
Coffee With Cream

"Pilot"

by

Jeff Yates

Jeff Yates
Email: pugdaddy13@gmail.com
Cell: 706-224-3558



ACT ONE

INT. CABIN OF 747 JET -- DAY

KENNY SIMPSON (38) and his wife CARY (35) enter the passenger 
compartment of the airplane and after some jostling and 
maneuvering take their seats. 

KENNY
I still can’t believe there are no 
direct flights available this week 
from LaGuardia or JFK to anywhere 
in South Carolina.

CARY
Why would lots of New Yorkers need 
to go to Charleston for Christmas?

KENNY
Fair point.

CARY
Or South Carolinians to New York?

KENNY
To stand outside the “Today Show” 
at the ass crack of dawn and act 
like idiots?

CARY
Fair point.

There appears to be a clog in the line as multiple passengers 
are having difficulty finding a spot for or fitting their 
carry-ons into the overhead compartments.

CARY (CONT’D)
(whispering)

Why can’t people check their bags? 
Heaven forbid these people be 
separated from their woobee 
blankets.

INT. CHARLESTON AIRPORT BAGGAGE CAROUSEL -- NIGHT

Kenny and Cary stand dejectedly by a rapidly emptying baggage 
carousel. It’s clear that their bags didn’t make it. An 
AIRLINE WORKER seems to notice their plight.

KENNY
I guess this is why people don’t 
check their woobee baggage.



AIRLINE WORKER
Folks they aren’t coming. You can 
try to get them delivered over at 
the baggage claim office.

Kenny and Cary give him an acknowledging nod and he walks 
away. They start toward the office looking defeated.

KENNY
Maybe we can pick up a change of 
clothes at Wal-Mart.

CARY
This trip is off to a great start. 

INT. RENTAL CAR - NEXT MORNING (CHRISTMAS DAY)

Kenny and Cary drive along a country road. A sign reads 
“Welcome to Summerville -- Population 43,392”. Christmas 
decorations adorn most of the shops and houses they pass.

CARY
Your mom is not going to like that 
we’re staying at a hotel rather 
than her house. 

KENNY
Mom’s going to be pissed for 
general purposes either way. This 
just cuts down on the time we have 
to deal with it. 

They pass some more houses and barns and turn onto a dirt 
road that leads to a small assortment of festively decorated 
houses and trailers - a redneck family compound of sorts. 

INT. MOM’S HOUSE, DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The extended family sits at tables appended end-to-end, full 
of southern food that is being passed around. Kenny’s mom, 
NANCY (60), sits at the head of the table with his AUNT LILLY 
(68) at her side. They are joined by Kenny’s siblings, JOHN 
(33) and CHRISTY (30). Lily’s children, BILLY (43), and 
identical twins KELLY and KYLLIE (40) are also in attendance, 
along with Kelly’s husband, BILL (42), and Kyllie’s husband, 
TIM (43). Assorted grandchildren from both families play 
around the table with the toys they received that morning. 

CARY
Christy, I really like this squash 
casserole. It’s squash right?
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KELLY
That’s ours. It’s Ritz crackers 
with Velveeta and a little crushed 
Funions on top. But, yeah, there’s 
some squash in it too.

KENNY
Well, it’s very good.

KYLLIE
You won’t find that in New York 
City.

BILLY
And you won’t find Big Gulp Cokes 
there neither. I read that, sure 
enough.

KENNY
That is ... those are both true 
facts.

CHRISTY
(pronouncing the “Ch”)

Cary, how was your Chanukah thing?

CARY
Hanukkah? Well, my family doesn’t 
really do too much anymore, but it 
was fine, thanks. And we put up a 
tree and exchange gifts on 
Christmas too.

NANCY
Well I should hope so!

There is a beat of tense silence that prompts John to lift up 
his glass of sweet tea to divert attention.

JOHN
Well I think it’s great that we’re 
all here together. I just wish Dad 
was still with us. I wonder how 
long it’s been since we’ve all been 
together for a meal.

NANCY
It’s been exactly four years since 
your brother has been to this 
house. I can tell you that much.

There’s another beat of tense silence as everyone stares at 
their plates and shifts around their food. 
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BILLY
(awkwardly trying to 
lighten the mood)

Now, Aunt Nancy, if Kenny and Cary 
prefer to hang out in Obama 
country, then that’s their 
pejorative.

KENNY
Prejor...? What? We have a 
Republican mayor ...

CARY
(interrupting)

Actually, he switched to 
independent.

KENNY
Whatever. Besides, Obama won 
Charleston County... and handily, I 
might add. 

NANCY
Well he didn’t win our county and 
we all know the only reason he won 
Charleston was because of the 
colored vote!

BILLY
Ditto that.

Cary is stunned and unsuccessfully tries to stifle an 
exasperated sigh. This awkward silence doesn’t appear to lend 
itself to a graceful exit. Then, a soft whimpering begins to 
emanate from Aunt Lilly, who is very upset or ill, or both.  

AUNT LILLY
(very weak and 
disoriented)

I loved my little brother ... he 
was a good, good man...

Aunt Lilly crumples from her chair to the floor. Everyone 
leaves their seats to attend to her.

NANCY
(holding Lilly)

Lilly, what’s wrong!?

KYLLIE
(to Kenny)

Now look what you did!
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KELLY
Somebody call 911!

Adults scramble and the children are crying. Kenny and Cary 
look at each other, both concerned and perplexed.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR -- LATER THAT DAY

Most of the family is gathered in the hall just outside of 
Aunt Lilly’s room. Billy comes out of her room. Everyone 
looks to him for answers.

BILLY
The doctor says it doesn’t look 
good. It won’t be too long now. 

(to Nancy)
She wants to talk to ya’ll a bit; I 
don’t know what about. If ya’ll 
could keep it short we still need 
some time for the grandkids.

NANCY
Of course.

(to her kids)
Come on.

(to Cary)
Can you stay with the kids?

CARY
Sure.

INT. LILLY’S HOSPITAL ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Aunt Lilly lies on the bed with tubes in her nose and arms. 
Next to her are the twins, Kelly and Kyllie, and Billy. Aunt 
Lilly weakly motions for Nancy who comes in close. She then 
motions for Kenny who does the same.

NANCY
Yes dear, what is it?

AUNT LILLY
Kenny?

Kenny leans in close.

AUNT LILLY (CONT’D)
Your father, Roger ...

KENNY
Yes?
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AUNT LILLY
He looked just like you. He ... he 
wasn’t my full brother.

KENNY
Huh?

AUNT LILLY
(weakly, almost inaudible)

Your dad’s father wasn’t your 
grandpa. It was a black man. It’s 
why momma and daddy got divorced.

NANCY
Oh, honey, you’re not yourself. 
Sweetheart you need to rest. It’s 
okay. 

KENNY
Wait, what?

AUNT LILLY
(getting even weaker)

His name was Cullen -- Cullen 
Davidson. He was from Charleston.

Aunt Lilly’s voice trails off and she begins moaning softly. 
Nancy pushes Kenny to the side and waives Kelly and Kyllie to 
come close. 

NANCY
Oh, she’s delusional, poor thing. 

KELLY
(whispering)

Maybe ya’ll should just go now.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR -- CONTINUOUS

Nancy and her kids come out the door to the hallway. Nancy, 
Christy, and John are crying, but Kenny just stares ahead 
like a zombie, his eyes the size of saucers.

INT. SUMMERVILLE HOTEL ROOM -- DAY

Kenny and Cary enter the room dressed in ill-fitting black 
clothes and dour expressions. Kenny throws his cheap jacket 
on a chair and Cary collapses on the bed. 

CARY
I guess we can’t blame these Wal-
Mart clothes on our baggage getting 
lost - didn’t think to pack for a 
funeral anyway. 
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Kenny takes off his pants and gets some shorts to put on. 

KENNY
Who knows, they might have sent our 
luggage home. You know I couldn’t 
get mom or Christy or John to talk 
about what Aunt Lilly said. It’s 
like it never happened.

He has trouble getting the shorts on and falls onto the bed 
as Cary laughs.

KENNY (CONT’D)
Come on, I’m serious.

CARY
(still laughing)

Okay, okay. So, why are you 
surprised that they won’t talk 
about it?

KENNY
Because it’s obviously something 
important we should look into.

CARY
Kenny, have you met your family? 
What’s the upside for them? It’s 
easy enough to dismiss your aunt’s 
statements as the delirium of a 
dying old woman. 

KENNY
But wouldn’t you want to know who 
you are or where you came from?

CARY
Hey, you’re preaching to the choir. 
But for them, it’s different. I’m 
sure they’d be all for it if your 
aunt said your real grandfather was 
... I dunno, Babe Ruth, or 
something.

Kenny gets up from the bed and starts putting on a t-shirt.

KENNY
Actually, there were rumors that 
Babe Ruth was part black.

CARY
Okay, well then someone else ...
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KENNY
(interrupting)

Ty Cobb.

CARY
Who’s that?

KENNY
Another great baseball player. 
They’d be cool with him as our 
grandfather. He’d fit right in.

CARY
Well, whoever... my point is that 
this is not something that comports 
well with their sense of self-
identity.

KENNY
(grinning)

I see that psychology BA is finally 
paying off. How long have you had 
that one in the chamber?

CARY
Well played, sir. I’m just saying 
that you don’t really need them 
anyway. It’s not as though they’re 
genealogists or have any 
information that you don’t. ...
You have a name.

KENNY
Yeah, I suppose I do.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP, NEW YORK CITY -- DAY

In an upscale Starbucks, Kenny stands behind another customer 
seeking caffeine and then steps forward to place his order. 
The CASHIER recognizes his frequent customer. 

CASHIER
Hey Kenny! We haven’t seen you for 
while, man. 

KENNY
Yeah, I had to go out of town for a 
while to handle some things.

CASHIER
James Bond mission kinda stuff?

KENNY
Yeah, something like that. It’s 
good to be back. 

CASHIER
Cool. What’s your drink today? 

KENNY
Let me have a grande, dark roast, 
uh, I mean a bold roast. Sorry.

The Cashier turns to the coffee spouts with a cup looking at 
Kenny quizzically. 

CASHIER
Room for cream?

KENNY
No, just black. I mean regular. 
Yes, no room for cream. I mean no. 
I’m sorry, I’m a little out of it 
today.

CASHIER
(perplexed)

Uh huh.

Kenny gives him the money, gets his change and leaves a tip 
before sheepishly scurrying off with his coffee to an 
isolated seat in the corner of the place and sits down. 
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He opens his laptop and begins typing. An INSERT of the 
screen reveals that he is Googling “Cullen Davidson and 
Charleston, SC.” He continues to read, click, and type, 
almost desperately. CASHIER #2 passes near him on her way to 
clean a table. She’s African American.  

CASHIER #2
Hey Kenny, how are you?

KENNY
I’m good thanks.

CASHIER #2
(tilting her head toward 
the screen)

What ya working on today?

KENNY
(nervously tilting away a 
little)

You know, just some research.

CASHIER #2
Well, don’t work too hard.

She walks to another table and cleans it as Kenny tries to 
get back to work. He appears a bit distracted but then looks 
back at her and then back to his screen. A screen INSERT 
shows him Googling “DNA racial ancestry test”. It brings up a 
number of items that he scrolls through before clicking one. 

He reads and sips coffee, very intrigued by what he is 
reading. Another screen INSERT shows him clicking on a 
“purchase” button. He then abruptly closes his laptop and 
grabs his coffee to leave. He waves goodbye to Cashier #2.

KENNY
You have a nice day!

CASHIER #2
Oh, okay, you too.

INT. WAL-MART BREAK ROOM, SUMMERVILLE, SC -- DAY

Christy sits in her smock with other Wal-Mart employees at a 
table and eats a deli sandwich while watching the television 
that is set up on a pivoting stand in the corner of the break 
room. A commercial comes on featuring an African American 
attorney, STEPHEN DAVIDSON (39).

STEPHEN (ON TV)
Hello, I’m Stephen Davidson, an 
attorney here in the greater 
Charleston area. 
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My family has run a law practice 
here for over fifty years and I’m 
proud to carry on that tradition. 
Regardless of the legal concern 
that you might have - be it a will, 
a divorce, or an injury - we can 
help you. 

A music montage of still shots show Stephen and his 
associates meeting with satisfied clients and going over 
documents. 

STEPHEN  (ON TV)(CONT’D)
Remember, when you need a lawyer, 
you want someone you can trust - 
call the Davidson law firm. 

Christy puts down her deli sandwich and appears to be deep in 
thought. She looks around and spies a couple of phone books 
at the other end of the table.

CHRISTY
Charlotte, can you hand me the 
phone book?

CHARLOTTE grabs both and holds them up.

CHARLOTTE
Ya want Summerville?

CHRISTY
No, Charleston.

Charlotte slides the book down the table to Christy. Christy 
turns to the “D” section and comes to the entry for 
“Davidson.” There are at least a hundred names listed. With 
her finger, she scans down them. She quickly comes to “Cullan 
Davidson, Jr.” Her finger lingers on it until she brings her 
hand up to hold her forehead, reflecting on what she’s found.

INT. KENNY AND CARY’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - LATER

Kenny is working out on his elliptical runner while 
simultaneously playing on the internet on his laptop which is 
precariously perched on the book rest of the apparatus. Cary 
comes in the front door and spies his multitasking.

KENNY
Hey.

CARY
Hey yourself. You know, most people 
are content to just listen to music 
on their iPod while they work out.
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KENNY
Those people actually have working 
attention spans, whereas I need 
constant stimulation of all my 
senses. Future laptops should come 
with scratch and sniff technology.

CARY
What about your sense of taste?

Kenny opens his mouth to reveal the bubble gum he’s chewing.  

CARY (CONT’D)
Gross! Have you done anything 
today?

KENNY
I wrote two paragraphs for my 
article on the financial crises.

Cary gives him a small smirk as she sets down her purse and 
some groceries.

KENNY (CONT’D)
And I found Cullen Davidson.

CARY
Really?

KENNY
Well, sorta. There’s a guy who 
lived in Charleston County named 
Cullen Davidson and he’s around the 
same age as my grandmother.

CARY
Is that all? Surely there’s more.

KENNY
Everything else I could find was 
behind a pay wall. I couldn’t 
really decide which one to 
purchase, so ... I don’t know. Is 
this all silly?

CARY
You spend a significant portion of 
our income at coffee shops and 
comic book stores - and this you 
worry about?

KENNY
Yeah, I guess you’re right.
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CARY
You should hire one of those 
genealogical trackers. My friend 
Stacy hired one for her parents’ 
anniversary gift; it was cheap and 
he did a really good job.

KENNY
Yeah, but I dunno ... to what end, 
you know?

CARY
Well, I don’t think it’s something 
you want to get obsessive about. 
For example, you should probably 
try to get more than a couple of 
paragraphs written tomorrow. But, 
if it were me, I’d want to know.

Kenny dismounts the elliptical runner and dries himself off 
with a towel. Cary carefully removes the laptop from the 
elliptical and places it on the table.

CARY (CONT’D)
And you know ... you and Christy 
and John don’t exactly look like 
Aunt Lilly’s family. It’s kind of 
like swarthies versus gingers.

KENNY
(taken aback a little)

Yeah, I guess that’s right. And 
mom’s a blonde, or at least she was 
before she went gray.

Kenny goes in for a kiss, but Cary hold him off, pointing to 
the nearby trash can. He dutifully spits out his gum and gets 
his kiss. She pushes him away quickly though; his workout 
sweat is back and now it’s all over her blouse.

CARY
(annoyed)

Oh, man! 

KENNY
Hey, you’re the one who married a 
swarthy.

INT. BATHROOM AT STARBUCKS, NEW YORK CITY -- DAY

Kenny sits on top of the closed commode in a single use 
bathroom and reaches over and locks the door. He takes out a 
DNA kit and briefly peruses the instructions. 
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He pulls out the spittoon container, opens it and begins 
spitting in it several times. After checking the amount of 
spit in the container, he puts the cap on it and shakes it 
vigorously to release the mixer liquid. With a slight look of 
accomplishment, he puts it in the mailing bag and seals it.

INT. LOBBY OF STARBUCKS -- CONTINUOUS

Kenny exits the bathroom and looks out over the lobby. He 
spots a woman, DANA HOLDER, holding two cups of coffee and 
walks over to her. 

KENNY
Dana? Dana Holder?

DANA
Yes! You must be Kenny or this is 
going to be really awkward.

They share a small laugh and she hands him one of the 
coffees.

DANA (CONT’D)
I didn’t know how you take it.

KENNY
It’s fine just as it is, thanks.

They sit down at a nearby table. Dana takes out a large 
envelope and empties its contents on the table in meticulous 
order. She pushes one document toward Kenny.

KENNY (CONT’D)
What’s this?

DANA
That is the family tree for one 
Cullen Davidson of Charleston.

KENNY
That’s great! Am I on it?

DANA
That’s, um, that’s not how it 
works. If, as we believe, your 
father was the son of Cullen 
Davidson, then it generally will 
only show up if he’s listed as the 
father on the birth certificate.

KENNY
So, we have nothing?

14.



DANA
Oh no, no, we have good stuff here. 
To some degree we can know where we 
are by knowing where we’re not. 
Birth certificates, divorce 
filings, marriage licenses, and 
death certificates don’t give us 
much since we assume that this was 
a, um, clandestine liaison. 

KENNY
But?

DANA
But ... In researching the family 
tree I found out that one member of 
the extended Davidson family 
apparently has an interest in 
genealogy and has taken a DNA 
ancestry test.  

KENNY
So where does that get us?

DANA
He’s in the same DNA database as 
the test you took. You did take a 
sample and send it in, right? 

KENNY
I, um, I just took it. Sorry. I’ll 
mail it right after we’re done.  

DANA
It’s no big deal. But remember, it 
will take a couple weeks to get the 
results. In the meantime, I do have 
contact information for this guy if 
you want to take a leap of faith 
and contact him before you get your 
results. 

KENNY
Uh, yeah, sure, maybe. What’s his 
name?

DANA
Stephen. Stephen Davidson. He’s 
Cullen’s nephew.
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EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET, DOWNTOWN CHARLESTON -- DAY

An older Ford Ranger truck drives slowly down a tree lined 
residential street. Quaint 18th and 19th century cottages sit 
on both sides of the road. 

INT. FORD RANGER TRUCK -- CONTINUOUS

Christy carefully scopes out houses while John drives. She 
looks back and forth to the houses and then to a piece of 
paper in her hand. John is clearly not that excited about 
their endeavor. 

CHRISTY
Wait, slow down.

JOHN
I’m already only going five miles 
per hour!

CHRISTY
Wait, stop!

She looks at the address number on the mailbox and then back 
at the paper in her hand. An INSERT reveals that is reads 
“342 Birch Lane -- Cullen Davidson, Jr.” She looks back out 
the window at the manicured cottage as if to find something. 

Just then, CULLEN DAVIDSON, JR. (67), opens the front door, 
steps onto his porch, and picks up the newspaper. He looks up 
and, for a brief moment, locks eyes with Christy in the 
stopped truck. She looks away quickly. 

CHRISTY (CONT’D)
(whisper scream)

Drive! Let’s go!

John hits the gas and they speed off out of the residential 
area and onto a commercial road of shops and restaurants. 
They come to a traffic light and stop.

JOHN
Well, are you happy now?

CHRISTY
As if you had something better to 
do today!

JOHN
I’d rather be watching television 
than driving around Charleston on 
some scavenger hunt. 
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I’ll tell you this much , we are 
definitely stopping for lunch at 
Cracker Barrel on the way home. I 
done called it, and I ain’t going 
back to that stupid salad buffet 
you like again.

CHRISTY
Fine! Whatever!

They drive a little further and then both get oddly quiet.

JOHN
(softly and earnestly)

Do you think we’re really related 
to that guy?

CHRISTY
I don’t know ... maybe.

INT. KENNY AND CARY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kenny and Cary prepare for a literary social function. She is 
wearing a formal dress and he is in his best navy suit. She 
is putting on her earrings by the bathroom vanity while he is 
trying to tie a tie. 

CARY
So, who’s going to be at this thing 
tonight?

KENNY
Everybody who is somebody in 
publishing.

CARY
A little more specific, please.

KENNY
Well, there’s my editor Frank, of 
course, and my agent, Ted ... and a 
lot of people who I wish were my 
agent.

CARY
You’re awful; Ted’s been good to 
you.

Cary fusses with her hair as Kenny tightens up his tie.

KENNY
Yeah, yeah, I know. What can I say? 
The grass is always greener yada 
yada yada.
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CARY
You know, actually finishing the 
phrase wouldn’t have required much 
more effort. By the way, did you 
call that guy in Charleston that 
Dana set you up with?

KENNY
She didn’t set me up; it’s not like 
it’s a date. But yeah, I emailed 
him and actually he’s gonna be in 
town on some business. So, we’re 
getting coffee later this week. 

Cary finishes her hair and checks her makeup one last time as 
Kenny holds her purse out for her to take. She takes it and 
strikes a pose showing off her dress.

CARY
Voila! ... Well?

KENNY
It’ll do.

CARY
Right back at ya slick.

INT. POSH HOTEL RECEPTION ROOM, NEW YORK CITY - LATER

Kenny and Cary stand together in the crowded reception room 
with FRANK DAMONE, the editor-n-chief of CONTINENTAL 
MAGAZINE. Everyone is enjoying cocktails and dressed to the 
nines. Hotel workers are busily setting up a dessert offering 
and a chocolate fondue fountain toward the back of the room. 

FRANK
Cary, do you think Kenny’s going to 
be able to turn this financial 
crises and social mores idea into a 
best seller?

CARY
You’d probably know better than me. 
I’m usually drunk when I read his 
articles. It keeps me from being 
too critical.

FRANK
Ooh, ouch! Maybe I should hire you 
to work in acquisitions at 
Continental Magazine. 
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KENNY
(distracted and a little 
drunk)

Eh, you can’t afford her. 

Kenny’s agent, TED RATNER, approaches the trio, cocktail in 
hand. As the dessert table starts to take form behind them 
the crowd begins shifting around them. 

TED
Hello Kenny ... Cary, good to see 
you.

KENNY
Hey, Teddy! I saw you a few tables 
over at dinner. Frank, I think you 
know my agent, Ted Ratner.

FRANK
Yes, yes, our paths have crossed. 
It’s good to see you again.

Frank extends his hand to Ted and they shake.

TED
Wow, that was some dinner. Did 
anyone save room for the dessert?

CARY
Oh, it certainly smells tempting. 
And we can always make room for 
dessert. Right honey?

KENNY
(turning toward Cary)

Absolutely! I can’t wait to check 
out the fondue.

(too loudly)
I smell chocolate! I can definitely 
sense that there’s some chocolate 
close by!

Kenny then turns back toward Frank and Ted. Standing right 
next to Frank now are CLAYTON BUSBY and his wife, CYNTHIA; 
both are African American.

FRANK
Kenny, I’d like you to meet Clayton 
Busby and his wife Cynthia. We just 
hired Clayton as an associate 
editor. 

KENNY
Oh, um, hello.
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Kenny eagerly extends his hand and Clayton shakes it.

CLAYTON 
It’s nice to meet you.

CYNTHIA
(to Cary)

Hi.

CARY
Hello.

KENNY
Yeah, um, sorry about that ... I 
mean, I didn’t mean ... uh, you 
know. I mean it’s not at all, you 
know, racist, ... because I’m 
black, or at least I think I might 
be ... I’m fairly positive that I 
may be partially African American 
...

Kenny’s voice trails off as he begins to realize the words 
that have come out of his mouth. Cary buries her face in her 
cocktail as the others stand frozen in awkward disbelief, 
staring at Kenny.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. PATIO OF PEET’S COFFEE SHOP, NEW YORK CITY - DAY

Kenny sits at an outdoor table with his coffee, enjoying the 
people watching opportunities. Stephen Davidson approaches 
Kenny’s table. He’s wearing a suit and carrying a laptop bag 
and looks to be a bit frazzled. 

STEPHEN
Kenny Simpson, I presume?

KENNY
That’s why I’m wearing the agreed 
upon Atlanta Braves cap. You won’t 
find that occurring naturally in 
Greenwich Village.

Stephen sits down, slinging his computer bag across the back 
of the chair. 

STEPHEN
Maybe we should have arranged for 
each of us wear a rose on our 
lapels?

KENNY
(smiling)

This conversation is going nowhere 
good.

They share a small laugh and Kenny takes off the cap.

STEPHEN
Actually, I already knew what you 
looked like from your webpage. It’s 
not half bad. 

KENNY
My webpage or what I look like?

They have another small laugh.

STEPHEN
Both, I guess. By the way, I’m 
sorry I’m a little late. It’s been 
a crazy day.

KENNY
Sounds like the week I’ve had. ... 
Oh, did you want to order 
something?
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STEPHEN
No, thanks. I got plenty of 
caffeine over at the law school. 

KENNY
Oh, is that what you’re here for? 
Do you have a case or something?

STEPHEN
Oh, no. My practice stays in South 
Carolina for the most part. I’m on 
the law school alumni committee at 
NYU.

KENNY
Oh, of course, right here. 

STEPHEN
Yep. So, let’s get to it. You think 
that your dad may be related to my 
uncle, Cullen Davidson, correct?

KENNY
Uh, yeah, that’s the story I’ve 
been told. 

STEPHEN
Well, I haven’t told anyone about 
our meeting or asked around, but I 
can tell you that growing up I 
occasionally heard stories among 
the relatives about uncle Cullen 
having a child with another woman. 

KENNY
Really?

STEPHEN
Yeah, although I don’t recall 
anything about her being white. But 
I wasn’t really paying close 
attention at that age. I haven’t 
heard anything about it for a very 
long time though. As you might 
expect, people don’t ask the widow 
much about it.

KENNY
The widow?

STEPHEN
Cullen’s widow. She’s still alive.
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KENNY
Really? Hold is she?

STEPHEN
She’s ninety-one, and still as 
feisty and ornery as ever. 

KENNY
Ya know I should probably know 
that. I got a family tree from the 
genealogist - that’s how I found 
you. ... So, I’m guessing that the 
widow probably knows the answer to 
this riddle. 

STEPHEN
Yeah, I reckon she does. But I’m 
not going there; at least not yet. 
Of course, there’s another way - 
have you gotten your DNA test 
results back?

KENNY
No, it’ll be a while. But I guess 
that’s the next step, huh?

STEPHEN
Well, yeah. With the results you 
should be able to tell if you have 
any African American heritage and, 
since I’m in the database, if 
you’re related to me -- which would 
pretty much confirm your aunt’s 
story.

It all becomes very real for Kenny and he leans back in his 
seat to take it all in.

KENNY
Wow ... all that from a little 
container of spit. ... Listen, I 
know it’s a little preliminary, but 
I’d like to hear some more about 
your family. 

STEPHEN
No problem at all. It gives me an 
excuse to skip the next shitty 
alumni meeting.

KENNY
(getting up)

I’m gonna get a refill. Can I get 
you something.
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STEPHEN
Um, sure, a little more caffeine 
won’t kill me. 

KENNY
Okay, uh, coffee? Iced coffee? 
Latte? What’s your choice?

STEPHEN
(smiling)

Surprise me.

EXT. BACKYARD, NANCY SIMPSON’S HOUSE, SUMMERVILLE, SC -- DAY

Nancy and Kelly sit on the back porch stringing beans for the 
night’s supper while the kids play in the backyard and 
adjacent woods. One of Christy’s kids, JANIE (6), approaches 
her grandmother upset and about to cry.

NANCY
Honey, what’s wrong?

JANIE
Jason. He’s mean.

NANCY
What did he do?

JANIE
He called me a darky.

NANCY
A what?

JANIE
He said I was a darky.

KELLY
Jason!

JASON (10) pokes his head out from behind a shed at the back 
of the yard.

JASON
(from a distance)

What?!

NANCY
You know what. Get over here.

Jason jogs over to the porch, head down, knowing he’s in 
trouble.
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NANCY (CONT’D)
What did you call your cousin?

JASON
But she was bothering me!

NANCY
What did you call her?

JASON
A darky.

NANCY
Do you know what that is?

JASON
Yes ma’am.

NANCY
Well she’s not one and you don’t 
need to be calling her that. 
Understand?

JASON
Yes ma’am. ... Are you gonna tell 
momma?

NANCY
We’ll see.

She motions for him to run along. Janie has already gone back 
to playing with her other cousins. Nancy turns her attention 
to Kelly who looks a little frightened.

NANCY (CONT’D)
So, what has Kyllie been telling 
that boy?

KELLY
Nothing. At least not as far as I 
know. 

NANCY
Then where did that come from?

KELLY
I don’t know. He may have overheard 
us talking about momma’s final 
moments or something.

Nancy looks at her sharply and coldly.
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KELLY (CONT’D)
Well, it was the last thing she 
said that any of us could 
understand. It’s not like we clear 
the kids out of the room when we 
talk about it ... you know ...

Her voice trails off as Nancy maintains her steely stare. 
Kelly breaks eye contact and nervously turns her attention 
back to stringing beans.

NANCY
Hmmph.

INT. FRANK DAMONE’S OFFICE, NEW YORK CITY - DAY

Frank is at his desk working when Kenny pops his head in the 
office while simultaneously knocking on the open door.

KENNY
You wanted to see me?

Frank motions for him to come in.

FRANK
Yeah, close the door behind you.

Kenny comes in and takes a seat in front of Frank’s desk.

KENNY
If this is about the other night, 
I’ve already apologized to Clayton 
and he seems to be cool with it. 
I’m really sorry about the whole 
thing -- I just love chocolate; I 
get excited. 

FRANK
Nobody cared about the chocolate 
remark. It was all that stuff that 
came after it. It was just 
baffling. What the hell is going on 
with you?

KENNY
I don’t know. Actually, everything 
I said was true. I now that doesn’t 
necessarily mean that I should have 
said it out loud. 

FRANK
Wait, what do you mean it’s true?
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KENNY
I, uh, my aunt just gave this 
deathbed confession that my real 
grandfather was black ... I swear. 
She even gave me his name ... and 
the guy exists. But it’s not 
confirmed yet.

FRANK
Wouldn’t your father have told you 
about that when he was still alive?

KENNY
I don’t even know if he knew about 
it! 

FRANK
Okay, okay, calm down. I 
understand.

KENNY
I’m sorry. I just ... this has been 
really weird for me and I guess 
I’ve been obsessing over it. 
There’s so much I want to know. 

Frank takes a moment to take all this in and appears to be in 
deep thought.

FRANK
I see ... I see.

KENNY
What?

The wheels are turning in Frank’s head as Kenny leans forward 
hoping for more of a response to his explanation.

FRANK
Kenny ...

KENNY
(interrupting)

Yes Frank?

FRANK
Stay with me on this ... I think we 
could consider this as an 
opportunity. This is hot ... this 
could be really great stuff. 

KENNY
What stuff?
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FRANK
Here’s what I want you to do. I 
want you to take a break from your 
financial crises project. I want 
you to go down there and figure out 
if this is for real - if there’s a 
true story, a backdrop story, for a 
broader discussion of race 
relations. I could see a whole 
series of articles ...

KENNY
(interrupting)

You want me to go to South 
Carolina? But that’s not really 
necessary to confirm ...

FRANK
(interrupting)

Kenny, listen up! You. South 
Carolina. Road trip. On our dime. 
As soon as possible. Understand?

KENNY
Uh, sure. No problem. Besides, who 
am I to turn down free frequent 
flier miles? 

INT. KENNY AND CARY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kenny packs two small suitcases, making a mess of things, 
while Cary repacks the suitcases in a more efficient manner. 

CARY
So, how long are you going to be 
gone?

KENNY
A week. I’ll be back on Wednesday.

Cary looks over the rather small suitcases. 

CARY
Do you think you’re taking enough.

KENNY
Oh yeah. I’ll just recycle my 
underwear in the sink and then ...

CARY
(interrupting)

Stop. Please. I really don’t want 
to know any more about that 
process. 
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Kenny packs a snorkel and mask into one of the bags as Cary 
eyes these choices with a quizzical expression.

CARY (CONT’D)
And when do you get the DNA 
results?

KENNY
Um, maybe the day after I get to 
Charleston.

CARY
And what happens if they come back 
and none of this is true?

Kenny stops packing abruptly and looks at her, a bit put off. 
She just shrugs her shoulders.

KENNY
Then I guess I come home early and 
I got a free vacation, albeit a 
crappy one. ... Are you sure you 
don’t want to go with me?

CARY
I can’t. I’ve got clients with 
deadlines coming. I wouldn’t have 
time to do anything but work 
anyway.

KENNY
You know I’m staying on Sullivan’s 
Island.

CARY
Is that what the snorkel and mask 
are for?

KENNY
Yeah, why?

CARY
You always take those whenever we 
go anywhere near the beach and you 
never use them.

KENNY
You know me so well. But hey, maybe 
I’ll do something different this 
time. ... Are you sure you don’t 
want to go?

Kenny puts his arm around her waist affectionately. She 
reciprocates and rest her head against his.
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CARY
Sorry, I can’t. But I sure will 
miss my black lover.

KENNY
Awww, you’re so sweet. Your black 
lover can’t wait to meet your Nana 
for Passover.

They kiss and then go back to packing.

INT. LAGUARDIA AIRPORT TERMINAL, TICKETING - DAY

Kenny steps up to the counter and hands his pre-printed 
boarding passes and I.D. to the ATTENDANT.

ATTENDANT
Let’s see ... Charlotte to 
Charleston?

KENNY
That’s correct. 

ATTENDANT
And will you be checking any of 
your bags?

KENNY
No ma’am, I will not. Carrying them 
on today.

MONTAGE OF KENNY’S JOURNEY TO CHARLESTON.

-- Kenny looks down from the airplane window on the beaches 
of South Carolina’s Grand Strand below.

-- He drives his rental car through downtown Charleston, 
along historic King Street.

-- He drives over the bridge from the mainland to Sullivan’s 
Island.

-- He checks in at the Bed & Breakfast.

-- He cracks a beer and walks out to his balcony which 
overlooks the beach and the Atlantic. 

INT. LOBBY OF THE DAVIDSON LAW FIRM, CHARLESTON, SC -- DAY

Kenny sits in a nicely appointed law firm lobby and reads 
some old magazines from the coffee table. Stephen emerges 
from the hallway.
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STEPHEN
Kenny, you’re here! I apologize for 
the wait. I had a call that 
wouldn’t end.

Kenny stands and they shake hands warmly. 

KENNY
It’s good to see you. You have a 
very nice place here.

STEPHEN
Thanks, thanks a lot. Hey, let’s go 
into my office to talk.

They walk into:

INT. STEPHEN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The office has very expensive furnishings and high end 
computers and equipment. It is adorned with University of 
South Carolina Gamecocks swag and emblems. Stephen takes a 
seat behind an impressive, but not large desk and Kenny sits 
across from him, taking in all of the Gamecock decorations. 

KENNY
I thought you went to NYU.

STEPHEN
I did ... for law school. I went to 
SC for undergrad - gamecocks all 
the way.

KENNY
Well, this could put a serious 
strain on our relationship.

STEPHEN
Let me guess - Clemson?

KENNY
Not a chance. Chapel Hill. 
Tarheels, baby.

STEPHEN
(laughing)

Even worse.

KENNY
I see some trash talking and 
unfortunate wagering in our future.
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STEPHEN
Don’t think I won’t hold you to 
that. So when did you get in?

KENNY
Yesterday evening. I’m staying out 
on Sullivan’s Island. 

STEPHEN
You came here first? What about 
your folks in Summerville?

KENNY
Eh, this is kind of a ... a secret 
trip. I’m really just here to look 
into our, um, possible situation. 

STEPHEN
Have you gotten the test results 
yet?

KENNY
Actually, I just got them this 
morning - a link in an email - on 
my smart phone. 

STEPHEN
You didn’t bring a laptop?

KENNY
I have one back at the B&B, but 
I’ve ... I’ve been too chicken shit 
to look at it. I thought we might 
check it together. 

Stephen seems touched by the gesture. He turns the large, 
flat screen monitor so that they can both see it and slides 
Kenny the keyboard and mouse. 

STEPHEN
I understand completely. Have at 
it.

KENNY
Okay, here goes.

Kenny brings up the web site and enters his ID and password. 
As his finger hovers over the return key, he looks at Stephen 
who nods approvingly.

CUT TO:
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EXT. 1947 DOWNTOWN CHARLESTON, SC - DAY

Establishing shot of the downtown shopping district right 
after World War II. Cars of the era are bumper to bumper and 
the sidewalks are bustling with shoppers. A SHOPPER walks 
into:

INT. 1947 CLANCY’S DEPARTMENT STORY - DAY

The shopper walks to the mens department and passes a 
strikingly handsome and well-dressed African American man, 
CULLEN DAVIDSON (25) who is looking through some trousers. A 
couple of racks of clothes away stands EVA SIMPSON (24); she 
wears a Clancy’s employee smock over her dress.

Eva pretends to be sorting clothes on the racks, but it’s 
apparent that she’s subtly checking out Cullen. He is 
initially a bit confused by her abstruse attentions, but soon 
seems to understand that her furtive looks are of admiration.   

He subtly checks to see if anyone else is watching and it 
appears they are alone. He gives her a warm smile. She looks 
away at first, but checks around herself and then smiles back 
at him. He looks down initially but then returns her smile 
with a small wink. She blushes, and even giggles a little, 
but then smiles back at him even broader than before. Their 
attraction is unmistakable.

CUT TO:

INT. STEPHEN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Kenny and Stephen stare intently at the results on the screen 
and then back at each other. Kenny looks confused, concerned, 
and elated, all at the same time. 

STEPHEN
Well, you clearly have African 
American ancestry.

KENNY
And you and I are definitely 
related.

STEPHEN
(smiling broadly)

What can I say?  ... Welcome to the 
family.

END
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