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INCIDENT IN A DINER
LATE AT NIGHT

ON A BLUE HIGHWAY
By Michael Druce

SYNOPSIS: In this dark little drama of what goes around comes around,
circumstance brings together two men in a small-town diner late at night.
Clark Devon, the rich and powerful CEO of ConQuest, is o
bankrupting his company, costing thousands of employees théif

trial for

owner of the diner, is on the rebound after coping wit ﬁ
Over coffee, both men relate how circumstances have a d

each man’s story unfolds, details surface that lin ﬁ

their lives. As
ownen and build
toward a startling conclusion.

TIME: Present.
SETTING: Small-town diner.

CAS H CTERS
ither)

Late forties to mid-fifties. He runs the
diner. He is weary, but not haggard. (64
lines)

Approximately the same age as Stu. He is

tanned and well-groomed. He is
aggressive, impatient, and manipulative,
a man clearly used to having his way. (64

lines)

CASTING NOTE: If Stubecomes Lou and Clark becomes Clare, permission
is granted to make textual changes consistent with renaming the characters.

COSTUMES

STU/LOU — dressed in jeans, a work shirt and a soiled apron.
CLARK/CLARE — dressed in an expensive suit and shoes.
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SETTING

A small-town diner. It is night, raining, a few minutes past closing time. At
right is a counter with a pair of stools in front. Left of center is a table and two
chairs. Behind the counter are a coffee pot, coffee mugs, tape dispenser, and a
rag for wiping spills.

Out of view of the audience are a pay phone and a photo of the owner and his
family.

PROPS
[J placemats on the table 2
[1  umbrella (CLARK)
[0 wallet (CLARK)
[l two fifty-dollar bills (CLARK)
[J  coffee pot (STU)
[J  coffee mug (STU)
[1  tape dispenser (STU,
[l  wiping rag (STU)
LIGHTS
At the end g ay when Stu turns off the lights, the remaining lines are
played entir ¢/dark. Or Stu can turn on the lights again when he returns.
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AT RISE: STU is wiping the countertop, preparing to close the diner
for the night. CLARK enters with an umbrella in hand. He drops the wet
umbrella onto the counter, unconcerned that STU has just wiped down
the counter.

CLARK: That was a waste of time. (Drops wet umbrella on the
counter.) Here's your umbrella.

STU: Small town. | told you it wouldn’t take long.

CLARK: You call this eye-blink a town?

STU: It's just a place on a blue highway halfway bet n here and
there. Ever since the interstate went through, i een sting
away. Most folks sold out, gave up, or just died.

CLARK: When people need gas or repairs, whe

STU: Wait until morning. Mechanic gets here dieight.

CLARK: | don’t have that kind of time. ching fe
owe you for the sandwich.

STU: Five-ninety-five.

CLARK: Six bucks for that?

STU: Something wrong with,i

CLARK: Yeah! It wasn’t
You break a fifty?

STU: No. You ca ite aycheck. Make it out to Stu’s Place.

CLARK: Keep it.

bucks. (Pulls a fifty from his wallet.)

s on house.
CLARK: y car fixed, not charity. Look, there’s got to be

be in until eight.

CLARK: Does he have a phone?

STU: He lives about sixty miles from here. He’s not coming back. Not
on a night like this.

CLARK: You know what I've got parked outside? A hundred and
twenty-thousand-dollar car.

STU: Sounds nice. What did you say is wrong with it?

CLARK: A tire blew out.

STU: That’s it? Just a flat?

THIS SCRIPT IS PROVIDED AS A COURTESY FOR INTERNET READING.
NO PERFORMANCE RIGHTS CONVEYED.



MICHAEL DRUCE 5

CLARK: No, it was a blowout. It tore up the rim.

STU: You don’t have a spare?

CLARK: It's a hundred and twenty-thousand-dollar car. Of course, it's
got a spare.

STU: Then what’s the problem?

CLARK: It's pouring rain. Do | look like I’'m dressed for changing tires?
That car parked in the garage next door, is it yours? Can we pull it
out?

STU: It belongs to the mechanic. It's a restoration. No efigine, no
wheels.

CLARK: Figures. (He pulls out another fifty.) There’ of these in it

for you.

STU: I'll pass.

CLARK: | don’t want to be standing up to m in mud. This is a
fifteen-hundred-dollar suit; these are o) ade ltalian shoes. |

paid more for these shoes than {most people spend on their
mortgage payment.
STU: There’s some chest-wa in the back | use for fishing.
CLARK: They smell of fish?2
STU: Fish smell.
CLARK: (Pointing offsta t pay phone work?

iIs. Pay phones, cell phones, nothing’s

at am | going to do?

know. You can’t stay here. Last call.

CLARK: "Alright, hang on. | need to think. Give me a cup of coffee.
Black.

STU pours coffee into a mug.

CLARK: (Looking off stage.) Who'’s in the picture?
STU: | need to close.

CLARK: That your family?

STU: Once.
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CLARK: What does that mean?

STU: It means my wife left me and my daughter is dead. About seven
years ago my daughter came down with leukemia. She was stable
while | was working, then | lost my job. Long story short, the
insurance ran out and we lost her.

CLARK: What about your wife?

STU: We didn’t have anything to keep us together.

CLARK: How did you end up here?

STU: You know what the job market is like for guys my age? T his diner
is my daughter’s legacy. This is what life insurance gets\you after
you’ve paid the bills and divided the property.

CLARK: (He’s heard enough.) Sounds like the rai ting up a bit.
(Another angle.) Would it make a differenc ou who | am?

STU: | know who you are. You're all over the recognized you
the moment you walked through the lark Devon. My
guess is you’re on your way to youf vacatipn home to spend the
weekend before your trial resumpes.

CLARK: Name your price. I'll it.

STU: Clark—you don’t mind,if | callou Clark—do you?

CLARK shrugs.
STU: It's cold, it's , wet, muddy. Even a guy like you doesn’t carry
around thatwkind of Cash.

what you think of me? I'm just a little guy?

CLA at | mean is a lot of people would like to bring me down.

STU: Maybe people expect more from a guy like you.

CLARK: Stu, you shouldn’t believe everything you hear on T.V. If the
truth means anything to you.

STU: The truth? You're going to give me the truth?

CLARK: Do you want to hear it?

STU: One refill. That's all. (Pours another cup of coffee.)

THIS SCRIPT IS PROVIDED AS A COURTESY FOR INTERNET READING.
NO PERFORMANCE RIGHTS CONVEYED.



MICHAEL DRUCE 7

CLARK: Before | took over ConQuest it was nothing. It was weeks
away from going under. You don’t build a nothing company into one
of the most profitable companies in the world by luck. That doesn’t
happen without talent, hard work, and dedication. | don’t have to
apologize for anything. A lot of people made a lot of money because
of me.

STU: | respect that. The thing is, when the company went under, a lot
of little people lost their jobs, lost their life savings, their pensions.

CLARK: You don't think I'm suffering? | hate it for those folks. | wish

it hadn’t happened. It was out of my hands. | had ands of
employees. You couldn’t expect me to know ev ing t was
going on.

poisoning, even if I'm not here, and | did he food, it's still
my café. I’'m responsible.

CLARK: That’s a bad analogy and you knowjiit. Food poisoning can
be fatal. Nobody died on my waich.

STU: You don’t think being fif ars old and having lost everything
isn’t death?

CLARK: We all lost, Stu.
STU: We? You're sti an expensive car and wearing fifteen-

hundred-dollar sui d custom shoes. You still have vacation

STU: But it happened on your watch. If one of r ers gets food

CLARK: "(Suddenly uncomfortable.) You got any antacids back there?

STU: Something the matter?

CLARK: Yeah, my stomach hurts. | need an antacid.

STU: So, what does it feel like?

CLARK: | don’t know, crampy, | guess.

STU: I'm talking about trying to make ends meet on fifty million. Do
you replace the diamond tableware with gold? Is it really harder to
live on fifty million than a hundred?
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CLARK: What am | supposed to do, apologize? Do you know anybody
who apologizes for what they make?

STU: Nobody apologizes. If something goes wrong, they blame
someone else.

CLARK: It didn’t turn out the way | wanted. But | worked hard. Not like
those whiners they’ll trot into court, who did nothing but sat in their
offices all day surfing the internet and sending emails to their
friends. They didn’t do anything except what they were told. They
didn’t think of anything, they didn’t create anything. All theéy did was
draw their paychecks, use the company gym, and s perclips
and rubber bands. They didn’t even know they we

bother me one bit. | don’t lose sleep, B\E\E
the same chance as me, but nonefof thef had the talent or the
willpower to be anything more than c

STU: You forgot tape.

CLARK: What are you talking abo

counter.) Besides t
commodity.

attle. Not that you would know that. The ivory
ubicles were light years from each other. This is
up—flipping burgers. Funny thing is, | consider

CLARK: "Listen, Stu, I'm sorry for your loss.

STU: Save it for the court. There aren’t any cameras here. No jury. It's
just you and me. | don't need your sympathy.

CLARK: There was nothing | could have done. | had my hands full.
Running a corporation isn’t nine to five. | couldn’t know everything
that was going on.
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STU: You’re right, you couldn’t have known. But here’s what you could
have done. You could have been a man of honor and integrity and
stayed with your original vision. But you didn’t. You and your cronies
got greedy, started working deals, and playing shell games with the
profits. You looted the company. You looted my life and everyone
else’s.

CLARK: You've got to believe me, Stu, | do feel for you. But I've heard
all this before. What | need from you right now is your help.

STU: | need to close. | told you, there’s nothing | can do.

CLARK: But you can, Stu. As you say, it’s just yo nd me, no
cameras, no witnesses. You just lack the proper mg
a great motivator. (He pats his pocket.) Conced
too careful these days.

STU: Are you going to rob me again, Clark?

CLARK: It’s time to be clear headed. | think about me.
You believe rich guys like me can get away) with anything, so let’s
just play it that way. We can even ge ith murder. You know
we can. That's what power privilege and money can get you.
You need to decide if whatyou hayxe left is worth changing a flat tire
in the rain.

STU: The funny thin
own tire.

shoot me, you'll still have to fix your

e funny thing is? If | put out your lights,
you. So, what'’s it going to be?

5 how it is for cattle.

, Stu, in a perfect universe—(He is seized by a
nd intense pain. He grabs his stomach and falls to the
thing in pain.) Oh, God, my stomach, my stomach. It's

STU: What's the matter, Clark?

CLARK: My stomach is killing me. | think | need a doctor. Call a doctor.
STU: | can’t call a doctor, the phone’s not working.

CLARK: My stomach is killing me. What did you feed me?

STU: You think it was something you ate?

CLARK: What did you give me? Did you poison me?
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STU: Uh, oh. Did | make that sandwich with the wrong tuna? Was it
the can with the hole in it? You know what happens to tuna when
the can is punctured? Things start to grow in it. Parasites! You know
about parasites, don’t you, Clark?

CLARK: Help me, please.

STU: | don'’t think | can help you. | don’t know what | can do. I'm not a
doctor. The phones are out. We're in the middle of nowhere. You're
all alone and you don’t have any options.

CLARK: What do you want?

STU: What do | want? What do | want? What does n want,
Clark? Maybe what you want right now. Hope. S ity. ce of
mind.

CLARK: Name it. Anything. | swear. I'll give
paper. I'll have my lawyers draw it up. Wh
my wallet, my shoes.

ing. I'll sign a
pu want: my car,

STU: Your shoes? You think | want your stinking shoes. What kind of
a man are you? You stole my life fro , and you think you can
make it up to me with a pair, hoes.

CLARK: What's wrong with_you? Are,you crazy? | told you I'll give you
anything.

STU: Can you give dack, Clark? Can you give me that?

CLARK: "People know I’'m here. They’ll come looking for me. | made
some calls before the phones went out.

STU: Good, | can use the business.

CLARK: Please, Stu, I'm begging you. Don’t leave me.

STU: (Picks up the umbrella and pockets the two fifties still lying on
the counter.) Earlier you were about to say something about a
perfect universe. | don't know where you were going with that, but
sometimes things work out like they should. Lights out, Clark.
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Blackout.
CLARK: Stu, don't leave me. Stu? Stu? | know you're still here. | didn't
hear the door slam. You're not that guy. | know you're not. You're

not—me.

We hear the door slam. CLARK moans and whimpers. A moment later
we hear the door re-open. Still dark. (Optional: lights can be turned on).

STU: By the way. The tuna was fine. (Beat.) I'll call wh t home.

We hear the door slam shut.

THE EN
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