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FADE IN:

INT. DIXIE’S PIZZA JOINT, GEORGIA - DAY

Retro cinder-block restaurant, plastic table clothes. Through 
large plate glass window we see a two lane highway and faded 
parking lot. One car is parked outside with a lady (FOSTER 
PARENT) sitting in the front seat, reading a book.  

At the table by the window sits:

ALICIA, an innocent looking teen with hopeful eyes wearing 
Levis and a loose long sleeve sweater. She sits with a 
straight back, hands folded in her lap, but one leg bounces 
nervously. 

DIXIE, a gaunt-skinny woman in her 40’s studies Alicia while 
tapping a pencil.  She’s got a back-woods Southern accent and 
smoker’s creases along her upper lip. She wears heavy black 
eyeliner, a white blouse, black skirt and apron. 

A tablet of lined notebook paper is on the table beside her. 

DIXIE
I want to make one thing perfectly 
clear. This here ain't no co-oper-
rate run business like Burger King. 
I’m the boss, period.  You won't be 
getting no doctor benefits neither. 
And I'm old school, young lady. 
Most of your generation don't have 
a clue what that means so I'll tell 
you right off. It means school 
comes first. That means you gotta 
stay in school to work here. You 
got that? 

Alicia nods, a bit confused.  Dixie leans forward and taps 
the table with the pencil’s point to make her point.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
And I wanta see your report card.  
And believe-me-you, I know when 
they come out. You start failing, 
you’re gonna lose your job. You got 
that?

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am, I do.



DIXIE
Second. How old is you? You gotta 
be at least sixteen.

ALICIA
I’m seventeen, ma’am. Here, I have 
a driver’s permit.

Alicia goes to open her purse, but Dixie waves her to stop. 

DIXIE
Good.  If'n more kids your age were 
out lookin' for work, this here 
country would be in a whole lot 
better shape. Nothin' like learning 
when you're young what hard work's 
all about. That a-way college don’t 
look so bad ‘cause you see for 
yourself its worth learning to do 
somethin’ better than waitressing. 

Dixie leans back in her chair. 

DIXIE (CONT’D)
I made the biggest mistake of my 
life quit'n school. You see, young 
lady, I just shined it all on 
‘cause I wasn’t much for book 
learning. Last thing I wanted was 
to continue on in some damn junior 
college two counties over. Still, 
my parents signed me up and paid 
for it cause they wanted my ass 
outta the house.   

(sarcastic smile)
Problem was, I was so damn glad to 
get outta the house that all I did 
was party. And believe-me-you, I 
drank a lot back then. 

Looks out the window at a passing truck.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
So I flunked every dam class and 
got kicked out. Couldn't go back 
home, no way, so I shacked up with 
another fool who'd been kicked out 
same time I was. Worst damn mistake 
of my life. 

Draws in a deep breath then lets it go, cocking her head.
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DIXIE (CONT’D)
That guy, he turned into one mean 
asshole, worsen’ a raghead 
terrorist.  It got so bad I stole 
stuff from K-Mart - on purpose - 
just so I'd get arrested and put in 
jail 'cause that was the safest 
place in the world I could think to 
be.

Dixie chews on the pencil for a beat, then mumbles low. 

DIXIE (CONT’D)
And I was right 'cause soon as I 
got outta jail he came around and 
nearly kilt me. 

ALICIA
He tried to kill you?!

Dixie slaps the table top with her palms and raises her chin.

DIXIE
Needless to say the  man didn't 
succeed and ended up going to 
prison. Far as I know, he’s still 
there. So young lady, I say what I 
mean and I mean what I say. I don't 
let no gal who quits school, or 
even thinks ‘bout quit'n stay on 
here. That’s the least I can do for 
you gals too young to figure things 
out yet.

She eyes Alicia suspiciously. 

DIXIE (CONT’D)
So why aren't you in school? It 
ain’t three-o'clock yet.

ALICIA
I'm in school, ma'am. I'm attending 
Open Campus so I can make up a 
couple classes I didn’t complete 
last year. Mainly math and physics. 
I just have to go for five hours a 
week - anytime between 10:00 AM and 
8:00 PM. So I can graduate. And I 
don't do drugs or drink. 

DIXIE
So why didn’t you complete your 
classes last year? 
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ALICIA
(nervous, embarrassed)

I had some family problems. Had to 
take time off from school. I do 
plan on finishing though and going 
to college, I surely do.

DIXIE
Good girl. Now, 'nother thing is 
you aren't gonna make a whole lot 
of money here. About all you're 
gonna make is enough to buy makeup 
and pay your cell phone bill. Fact 
is, all you're guaranteed is two 
dollars and fifty-cents an hour.  
The rest is tips. So it's up to you 
if you want to go home with ten-ta-
twenty dollars or eighty bucks. 

Alicia frowns. 

ALICIA
Really? Only $2.50 an hour?

DIXIE
See? How come nobody knows that’s 
all any waitress gets salaried. 
If’n more people understood that, 
then they’d tip better, but you 
can’t be whining ‘bout it to every 
customer neither.  And that brings 
us to the next thing on my list of 
'I-told-yahs', which, by the way, I 
don't like repeatin’. 

Dixie gestures around the room. 

DIXIE (CONT’D)
This may not look like a fancy 
joint, but let me tell you, you'd 
better treat every single damn fool 
who comes through that door like 
they're a king or queen, no matter 
if they're as ol’ as the bible, fat 
as a Volkswagon, black as tar, or 
wear a head scarf when it ain’t 
rainin’.  You gotta go out of your 
way to open the door for 'em and 
help 'em get situated at their 
table. ‘Nother words, no prissy-
prejudices. You got that?

Alicia nods. 
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Dixie studies Alicia for a beat with a deciding eye.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
And since you’re a pretty young 
thing with those big eyes and that 
long hair and not some ol' burn-out 
scarecrow like me, I'm going to be 
straight up with you. We got some 
old codgers what come in here.  You 
know the kinda man I'm talking 
about. When you're taken' an order 
at their table, you make eye 
contact with their ladies only, not 
them. 

Alicia frowns, not quite understanding. 

DIXIE (CONT’D)
Reason for, I don't want any wife 
thinking any of my girls are 
flirting with their husbands even 
if it's actually vice versa. In 
other words, when Friday night 
comes around and Mr. Husband says 
'I feel like pizza tonight' and she 
says 'well I don't' 'cause she 
thinks there's some foolin' going 
on, then I lost me two customers. 
And that hurts both our 
pocketbooks. You get where I'm 
comin' from?

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am, I do.

DIXIE
I reckon the next thing that needs 
being said is proper attire. I want 
you comfortable but I'm not partial 
to jeans. This here ain’t no barn. 
I'll let it go ‘til you can get 
yourself some black slacks or yoga 
pants. 

Dixie wags a finger.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
But those yoga pants better not 
look like leotards on your ass. And 
if I ever see a thong strap 
showing, I’ll be grabbing you by it 
and swinging you straight out the 
door.   
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Dixie indicates front door. Then glances at her list on the 
paper.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
Next subject, which don’t look like 
I need talkin’ about, is tattoos. I 
reckon you don’t got any,  but if’n 
you did, my rule is you gotta wear 
a longsleeve tank under your blouse 
to cover them up.  

ALICIA
Actually I do. One. But it’s not on 
my arms.  

Dixie’s surprised.

DIXIE
Dang. I thought for sure you was 
different. I still can't figure out 
why your generation wants to dirty-
up up their bodies with ugly 
pictures that’ll never come off. 
Should use Sharpie pens instead. 
Least that’ll eventually wear off. 
So where’s your tattoo at and what 
it’s of? 

ALICIA
It’s right here.

Alicia points to the vicinity of her heart.

ALICIA (CONT’D)
It's a tattoo of a little baby boy 
with angle wings - and he sleeps 
right here, over my heart. It’s in 
memory of my baby brother.

DIXIE
(softly)

Your baby brother? Jesus, he died?

ALICIA
He did. He drowned in a swimming 
pool.

DIXIE
Good Lord. Think you'd wanta be 
forgetting, not be reminded every 
time you look in a mirror. 
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ALICIA
No. I like seeing him there knowin' 
he's in heaven with God taking good 
care of him. 

Dixie has to look away. She watches a truck rumble by. 

DIXIE
Want something to eat? Drink?  
Whose fault was it?

ALICIA
No thank you, I'm not hungry. My 
mom blamed me. But I wasn't even 
there. 

Alicia looks out the window, anger in her voice. 

ALICIA (CONT’D)
She told everybody I was on my cell 
phone not paying attention, when 
really that’s what she was doing. I 
was playing in a soccer game when 
it all happened.

DIXIE
(pissed)

That her outside in the car? 

ALICIA
No, ma'am. That's my foster parent. 

DIXIE
Foster parent? 

ALICIA
Yes. Ever since, ever since... well 
my mom, my mom, well she started 
drinking pretty heavy after my pa 
was killed in Afganistan. 

DIXIE
(shaking her head)

Good Lord alive. You poor thing. No 
wonder your schooling suffered.  
Damn, this world's got a way of 
throwing us 'chosen few' some 
pretty rotten cards, don't it? 

They are both silent for a beat. Alicia notices a change in 
Dixie. The older lady’s eyes seem a bit glassy, pre-tearing? 
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ALICIA
You lose somebody?

Dixie blinks, swallows hard. Nods.  

DIXIE
Yeah. I had a little baby girl 
once. She sorta drowned too - 
inside me though. Like I said, my 
man was real mean and he was there 
waitin’ for me when I got outta 
jail for stealing. Busted my spleen 
and broke a couple ribs making sure 
he wouldn’t have no kid. Goddamn 
son-of-a-bitch! I keep hopen’ the 
devil’l be meaner to him than all 
his sinners piled up in a big heap.

ALICIA
Maybe you should get a tattoo... It 
feels good havin’ them near all the 
time. Really, it does.

DIXIE
(side smile)

I do. Have her - my little baby 
angel - all cuddled up sleeping - 
right here. 

Dixie tenderly drums her fingers on her stomach.

The two females silently stare at each other for a beat. Then 
reach across the table and touch hands. 

Afterwards Dixie changes the subject with a totally different 
tone of voice.

DIXIE (CONT’D)
Well, another thing I got to be 
real up-front about is I don't care 
much for you kid’s work ethic. 
Meaning you better not come in late 
with a pile of excuses, or try to 
avoid work, even if we’re low on 
customers. I expect you to be 
filling salt and pepper shakers, or 
rolling up silverware in napkins 
when the tables ain’t full.

Dixie points down a hallway. 
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DIXIE (CONT’D)
And there's brooms an’ dustpan's 
around the corner there and they 
ain't for holding up the wall.  
They're for cleaning up after messy 
eaters.

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am.

DIXIE
Now, if the weather report says 
we're in for it, you can bring 
along some school books. I don’t 
mind you studyin’ then. And this 
next rule... well, I lose more gals 
right off the bat with this one. 
You ready?

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am.

DIXIE
When you walk through that door 
comin' in to work, your cell phone 
goes in a basket underneath the 
cash register. And I better not 
catch you touching it. So you need 
to tell whoever might need to get 
hold of you in an emergency to call 
the restaurant number and ask for 
me. Understood?

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am.

Dixie plants the palms of her hands on the table top.

DIXIE
So what do you think honey, you 
still want the job or not?

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am, I do! 

DIXIE
Good girl. Okay, then.  

She leans back and smiles at Alicia. 
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DIXIE (CONT’D)
I'll be seeing you Monday at four 
o'clock, PM. Now that's four 
o'clock. Not four-o-five. 

ALICIA
Yes, ma'am, I'll be here at four 
o'clock.

They stand. Dixie pats the girl’s shoulder as they head for 
the front door. 

DIXIE
I think you'll do just fine. It's a 
great feeling.  Having your own 
money, not having to depend on 
others for every goddamn little 
thing. I can promise you that. And 
know what else?

ALICIA
What?

Dixie points a finger as she looks deep in Alicia’s eyes.

DIXIE
I can tell you got the grit to make 
it through your misery. Just like 
me. You'll be okay - one day. 

ALICIA
Thank you, ma'am.

DIXIE
Bye, sweetie. And... ah, what we 
just talked ‘bout stays ‘tween us, 
okay? 

ALICIA
Yes, ma’am. I’d appreciate that 
very much... I don’t like to talk 
much about it. Thank you, ma’am. 

DIXIE
Neither do I.

Dixie watches as the young girl walks over to the car and 
jumps excited-like telling the lady she got the job. The 
foster parent smiles and nods.  

FADE TO BLACK

                                                               
10



                                                               
11


