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 PART TWO 

 

4. 

Bob didn’t so much run, rather he jiggled through the pouring rain over to the diner entrance, 

panting as he splashed through the puddles and hunched from the cold droplets falling down 

his neck. The porch offered him little protection him as he tried the door handle, then began 

rapping his knuckles on the glass pane. After a moment Bob saw the slow figure emerge from 

the grill plate now situated back in the main dining area, where it originally stood. “quit yer 

racket young un!” the voice shouted, shuffling to the door and unlocking it for Bob to duck 

inside.  

Dale looked him over with a frown, “hell, you got fat Bobby!” he said raising his eyebrow, 

“boy you got real fat Bobby!” Bob nodded, “yeh and you got old,” pulling his wet shirt out 

from his pants, “ fuck you Dale”  he couldn’t help but stare at the wrinkles on his old bosses 

face. 

Dale began laughing, which ended up more of a smoker’s hack, as he beckoned Bob back 

over the way he came, shuffling away without so much as a handshake, “come on, no time 

for chin wagging Bobby,” he coughed waving his arm slighly, as if the effort was all too 

much,  “ I wanna show you something Bobby, and I think you’ll be pretty amazed at what I 

got for you. Turn the sign will you, then come round back” He waved Bob on again, as if he 

had never left the diner and Bob grunted, shaking his hands free of the wetness. “Dale, could 

this not have waited until morning, I mean, how long has it been…” he began doing the 



math’s in his head as they made their way to the rear of the kitchen grill. The diner was dimly 

lit by a few empty booth lights flickering above the dark wood tables in a row over by the 

windows, but the kitchen area was bathed in artificial light. Dale ignored Bob, pulling a pen 

from his top pocket and licked his finger, then pulled out an order pad from his back pocket 

and flipped the page with his wet thumb, “You hungry Bobby? You look hungry!” he smiled, 

“let me get yer something to eat eh…what will it be?” Dale stood still for a moment, his body 

shaking with age, then smirked. “I know what I’ll get you eh, one of them fatburgers’ you 

were so famous for, eh, how about a fat burger Bobby?”   Bob grabbed a tea towel from the 

oven, realizing is was stone cold, and began wiping down his face, “sure Dale, but I don’t 

have all night to wait for it…look what’s all this about, what’s so important that you had me 

drive all the way out here for anyway. And how the hell did you find my number Dale?”  

Dale smiled, scribbling down the order and tore it from his order pad, “oh this won’t take 

long to cook up Bobby, just gimme a few minutes o’ yer time over a burger and a milkshake 

eh, then you can hear what I have to say, and then make up your own mind.”  He walked to 

the old dumbwaiter and pulled open the door, then he placed the order inside the hatch, and 

rang the waiters bell inside. The ding echoed inside the confined space as Dale closed the 

door, and bob watched as the blue arrow on the panel lit up, and the order went down. “just 

like old times eh Bobby, you can take a seat over there if you want, I’ll bring your order 

over” Dale smiled nostalgically, and Bob gave him a courteous nod back. But truth be told, 

he hated the fact he was back in the place he vowed never to set foot inside again. Bob had 

done his time, 4 long years in that basement serving up burgers night and day to customers he 

never saw, and rarely got praise for. The flooding had been the final straw for Bob, and just 

like the chef before him, he had left the dingy life of burgers and milkshakes for, well, for 

what? He stared at the old man who had been his boss as he stood by the dumbwaiter, and 

wondered what exactly he was there for. “look Dale, I really don’t have time for a trip down 



memory lane, the place looks great, you’ve done her up nice in the last…” he paused, “thirty 

years…” he said looking around at all the black and white photo prints on the brick effect 

walls. The place had an Italian sort of pizza theme to it, a sort of a Brat pack feel of the 60s, 

with Dean Martin music being piped through the speakers on the walls above him, “but I 

cant…” Ding Ding!  The bell from the dumbwaiter below rang out before he could finish, 

and the blue arrow up lit. “Service!” Dale cried excitedly, and opened the dumbwaiter hatch. 

“oh boy are you in for a treat Bobby” he said pulling the hot plate from the tray and grabbing 

the ice-cold milkshake tall glass. 

“Here you go fella, get this down yer neck, and tell me what you reckon?” Dale said walking 

over to the booth and placing the tray on the wooden table. He pushed the tray towards Bob, 

and then sat across the table from him, hands folded across it, waiting eagerly for Bob to take 

a bite of the large bun under his nose. “well go on Bobby, what you waiting for?”  Bob could 

smell the waft of the cheese in his nostrils, the sizzling bacon mixing with the fine aroma, 

making his belly rumble. He sat silently and peeled the top  bun off to check the ingrediencies 

inside the high stack: fresh Spanish tomatoes, caramelized French onion, crispy British 

bacon, relish from Portugal and fine Scottish Aberdeen angus beef patties, three of them, just 

like Bob used to make. It was his signature burger, complete with the secret Jamaican  sauce 

he had found while scouting in a fresh food market years ago, it had a certain Reggae Reggae 

style to it, “smells good Dale, new chef?” he said lifting the burger to his mouth and getting 

his first taste of the Caribbean since the company went bankrupt in 2022. 

“eh not really, an old one actually” he smiled watching Bob chew down on the bun. “well 

what’cha think, not bad eh?”   

Bob was in heaven; he hadn’t tasted that since Trump embargoed all foreign food imports in 

2020. “Man, where does your chef get the ingredients to make this burger Dale?” he bit into 



the bun again in between grunts of delight.” This guy is a genius Dale, is that why I’m here? 

Are you hiring this guy?”  Dale sat back arms folded, waiting for Bob to finish his burger, “so 

yeh like it eh Bobby, best you’ve ever tasted eh?” he grinned at Bob, who was now licking 

the sauce from his fingers, “like it Dale, its fucking awesome.” He said with his mouth full, 

before looking up. “But I thought you said the kitchen was flooded…wait, you’ve not got the 

poor bastard down there cooking in his rubber boots like you had me do Dale?” he lifted the 

milkshake and began sucking from the straw wide eyed.  Dale smiled widened but said 

nothing as he watched Bobby’s eyes light up with the taste of the fresh strawberries, and then 

just opened a hand and gestured towards the basement stairs.  

Bob stood up slurping the last of the milkshake through the straw and shaking his head, “you 

fixed the kitchen up right, you fixed the kitchen up and want be back down there again to 

cook with this guy…am I right?” Bob watched as Dale said nothing, then rubbed the wet tea 

towel over his hands and made for the basement stairs.  

“watch that first step, she’s a doozy” Dale smirked. 

 


