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INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT

*NOTE: BRACKETS “[]” INDICATE SPANISH BEING SPOKEN*

House lights are up. End credits roll down the big screen. 

PATRON (O.S.)
Come on! The end credits are part 
of the movie--

RALPH (O.S.)
Out you go. Enjoy your night.

RALPH (21, Latino, movie theater employee) hauls cleaning 
supplies along with him into the theater. 

With the exception of wrong-turned popcorn buckets, the 
theater is empty. Well... DELIA (60, Latina) sits at the edge 
of her seat, intensely staring at the screen. 

Ralph’s upset at the sight of her still seated.

RALPH (CONT'D)
Hey. The theater is about to close, 
so I’m on a strict cleaning 
schedule. It’d be super duper 
helpful if you were... elsewhere.

DELIA
[Can you make the names on the 
screen bigger?]

RALPH
What?

Delia stands and gathers her stuff. She’s... leaving?

Nope. Instead, she walks to the very front row, taking a seat 
in the middle.

Irritated, Ralph meets her at front of the theater. 

He nearly says something, then holds back. He begins cleaning 
around Delia, being extra noisy and distracting.

DELIA
[Excuse me! I’m trying to look at 
the names and you’re bothering me! 
This is not how you treat a paying 
customer. You’re being rude--]

Ralph resumes cleaning, ignoring Delia’s rant.
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DELIA (CONT'D)
[I’m here to be supportive of my 
daughter and I’m trying to watch 
her name up there, but you’re 
making it...]

(then)
[Hello?!]

RALPH
I don’t speak Spanish.

(broken Spanish)
[I don’t speak Spanish.]

DELIA
[But you look Mexican!]

(broken English)
You look Mexican.

RALPH
I am-- You don’t have to speak 
Spanish to be Mexican.

At Delia’s cluelessness:

RALPH (CONT'D)
(broken Spanish)

[I am Mexican, but I don’t speak 
Spanish.]

Delia fakes a smile. Her disdain is transparent. She 
continues to watch the credits roll down the screen.

Ralph walks over, standing right in front of her. Blocking 
her view of the screen. 

RALPH (CONT'D)
I. Need You. To Leave.

Delia frowns, offended. She stands; face to face with Ralph.

DELIA
[I. Am watching. My daughter. On 
the big screen.]

Finally, it clicks in Ralph’s head--

RALPH
Your daughter -- [Your daughter!] 
You’re staying here to watch the 
credits? [To watch the names!]

Delia ecstatically points to the big screen again. 
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DELIA
Sophia Ramirez!

Ralph matches her gaze to see... 

The name SOPHIA RAMIREZ among hundreds of other VFX ARTISTS. 
To Ralph, it’s just a long list of names.

He turns back to Delia whose eyes are now heavily watering. 

Ralph could not be more uncomfortable.

RALPH
Why are you crying?

Delia sits as she gently weeps. 

RALPH (CONT'D)
Are you okay? [Are you okay?]

DELIA
[I’m just so proud of her.]

RALPH
I don’t-- What does that mean?

Delia pats the seat next to her. Unsure, Ralph sits.

DELIA
[She worked all day for five months 
on this film. It’s her first time 
working on a big movie like this-- 
I didn’t think she would make it, 
but she pushed through. She’s 
really stubborn-- like you.]

(broken english)
You’re like my daughter.

Delia looks to Ralph and smiles. 

Now it’s clear to Ralph, these are tears of joy.

As the two sit side by side, Ralph points to the screen.

RALPH
[You have a good daughter.]

DELIA
[Yes, I do have a good daughter.]

The end credits continue to roll. 

THE END
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