

SCREAMS AND SHRIEKS OF TERROR

We zoom in toward the diner just in time to see blood 
SPLATTER onto the window and -  

PORTLY MAN staggering past, clutching his throat. 

Leering's face SLAMS against the glass, his body slides to 
the floor. 

The double front doors rattle - Sour Face is trying in vain 
to escape. 

From inside the diner, there's a faint cry of "No, please. 
I'll tip. I'll tip."  and then, "AUGGGGGH!" 

INT. HELEN'S DINER - LATER

Bodies are strewn across the floor and draped over booths.   

One DEAD CUSTOMER lies on his back on a table, a fork 
sticking out of his throat, eyes staring blankly at -

ANOTHER DEAD BODY, hanging from the light fixture, swaying 
back and forth.  

Janie, her face dotted with flecks of blood, stands in the 
center of the diner, gazing in shocked silence at the 
destruction. 

Hal tiptoes in, hands over his head in a gesture of 
supplication. 

HAL
Is it over?

Janie nods. 

HAL
You okay?
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Janie shakes her head. 

JANIE
I thought she'd just say "Kiss My 
Grits."


