
BEIGE ON BOTH SIDES 

"Rob Does a Show" 
Episode 3

Written by

Rob Santos, Cie Peterson, Lea Peterson

Cie Peterson
cie@ciepeterson.com
860.707.6429



ACT ONE

INT. JOKER'S COMEDY CLUB - NIGHT

Open on the club's green room, which connects to stage left. 
Through the open door we see tonight's headliner MARSHALL D. 
on stage. He is an older, seasoned, black comic, who has done 
his time on the Chitlin' Circuit. 

Small efforts have been made to put a new shine on a drab 
club, but the green room remains seedy, with scribblings on 
the walls, worn futons and stackable chairs around the 
perimeter, and a rickety, round table at center. 

Seated at the table are ROB, furiously marking up his notepad 
as he debriefs tonight's set, and BRIAN, a white, doughy, 
laid back, bespectacled comic who seems to mostly be speaking 
only to himself. Brian plays Words with Friends on his phone.

Another comic, KATY, stands at the autographed wall, marker 
in hand as she ponders the perfect quip. She is a curvaceous, 
tough, Bronx-bred Latina who is just starting to make her 
mark on the mainstream comedy club circuit. 

O.S. AUDIENCE APPLAUDS AS MARSHALL FINISHES HIS SET.

JERALD O.S.
That's your headliner, everybody. 
Give it up for Marshall D.

Marshall enters the green room with outstretched arms, 
waiting to be hailed the conquering hero. Brian, Katy, and 
Rob stop what they are doing momentarily, look at him, and 
then return to their respective tasks.

BRIAN
(To himself, re: the game)

How do you spell douche?

MARSHALL
Headliner in the house!

Marshall approaches the wall, wordlessly, condescendingly 
taking the sharpie from Katy's hand. 

MARSHALL (CONT’D)
Gotta let these local cats know 
that a real comic been up in here.

Finally he writes, "Marshall D..." 
He pauses for dramatic effect, looks at the three of them, 
and adds, "Real Nigga."
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Katy walks over to Marshall and playfully takes the sharpie 
back.

KATY
Awwwwww... big love, Marshall.

She draws a sideways heart around the beginning of his name.

MARSHALL
(Flattered)

You too, mamacita.

He winks and clicks his tongue at her, then sits at the table 
with his back to the wall.

Katy draws two lines from the heart, one above and one below 
his name, ending at the "D." She adds a squiggle from the 
front of the "D" so that now it looks like a big penis.

Rob and Brian, who have been watching in anticipation, crack 
up. Marshall turns back around. 

MARSHALL (CONT’D)
What the fuck...?

KATY
Marshall D. Real Nigga... ain't 
shit!

Katy "mic drops" the marker and sits. 
Brian and Rob can't contain their hilarity.

ROB
Glad I'm only half a "Real Nigga" 
so only half of me ain't shit.

KATY
No, you a black-a-rican, so you 
100% ain't shit too.

Brian laughs. Everyone turns to him.

BRIAN
What? White... No ain't shit... 

(Nodding and pointing to 
himself)

Shit.

Brian realizes that didn't go as he intended. Katy and Rob 
crack up more. Brian picks up his phone, puts his feet up on 
table, and returns to the game.
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MARSHALL
Lotta noise and laughter in here. 
Didn't hear so much of that when 
you hacks was out there.

BRIAN
(Happily)

Hacks!

Brian plays the word "H-A-C-K-S" in Words with Friends.

ROB
Who the fuck says "hacks"? What 
year are you in?

KATY
Marshall, you roll into town for 
one day, Bernie lets you headline, 
and you walk in here like King 
Ding-a-Ling. 

(She swings her imaginary 
dick around)

Thought you mighta mellowed out by 
now.

MARSHALL
Obsessed with my dick. Now that's 
how I like my women...

KATY
Don't mess wit' me, Marshall. I 
will cut you!

MARSHALL
And fiery. Oooohhh, mami...

KATY
(Rising)

That's it. I'ma cut his dick off!

ROB
Katy, Katy... chill. He needs his 
dick. For dick purposes.

BRIAN
(Still engaged with game)

Why is Ol' Man River the headliner 
anyway?

KATY
Yeah, I thought Charlie was closing 
tonight. 
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MARSHALL
Charlie? That little ass white boy?

ROB
Charlie'll blow you out of the 
water on stage. You can't follow 
him.

MARSHALL
Oh yeah, I forgot. 

(Crossing his fingers)
You tight with that white boy.

ROB
Just shut it, man.

MARSHALL
Hey, Rob, I can't help it Bernie 
asked me to headline instead of 
your friend. But you know I killed 
it. Applause breaks... Standing 
ovation...

ROB
Nigga, fuck outta here. Everybody 
was standing up 'cause they was 
leaving.

MARSHALL
Nigga?! What you know about being a 
nigga wit' yo' light skinned ass!

ROB
I know enough not to be caught dead 
on the Chitlin' Circuit doing them  
lame ass def jam jokes from the 
'90s with my light skinned ass. 

MARSHALL
You ain't gonna be on any circuit 
soon, Rob. I heard Bernie banned 
you. How you even get a spot 
tonight? Your cracker friend get 
you back in?

ROB
Yeah, my cracker friend. The one 
who was supposed to headline 
tonight. The one who got stuck in 
traffic, which is why Bernie called 
yo' lame ass at the last minute. 

MARSHALL
Notice he didn't call you.
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Rob is stung.

BRIAN
Hey, what's with you guys calling 
us crackers anyway? I mean I don't 
get it. D'ya mean like Ritz 
crackers...? Saltines...? 
Triscuits...? Ugh, those things 
suck!

MARSHALL
Hey, Rob, I can't help it you ain't  
cool wit' Bernie like me. I guess 
he asked me to come thru 'cause he 
knew there ain't nobody good enough 
to close it down like Marshall D.

KATY
D lame ass nigga! The only reason 
he didn't ask me is 'cause I just 
started working this club, but he 
will. 

(Sweetly)
And when he does, I hope you're 
here. 

(Pause)
Then you could learn the difference 
between a standing O and an early 
exit.

ROB
Katy, don't bother. Marshall just a 
fill-in nigga. Just an old has-
been.

MARSHALL
Hey, Rob, the good news is you 
ain't never gonna have to worry 
about being a has-been 'cause you 
always gonna be a never-was.

JERALD, who has been standing in the wings and has heard 
everything, enters. He is a tall, white, over-the-hill, house 
comic in his late 30s. He wears a suit and tie.

JERALD
Hey, we're getting ready to close 
up. You guys can head out.

MARSHALL
Jerald... finally worked your way 
up to host after 15 years. Good on 
you, man. Still crafting those 
George Bush jokes?
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KATY
Marshall, that's enough with your 
ain't shit ass. 

Gathering her things.

KATY (CONT’D)
I'm going outside to smoke a bowl. 
You guys wanna come? 

BRIAN
Hell yeah. I gotta clear my head. 

KATY
Rob, you comin'?

ROB
Nah, I'm good. I'm just gonna head 
home. Hanging out with Brook 
tomorrow.

MARSHALL
Brook? Who's that? A new chick you 
gonna fuck shit up with?

KATY
Marshall, shut the hell up. 
Pendejo. 

Katy grabs her bag and motions to Brian to leave with her.

KATY (CONT’D)
(Leaning in to Rob)

You shoulda let me cut his dick 
off. 

ROB
Next time I will.

KATY
See you, Rob. Tomorrow, Jerald.

ROB
Catch you later, Katy. Brian.

BRIAN
Hey, Rob, great set tonight.

ROB
Thanks, man. You too.

Katy and Brian leave the green room. 
Marshall gathers his things. 
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MARSHALL
Yo, Jerald, tell Bernie to send my 
money through Venmo since he ain't 
here to give me cash. You know, us 
headliners gotta get paid. 

JERALD
Don't worry, I texted him already. 
He's gonna talk to you about doing 
more spots. Good work and thanks 
for filling in tonight. 

MARSHALL
Who else?

(Pause)
Hey, Rob...

Marshall does the wink-and-the-gun to Rob.

ROB
Hey, Marshall...

Rob does it back but flips him the bird instead. 
Marshall laughs as he walks out.

ROB shakes his head and starts packing up.

JERALD
What was that all about? Something 
happen in here? 

ROB
Nah, we good. Hey, Jerald, is 
Bernie paying us too? 

JERALD
Sorry, man, not this time. We only 
had enough to pay Marshall and the 
waitstaff. 

ROB
It's all good. I appreciate the 
stage time.  

Jerald takes a cigarette out of his pocket and offers it to 
Rob. Rob shakes it off.

ROB (CONT’D)
Nah, I'm good. You know those 
things'll take ya out.

JERALD
Yeah. 
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Jerald lights up anyway.

JERALD (CONT’D)
Hey, Rob, I know you and Bernie 
aren't seeing eye to eye right now 
but honestly that shoulda been you 
closing the show out tonight. 

ROB
Thanks, man. Appreciate that. 

JERALD
You killed tonight. And you keep 
getting better every time I see 
you. 

ROB
It's nice to know someone thinks 
that. Sometimes I just wanna give 
up on this comedy shit all 
together. 

JERALD
I feel you on that.

Rob flounders unsuccessfully for something nice to say to 
Jerald about his work.

JERALD (CONT’D)
It's okay, man. I don't feel that 
way anymore. But I used to. Now I'm 
just glad to be working regularly. 
And staying out of trouble.

ROB
You're good people, Jerald.

JERALD
(Laughs)

Plenty of people wouldn't agree 
with you on that one. My ex-wife 
and kids for starters. 

ROB
Yeah, well, I'm not Venus's 
favorite person at the moment and 
I'm not so sure I'm killing it with 
Brook either.

JERALD
Right. Brook... you said you're 
seeing her tomorrow. Lucky you. She 
talking yet?
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ROB
She's three. 

JERALD
Three?! Time sure goes, doesn't it?

ROB
Jerk move right here...

Takes out phone and shows Jerald the lock screen pic of her.

JERALD
She's cute.

ROB
She's a monster.

JERALD
Here's to her. And here's to you 
being able to see her.

Jerald takes two nips from his pocket. Offers one to Rob, who 
shakes it off. 

ROB
Nah, I'm good. 

Jerald opens the other one and downs it.

JERALD
(Picks up Rob's phone)

I don't get it. You canceled last 
minute 'cause your kid's sick and 
Bernie bans you. Charlie cancels 
last minute 'cause of traffic and 
it doesn't seem to put Bernie off 
at all. What's that all about...?

Long pause.

ROB
You want the truth? Or the lie I 
keep tellin' everyone, including 
me? 

JERALD
Your call.

Rob hesitates, then spills.

ROB
I canceled 'cause I couldn't do it. 
I fucked up. Wasn't prepared, and 
Bernie knew it.

(MORE)
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ROB (CONT’D)
Shacking up, getting wasted, 
missing my mics. I'm so scared of 
what it means to take care of that 
little girl when I can't even take 
care of myself that I freeze up. 
And the more I worry about how to 
do it, the worse I am at getting it 
done.

JERALD
Can I be honest with you, man?

ROB
Hit me.

JERALD
I've seen a lot, been through a 
lot. Still struggling to come out 
the other side. But I know people, 
and you, you got real talent. And a 
good heart. Yeah you're confused... 
and a little lost. But I think 
you're gonna be just fine...on all 
counts.

ROB
Well, you're right about the 
confused-and-lost part anyway. So, 
any idea how I get found?

JERALD
You need to go on a quest. Find 
yourself a village and let them 
raise you. Find a man who looks 
like the man you want to be. And 
then be him.

ROB
Like Al Sharpton?

JERALD
See, I told you. You're funny.

ROB
I try. I'm a comic. Hey, I wrote a 
joke last night I wanted to try on 
somebody. Wanna hear it?

JERALD
Go for it, man.

Rob pulls a Moleskine out of his pocket and reads from it.
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ROB
"If you make a joke and there's no 
one there to hear it, does it still 
offend liberal white women?"

JERALD
(Laughs)

It's good. I like it. 

ROB
Don't steal it from me...

JERALD
Would I do that?

He might.

JERALD (CONT’D)
Hey, Rob, you ever use that 
Moleskine for anything other than 
writing down jokes?

ROB
Whaddya mean?

JERALD
Like your thoughts. Your feelings. 
My therapist suggested it to me 
when I first started rehab.

ROB
Therapist? Hahahaha. I just got me 
one of those. With a Groupon. Soo-
san.

Jerald is utterly nonplussed.

ROB (CONT’D)
Never mind. You were saying...

Jerald reaches into his bag and pulls out a journal. 

JERALD
I've got something for you, man.

ROB
What's that?

JERALD
A journal. For writing shit down.

ROB
What do I look like, a 16-year-old 
white girl?

(MORE)
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ROB (CONT’D)
What am I gonna sit on my bed in 
pigtails under a canopy writing, 
"Dear Diary..."?

JERALD
It doesn't have to be "Dear Diary." 
It could be... I don't know... 
"Dear Brooklyn"?

ROB
Hm. 

(Considering)
Dear Brooklyn...

Jerald hands the diary to Rob.

JERALD
Take it with you. A gift. Seemed 
like a good idea when I bought it 
but -- I never used it. For you it 
might come in handy. Help you 
figure shit out and then have a 
place to write it down so you don't 
forget it again.

Rob takes the journal and puts it in his back pocket. 

ROB
Much love, my man. Appreciate it.

JERALD
You got it. Alright, I gotta finish 
closing up, so you gotta hit the 
bricks.

ROB
Sure sure.

Rob gathers his things.

ROB (CONT’D)
I'll check you later.

Rob walks away, towards his car. Jerald watches him, takes 
out another nip, lights another cigarette. Then he reaches in 
his pocket, takes out an identical journal, this one 
weathered and very used, and starts writing in it.

INT./EXT. ROB IN HIS CAR - NIGHT

Rob looks at the journal, feels it, turns it over in his 
hand. Then he takes out his phone and looks at the picture of 
Brooklyn on the lock screen.
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ROB
Find a village. Find a man. Write 
it down. Sounds like a plan. 
Whaddya think, Monster?

END OF EPISODE


