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ACT ONE

INT. ROB'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Open on a room that is simultaneously cluttered and empty. It 
has all the earmarks of a guy's crash pad. There are beer 
bottles, ashtrays, video games, and some dirty clothes lying 
around, but decor and furnishings are noticeably lacking. 
Nothing about this place says "home."

ROB and CHARLIE, both stand-up comics, are on Rob's couch 
playing Mario Kart 8. Rob, 32, wears sweatpants and a dingy 
T-shirt. He is tall and lanky with an Afro that juts out from 
his head in all directions. Despite having the hair of a 
black man, Rob’s skin is very light, what some might call 
"beige." 

Charlie is a white, 20-something year-old, smart ass, who at 
the moment is visibly high. They tussle with each other while 
they play. 

CHARLIE
Dude, you're friggin' awful at this 
game, I swear. My little brother 
could kick your ass and he's seven.

ROB
That's 'cause he's white.

CHARLIE
Of course he’s white. He’s my 
brother.

ROB
Right and that’s why he can kick my 
ass in this sorry ass game.

CHARLIE
What’re you talkin’ about? Oh wait. 
It's a race thing again, isn't it?

Rob pushes up his glasses in a teacher-y kind of way.

ROB
Did you know white people make up 
80 percent of game characters, 
blacks represent just under 11 
percent and Hispanics just under 3 
percent? If you're beige like me, 
you don't even make the list.

Charlie is amused by Rob's "professorial" knowledge and tone.
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CHARLIE
Wow! So I guess you got that 
internship with Dr. Cornel West. 
Congrats.

ROB
Listen here, PewDiePie-- 

CHARLIE
Now you're just making up names.

ROB
--this whole "race thing" is 
actually reality. 

CHARLIE
Grand Theft Auto 5 has a black guy 
in it.

ROB
But the 2 other guys are white. So 
one white guy cancels out the black 
guy and you're left with just one 
white guy. The black guy doesn't 
even exist anymore.

CHARLIE
Okay, so by that logic we cancel 
out each other, and neither one of 
us exists?

ROB
Exactly!

CHARLIE
Wow! Okay. Well, all I know is my 
little brother could still kick 
your ass in this game.

ROB
That's because he's still white.

(Pause)
And maybe because he never leaves 
the house. 

CHARLIE
Yeah, probably that.

(Sniffing distastefully)
Speaking of things never leaving 
the house, dude, you know it's a 
good idea for the garbage to leave 
the house, right? 'Cause it smells 
nasty in here... 
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Charlie scores, winning the game.

CHARLIE (CONT’D)
Haha! And you still suck! The luck 
of the Irish wins again.

ROB
Damn! I hate this friggin' game. 
Next time we play Mafia III. Now 
there's  a horse of an entirely 
different color. Literally. Lincoln 
Clay, proud Black man..."Family 
isn't who you're born with, it's 
who you die for." That is some 
gangsta-ass shit! I will kick your 
ass in that game! And just to be 
nice, I’m not gonna play all the 
way through this horse analogy, 
what with you being Irish and all. 

(Gesturing appreciatively 
to his junk.)

CHARLIE
Okay, Black Beauty. 

ROB
--My Little Pony... 

CHARLIE
Yeah, funny. You should stick with 
that...the funny stuff. You're good 
at that. 

(Points to his game 
controller)

This not so much. Really, though, 
you were killing it at the club
the other night, bro! It was nice 
to see you back doing your thing.

ROB
Dude, I was feeling it. It was so 
good finally getting up in front of 
a hot crowd for a change. I swear 
Bernie's been bumping me on 
purpose.

CHARLIE
Whaddya expect, man? He gave you 
your first feature spot and you 
canceled last minute. He was 
friggin' pissed! You're lucky he 
let you back up at all.
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ROB
You gonna come at me too? Brooklyn 
was sick and Venus needed my help. 
The game has changed, man. I got 
big responsibilities I'm tryna hold 
down.

CHARLIE
Whoa! I'm not comin' at you. I'm on 
your side man. If Brooklyn was 
sick...

ROB
Yeah, if Brooklyn was sick.

(Pause)
You don't know what it's like, man.  
I'm not gonna mess this shit up 
like my pops did. I'm not about 
that. 

CHARLIE
I know, Rob.

ROB
Wish V knew it too.

CHARLIE
She still your girl?

ROB
Nah. She's not my girl. Kinda...

CHARLIE
That makes sense.

(Changing the subject)
Hey, I'm doing the late set at 
Jokers tonight. Brian and some new 
comic he's palling around with are 
gonna be there too. Why don't you 
get outta here and come with?

Charlie moves to the kitchen to get a beer.

ROB
Nah, man. Can't. Gotta babysit the 
monster tonight.

CHARLIE
Babysit? What are you, a 17 year-
old girl? Your boyfriend gonna come 
by and try to get to second base?

Charlie returns with two beers. Hands one to Rob.
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CHARLIE (CONT’D)
Who you babysitting anyway?

ROB
My monster. Brook. Who else do I 
call monster? Do you even listen?

CHARLIE
Brook? Brooklyn? Your daughter? So 
when you said "babysit" you meant 
"parent your child?!?"

ROB
Shut it! You sound like Venus.

CHARLIE
Hey, man, I'm sure it's really 
tough being a parent.

ROB
You said it. Tough. Especially the 
older Brook gets. I mean this whole 
talking thing... I thought the baby 
crying thing was bad, but, man, the 
questions this kid asks. It's like 
having a heckler come home with 
you! Hey, what time is it anyway? I 
gotta pick her up at 8:00.

Charlie picks up a blunt and lighter and lights up.

CHARLIE
9:30.

ROB
Fuck! 9:30. How'd that happen? I 
set an alarm on my phone.

Rob finds his phone under a pizza box. It's dead.

ROB (CONT’D)
Dammit! My phone died. Shit, I 
gotta get outta here.

CHARLIE
Oh man, Venus is gonna be pissed.

Charlie lets go a huge puff of smoke.

ROB
Thanks for the words of wisdom, Dr. 
Phil. Just shut it and help me 
clean this mess before I bring her 
back here.

(MORE)
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ROB (CONT’D)
And stop smoking that shit in here. 
I gotta air this place out...

Rob takes the blunt out of Charlie's mouth, opens the window, 
and throws it out. He runs around feverishly fanning out the 
weed smoke and cleaning up the mess. CHARLIE starts 
collecting beer cans.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT./INT. VENUS AND BROOKYLN'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rob pulls up in his beat-up car in front of his girlfriend's 
house. He lays a Listerine strip on his tongue and sits for a 
moment looking at the house. 

BROOKLYN, Rob’s 3-year-old daughter, appears in the first 
floor window, face pressed against the glass, struggling to 
see outside. She has the same hair as her father - although 
for now it has been tamed by her mother - but much browner 
skin. She is sweet and precocious with a big personality. 

Rob exits the car. She sees him, and joy spreads across her 
face. He sees her, and joy spreads across his face as well.

Brooklyn disappears from the window, stopping Rob in his 
tracks. Moments later she appears in the open doorway.

BROOKLYN
Daddy...!!

ROB
Hey, monster.

He walks up to the front door. She leaps into his arms.

BROOKLYN
Daddy, where were you? I was 
waiting and waiting.

ROB
I'm here now, monster.

BROOKLYN
(Crying)

I thought you weren't coming. I 
thought you forgot me.

ROB
Forget you? Nahhh... I could never 
forget you.

VENUS (O.S.)
Brooklyn, go get your coat. Don't 
keep your father waiting.

Rob puts her down. Brooklyn runs upstairs to get her coat and 
favorite stuffed animal.
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Venus enters and leans against the doorway from the kitchen. 
She is Rob's fiercely independent, on-again, off-again 
girlfriend, as well as Brooklyn’s mother. In her early 30s, 
she is a smart, beautiful black woman, who suffers no fools, 
including Rob. An excellent mother, she seems to excel at all 
things Rob does not. 

VENUS (CONT’D)
10:00. Nice job, Rob.

ROB
My bad, V, I was --

VENUS
Don't. I don't wanna hear it. I'm 
sure whoever she is, she's more 
important than your own daughter.

ROB
It's not like that. I wasn't with 
anyone...

VENUS
She's 3, Rob. Do you know when her 
bedtime is?

ROB
I know. But, hey, Bernie booked me 
for some gigs again, V. I was 
working on some new material. I 
lost track of time.

VENUS
Save it, Rob. She was crying her 
eyes out. She thought you forgot 
about her. What does that say about 
you? Do you even care that your 
daughter doesn't think you're gonna 
show up?

ROB
I'm trying, V.

VENUS
You said you were gonna be 
different, you were gonna do better 
than our fathers did. Clearly, 
you're not trying hard enough.

Rob says nothing.
Venus exits.
Brooklyn bounds down the stairs.
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BROOKLYN
(Calling out)

Bye, mommy.

Venus reappears in the doorway.

VENUS
See you tomorrow, honey.

(To Rob)
No later than 3:00, Rob. Got me?

ROB
I got you. 3:00. I promise.

Rob gathers up his daughter's things, and they exit, but as 
Rob starts down the path Brooklyn doesn't follow. 

ROB (CONT’D)
Hey, Brook, I wrote a new joke. 
Wanna hear it?

He looks down, notices she is not with him, and spins around.

ROB (CONT’D)
What's up, kid?

Rob walks back towards her.
Brooklyn, on the verge of tears, just looks at him. 

ROB (CONT’D)
Hey, hey, what's with the tears?

Rob puts down her things and kneels down so they are eye 
level.

ROB (CONT’D)
Your tummy hurt?

Brooklyn shakes her head no.

ROB (CONT’D)
Does something else hurt?

Brooklyn shakes her head no.

ROB (CONT’D)
You wanna go back inside?

Brooklyn shakes her head no.

ROB (CONT’D)
Should we get in the car?

Brooklyn shakes her head no.
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They stand and look at each other. She needs help but Rob has 
little to no idea what to do. Finally...

ROB (CONT’D)
You wanna just sit here for a bit?

BROOKLYN
Can we?

ROB
Sure. Sure.

They sit on the step (or stoop or curb). Finally...

BROOKLYN
Daddy, why don't you live here with 
me and mommy?

ROB
(Exhales)

Ooohh... Ummmm... Hm...

Rob looks at Brooklyn. She just looks back waiting.

ROB (CONT’D)
I guess because I did some things I 
shouldn't have, and your mom is 
kinda mad at me for them.

BROOKLYN
Were you bad?

ROB
Yeah. I guess I was.

BROOKLYN
When I'm bad mommy says I have to 
'pologize. Did you 'pologize?

ROB
You know what? I'm not sure I even 
did.

BROOKLYN
Oh. You should.

ROB
Yeah, honey, I guess I should.

BROOKLYN
(Brightly)

Maybe if you did you could live 
with us.
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ROB
I think I'm gonna have to do a 
little bit more than just 
'pologize.

BROOKLYN
What?

ROB
What what?

BROOKLYN
What more do you have to do?

ROB
That's a good question, monster. 
Come pick you up on time for 
starters, I guess.

BROOKLYN
When I have something to do, Mommy 
says, "Less talkin'. More doin'."

ROB
Mommy's pretty smart.

BROOKLYN
That's 'cause she's pretty and 
she's smart!

ROB
Yeah. For sure. True that, kid.

(Pause)
So whaddya say? You ready to go?

BROOKLYN
Yeah.

Rob gathers Brooklyn's things, and picks her up, seeing, as 
he does, Venus at the window. A quick, almost imperceptible 
smile flashes across her face before she turns away. 

Rob walks down the path to the car.

BROOKLYN (CONT’D)
Daddy...

ROB
Yeah?

BROOKLYN
Your apartment doesn't smell that 
good.



12.

ROB
Yeah. So I've heard.

ROB (CONT’D)
Brook...

BROOKLYN
Yeah?

ROB
You don't smell too good either.

Brooklyn cracks up, which cracks Rob up too.

END OF EPISODE


