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COLD OPEN

INT. BAR - NIGHT

It’s “Locals” the neighborhood bar where everybody knows your 
name (kind of like that other bar). Far from the modern, it 
has a traditional tavern style complete with booths, table 
tops, and plenty of seats around the bar. The walls are 
decorated with faded photos and ancient bowling trophies.  

JOHN SITCOM an overweight bar tender/owner, hauls a fresh keg 
behind the counter. 

SASSY, the sassy single mom waitress, approaches the bar to 
pick up her customers’ drinks. She looks over the counter and 
sees John’s plumbers cleavage. 

SASSY
What’s going on back there butt 
crack?

John stands and hikes up his pants.

JOHN
Sassy, allow me to present the new 
seasonal ale, I’ve been really 
excited to finally tap this.

Sassy rolls her eye.

SASSY
Said my ex-husband never.

Coming in from outside and through the main entrance is TOM 
EVERYMAN. He’s the bar drunk/slob/know-it-all. He makes a 
direct path for his stool on the right side of the bar.

BAR PATRONS
(unison)

Tom!

TOM
Hello folks, Evening John.

Tom nods to John as John pops up from behind the bar. John 
finishes tapping the keg and pours a glass of the ale for 
Tom. John excitedly slides it down the bar.

JOHN
Tom, try this out.

Tom catches the beer. He gives it a sniff like a fine wine.



TOM
What is it?

JOHN
The new seasonal.

Tom gives it a swig.

JOHN (CONT’D)
How’s it taste?

Tom thinks to himself, examining his tongue in his mouth for 
flavor. He then quickly chugs the rest of the beer and slams 
it to the table

TOM
Tastes, like another.

John excitedly pours another glass for Tom. Sassy crosses 
over to Tom.

SASSY
That’s some chugging, what’s your 
tip?

TOM
Nothing really, open your gullet 
and pour the beer right down.

SASSY
No dummy, what’s your tip gonna be 
for me? One dollar, two dollars? A 
single mother here has got to make 
a living.

Tom slaps a few dollars on the table.

Suddenly, from under the bar comes a RINGING PHONE. John 
pulls the phone up from behind the bar and places it on the 
counter.

JOHN
Hello, Local’s Pub, John speaking.

John listens. He is stunned by what he hears.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh cripes, I’ll be right there.

John hangs up the phone.

TOM
What is it John?
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JOHN
I forgot about family dinner night.

TOM
When is it?

JOHN
Tonight!

John tosses off his apron and rushes out from behind the bar. 
To left is a staircase which John ventures up.

Sassy and Tom look on.

TOM
He got off in a hurry. What do you 
think, Sassy, he misses his family?

SASSY
Nah, but he never misses his 
dinners.

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

It’s a kitchen/ dining room/ living space. A mother and three 
kids sit around the dining table. The plates are set and food 
portioned: dinner is ready.

The youngest BENJI, snotty troublemaker boy, slams his fists 
on the table, fork and knife in hand.

BENJI
Mom we got to eat now! I’m 
starving.

BETTY, bombshell wife and mother of the year, defends her 
John.

BETTY
Benji, your dad will be right up. 
You know, he works hard down at the 
bar, the one below us, and our 
house is just a few stair steps 
from there.

JUNE, teenager girl on crying out for independence, looks up 
from her cellphone.

JUNE
Yeah, we know that mom.

The MIDDLE CHILD, a female that is older then Benji but 
younger then June, raises her hand as if to speak.
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MIDDLE CHILD
If I might add...

John comes bursting in from the side kitchen door.

JOHN
Sorry family, I was downstairs at 
the bar, bar tending. Life is a 
little whacky when you live right 
above from your own pub. 

JUNE
Thank you, Captain Obvious.

John sits at the head of the table, unfolds a napkin, and 
tucks it into his shirt. He’s about ready to take a bite of 
food.

BENJI
Dad, you have to say grace.

John pauses for a moment.

JOHN
Grace!

For the first time we hear a LAUGH TRACK.

They all groan at John then dig into their food.

BETTY
Oh Dear, John.

More LAUGH TRACK erupts after that bomb of a joke. John perks 
up and raises an eyebrow.

JOHN
Ummm, did anyone else hear that?

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Betty and John are cleaning the dishes from their meal. Betty 
washes and John dries.

BETTY
You got a call from your father.

JOHN
John Senior? I didn’t know they let 
you dial out from the nursing home. 
What did pop want?

BETTY
He didn’t say, you also got a 
letter from your distant cousin 
Marty.

June enters and steps over to her mother with her hand out, 
palm up.

JUNE
Mom, I need twenty bucks.

BETTY
Ask your father.

She moves down the line.

JUNE
Dad, I need twenty bucks.

JOHN
What for?

JUNE
I’m going out to a movie tonight.

JOHN
With whom?

JUNE
No one.

JOHN
You shouldn’t be going to movies by 
yourself. You don’t have to do that 
until your late twenties, but 
you’re far from that sad lonely 
phase of your life.
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BETTY
By “no one” she means a boy.

Absolutely shocked.

JOHN
What? Not on my watch. You know my 
rules: you’re to young to date, 
ever.

JUNE
That’s not fair dad. That’s not 
even a well thought out rule.

June storms off.

BETTY
You have to let them grow up 
sometime.

JOHN
Not today she does. June dating 
boys? That’s going to shake things 
up. I’m headed back to the bar, 
Honey.

John finishes drying his last dish and kisses his wife.

John passes by Benji who sits at the kitchen table with a 
blank notebook and a blank stare. John shows concern.

JOHN (CONT’D)
My son is either having a stroke of 
genius or just a plain ole’ stroke. 
What’s with the blank sheet, Benji?

BENJI
I need to come up with a project 
for the school science fair.

JOHN
Oh that’s easy just make a volcano.

BENJI
What are the scientific 
implications of making a working 
model volcano? Seems a bit trite. 
Where’s the passion?
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JOHN
If this is one of those situations 
where the parents actually make the 
project for their kids to get them 
a competitive grade, then let’s 
keep it to the volcano standard. 
I’ll come help in a bit.

BENJI
No thanks, I always make the 
project and you come in at the very 
end bringing very little to the 
table. Then you take credit for it 
when the other adults come around.

JOHN
If I don’t take credit then I look 
like an uncaring parent in front of 
the other guys.

BENJI
I know you care, dad.

JOHN
Yeah, but they don’t know, that’s 
the point. 

Benji rolls his eyes. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
I’m helping you, don’t worry I’ll 
make the time.

John heads back downstairs to the bar, as he does he passes 
by the Middle Child. He gives her a wave.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Hey, kiddo.

INT. BAR - CONTINUOUS

Sassy works behind the bar covering for John. Tom tips back 
his drink then pontificates.

TOM
You wouldn’t believe what happened 
today, Sassy.

SASSY
I don’t believe a lot of what you 
have to say.

John descends the stairs and enters back into the pub.

7.



TOM
I was on my mail route, delivering 
letters, and I got bit by a dog.

SASSY
What did you do?

TOM
Well, for starters, after that, I 
stopped carrying beef jerky in my 
front pocket.

John steps back behind the bar.

JOHN
Hey Sassy, any problems?

SASSY
Yeah, Tom and his boring stories.

TOM
Boring? I must be behind on my 
drinking, another round!

SASSY
Also John, you got an older 
gentlemen in the corner there came 
to see you.

JOHN
Huh?

John looks over to the corner. SENIOR, John’s father, is a 
grumpy looking man in an outdated plaid suit. He sits alone 
at a booth reading playboy. John approaches.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Pops! You can’t read a Playboy in 
here!

Senior takes his time putting down the mag, he even dog-ears 
the page he was on.

SENIOR
I wasn’t “reading” the Playboy. If 
you’re reading the Playboy then 
you’re doing it wrong. 

JOHN
That’s not any better, dad.

John confiscates the magazine.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
What are you doing here at the bar?

SENIOR
In short: I left your mother and 
they kicked me out of the nursing 
home. Also, I gambled my savings on 
a bad bet that I had no business 
making in the first place.

JOHN
What do you mean? What kind of bet?

SENIOR
I bet on a horse to win at the 
track, my source said he couldn't 
lose.

JOHN
Well, what happened?

SENIOR
He lost and boy did they put him 
down immediately. I even ventured 
down to the stables and helped.

JOHN
That’s horrible, dad.

SENIOR
Huh, I thought that was the 
uplifting part of the story. To 
each his own.

JOHN
Still doesn’t explain why you’re 
here.

SENIOR
I’m moving in.

Senior lifts his bag and pillow out of the booth and onto the 
table top.

JOHN
I have no where to put you, pops.

Tom, who has been eavesdropping for a moment, chimes in.

TOM
I thought you were fixing up that 
basement into an apartment?
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SASSY
It’s dank and musty, I’m sure 
Senior would find it oddly 
relatable.

John freaks and blurts out.

JOHN
Nobody go in the basement!

John’s weird outburst silences the bar. After a moment, Tom 
BELCHES and the atmosphere returns.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I’ll see what I can do pops, let me 
talk with the Mrs.

SENIOR
Speaking off misses, can you return 
to me Miss December.

John shakes his head and gives Senior back the Playboy. 
Senior giggles with delight as he reopens the book.

SENIOR (CONT’D)
Her favorite hobby is water skiing.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Betty and John arrange their pillows and sheets for bed.

BETTY
And your father thinks he’s going 
to stay here after getting kicked 
out of the nursing home?

JOHN
I don’t know what else to do Betty. 
Having pops around is going to 
really shake things up.

BETTY
I got more bad news, the boss wants 
me to work this weekend.

JOHN
What a jerk. He sounds like a real 
typical boss. 

BETTY
As far as your dad goes, we could 
always stuff him in Benji’s room.
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JOHN
Benji was scared of the boogey man. 
Now he’ll be afraid of the wheezy 
man. Also, I don’t want chance 
Benji getting into dad’s magazine 
collection.

BETTY
I’m sure we’ll figure something 
out. You already for sex now?

JOHN
Yes, please. 

The two begin to disrobe as all three of their kids, June, 
Middle Child, and Benji burst in through the bedroom door. 
John panics as he tries to slide back on his shirt.

JOHN (CONT’D)
It’s not what you think. Uhh, mommy 
was just checking daddy for skin 
cancer.

Betty plays along.

BETTY
Yeah, your dad’s back moles are 
looking really irregular. We’ll 
have to have a doctor check them 
out for discolouration.

BENJI
Cousin Marty is here!

JUNE
We let him into the house.

JOHN
What?!

The family exits the bedroom.

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Wandering the kitchen is Cousin MARTY, a starry-eyed, 30-year-
old playing a 20-year-old, handsome guy. 

John and the family exit the bedroom and approach him. Marty 
outreaches his arms to John and gives him a big welcoming 
hug.
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MARTY
Cousin John, great to see you, I 
finally made it!

JOHN
Who knew you would have had, to 
have had, made it?

Marty smiles.

JOHN (CONT’D)
No seriously, who knew? Did anyone 
of you guys have an inkling? Fess 
up.

Points at his kids

MARTY
John, I wrote you a letter, 
handcrafted of course.

JOHN
Wait, is e-mail not cool anymore?

Betty hands John the letter.

BETTY
His story checks out.

John reads the letter.

JOHN
Dear cousin John... moving to the 
big city... I’ll be stopping by.. 
Need place to crash... sincerely, 
Marty. 

BETTY
Well, the penmanship is finely 
crafted. What brings you to us 
Marty? 

MARTY
I figured it was time to move to 
city, chase my dreams, and maybe, 
just maybe, find that special 
someone. 

Seemingly out of no where the kitchen is filled with the 
oddly familiar Bob Saget resonating voice over.
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V.O.
I didn’t know it at the time but 
indeed she was out there “The wife 
I haven’t met yet.”

JOHN
Did anyone else here that?

JUNE
Here what?

JOHN
Nevermind.

MARTY
I don’t mean to put you all out, 
but I was hoping to have a place to 
rest my head. A place to help me 
land on both my feet.

Marty gives his charming puppy dog eyes to Betty and John.

BETTY
Well, maybe we can fix up the room 
in the basement.

John blurts out yet again.

JOHN
Nobody go into the basement!

The family is stunned.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I mean, we’ll think of something 
Marty.

MARTY
Thanks, cousin John.

BETTY
You’re a real sweetheart, John.

Betty gives John a kiss on the cheek.

JOHN
With cousin Marty around this is 
really going to shake things up. 

The family smiles, John looks around.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
I’ve been saying that a lot lately, 
what is going on? Oh crap, I forgot 
to shut down the bar.

John rushes down stairs back to the bar.

INT. BAR - CONTINUOUS

The bar patrons gather around the main bar as Tom and Sassy 
cheer on Senior. Senior grasps onto a bar stool getting ready 
to lift it. The bar chants “Senior.”

John enters.

JOHN
What is happening here?

TOM
Senior bet us he could throw that 
bar stool through your front 
window.

JOHN
Why would he do that?

SASSY
To make money on his bet of course.

With a sudden crack, Senior’s face winces in pain.

SENIOR
Oh no, my back!

The bar patrons “Boo” and goes back to their drinks. 

TOM
Looks like you owe me some money, 
Senior.

SENIOR
I said that I could throw the 
stool, I didn’t say when though.

Tom shrugs.

TOM
Can’t argue with that logic.

JOHN
You going to be okay dad?
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SENIOR
It’s my old trick disc. I think I 
just need go lie down in my new 
basement apartment.

Senior walks over to the basement door about to turn the 
handle.

JOHN
No, don’t go down there!

John slams his back against the basement door. Betty and 
Marty walk downstairs.

MARTY
Hey John, prepping the basement 
apartment for me?

SENIOR
That’s my apartment.

JOHN
Betty?!

BETTY
Well someone has got to go down 
there.

June comes running down the stairs.

JUNE
My date is here.

From the front entrance walks in a leather jacketed teenage 
buffoon. 

TEENAGER
Whoa, a bar.

JOHN
And who is this?

TEENAGER
Hi June’s dad, my name is FART.

JOHN
June, you are not going out with a 
guy named: Fart.

JUNE
That’s not fair dad.

JOHN
That name Fart is unfair.
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FART
Funny story actually.

All is interrupted as Benji comes running down the stairs 
with his volcano science project in hand.

BENJI
Dad! I made a mistake! I went ahead 
and made the volcano project. But 
now it won’t stop erupting.

The science project’s chemical reaction of vinegar and baking 
soda does indeed spill over everywhere.

SASSY
Reminds me of my ex-husband: always 
erupting, doesn't bother to clean 
up.

And now a new character walks through the front door joining 
the calamity, a suave man in a business suit, THE BOSS. He 
has an English accent.

THE BOSS
Oh hello Betty, I’ll need you to 
come in to work next weekend too.

Senior pushes John out of the way to get at the basement.

SENIOR
Let me through.

Marty politely fights with senior.

MARTY
Hello Uncle John Senior, great to 
see you. But I think the apartment 
is going to be for me.

The two tussle over the door knob.

SENIOR
Oh no, my back again!

Calamity ensues as all the story lines clash together, every 
single character Tom, Sassy, Betty, June, Benji, Marty, and 
Senior seem to be vying for John’s attention (except for 
Middle Child, she just gives a polite wave to her dad in 
hopes she’ll be noticed by him someday). 

John is flabbergasted. 

JOHN
What is going on in here?!
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Finally, Marty opens the basement door and John’s secret 
obsession is revealed. From the basement jumps a fat yellow 
labrador retriever. The DOG barks and runs over to Benji.

BENJI
Can we keep him dad?

The Dog looks directly at John.

DOG
Yeah, John, can we keep me?

The dog winks at John.

JOHN
Please tell me someone else heard 
that?

The others ignore John as they go back to their own arguments 
and issues.

DOG
Well, John?

JOHN
Nope, nope, this is way too much 
for one man to deal with. This is 
really going to shake things up.

It finally clicks in John’s head.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh my god, these are all 
situational comedy plots. I’m 
living in a television sitcom.

DOG
Now this is one you can’t blame on 
the dog.

Laugh Track.

John looks devastated as he hears the laughter.

FADE OUT.

JOHN
Who’s laughing? Why is it getting 
dark?

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

A wooden staircase leads down to a large single room. Off to 
the right are various boxes of liquor and kegs of beer. The 
rest of the room has been fitted with a sofa and bed; the 
makings of a bachelor apartment.

The upstairs door swings open. The “Dog” enters first 
followed by the panicked John. John locks the door and the 
two convene down on the sofa.

John points hysterically.

JOHN
Talking dog!

DOG
(mockingly)

Muttering human!

JOHN
This all started with you. I knew 
something was up when you followed 
me back to the bar yesterday and 
you said “spare a cheeseburger, 
pal?”

DOG
I’m still waiting on that 
cheeseburger, pal. But thanks for 
taking me in.

JOHN
Well I’m not your pal, Buddy.

DOG
But sure, you can call me your 
Buddy!

JOHN
What is going on here? I’m talking 
to a dog that no one else can 
understand while upstairs all kinds 
of hell is breaking lose all while 
being underscored with random 
laughter and applause that only I 
seem to be hearing.
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DOG
Sounds like a real pickle. Speaking 
of do you have any pickles?

JOHN
Buddy!

DOG
Well if you really do think your 
stuck in a sitcom and want to solve 
your problems, just follow the 
basic comedy tropes. Most of this 
stuff is pretty predictable. 

JOHN
I guess that makes sense, Buddy. No 
wait, this is absolutely insane.

DOG
In my experience in order to get 
the treat you got to perform the 
trick. If this the way things are 
going you might as well learn to 
roll over.

JOHN
And now I’m accepting metaphors 
from my sage like canine. 

DOG
Now about that cheeseburger, John.

JOHN
So what do I do with Marty and 
Senior, who gets the apartment?

DOG
Oh, I got an idea for that odd 
couple.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

John has returned to the bar where everyone is exactly in 
their places from Act One. John stands between Senior and 
Marty.

JOHN
Marty and Dad, you two are sharing 
the basement apartment.
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MARTY
But Senior is a classic slob.

SENIOR
Marty is disgustingly proper.

Marty intensely stares at Senior as they both give each other 
disapproving looks. Suddenly the Bob Saget V.O. Comes back 
in.

V.O.
We were going to be roommates! It 
could have been peanut butter and 
jelly but this was more going to be 
like toothpaste and orange juice. 
Which trust me you do once and you 
never do again.

John cocks his head slightly confused; he is again the only 
one who seemingly hears the V.O.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

John and Buddy continue their discussion from before.

JOHN
Well, I also got to deal with 
Betty’s boss. He’s up there 
stealing her weekends.

DOG
Hmmm, he’s here late on a weekday, 
must not have much of his own 
family to go home to. Lonely guy by 
the looks of it. I bet he hasn’t 
had a proper meal in sometime.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Back to John and company. John slides over to his wife and 
The Boss.

JOHN
Oh good, Betty your boss arrived 
just in time to attend our family 
dinner.

Betty is startled and confused.
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BETTY
(to John)

But honey we already had family 
dinner.

THE BOSS
A homemade American meal you say? 
Well there is still much office 
work to be had, but I could be 
persuaded to dine.

Through her teeth and faked enthusiasm.

BETTY
Would you please join us?

THE BOSS
Indubitably.

JOHN
It’ll be ready in just a wee bit.

Betty continues to feign a smile at her Boss. The Boss nods 
and smiles back unabashedly before finding a seat at the bar. 
She then promptly punches John in shoulder. John winces in 
pain.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

John and Buddy continue their discussion.

JOHN
And what about this character that 
showed up for June’s date? Fart...

John says with much disdain.

BUDDY
That’s an easy one, you just have 
to show him how much you care for 
your daughter. While firmly setting 
stipulations, you know, some simple 
rules.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

John has moved on over to June and Fart.
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JOHN
Before you two love birds head out, 
why don’t I have a little talk with 
Fart here and go over the ground 
rules. 

Fart and June look at each other, John has a maniacal grin.

INT. GUN ROOM - NIGHT

The gun room is the size of a walk-in storage closet. John 
steps in with his arm around Fart’s shoulder. He leads him 
over to the gun cabinet.

JOHN
Thank you Fart for electing my 
daughter June for a movie date. 

FART 
You’re welcome Mr. June’s Dad.

JOHN
I have two simple rules for you to 
follow but first let me open the 
gun cabinet.

FART
What?

JOHN
I never get to show off my gun 
collection to anyone or when I do 
they end up never seeing my guns 
twice.

Fart takes a large gulp. John opens the cabinet and pulls out 
the first gun.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Look at that double barrel shot 
gun, family heirloom.

FART
Do you go hunting?

JOHN
Nope.

FART
Is it for protection?

JOHN
Not really.
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FART
What do you use your guns for?

JOHN
America.

John polishes the shot gun with a rag.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Rule one, have her back by eleven.

FART
And rule two?

JOHN
Rule two is that rule one is 
obsolete cause I have a gun 
cabinet. 

Fart turns white as a ghost. John makes a shooting gesture.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Bang, Bang Fart.

Fart darts out of the Gun Room in a hysterical panic.

John pretends to blow smoke off of the barrel.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Smoke’em while you got‘em.

John honestly evaluates to himself.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Heh, that catch phrase kind of 
works.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

John and Buddy continue their discussion from before.

JOHN
Alright, super dog, what sage like 
advice do you have for helping 
Benji out with school?

DOG
Meh, that sounds like it will sort 
itself out. There will always be an 
endless batch of inane school 
projects your son to bring home.

CUT BACK TO:
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Fart escapes from the closet door/ gun room and dashes out 
the exit. John proudly walks out of the gun room with a giant 
smirk on his face.

JOHN
Easier than shooting Fart fish in a 
barrel. 

John honestly thinks to himself again.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Now that catch phrase doesn’t work 
at all.

Benji, once again, leans over the table finishing up his 
school project.

JOHN (CONT’D)
What you got there, Benji?

Benji holds up a coat hanger with nine colored Styrofoam 
balls hanging up by string.

BENJI
The volcano was a flop, so I gave 
up and I am recycling last years 
project. 

JOHN
That’s my boy!

BENJI
It’s a model of the solar system. 
Less messy than the volcano but 
just as trite.

JOHN
Trite is what this family does 
best.

BENJI
Now I’m working on my other school 
assignment.

Benji produces from his bookbag an egg with a drawn smiley 
face on it.

BENJI (CONT’D)
I have to baby-sit an egg!

JOHN
Until it hatches?
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Benji shakes his head at his father.

BENJI
I don’t think that’s how this 
assignment works.

JOHN
No, but damn if you did, that would 
be some major extra credit.

Benji rolls his eyes (no love for dad jokes).

June bursts into kitchen and stomps over to John. 

JUNE
You ruined my night dad, you scared 
Fart away.

JOHN
Did I do that?

JUNE
Stay out of my life!

June storms off. John shouts after June.

JOHN
Oh yeah? That’s going to be a 
problem cause our lives are 
intertwined. This is a symbiotic 
situation. You need me for your 
stuff, that you want. 

June slams a door.

Betty walks in from the outside juggling a stack of pizza 
boxes and bags of take out.

JOHN (CONT’D)
What’s with all the pizza? You 
planning on playing video games all 
night or studying for finals?

BETTY
I panicked cause I had nothing to 
make for our second dinner. So I 
ordered a bunch of take out.

JOHN
Oh yeah! Oh no, I forgot about the 
dinner for your boss. 

25.



BETTY
And I am forgetting why I married 
you, it surely wasn’t for your 
brains.

JOHN
Probably because I was fairly good 
looking at the time. I’m moderately 
humourous, and I run my own 
business. I’m kind of a safe bet.

BETTY
You’re some kind of gamble that’s 
for sure. I’ll set up, you go get 
The Boss.

JOHN
Oh, right.

John jogs down stairs to the bar.

BETTY
(to Benji)

I love your father.

BENJI
But...

BETTY
He is sometimes a big idiot.

BENJI
His jokes are bad too.

INT. BAR - NIGHT 

Business as usual: Sassy works behind the bar as Tom works on 
his drink. The phone rings.

SASSY
Tom, you mind picking it up?

TOM
No problem but I charge by the 
minute. If I get enough minutes 
then I get a happy hour. 

Tom picks up the receiver.

TOM (CONT’D)
Local’s Tavern, this is resident 
barfly Tom speaking.
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Tom listens in.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sassy, it’s one of your kids.

SASSY
What did they do?

TOM
One of them clogged your toilet.

Sassy shakes her head.

SASSY
You start doing better with the 
tips and try to treat the kids. 

Sassy signals for the phone. Tom hands it over with a 
confused expression

SASSY (CONT’D)
I warned you all what would happen. 
We’re going back down to single 
ply.

Sassy hangs up the phone. Tom smiles and understands now.

John comes down the stairs. He finds The Boss sitting at the 
bar enjoying a drink.

JOHN
Hello, are you enjoying your drink?

THE BOSS
Actually, it’s not a half bad 
martini.

John replies in an embarrassingly bad British accent (on the 
verge of Australian).

JOHN
Shaken not stirred. 

The Boss confusingly stares back at John.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Who are you? Bond, James Bond.

THE BOSS
It’s actually Mr. Davies.

JOHN
You know, like the movie.
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THE BOSS
The English are well aware.

JOHN
(to himself)

C’mon, where was my laugh track on 
that one?

John’s humour has struck out; he graciously attempts to move 
on.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Whelp, dinners ready.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Mr. Davies sits at the head of the dining room table with the 
other five family members fitted around. The family all looks 
bitter towards John.

The table is filled with various take out items now cleverly 
arranged onto to serving dishes. 

MR. DAVIES
This all looks lovely. The news 
reports DO accurately portray the 
American diet. 

BETTY
Who would like to say grace?

Mr. Davies beats everyone to the punch.

MR. DAVIES
I’ll do it!

Everyone bows their heads.

MR. DAVIES (CONT’D)
Grace!

This time the family fakes their jest as best they can for 
the joke. John is a little offended by his family.

JOHN
(to himself)

Apparently when a guest does it 
they get polite laughter. I hope 
everything is going better in the 
basement.

CUT TO:
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INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

SERIES OF SHOTS

Marty neatly has set up his side of the room. His bed is 
properly made, books alphabetized, and shirts color 
coordinated.

Senior has the pull-out couch unfolded. He lies in a pile of 
his clothes. He wears only a stained wife-beater and striped 
boxer shorts. He snores loudly then rolls over to reveal a 
banana peel stuck to his chest. Marty reels in disgust.

Senior drops a record onto his old phonograph. It’s a lovely 
country melody to the likings of Hank Williams.

Marty blasts Senior away with a death metal head banging 
tune. Senior covers his ears as Marty air guitars above him.

Now we jump to an escalated scene where both Marty and Senior 
have a bucket of white paint and paint brush in hand. They 
drew a giant white stripe down the middle off the room. They 
argue about the placement of the line with wild gestures. 

Eventually, Senior takes his brush and draws a white stripe 
right down Marty’s visage. Marty briefly stunned, fires right 
back with a stripe across Senior face. 

Quickly an all out paint war ensues with white globs flying 
every which way.

END SERIES OF SHOTS

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

All of the family remains at the dining table where we last 
left John with his thoughts.

JOHN
(to himself)

I’m sure they’re fine.

Benji enjoys the junk food.

BENJI
I can actually get use to eating 
twice in a night with this kind of 
spread.

MR. DAVIES
What did he say?
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BETTY
Don’t bother listening to the kids, 
they just say things, Mr. Davies.

MR. DAVIES
Well they are a lovely bunch. I 
didn’t even know you had this in 
between one.

The Middle Child lights up at her mention.

MIDDLE CHILD
I’m so glad...

Interrupting.

JOHN
Oh yeah, they’re all great. We love 
them so dearly. During the 
weekdays, morning, and night. But 
the weekends that’s the best time 
to spend time with them.

JUNE
For the record I’ve never 
intentionally hung out with this 
man in my life.

MR. DAVIES
I do see what you mean. I must say 
I am impressed tonight. It’s one 
thing to be boss and boss around 
your employees. But now that I have 
viewed what an excellent mother 
Betty is and how your family comes 
together for a family meal of tasty 
pizza pie and chips. It warms the 
heart. 

Everyone is shocked by the word “chips.”

BENJI
I don’t see any chips...

MR. DAVIES
Well, they’re right there.

Mr. Davies points at the french fries.

JOHN
You mean french fries.
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MR. DAVIES
The french had nothing to do with 
the chips!

JOHN
Well, over here, on this side of 
the pond, they’re french fries.

Betty starts to become very nervous.

MR. DAVIES
So tell me Mr. Bar Keeper, I 
suppose you would have an order of 
fish and french fries instead.

JOHN
Yep. If you order chips you’re 
getting potato chips.

MR. DAVIES
You mean crisps.

JOHN
Nope.

MR. DAVIES
Now this is preposterous! I 
wouldn’t go to a football match and 
order crisps.

JOHN
I hope you mean football, and not 
soccer. Because in the NFL it’s 
nachos and chicken wings that are 
the traditional sodium based 
snacks.

MR. DAVIES
If you’re not having chips at your 
games, then surely, my football is 
the superior sport.

JOHN
Football is better.

MR. DAVIES
No, Football is better.

BETTY
I think we can all agree, football 
is pretty great.

JOHN
Touchdown!
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MR. DAVIES
Goooooooaaaaaaaaal!

It’s a standoff of sports cries until finally Mr. Davies 
let’s out a cough. He rubs at his throat in defeat.

MR. DAVIES (CONT’D)
At the very least, can I trouble 
you for a bit of tea?

JOHN
Tea sucks!

Everyone but Mr. Davies gasps. Off to the right, the scene 
takes notice of Buddy, absent until now.

BUDDY
Ruh-Roh!

Mr. Davies stands and pronounces.

MR. DAVIES
Betty, you’re fired!

Mr. Davies slams his hands on the table accidently smashing 
Benji’s egg school project. 

The audience “ooo’s” and “oh's.”

BENJI
I think we all knew that egg never 
really had a chance.  

The family and Mr. Davies freezes in place.

BUDDY
We’ll be right back!

JOHN
Are we doing that now?

FADE OUT.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh, It’s getting dark again.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

John sits on the edge of the bed as he goes over the events 
with Buddy.

JOHN
This is a fine mess. Mr. Davies 
fires Betty over what I said about 
tea. June hates me for scaring off 
her boyfriend. Benji is on track to 
being the class dunce. And there’s 
no way my Pops and Marty are 
getting along downstairs. 

BUDDY
That’s a fine summary.

JOHN
I don’t want to blame anyone but 
this is your fault, Buddy. Bad dog. 

Buddy whimpers then rest his head on the ground. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
Sorry Buddy, but what the heck do I 
do now?

Buddy perks up.

BUDDY
If we think about it, there was no 
way any of those solutions were 
ever going to work. I suspect 
that’s how it’s suppose to go. 
Perhaps, the first thing you try 
doesn't work. But maybe you learn a 
little something and it all comes 
back around in the end.

Buddy starts to lick his own crotch.

JOHN
I was with you there until you 
started to lick your balls.

BUDDY
Jealous?
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JOHN
Well I’m two dinners deep into this 
night, and trust me this heartburn 
is not going to let me quit anytime 
soon. I better man up and sort this 
all out.

BUDDY
Two dinners, heh? Don’t worry about 
ole Buddy, I already ate half a can 
of your trash and drank a gallon of 
toilet water. If you don’t mind 
I’ll excuse myself, go eat some 
grass, and puke on your lawn. 

JOHN
Your evening sounds enchanting. 

BUDDY
I’m sure a solution will present 
itself when you least expect it and 
we’ll be back to the status quo in 
no time. Well, you know where to 
find me, throwing up in your flower 
bed, BARRING any more problems 
should arise. 

JOHN
Barring...?

John thinks to himself.

JOHN (CONT’D)
The solution is at the bar! I got a 
plan!

BUDDY
I’m not sure... okay, just go with 
it.

John exits the room.

BUDDY (CONT’D)
I’ll just take this shoe here as a 
post regurgitate morsel.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

John stands in front of the bar anxiously. Sassy and Tom look 
on.
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SASSY
I don’t think I have ever seen John 
this anxious before, not since they 
announced that the Twinkie was 
making a come back.

TOM
I was always more of a Ding Dong 
guy, despite the poor choice in 
name. 

John’s wife and children descend the stair case and gather 
around him at the bar.

JOHN
I called this family meeting here 
so we can sort everything out.

JUNE
I didn’t think it was possible but 
you seem to be really determined to 
make everything worse. You don’t 
have to go out of your way.

JOHN
First I made a few phone calls...

Fart enters the bar.

JOHN (CONT’D)
...Using your cellphone, June.

John holds up June’s cell phone and she snatches it back 
quickly feeling completely violated.

FART
I came back, June, because your dad 
told me to. But I don’t care what 
he thinks. A Fart’s got to do what 
a Fart's got to do. Go ahead and 
shoot me June’s dad. It’ll be worth 
it to go out on one date with June.

Fart reaches out his arms, turns his head, shuts his eyes, 
and waits to be shot by John.

FART (CONT’D)
Shoot now, I’m ready.

JUNE
Calm down Fart, father’s not going 
to shoot anybody.
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JOHN
Yeah, I’d never shoot someone in my 
own bar... or would I?

Fart takes a big gulp.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Eh, probably not. The reason why I 
called you back down here is that 
I’ve decided, Fart, that you can 
date June. But I don’t want you 
getting any ideas about my little 
girl.

FART
No ideas here, sir.

JOHN
Figured not much going on up there. 
But my ruling will be that you two 
must have your dates under our 
supervision right here at the bar.

JUNE
No way!

JOHN
No choice.

JUNE
First date?

JOHN
First three dates.

JUNE
Deal.

John and June shake.

BETTY
My little girl is growing up, 
making legitimate business deals 
with her father.

JOHN
Well, go ahead you two.

Fart and June gather and make their way to a booth to begin 
their date. Sassy walks over to take their order.

SASSY
What’ll you have?
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Fart tries his luck.

FART
How about two gin and tonics?

SASSY
Yeah, okay. Two underage specials: 
A gin and tonic, hold the gin, 
heavy on the tonic.

Sassy rolls her eyes and heads to the bar.

BENJI
Now what about me, dad? My egg 
project is still ruined.

John snaps his fingers.

JOHN
I got you covered my boy.

John reaches from behind the bar and grabs a carton of a 
dozen eggs.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Here you go son a dozen more smiley 
face eggs.

John pops open the carton and indeed there are a dozen more 
smiling eggs.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Baby-sitting an egg is just like 
real life baby-sitting: just 
because you dropped one doesn’t 
mean you messed up, in fact it’s 
bound to happen. I don’t think 
there’s enough eggs in the 
supermarket for the number of times 
us parents goofed up raising you 
kids.

John passes over the eggs to Benji whom looks them over.

BENJI
Thanks dad. That was pretty 
encouraging until that last part.

JOHN
You guys are my little cracked 
eggs.
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BENJI
I need to do my homework anywhere 
else but HOME from now on.

Benji wanders off.

Marty and Senior come bursting out of the basement door. They 
are covered in white paint.

MARTY
I can no longer take it. Senior is 
so sloppy and casual.

SENIOR
Marty is just too neat and tidy.

MARTY
Our different lifestyles have 
inevitably lead to many conflicts. 
We can’t share. John, you’ll have 
to choose which one of us gets the 
basement apartment.

Without thinking.

JOHN
John Senior gets the apartment.

Senior mocks and laughs at Marty even making raspberry 
noises. 

V.O.
The big city had swallowed me whole 
as a man well near the end of his 
life shamed me with the sound a 
flatulence. What was I to do?

MARTY
I guess I’ll hit the road then. 
Life in the big city just didn’t 
seem to work out for me.

Marty hangs his head and walks towards the door.

JOHN
Cousin Marty, not so fast. Senior 
gets the apartment sure. But you 
don’t want to live here, you 
deserve a group your own age to 
hang out with. A group of friends 
to share hijinxs, triumphs, and 
romances with. In the meantime why 
don’t you bar back here at Locals. 
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I could use the extra help at the 
bar. 

MARTY
Thanks Uncle John, when can I 
start?

A group of five, good looking, twenty somethings walk in the 
door and sit down out a booth.

JOHN
Now I suppose.

Marty approaches the group which consists of: The Muscular 
Guy, The Quirky Girl, The Fashion Model, The Suited Guy, and 
The Black Guy.  The group is already deep into conversation.

THE BLACK GUY
Where are we going to find a six 
person to move into our apartment?

MARTY
Let me get your drinks. But I 
overheard and want to let you know 
I am the new guy in town looking 
for a place.

THE QUIRKY GIRL
Well, it’s an usually large exposed 
brick apartment studio loft with 
plenty of bedrooms. It’s very 
affordable but do you mind living 
with a couple of emotionally 
available girls and some party down 
guys? 

MARTY
I can make an exception. I’m in!

They all high-five.

THE SUITED GUY
Why are you covered in paint?

V.O.
Little did I know that on that very 
night I was going to be one step 
closer to meeting the wife I hadn’t 
met yet.

In through the front door walks a person carrying a yellow 
umbrella obscuring their identity. Marty turns to look at the 
stranger and his starry eyes light up.
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The person closes up the umbrella and we see it’s some 
disgusting bearded fisherman in full rain gear. Marty reels 
back in disgust.

V.O. (CONT’D)
Definitely not him.

John dusts off his hands.

JOHN
Well, it looks like everything is 
coming together nicely. And isn’t 
it great that the middle one 
doesn’t make any trouble? I wonder 
where she wandered off to?

CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEY- NIGHT

The Middle Child meets a HOODED THUG behind the dumpster 
under the only street lamp in the alley. The middle child 
signals for the cash. The THUG hands over the cash and the 
middle child swaps over a giant package of drugs.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BAR - CONTINUOUS

John thinks to himself then shrugs.

JOHN
I’m sure she’s fine, everything is 
fine now!

BETTY
John, I’m still fired from my job. 

JOHN
You thought I forgot about you, 
honey? Well, call me Paul Revere.

BETTY
Why?

JOHN
Just do it.

BETTY
Okay, Paul Revere.

40.



JOHN
Because the British are coming.

Mr. Davies strides back into the bar and approaches Betty and 
John. He still seems very upset.  

MR. DAVIES
I didn’t want to come back to this 
house of ill repute for the 
English, but your husband John 
insisted I do over the phone.

JOHN
First off, we are indeed sorry for 
our behavior earlier this night. I 
suppose, just maybe, that there was 
a long standing tradition off Brits 
and Americans arguing and 
conflicting before, especially in 
matters concerning in tea.

MR. DAVIES
Where ever this is going, not very 
well so far.

JOHN
But I do think there is one thing 
both countries can agree on.

John reaches over the bar and pulls up a frosty mug of beer.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Have you tried the seasonal?

Mr. Davies lights up, takes the beer, and has a swig.

MR. DAVIES
Not bad, not bad at all.

JOHN
Beer, now that’s a universal term 
we both can understand.

MR. DAVIES
Which sometimes us Englishmen like 
even more than tea.

JOHN
Why don’t you stop by Saturday and 
we’ll put on your football match? 
Then come back on Sunday and you 
can experience watching our 
football game.
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MR. DAVIES
Sounds like a plan John. Betty I’ll 
see you at the offices Monday.

BETTY
See you Monday, Mr. Davies.

Mr. Davies begins to exit.

MR. DAVIES
Thanks again for the free beer.

He leaves.

JOHN
Uhh, didn’t say it was free beer.

Betty playful punches John in the arm before she gives him a 
big hug and a smooch.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Betty and John are changing for bed.

JOHN
Isn’t nice, Betty, how everything 
turned out? Back to the status quo 
of being a lovable overweight 
father and business owner with the 
ability to get himself in and out 
of trouble every week. I guess that 
is what my life is all about.  

BETTY
That’s my John.

John pulls back the sheet covers.

JOHN
Sexy time?

Betty nods.

BETTY
You bet’cha.

JOHN
Oh boy, let’s really shake things 
up if you know what I mean.

The two dive under the covers when all of a sudden Buddy pops 
his head up.
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BUDDY
I know what you mean!

The laugh track plays on to hysterical laughter as Buddy 
winks into the camera. John comes up from under the sheets.

JOHN
Wait! Are people really going to be 
laughing and watching us have sex?

FADE TO BLACK.

JOHN (CONT’D)
No, not now. I was about to have 
intercourse, with my wife!

BUDDY
I’ll say!

JOHN
Buddy!

More laughter.

END OF SHOW
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