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Cast of Characters

QUINN:                      21

EDIE:                      63

PETE:                                                         58

SCHELP:          28

QUE:          27

Place
Pete's Diner

Time
Day
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Setting: Pete's Diner

At Rise: Quinn sweeps the floor and Edie stands behind the counter reading a newspaper and sipping 
coffee.
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QUINN: Man oh man, when is the sun ever gonna shine?!

EDIE:  Told you to stop puttin' your mind on that so much and focus on your work around here 
instead.

QUINN:  We ain't had any sunshine in three whole weeks, Edie!

EDIE:  That don't mean you don't have a job to do.

QUINN:  I'm just sayin' is all I'm sayin'.

EDIE:  You sayin' the obvious.  Always sayin' the obvious.  Just once I'd like to hear you say 
something intelligent.  Just one time.  Can't do it, can ya?

QUINN:  I ain't dumb, if that's what you sayin'.

EDIE:  You said it, I ain't said a damn thing.  I'm just sayin' that we've been cooped up in here and all 
you talkin' about is that the sun don't shine.  No kidding the son don't shine!  How can it shine during a 
sandstorm?  It don't matter talkin' about it, it sure as hell ain't gonna get us outta this storm any faster.

QUINN:  Sometimes when a person vents it releases the frustration inside us, so you don't do 
something crazy.  If venting is all I got, let me vent.

EDIE:  It's one thing to vent and another thing to complain.  Your complaining borderlines whining and 
I don't like whiners.  It's why I ain't ever had no kids.  Can't stomach the crying.

QUINN:  It's been three weeks!

EDIE:  I know!

QUINN:  I'm stir crazy!  Can't travel nowhere.  Stuck in this damn diner with you and Pete and I'm 
hating every minute of it.

EDIE:  Clean up around here.

QUINN:  There ain't nothin' to clean.

EDIE:  Scrub them toilets.

QUINN:  Them toilets must be the cleanest toilets this side of the Mississippi.

EDIE:  What about them greasy ass stoves we got in the kitchen?
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QUINN:  Go see for yourself.  Clean as a whistle.  I got every piece a crumb I could find.  In between 
them cracks, all between the steel and metal.  All that slime.  Which was nasty.  Went through two 
boxes of latex gloves.  My fingers are swollen and sore.  Worked all that gunk out till my fingers gone 
soft.  I even did the rubber mats multiple times.  Out of boredom.  Gave them a few run throughs.  They 
look just as new as the first day they were brought in here.  Brand new.  Whens the last time you saw 
them rubber mats lookin' like they belong on a fashion runway stage?  Ha!  Whatever you call those 
fashion show things, the CATWALK, that's it!  And Big Moe has disappeared.  Ain't seen him in days, 
no trackings, whatsoever.  Not a single fingerprint of that fella anywhere in the place.  I almost miss 
'em.  Kind ah...sort ah.

EDIE:  Probably died a natural causes.

QUINN:  Big Moe expired cause we ain't had anything out for him to feed on.

EDIE:  I ain't happy till I see a corpse.

QUINN:  What about that terrific odor we had in the kitchen last week?

EDIE:  So?

QUINN:  So?  So?  That's the scent of rat death.

EDIE:  How you know for sure?

QUINN:  Cause I've seen and smelt rat death before and I know that that had to be Big Moe saying 
goodbye.

Enter PETE.

PETE:  Will you two ever stop all that hollering?  

EDIE:  Did you sleep?

PETE:  Can't you two talk low?  I don't know whose voice is more annoying.

EDIE:  You awake?

PETE:  No, I'm a mirage.

EDIE:  Coffee?

PETE:  I'll take it black.  My head is pounding.  Bad enough I'm stuck in here with the two of you.  I 
look to my dreams for escape and you're both there as well!  Were you talkin' about Big Moe?
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QUINN:  Yeah.

PETE:  I saw him.

QUINN:  You did?  Where?

PETE:  Saw him combing the isles for food.  He must be starving.

QUINN:  You sure you wasn't dreamin' him up?

PETE:  ...Shit...wait a minute...now, I ain't so sure...I was in one of those weird sleep states, where 
you're kinda dreamin' but kinda awake, so, now I don't know for sure.

EDIE:  Quinn thinks Big Moes' dead as a diet.

PETE:  Oh yeah?

QUINN:  He's a goner.

PETE:  How you know?  Caught in a trap?

QUINN:  He's too smart for them traps.

PETE:  Why you make me buy 'em then?

QUINN:  Cause the health board regulators say we have to show proof of exterminator.

PETE:  Oh, that's right.

QUINN:  See Edie?  I said something smart.

EDIE:  Let's not get too excited.

QUINN:  Told you I ain't dumb.

EDIE:  I won't hold my breath.

Pete looks through the large diner windows.

PETE:  Jesus, look at that.  Scary sight.  Hear that violent howling?  Can't see nothin' out there.

EDIE:  It's a sight for sore eyes.
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A car explodes through a diner window and booth. QUE and SCHELP get out arguing.

QUE:  I told you right, why you go left idiot?

SCHELP:  I told you that your lefts are your rights and your rights are your lefts!  You don't know the 
difference!

QUE:  This time I was sure cause my right arm has the beauty mark and when I looked down, that's 
when I knew it was RIGHT!

SCHELP:  You told me not to ever listen to your directions, so I didn't and now we crashed.

QUE:  But we're in a SAANNDSSTORRM!!!

(pause.)  

Que and Schelp notice everyone in the diner.

Hi ya'll!  I'm Que, this here's Schelp.  We're just passing through.

PETE:  I don't know if my insurance is gonna cover this.

QUE:  My head is bleedin'.

EDIE:  Come here darling, we'll fix you up.

SCHELP:  Couldn't see diddly-squat out there.

PETE:  Why in hell were you two idiots driving?!

SCHELP:  S'cuse me?

PETE:  Who drives during a severe sandstorm?!

SCHELP:  (threatening)  Did you just use the were idiot in relation to me and my sweetheart?

PETE:  (nervously) ...Well, it's an idiotic thing to do, ain't it?

SCHELP:  (smiling)  Mister, you alright...I like how you backed up just then...that's smart thinkin'. 
That's the kinda smart thinking that makes you a bread winner, owner of this fantastic establishment.  
Why don't you keep to what you're good at?  Running your diner and I'll keep to what I'm good at, 
deciding if you live or die.  (beat)  Burgers?

PETE:  Burgers?
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QUE:  Hold the tomato, gives me the runs.

PETE:  Two burgers coming up!  How you like 'em?

SCHELP:  As well as can be.

Pete exits.

SCHELP:  What's your name?

QUINN:  Quinn.

SCHELP:  Quinn.  I like that name.  That's a good name.

QUINN:  I'm named after Anthony Quinn, the actor.

SCHELP:  You don't say?

QUINN:  Yeah, my Daddy's favorite actor.

SCHELP:  Hey, you hear that sweetie pie?  Quinn here's a movie star.

QUE:  I always wanted to be famous.

QUINN:  I ain't famous, I just work here.

SCHELP:  Oh, you famous alright.  What's burger boy's name?

QUINN:  Pete.

SCHELP:  Hey Pete, gonna take those burgers to go!  Chop-Chop!

EDIE:  Where ya'll comin' from?

QUE:  Oh, we from America.

EDIE:  But where specifically?

QUE:  Everywhere, really.  Ain't we, babe?

SCHELP:  We sure like to travel.

EDIE:  Whereabouts you from originally?
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SCHELP:  Honey, care to enlighten?

QUE:  I'm a quadripoint baby.  I was born in four states at once, Utah, Colorado, Arizona and New 
Mexico.  I should be in the Guinness Book of World Records.  I was born dead smack center of the 
Four Corners Monument.  Coordinates 36° 59′ 56.32″ N, 109° 2′ 42.62″ W to be exact.  

SCHELP:  Those are the facts.  

EDIE:  I ain't never heard a nothin' like that before.

SCHELP:  And you never will again.  That's why my baby pie's special.

QUE:  Awww, Schelp.

EDIE:  What were ya'll doin' drivin' in such weather conditions as this?

SCHELP:  We robbed a bank.

EDIE:  A bank?

SCHELP:  We are full time criminals.

QUINN:  For real?

SCHELP:  Yep.  Best time to do any sort of robbin' is when the weather conditions are just right.  This 
sandstorm we been having is a masterpiece.  We been riding out the storm like a boy on a boogie board.

QUE:  You talk too much Schelp.

SCHELP:  How's that?  These fine people won't say nothin' about our endeavors.  Even if they did 
what goods it gonna do any of 'em anyhow.  The weather protects us.  (beat)  How's my baby girl 
holding up?

QUE:  Good as new.

Schelp looks over Que's face wound.

QUINN:  Hey, can you, uh, can you two be a gang of three?

SCHELP:  Gang?

QUINN:  Can you take me with?
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SCHELP:  Oh.  Oh now, first thing, we ain't no gang.  We more a dynamic duo, think Batman and 
Robin or Bonnie and Clyde.  We more like official tag team wrestlers.

QUINN:  I can be useful.

SCHELP:  Useful?  We got no use for useful.

QUINN:  I can be the look out.

(pause.)

SCHELP:  You think this all a game, movie star?  ...This ain't no game.

QUINN:  I need a change in my life.  Been bussing tables for seven years.  I'm treated like a peasant.  I 
get no appreciation and everyone thinks I'm dumb but I ain't dumb, cause I know things.  I'm smart! 
Smart enough to know that you and your lady didn't come here by chance or maybe it is chance, MY 
chance and I aim to take my chance.  I wanna leave with you two and start a new life.  I don't want to 
wipe down tables no more.  I don't wanna look at Edie's bitter face no more.  I need a break!  I need 
somebody to give me a chance.  Please!  Just take my sorry ass with you!

SCHELP:  That was some heartfelt movie star shit right there fella, but the answer is no.

QUE:  Awww, Schelp, honey bear, let him tag along.  Teach 'em a thing or two---

SCHELP:  I ain't no teacher type, Princess. You gotta be born to do this shit.

QUE:  Oh, stop it now.  I taught you everything you know.

SCHELP:  But I'm a natural, just needed your guidance.

QUE:  He might be a natural, too.

SCHELP:  ...He's gonna get in the way of our storm spree.

Enter Pete.

PETE:  (excitedly)  Burgers are good to go.  I threw some fries in the deal for ya.

SCHELP:  Deal?  What deal you talkin'?

PETE:  (nervously)  ...I added fries...french fries?  ...Don't ya'll like french fries?  (beat)  I can take 'em 
out if you don't want 'em...



9.

SCHELP:  No, we like fries.

QUE:  You a sweet man, Mr. Pete.

Que pulls her gun out and aims is at Pete.

Quinn, come right this way and take hold of my gun.  Aim it at Mr. Pete and shoot him dead.

EDIE:  Oh no!  Oh no please, please, don't do this, don't do this, no, nooo---

(Schelp draws his gun and aims it at Edie...she quiets instantly and sits.)

SCHELP:  Go on, movie star, take Que's gun and do what she tells ya.

Quinn takes hold of Que's gun and aims it firmly at Pete.

QUINN:  Sorry, Pete.  You shoulda been nicer to me all these years.

PETE:  Quinn, you don't need to do this, son.

QUINN:  But I do.  I need a new life.  This life I been living was never right for me.  Ain't never felt 
one bit right.  Always dreamed of being something more...

QUE:  Shoot 'em dead!

Quinn fires the gun and misses Pete.

SCHELP:  Close enough.  You can come with us.

QUINN:  I can?

QUE:  He missed the shot, Schelp.

Que takes back her gun from Quinn.

SCHELP:  Alright, so, he needs practice, don't mean nothin'.

QUE:  It means he missed his shot.

SCHELP:  ...Oh...I see what you sayin'.  It's like he missed his chance, right?

QUE:  Right.
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QUINN:  What do you mean?  I'll try again.

EDIE:  No, oh no, please, please, awww---

QUE:  You get one shot at life.  There are no repeats.  You missed your shot.  You had your chance. 
That's it.

QUINN:  This shit ain't right!

SCHELP:  Look, I'll give you some assurances, Quinn.

QUINN:  Assurances, what's assurances?

SCHELP:  Like, ah, like an agreement, so you can go on without us...Pete?

PETE:  Yes.

SCHELP:  This must be your lucky day.

PETE:  Sure don't feel like it.

SCHELP:  Oh, believe me, the grass is always greener on the other side.  I'm gonna give you some 
provisions you must follow and if you choose to ignore them, you have chosen to die.  This is the law 
of Schelp and Que.  You must hereby grant movie star Quinn a one hundred percent raise.

PETE:  A raise?

SCHELP:  One hundred percent. 

QUE:  You must hereby grant movie star Quinn a one month paid vacation each and every year.

SCHELP:  You must hereby grant movie star Quinn with as many breaks during his work shift as he 
wants.  

QUE:  You must hereby grant movie star Quin with ummm, ummm, TWO days a work per week! 

SCHELP:  Oh, baby cakes, I got a good one!  You must hereby grant movie star Quinn the title of 
Chef.

Que jumps up and down with excitement.

PETE:  He can't even toast bread!
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Schelp pulls out his gun.

SCHELP:  From now on he's Chef Quinn.

PETE:  Okay, okay.

SCHELP:  Say it....from now on...

PETE:  From now on, he's gonna be Chef Quinn.

QUE:  Chef Quinn, how you get to work?

QUINN:  Ride my bike.

QUE:  You must hereby grant Chef Que with proper transportation...a new car!

PETE:  What?!

SCHELP:  Pete, are you getting heated?  I could always make Chef Quinn the owner instead?

PETE:  No, it's fine, can it be a used car at least?

SCHELP:  Sugar plum?

QUE:  Okay, but no dents and it's gotta have low mileage.

SCHELP:  Is there anything else you want Chef?

QUINN:  Treat me, kindly.  Most of all, I just want to be treated kindly.  

SCHELP:  You all must hereby grant Chef Quinn with the utmost kindness at all times.

PETE:  I most certainly will.

EDIE:  I will, I will.

SCHELP:  Well, there you have it.  Pete, do you agree to uphold the Law of Schelp and Que and all 
the provisions as therefore mentioned?

PETE:  I do.

SCHELP:  Lady?

EDIE:  I do.
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SCHELP:  (to Pete)  Are you aware that breach of this agreement by you or your staff will result in 
punishment by death?

PETE:  I do.

SCHELP:  That's why you're a smart business owner.

Que runs over to Pete and hugs him.  She kisses him on the lips long and hard.  She then runs over to  
Schelp's side.

We need to burn.  Wanna eat these fine burgers while they're still warm, ain't that right cutie muffin?

QUE:  Sure is!

QUINN:  Wait!  Can I thank you both for this?

QUE:  You just did, silly pie.

QUINN:  Thank you so much.

Quinn hugs Schelp and Que.

SCHELP:  That's what you get cause you've always been a moviestar and now you're a famous Chef. 
Chef Quinn!!   

QUINN:  I'll do my best.

SCHELP:  (pointing)  Oh, looky here, there's dead rat on the floor.  Chef, better make sure (points to  
Pete) someone cleans that up pronto.

QUINN:  Pete, would you mind picking up Big Moe and tidying up the place?  I have to get back in 
the kitchen.

SCHELP:  (to Quinn)  You are a natural after all, ain't ya?

Schelp and Que get back into their car and drive off in a blast of sand.

END OF PLAY


