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CHARACTERS1


DAVID SMITH	A 22-year-old, quasi-romantic slacker with insomnia and a dark sense of humor.


SUSAN "SUE" SCHALL	A 21-year-old nursing student and storyteller with a fondness for hyperbole and hypotheticals.


DELORIS	A waitress at Robin's Diner.


JOHN DOE	An anxious everyman.


JOE DOUGH	A cook at Robin's Diner.


JONATHAN D. OH	A green behind the ears politician.


JOHNNY DIO	A simple-minded thug.


JANAE QUINN PÜBLÏQUE	Jonathan D. Oh's political adviser.








SETTING






Robin’s Diner. A dirty, unkept diner that sits a fair distance from anything else in the area. There are several cheap tables and cheap/broken chairs surrounding them. The walls are lined with pictures of odd-looking/creepy individuals that all have something similar about them.






TIME






1:45am.




PROPS








  	Jacket (for David)


  	Mug (for coffee) x2


  	Cellphone (for David & John)


  	Pot of Coffee

    

      	Gloves (for Deloris)


    


    

      	Wig (for Deloris)


      	Skullcap (for Deloris)


      	Green skin paint (for Deloris)


    


  


  	Pad (for Deloris)


  	Pen (for Deloris)


  	Waitress Apron (for Deloris)


  	Cook Apron (for Joe)


  	Hairnet (for Joe)

    

      	Dirt (for Joe)


      	Plate


      	Burger


    


  


  	Purse (for Janae)


  	Envelope (for Janae)


  	Large Coat (for Jonathan)


  	Hat (for Jonathan)


  	Sunglasses (for Jonathan)


  	Mask (for Johnny)


  	Prop Gun (for Johnny)


  	Fake blood (for John)


  	Bucket of water


  	Smoke machine









SFX




  	Gunshot


  	Alien Scream



















(DAVID--a young adult with a very bland/uncaring appearance--is sitting at a table in the diner with a jacket over his chair, an empty MUG in front of him, and his PHONE in his hands. There are at least two other tables with chairs in the diner, with DAVID seated at the one in the center. DAVID is flipping through his PHONE lethargically with a tired expression on his face. He is waiting for someone, and, periodically, looks up to see if they've arrived. DELORIS--a middle aged waitress clad in the typical waitress uniform--enters with a POT OF COFFEE and begins filling up DAVID's MUG.)


DAVID


Thank you, Deloris. You know, you have a perfect name for what you do!


DELORIS


Yeah. My parents were regular fortune-tellers. Are you ready to order somethin' or what?


DAVID


Umm. You know, I'm still not sure.


DELORIS


Right. Well, you've been sittin' here for damn near an hour, and I've asked you about three times. So, from now on, if ya want somethin' you just holler, all right?


DAVID


That's fine with me, Deloris.


DELORIS


I bet it is.


(With that, DELORIS turns and exits into the kitchen. DAVID resumes flipping through his PHONE. Shortly after, SUE enters wearing a JACKET and general sleep attire: comfortable pants and a baggy university T-shirt. As DAVID greets her, she takes off her JACKET, throws it over the shoulders of the chair, and sits down.)


DAVID


(jokingly)


You're late.


SUE


I'm late. It's half past the dark hour, genius, everything's late at this point. I don't know why you keep coming here, David. This place is gross.


DAVID


It's part of its charm. Besides, it's the only place in the area open this late.


SUE


It's disgusting, the food is mediocre, and it feels like the kind of place people come to swap alien abduction stories. Why do you keep asking me to come here?


DAVID


I think it's romantic! And you're the only one other than me that's ever up this late. I think the real question is why do you keep showing up?


SUE


I don't know, you must have capture-bonded me or something, Mr. Stockholm.


DAVID


Working on a psychology paper, I take it.


(SUE collapses forward onto the table and groans.)


SUE


It's got to be twelve pages. Single-spaced! What kind of psychopathic professor would ever assign a single-spaced paper?!


DAVID


Maybe he's a criminal mastermind.


SUE


(looking up, somewhat excited)


Maybe you're right. Maybe this paper is just one big experiment to see if he can induce Stockholm syndrome! While we're writing the paper, we begin to theorize as to why a professor would give themselves all of the extra work of having to squint through a plethora of single-spaced papers. He's got at least three classes of twenty students all working on the same assignment! That's, like, 720 pages he has to sift through! He must not have a life or something. Maybe his wife just passed away, and his kids are grown and starting their own lives, and he's just all alone in some big, empty house with nothing but the howl of the wind and typo-laden papers from his students to comfort him. How sad. Oh shit, I think it's working!

