
FIGURING IT OUT
(Pilot)

written by

Jen Ponton

story by

John Kraski 
Lorenzo Martinez
Brette Goldstein

Jen Ponton

jenponton.com
908-240-9696
jenponton@gmail.com

Registered with WGA East



TEASER:

EXT. DISCOVERY ISLAND - NIGHT

In a follow-shot on an otherwise heavenly Caribbean island, 
we see the picture of Lord of the Flies chaos. There are 
fires from trash cans, people running, screaming, tents on 
fire, people pushing things over--and we see JON, 40s, 
nervous. He calls out, panicked, making his way through the 
melee.

JON
Bobby! Bobby? 

He pushes through the chaos and sees one tent left standing, 
alight. Moans coming from inside. He approaches, pulling back 
the tent nylon. 

INT. DISCOVERY ISLAND BUNGALOW - CONTINUOUS

Bobby, 30, WASPy and predatorily good-looking, grabs the hair 
of a girl splayed out in front of him, as the two finish. His 
orgasm is unsettlingly like a battle cry. Jon looks on, 
uncomfortable but not seeing an option. Bobby pulls out, 
giving a slap to the girl. 

BOBBY 
(not seeing Jon)

That was fine. Listen, the plane's 
gonna leave in 15 minutes, you 
better get up there. 

GIRL
But I thought--

Turning, Bobby sees Jon. Manic and a little off, a smile 
breaks on Bobby's face as he faces Jon stark naked. He puts 
his hands 

BOBBY
Jonny! Hey buddy, I was just gonna 
come lookin' for you.

Embarrassed, the girl runs out, clutching her clothing to her 
chest. 

JON
Bobby, this is a nightmare, we have 
to help emergency services. We 
can't just leave.
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Bobby pulls on some clothing and throws a duffel at Jon, 
which he clumsily catches.

BOBBY
That is where you're wrong, my 
friend. There are no emergency 
services.

JON
What?!

BOBBY
So we gotta get the fuck outta here 
before this whole island goes up. 

JON
But--all these people, they're--

BOBBY
Jonny, Jonny, don't worry. 

(beat)
We got the first private jet outta 
here and back to LA.

Bobby puts a finger to his lips and winks. 

CUT TO:

INT. LAX - MORNING

A nervous man, JON GOLDEN (40s), hurries down the corridor of 
an LAX terminal. Worried, he looks around furtively (a non-
trivial amount of paranoia involved). As he approaches his 
GATE, everyone is in line for economy boarding. We hear over 
the loudspeaker: 

LOUDSPEAKER
Boarding has now begun for Group 5, 
Flight 1604 from Los Angeles to 
Newark boarding at Gate 71B. 

We see the ticket in his hand. He is in Group 5. The line of 
people is terrifying. 

CUT TO:

INT. LAX AIRLINE CUSTOMER SERVICE DESK - CONTINUOUS

Jon anxiously talks with a customer service rep.
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REP
Your pre-boarding privileges have 
already passed, sir. You'll still 
have to board with the current 
group.

JON
Could I maybe have a chaperone? 
Would that be possible?

The rep looks at him. 

REP
Sir, if you'd like to upgrade to 
first class, I can do that for you. 
That's all I can offer you at this 
time.

Jon, relenting, fishes a card out of his wallet. It is black 
titanium, imposing (as ridiculous as that is), and the 
picture of elite luxury. He reluctantly (shamefully?) hands 
it to the rep. The rep studies it.

REP (CONT’D)
Magnus?

JON
It's a...mom and pop operation.

The rep looks at it skeptically as they run the card. A loud 
and disappointing beep.

REP
I'm sorry sir, but it's been 
declined.

JON
(under his breath)

Shit. 

REP
Would you like to try another card?

Jon opens his wallet. There's a little cash and some cards 
cut up in the cash fold. He closes the wallet.

JON
No. That's okay. Thank you for 
trying.

REP
Have a safe flight, sir.
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Jon walks away, and the rep does a double-take. It couldn't 
be...could it...?

CUT TO:

INT. AIRPLANE - MORNING

Jon nervously walks down the aisle, as inobtrusive as he can 
be, to his window seat in the back. Matching shots of people 
not noticing him, and also looking puzzlingly at him, as he 
sweats bullets and avoids eye contact. He doesn't even open 
the luggage compartment--he slides into the window seat and 
pulls a cap over his head. He tucks his arms tight to his 
body and nestles his head against the window.

PILOT (VO)
Good morning folks, this is your 
pilot speaking...

Off Jon's face, we FLASH BACK. The following blips are 
intercut.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BAHAMAS AIRPORT - NIGHT

Jon and BOBBY, 30, run fervently through an airport of HORDES 
OF RAGING PEOPLE, all of whom see to be angry at them.

PILOT (VO)
...We should make pretty good time 
this morning, about five-and-a-half 
hours...

EXT. PRIVATE JET - NIGHT

Bobby and Jon hustle up the stairs to the jet, looking 
furtively over their shoulders--

PILOT
--heading to Newark. Weather in New 
Jersey is--

INT. PRIVATE JET - NIGHT

Bobby and Jon, terrified, crouch in the small jet as items 
HIT the windows--apples, water bottles, whatever people can 
throw. 
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PILOT
--currently 75 with scattered 
rainshowers. 

BOBBY
(rage-screaming to the 
pilot)

GO, FOR FUCK's SAKE, GO GO GO!

CUT TO:

INT. AIRPLANE - DAY (PRESENT)

Jon looks shell-shocked.

PILOT
Enjoy the flight.

BLACK OUT.

[TITLE SEQUENCE]  
TITLE CARD: FIGURING IT OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Jon is the last one on the plane--almost hiding--as the last 
of the passengers filter out. A stewardess tentatively 
approaches him.

STEWARDESS
Sir? We've arrived in Newark. We'll 
need you to disembark the plane 
now.

As Jon reluctantly, carefully gets up--

CUT TO:

EXT. NEWARK LIBERTY AIRPORT - NIGHT

Jon waits, paranoid and uncomfortable, on a bench near the 
taxi pickup. Buses pass with plumes of exhaust, taxi drivers 
shriek out their windows. He tucks his cap down even more, 
wraps his jacket around him. A '90s PONTIAC, red and black, 
pulls up, Bon Jovi blaring from the windows.  Jon ducks down.  
The window opens.

TONI (OC)
'Ey. Don't I know you?
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JON
(mumbling, without eye 
contact)

I'm sorry, I don't--

TONI
Jonny! It's me!

Jon looks up, relief washing over his face.

JON
Hey! You're not my sister.

A reverse shot on TONI, 40s, Italian, fiery and ballsy. She 
peppers her fast Jersey with even faster Jersey Italian. 

TONI
Yeah, and you're welcome for that. 
Get the fuck over here, ya freakin' 
gaguzz.

Toni, smiling, gets out of the car and gathers Jon in a bear 
hug. They give each other a quick peck.

TONI (CONT’D)
Maron, how long's it been since I 
seen you?

JON
Ah, man, too long, Ton. 

She holds him by the shoulders and sizes him up.

TONI
Jonny. You look great. 

JON
Yeah?

TONI
Nah, you look like hell. But you 
know that.

She slaps him on the shoulder with a laugh. She deftly grabs 
his bags and turns towards the car.

TONI  (CONT’D)
(over her shoulder)

'Iamo!

Jon, looking over his shoulder, hurriedly follows her.

CUT TO:
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INT. PONTIAC - CONTINUOUS

Toni drives down the Jersey Turnpike, Springsteen tinnily 
wafting from the radio. Jon turns it up and Toni smiles.

JON
This is wild. Just like the day you 
got your license--'89, wasn't it?

TONI
Same car.

JON
No! 

JON (CONT’D)
The Pouton-iac?

TONI
The Pouton-iac.

TONI (CONT’D)
Yeah, she's a real Frankenstein 
now, but same wheels. Fuck that SUV 
shit. 

Jon smiles. This might be the first time he's felt okay in 
weeks. 

TONI (CONT’D)
So Jonny, how you been? I feel like 
it's been forever. Since what,  
since Daniella's birthday party? 
Her--

JON
Yeah. Yeah, her 10th birthday.

TONI
Christ. 

(beat)
She's a sophomore now, you know. 
Giving me the kinda hell I gave my 
own mother, madonna mia.

JON
Doing the kind of crazy stuff we 
used to do?

TONI
For her sake, she'd better hope to 
Christ not.

A warm beat.
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JON
Jesus, you have no idea how good it 
is to see you.

TONI
Yeah, you too, Jonny.

JON
Hey, Jen didn't text me or 
anything. Did something come up?

TONI
Her kids' recital tonight.

Jon blanches.

JON
Oh shit. I think she told them I 
was gonna be there. Shit. 

(beat)
How's, uh, how's--

TONI
Gio?

JON
Yeah! Gio, how old is he now?

TONI
Nine. He's good. Learnin' to play 
the fuckin' violin. 

JON
How's that going?

Toni gives Jon a look and he laughs. Toni puts a blinker on 
and Jon marks it, suddenly a little alarmed.

JON (CONT’D)
Oh, um--Jen was actually taking me 
back down the shore.

TONI
Why? Aren't you leaving us for New 
York?

JON
My building's not done yet. They 
don't know how long it's gonna be. 
So...I'm gonna stay down home with 
you guys. 

Toni's face breaks into a smile.
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TONI
Hey, that's great! Man, me and the 
guys, we thought you were just 
gonna go back to the City, y'know, 
your glitzy Hollywood life! Except 
New York. But hey--this is 
fantastic! We gotta--hang on a sec-
- 

She starts dialing a phone as Jon sits, uncomfortable. 

TONI (CONT’D)
Ess, it's Toni. 
Hey. I got Jonny here.

(beat)
C'mon, Ess. We gotta take Jonny 
out. Go to Applebees or somethin'.

JON
Oh no, I'd really rather--

Toni holds up a laquered talon.

TONI
Hey, ubbatz, gimme a break and get 
a few pies from Nicolosi's, 
alright?

Jon looks pointedly at her.

TONI (CONT’D)
It'll just be a pie. 

JON
Esso's there?

Toni doesn't answer.

JON (CONT’D)
Hawk too?

TONI
Don't worry about it.

JON
(mumbling)

Unbelievable.

CUT TO:
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EXT. TONI'S - NIGHT

Outside a '70s split-level home, the Pontiac pulls up and 
cuts the engine. Toni gets out, grabs Jon's luggage, and they 
head towards the front door. 

CUT TO:

INT. TONI'S -CONTINUOUS

The front door opens to two burly, quirky, charismatic, 
Italian men, early 40s. These are ESSO and HAWK. Esso is a 
bit more aggressive, Hawk a bit more of a softie.

ESSO
Hollywoods!

HAWK
Hollywood! 
 

JON
Hi guys.

Toni leans over his shoulder, whispering--

TONI
Just try to be nice. For me.

Jon pastes on a smile. He extends a hand and Hawk approaches 
him, roughly patting his back. Esso leans in to do the same, 
but harder and louder.

HAWK
Eyyy, Jonny, long time--

ESSO
--yeah you fuckin' scooch, 
whassamatta, Applebee's not good 
enough for you? You need some sushi 
or lobster or some shit?

HAWK
C'mon, he doesn't eat lobster, Ess.

ESSO
The fuck not?

HAWK
Kosher. You gotta be more sensitive 
to these things.

JON
It's fine.
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ESSO
Look at this! JOHNNY'S BACK! S'like 
high school all over again!

JON
No, you'd have to have my head in a 
toilet in order for that to be 
true.

ESSO
Tha's right! Tha's right! Mr. 
Swirly, over here!

Jon looks around furtively, crushing them in a hug to hide 
his face.

JON
Alright alright, c'mon, keep it 
down.

HAWK
Jonny, hey, you embarrassed by your 
friggin' family or what?

Esso yells playfully down the block:

ESSO
Ooh la la! We got a fancy celebrity 
over here! Send the papparazzaroni!

Jon, laughing, still paranoid, ducks in and thwaks Esso.

The decor is '80s, Jersey Italian gaudy. Lots of white and 
crystal and gold. As they settle into the living room, 
VARNISHKE (VARI), Indian, early 40s, Toni's husband, enters 
from the hallway.

JON
Hey, Vari! Good to see you.

VARI
Wow, Jon, hey. How are you? Good to 
see you.

JON
Yeah, how's it hangin', man. 

The two share a handshake.

VARI
Toni told me you were moving back 
to New York?
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JON
I will, but not for a little while, 
yet--I'm gonna stay in Jersey for--

VARI
(distractedly)

Good, great. Great. Well, welcome 
home. 

(to Toni)
Sweetheart, did you see my grey 
wool socks? I can't find them 
anywhere and I need them for 
tomorrow's trial.

TONI
Yeah hon, they're on the drying 
rack.

VARI
Thank you.

A sweet peck. The doorbell rings. From down the hall, a boy's 
voice warbles--

GIO (OC)
Pizza!!!

Gio runs out of his room, gangly, 9 years old, 
Indian/Italian. Toni grabs him.

TONI
'Ey, 'ey! Vidi cachunka! That's not 
for you. That's for my friends.

GIO
Hey, I know you--from Twitter--
you're that guy!

TONI
You remember your Uncle Jonny?

Gio claps his hand over his mouth and starts giggling.

GIO
Uncle Jonny?! He's the one who 
started that--

Jon reddens and Toni intervenes, handing him cash.

GIO (CONT’D)
--fire in Bermuda where all 
those people-
 

TONI
Alright, basta, basta. Go get 
the door. Uarda!
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Gio runs down the stairs, and off Toni's apologetic and 
awkward smile--

CUT TO:

INT. TONI'S DINING ROOM - LATER

Open pizza boxes and beer bottles litter the round table 
under a chandelier. The friends sit, full, quiet. Hawk lights 
a cigar.

TONI
Hawk, c'mon, not in the house.

She yanks open the sliding door behind them and points. Hawk 
stands half in, half out, his hand with the cigar reaching 
outside the house. 

HAWK
When's it done?

JON
Man, I dunno. But the longer it 
waits, the better. The longer I can 
hold off. 

TONI
How much did you put down?

JON
Half a mill. 

A reaction to this.

JON (CONT’D)
Yeah, I know. So--I'm in. 

HAWK
There's gotta be somethin' you can 
do.

ESSO
Call Frankie Boombots?

Jon starts incredulously at this name from the past.

ESSO (CONT’D)
What? He's in real estate now. 

JON
It's not--. Do you guys realize how 
many people are looking for me 
right now?
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The three of them stare at him.

JON (CONT’D)
Really? Discovery Island, anyone? 
It was--all over the news. 

All of them try to downplay it.

HAWK
I mean, we saw--

TONI
--a little bit-- 

ESSO
On the YouTubes. 

TONI
(lamely)

Gio found it. 

The doorbell rings. Jon tenses, and Gio again runs down the 
hallway to the door. The door opens and JEN is there, Jon's 
kid sister, 30s- cute as Betty Crocker and surprisingly 
brash.

GIO
AUNT JEN AUNT JEN!

JEN
'Eyyy-ohhh-'eyy, little paisan-a-
lini! Where's my kiss?

Jen grabs his grubby face and gives him a kiss on the cheek, 
which he quickly rubs off, reddening, then dashes away. 

ESSO
'Ey, that ain't Italian.

JEN
The hell you want from me? It's 
this or Yiddish.

Jen comes up the stairs of the split-level to the dining 
area. 

JEN (CONT’D)
I brought ya kugel, Ton. 

Jen hands Toni a sweet little Corning Ware, and Toni greedily 
lifts the lid. 



15.

TONI
Oooh, does it got those little 
fried onions I like?

Jen gives her a playful 'I-dunno-you-better-find-out-look', 
then turns to Jon.

JEN
The fuck am I, chopped liver?

Jon comes over to his sister and embraces her, kissing her 
forehead.

JON
You know it.

JEN
Sorry about Ruthie's recital. 

JON
Sorry Uncle Jon's a schmuck and 
forgot.

JEN
I think we all know you have worse 
things to worry about. 

Jen opens a beer. 

JEN (CONT’D)
Besides--Ruthie did the whole dance 
to "Take My Breath Away" backwards. 
It's already up on YouTube. 

(beat)
Fucking stage parents.

JON
Look at that, it's genetic.  

CUT TO:

INT. SKYBAR, NYC BATHROOM - NIGHT

Gorgeous, modern decor sparkles in the mood lighting. A 
woman's head is down near the sink doing a line of coke. She 
flips her head back, and it is ROXANNE, early 40s. Imagine a 
female Alec Baldwin--that. She is handsome, sensual, and a 
lesbian on the prowl. She rubs her gums, refreshes her 
lipstick, and leaves the bathroom.

CUT TO:
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INT. SKYBAR, NYC - CONTINUOUS

Roxanne scans the packed barroom for her mark. Her eyes light 
and quickly pass on OTHER LESBIANS in the room. They are not 
who she's here for. Her cell phone vibrates, she pulls it 
out. A TEXT: "U up for drinks?" She writes back: "Not 
tonight. [cat emoji][taco emoji][tongue emoji]" She puts the 
phone on vibrate and marks a much younger woman--this is 
CELINE, 22 (maybe). She wears a bachelorette banner and a 
penis crown, and she is surrounded by girls in similar crowns 
and banners. Roxanne approaches her from behind, a hand 
lingering on Celine's shoulder. Celine turns around.

ROXANNE
Oh! I'm sorry, I thought you were 
someone else. But--my date isn't 
getting married.

CELINE
Oh! Yeah, gave me away, huh?

ROXANNE
The penis crown is the pinnacle of 
subtlety.

They laugh. A waiter tries to move beyond Celine and Roxanne 
gently gathers her around the waist and pulls her towards 
her. Celine reddens, then Roxanne explains:

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
Watch your back.

She holds her just a moment longer than is necessary. Celine 
starts to warm up. 

CELINE
I really like your blouse.

ROXANNE
Thank you! Your dress is...super 
cute. I thought you were getting 
married, young lady. 

CELINE
(giggling)

Oh my god, my friends made me wear 
this. I can't even wear a bra with 
it.

(Is this the kind of show where Roxanne would do a take to 
camera? Because if it is--she totally does.) We hear softer 
music as we ...

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. SKYBAR - CONTINUOUS

Roxanne and Celine sit close to each other, softer, more 
sensuous music playing from the bar. Celine, fairly drunk, 
finishes a daddy-issues story. 

CELINE
...and then he just...left. My mom 
and I never even got to say 
goodbye. Not that he would've. 

(beat)
I just keep wishing he'd have 
stayed around to give me away. To 
see me on my wedding day. To see me 
in my dress, and...

Celine flushes, suddenly very self-aware.

CELINE (CONT’D)
Wow, I've never told anyone this.

Roxanne nods, then puts a hand on Celine's leg.

ROXANNE
Can I tell you a secret?

Celine nods eagerly, aroused.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
You know, when my best friend got 
married--a year before she died of 
brain cancer--

CELINE
Oh my God.

ROXANNE
Yes. It was terrible.-- She told 
me, 'Roxanne...any bride you ever 
see...wants to be told that she's 
the most beautiful girl in the 
world. That's all she wants.' 

Roxanne's eyes light on Celine. She takes her hand. Celine is 
100% hooked--duh.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
So. Just like how your daddy left 
you his last pack of Camels, my 
friend gave gave me just one thing 
to remember her by. So may I tell 
you--

Celine is nodding, pupils dilating, leaning in--
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ROXANNE (CONT’D)
(getting closer)

You are the most beautiful girl 
that I have ever seen.

Off Celine's very aroused face--

CUT TO:

INT. ROXANNE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Celine writhes in orgasm, screaming in ecstacy, on a bed clad 
in red satin sheets, as Roxanne goes to town between her 
legs.

CUT TO:

INT. TONI'S DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Everyone is a little bit drunker, more pizza gone, the 
casserole dish open and Toni picking at the kugel, while Jen 
holds court telling the story.

JEN
So--wait wait wait wait--get this! 
Bobby starts his own credit card 
company. 

ESSO
The fuck!

HAWK
You can't just START a friggin' 
AMEX.

TONI
Who uses AMEX?

JON
Trust me--if you're Bobby, you can 
do anything. 

JEN
And there are all these crazy 
perks, but people are getting 
scammed left right and center, 
because he's gotta make all these 
ferkakte promises in order to offer 
the perks, right?
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HAWK
(dawning realization)

Like the festival!

TONI
Holy shit!

JON
Aw, come on, I didn't tell you all 
this.

JEN
Mom did. She finally figured out 
Google Alerts. 

(beat)
Also, you need to call Mom.

Jen grins. Jon deflates.

TONI
You got one, Jonny?

JON
One what?

TONI
One-a those fake credit cards?

JON
No. Guys--

ESSO
Come on, Jonny, in for a penny, 
some shit like that.

Everyone looks expectantly at him, Jon relents--he pulls out 
his wallet and hands the card over to Toni. She leaps up.

TONI
MAGNUS?!

They roar with laughter. Jon looks morose.  They quiet.

ESSO
Sorry, Jonny. It's just--sorry.

A beat.

TONI
So...now what?
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JON
Now--I have literally hundreds of 
people trying to sue me for money I 
never took. 

(beat)
I've barely been able leave my 
apartment without having a total 
panic attack. Going to LAX today 
was terrifying. 

HAWK
Sounds like hell, man.

JON
Tell me about it.

ESSO
But come on...this card, this 
goombah... you didn't feel like 
something was off?

Toni gives him a thwak. Off Jon's face--

CUT TO:

EXT. DISCOVERY ISLAND - DAY

On a serene, open, beachy, nearly-abandoned island, Jon 
stands with Bobby, who is a bit manic. Bobby talks into his 
phone rapidly.

BOBBY
Siri--take notes. Bobby Flay. 
Wolfgang Puck. Mario Batali. 

(to Jon)
Who else is famous?

JON
Oh jeez--Gordon Ramsay, Emeril, 
Rachael Ray--

BOBBY
Christ I LOVE her show. You ever 
watch it? That motherfucker is 
magnetic. You know any of those 
guys? You ever worked with them?

JON
Not really, I was just in charge of 
the--

Bobby pulls out a vial. Jon eyes it.
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JON (CONT’D)
Is that a--glasses repair kit?

Bobby laughs, a little unhinged, shaking it. Coke. He pours 
out a bit on the corner of his Magnus card. He snorts it. Jon 
looks on, a little rattled. 

BOBBY
Ah! Christ. What else? Hey SIRI! 
Hammock massage huts. 

(beat)
Beachside mud spas. --Is that a 
thing? Google MUD SPAS.

SIRI
Mud Spas are naturally-occurring--

BOBBY
SIRI GOOGLE How-to-make-mud-spas.

SIRI
I'm sorry, I don't understand you. 
Do you mean---

Bobby turns it off with a bark. He considers for a moment, 
does a bump of coke. Reapproaches Jon.

BOBBY
You jazzed, man?! Look at the 
possibilities!

JON
It's really something here. 

BOBBY
We made it something, buddy! How's 
our opening night line-up looking?

JON
Tentatively I've all but locked 
down--Mad Annuals, Cooper Planet, 
Asparagus Polytechnic, Treachery 
Nights--

BOBBY
Good. New, fresh stuff. That's 
great. You still got it, my man.

He slaps Jon--not gently--on the back. 

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Any of the big acts from 
Hullabaloo? Any favors someone owes 
you?
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JON
Well, Smashing Grandpas is almost a 
lock--but the thing is, I'm trying 
to get their travel arrangements 
taken care of with the company 
card, and...

Jon doesn't want to point any fingers. Bobby takes the reins.

BOBBY
Oh yeah, so many vendors, these 
fuckin' cucks, they can't even take 
Magnus yet. Give 'em a few months. 
They'll come beggin'.

Bobby fishes around in a pocket and pulls out wads of 
hundreds. A thick stack. He counts them for an alarmingly 
long time. He finally hands them to Jon.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Put it on your own card, yeah? And 
just keep this.

JON
Do you need like, a receipt for 
your records, or...?

BOBBY
Nah nah nah, we're past that at 
Discovery Island, my man. Jonny! At 
twenty-K a head, we're gonna have 
so much money that even my Harvard-
bitch accountant can't keep track 
of it, okay? May as well get a 
head-start!

Off Jon's face--

CUT TO:

INT. TONI'S DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Everyone is listening raptly, and VARI has joined. 

JON
There were...signs.

TONI
Don't these people know it wasn't 
your fault?

JON
It's...complicated.
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VARI
Jonny, I'd be happy to help you 
resolve this. To represent you, 
whatever you need. 

Jon looks sheepishly at his hands.

JON
I appreciate it Vari, but...I dunno 
if you wanna do that.

VARI
Okay.

Toni thwaks him.

VARI (CONT’D)
No, no, I mean--you're family, it's 
really no problem.

JON
I--co-signed. On everything.

VARI
You...co-signed?

Jon nods dreadfully. The room gets heavy.

JON
You gotta understand. When we met--

CUT TO:

INT. MAGNUS HQ - DAY (PAST)

Bobby--now looking quite together--nervously recites talking 
points to himself, looking out the picture window of a 
mahogany and leather office. A knock at the door.

BOBBY
Hey, Jonny! Come in, come in.

Jon comes in, the tiniest bit hesitant, but looking fairly 
confident. Bobby gives Jon a big hug, with some good-natured 
slaps on the arm and back.

JON
Bobby! How ya doin', man? It's been 
a while!
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BOBBY
(a bit modest)

Yeah, it's been, you know, life's 
been good to me--

As Jon scans the office, it really lands.

JON
Holy shit. 

(beat)
Excuse my language. But, I mean, a 
long way from those intern years, 
huh?

BOBBY
(smiling)

Yeah, yeah. I got very lucky. Been 
very blessed.

JON
Good for you, man. You always 
worked so hard. You deserve it.

Bobby holds his chest, moved. 

BOBBY
That means so much coming from you. 
Hey, rest your feet, please, 
please, have a seat.

Jon sits in an overstuffed leather chair, while Bobby goes 
behind his imposing desk. He beams.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Jon. My friend. My mentor! This is 
wild, you here.

Jon beams.

JON
Mentor? I'll have to tell my mom 
that one. 

BOBBY
Oh my God, please do. I only 
learned from the best. How long 
since you were running the 'Loo? 
The Bal-Bal? Hulla-wood?

JON
13 years now.

Bobby whistles.
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BOBBY
Well. They don't know what they're 
missing over there, they really 
don't. 

Jon shrugs, a bit uncomfortably-- 'what are you gonna do?'

JON
You know, been keeping busy, 
though--

BOBBY
Listen, listen. May I be blunt? I 
know it's been--a long time since 
you were a heavy-hitter, big 
kahuna, if we're not fucking 
around, here. 

JON
No, please. I mean, I've 
transitioned to producing for 
smaller indie--

BOBBY
Producing?! You? But--but--that's 
miles below your pay grade, a waste 
of your talent, you practically 
created the festival scene!

JON
Me and a little party called 
Woodstock, but--

BOBBY
(waving it away)

Woodstock was--bubkes, as you'd 
say. Hullabaloo?--that was a game-
changer, my friend. And I got to 
watch you work magic, for years.

JON
I appreciate that.

BOBBY
And it was bullshit, you getting 
steamrolled by--by nothing short of 
trends. Bonnaroo, Coachella, all 
this trendy crap. But can they make 
a cultural revolution? Of course 
not. That was all you.

Jon smiles uncomfortably, offering a weak joke.
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JON
That's what my mom tells her mah-
jongg group.

BOBBY
I know what you're capable of, 
Jonny. That's why I want to help 
you--to rebuild your legacy. 

Bobby turns on a large screen on a wall with a Power Point 
presentation. Slides of gorgeous bikini-clad models on white 
sandy shores, luxury tents out of Dubai, and rock stars on 
raised stages on the beach, surrounded by tiki torches. Bobby 
is nervous and excited.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Let me introduce you to...Discovery 
Island. A 3-day music festival for 
the glamour-loving InstaSnap 
generation--crossed with the 
classic memory-making magic of 
Hullabaloo.

(slides change)
With the luxury of an island 
resort--plush accomodations, 
gourmet meals, and first-class air 
travel--crossed with a once-in-a-
lifetime playlist of some of the 
hottest bands around--Discovery 
Island is once again changing the 
game of music festivals.

The last slide says 'A Brand New Luxury Music 
Festival...curated by one of the founders of Hullabaloo, Jon 
Golden (JNCO Jonny).' It includes a fancy (very dated) 
headshot from 1994, at the height of grunge.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
(hopeful)

This could be the biggest thing 
since sliced bread. But I can only 
make it happen with your talent, 
Jonny. 

(beat)
So what do you say? 

Off Jon's dawning inspiration--

CUT TO:
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INT. TONI'S DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jon holds the Magnus card in his hands as his friends look 
on, gobsmacked. 

JON
I agreed, he gave me this, and... 
here we are.

VARI
(quietly)

He tricked you into signing away 
your innocence.

JEN
Mom said you weren't actually, 
like, criminally wanted, though--
right?

ESSO
Naw, if he was, they'd'a stopped 
him at the airport. 

Everyone looks at Esso.

ESSO (CONT’D)
I heard.

JON
No, nothing like that--Bobby is; he 
fled the country in April and no 
one's seen him since--but, me? I'm 
the one stuck with an angry mob 
carrying pitchforks and subpoenas. 

HAWK
Maron.

A beat of silence from all around. Hawk stubs out his cigar 
and rises.

HAWK (CONT’D)
Alright Ton, I gotta get back to 
Debbie.

ESSO
Yeah, I got an early morning.

TONI
(to Vari)

Gio in bed yet?
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VARI
I'll check. Goodnight, guys. Sorry 
again, Jonny.

They mutter goodnight after him as he pads down the hall.

VARI (OC) (CONT’D)
Hey! Give me the flashlight. When 
we say bed--

Esso and Hawk see themselves out, ad libbing goodbyes with 
the others. Jen grabs her keys and gives Toni a peck. She 
goes to grab her Corningware, but Toni fusses and stops her.

TONI
Ah ah ah, lemme fill it back up 
with somethin' nice. Whatcha want?

JEN
Surprise me. 

TONI
Sfogliatelle?

Jen kisses her fingers and shakes them.

JEN
Abbondanza!

She turns to Jon.

JEN (CONT’D)
You comin'? 

JON
Nah--maybe tomorrow. That okay?

She starts off to leave.

JEN
Alright. I got a show, though. 
You're coming with me. 

JON
No I'm not.

The door flies open at Jen--it's DANIELLA, 15, Vari and 
Toni's Indian/Italian daughter. Toni shoots a glare at her 
and she runs down the hall.

JEN
Yes you are!
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JON
No, I'm--

The door slams. Damn.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEASIDE HEIGHTS BOARDWALK - NIGHT

Post Labor-Day, a mostly abandoned boardwalk is dimly lit as 
Toni and Jon stroll. 

TONI
I can't believe her. Christ. 

(beat)
My mother always said you get one 
just like you.

JON
(smirking)

Then you're in for a bumpy ride.

Toni shakes her head and laughs. They stroll.

JON (CONT’D)
It smells so good here.

TONI
What's it smell like down the shore 
in Loss Anguhless?

JON
(grinning)

Okay, first of all, they don't call 
it the shore there. It's the beach.

TONI
That's stupid. 

JON
You know it's only the shore here, 
right?

TONI
Yeah, 'cause we're the only ones 
who get it right. 

She raises her eyebrows and pops a stick of gum. Jon grins.

JON
And another thing--
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TONI
--Oh, here we go, Mr. 
Hollywood Music Mogul--
fuckin' MTV's Golden Boy--

JON (CONT’D)
(laughing)

And another thing--

JON (CONT’D)
(laughing)

--you don't go DOWN it. You go... I 
dunno, West? Admittedly, I never 
really figured that part out.

TONI
Fuckin' butteros.

He looks at her. She's grinning, chewing obnoxiously, egging 
him on. He shakes his head.

JON
I don't know how Varnishke puts up 
with you.

TONI
Sure you do. You fuckin' love me. 

JON
Sure. A mouth like a sailor, heavy 
drinker, fast driver, what's not to 
love?

She swats at him.

TONI
(gesturing at the night 
around them)

And look at this! How could you 
leave this? 

Jon starts.

TONI (CONT’D)
I mean before everything went 
fanabola.

JON
(shrugging)

I did! I missed it. I missed you. 
Asbury Park. 

(beat)
Hey, that's why I went to LA. 
The...Malibu Shore.

She smiles.



31.

TONI
Yeah. 

(beat)
But you only came back home to hide 
out. If you could--you'd go back 
there. Wouldn't you?

Jon doesn't answer her, just looks at the Atlantic. They 
walk. 

CUT TO:

INT. ROXANNE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Morning light comes through blackout curtains. Roxanne stirs 
sleepily as Celine pulls up her tube dress, looking ashamed 
and worried and coming off her drunkenness. 

ROXANNE
Where you going so early, pussycat?

CELINE
I, um. I've never done 
something...like that...before.

ROXANNE
(not unkindly)

I could tell.

CELINE
I don't want you to think that--

Roxanne grabs her back across the bed and kisses her deeply. 
Celine melts a little bit.

CELINE (CONT’D)
I have to--we were only in town for 
my bachelorette--my flight back to 
Wichita is at 5. 

ROXANNE
Well then. All the more reason 
to...enjoy everything that New York 
has to offer right...now.

She starts kissing Celine down her neck and decolletage, 
peeling her dress off, getting further south, Celine 
responding despite her reservations. A phone goes off and 
Celine's eyes widen.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
SHIT.
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CELINE
What?--

ROXANNE
Shit--FUCK--get out, get out, get 
out--

Roxanne pushes Celine out the door as she grabs her dress to 
her body, flushed and aghast. Off a shaken Celine--

CUT TO:

EXT. ROXANNE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Roxanne jeujes her hair. We see an insert of her ride app--
nothing around. Damn. She hurries down the street to her 
subway entrance. 

CUT TO:

INT. R TRAIN SUBWAY CAR - MORNING

Roxanne sits uncomfortably, until she eyes young women on the 
train car. Maybe some eye-fucking with a lucky lady. The car 
stops and her toy gets off.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARK SLOPE STREET - MORNING

Roxanne hurries into the frame and ascends a brownstone 
staircase. She catches her breath, tries to relax. She 
presses the buzzer. Some footsteps. She is almost not-panting 
at this point. IRVING, 40s, nebbishy, neurotic and bougie, 
opens the door. She smiles, trying to look fresh and relaxed.

IRVING
Let me guess. You slept in and ran 
here?

ROXANNE
Boy, that's why they pay you the 
big bucks, huh? Also, fuck off. 
Dragging me out to Brooklyn on a 
Sunday.

Tiny feet dance about and children scream in the background. 
Irving smirks and they give each other a friendly kiss. They 
enter the brownstone. 

CUT TO:
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INT. IRVING'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Everything is aclamor in Irving and SREE (40s, Asian, a 
Brooklyn boho-goddess, bougie)'s reclaimed wood, exposed 
beam, Edison-bulb adorned kitchen and dining room. Two 
children, AHAVA (2) and ARI (4) sit in booster seats, 
shrieking and giggling. Roxanne looks irritated. Sree places 
down platters of vegan buckwheat pancakes, mason jars of 
syrup (of course), fresh berries, just fucking killing it. 

SREE
You want fresh-squeezed OJ, Roxy?

AHAVA & ARI
Yeah! OJ, OJ!

ROXANNE
(drily)

A Bloody Mary would be great, 
thanks. 

(beat)
And more coffee.

A beat as she watches the children shriek.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
Black.

Sree brings over the pot and refreshes Roxanne's mug. She 
grins, not un-wolf-ishly. 

IRVING
Rough night?

ROXANNE
No, great night. 

(beat, smirking, sotto to 
Irving)

22, Irv.

IRVING
(longingly)

Oh, to be 22.

ROXANNE
She was so tight, I could barely--

She sees Ahava and Ari looking at her playfully, rapt 
attention. Irv gives her a look.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
--could barely--get her to talk. 
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IRVING
Listen kids, why don't you go play 
elsewhere, okay? 

The kids race off, giggling and shrieking.

ROXANNE
Christ. Sorry, Sree. My mouth is--
not childproof.

IRVING
Well. I'd argue that.

They share a lewd grin. From off, a crash, and Sree runs into 
the other room.

SREE
(as she exits)

Hey! Ahava, Ari, I told you NO 
playing in the library--

ROXANNE
Man, I know, I mean, I guess you 
love 'em, but...I can't believe you 
have kids. 

IRVING
They're not so bad. Keeps me young.

ROXANNE
Those grey hairs say otherwise.

IRVING
(beat)

Hey!  Uh, the funniest thing-- 
speaking of kids -- remember 
Jonny's sister? She came to some of 
our parties? Back at NYU?

ROXANNE
Oh yeah, yeah.

IRVING
Well, get a look at this.

Irving shows her his Instagram feed. He is on Jen's page as 
GOLDIE BANG BANG. He scrolls through. Roxanne's eyes widen 
and she whistles low.

ROXANNE
Looks like someone moved on from 
her braces and training bra.
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IRVING
Oh, you have no idea.

ROXANNE
How'd you find that?

Irving reddens.

IRVING
I was just--curious. 

Roxanne looks at him, narrowing her eyes. Irving looks 
furtively towards Sree, then leans in.

IRVING (CONT’D)
Okay, I--I made out with her at our 
Halloween party junior year.

ROXANNE
WHAT? She was like, 15, Irv.

IRVING
Excuse me? You, my friend, are 43, 
and last night you slept with 
someone less than half your age. 

ROXANNE
Women are less threatened by me.

IRVING
They shouldn't be. 

ROXANNE
(wolfishly)

So. Jonny's kid sister?

IRVING
(distant)

Yeah...I had such a crush on her 
and--I think she maybe had a thing 
for me.

ROXANNE
Sure, her big brother's college 
roommate? I can hear her panties 
getting wet.

IRVING
(blushing furiously)

Well, Jonny doesn't know any of 
this. And I certainly don't need to 
add anything to his plate.
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ROXANNE
Relax, Irv. I'm good for it. How is 
Jonny, anyway?

Irving's face grows pale.

IRVING
You didn't hear?

CUT TO:

INT. TONI'S - MORNING

Jon sleeps on the couch as eggs sizzle, pans clank, and Gio 
shakily works "Ode to Joy" on his violin down the hall. Jon 
stirs and looks at his Apple Watch. It's 11:30. He rubs his 
eyes. There's also an inbox full of threatening emails and 
texts that he ignores, turning the screen off. He gets up. He 
calls into the kitchen as he gets dressed.

JON
Ton, I gotta go, I'm gonna be late 
for Jen's.

TONI
Not before you have some'a this, 
you don't.

Jon peeks in, still tucking his shirt into his pants, seeing 
an overcooked plate of eggs and a stack of greasy, round 
meat. His face lights up. Vari sits there calmly reading the 
paper and sipping his coffee.

JON
Oh God, is that pork roll?

Toni smirks proudly.

TONI
Fuckin'-A, Pork roll.

Toni stabs a piece with a fork and hands it to Jon. Heedless 
of manners, he talks with her through chews.

JON
(savoring it)

Treyf. I'm sure God makes 
exceptions for pork roll, right?

TONI
You gotta get yourself a confession 
box, that's what you guys need. 
Boom, forgiven, peace be with yous.
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JON
I dunno. We're pretty attached to 
our guilt.

He licks his fingers. It's a holy experience.

TONI
Bet they don't got that in 
Hollywood, do they?

JON
No, no. This kinda MSG timebomb can 
only come from Jersey. Over there 
it's all--non-GMO avocados and 
cacao and...spirulina. 

TONI
The fuck is that.

Jon's phone rings. Something wonderfully grunge. He picks it 
up. 

JON
Hey, Toni's just feeding me, 
I'm almost ready--give me 5 
minutes. Sorry. The time 
change is--

VARI
(absently, reading)

A blue-green algae known for 
its protein density.

TONI
(beat)

Sounds like sushi.

 
 

Jon stares at the phone in his hand. 

JON
She hung up on me.

TONI
This'll grease her wheels.

She reaches into a biscotti jar and brings out a few, folds 
them in a paper towel and hands them to him. She winks at 
him. A honk from outside. Jon gives Toni a kiss on the cheek 
and a handshake to Vari.

JON
Thanks guys, love ya, Ton. Vari.

He calls down the hall.

JON (CONT’D)
See ya, Gio!
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Nails-on-chalkboard violin and Jon is out. Off the sound of 
the door slamming--

CUT TO:

EXT. TONI'S - DAY

In a wide, Jon goes to Jen's car and gets in. Jen moves hula 
hoops to the trunk. We hear them:

JON
(resigned)

Alright. Where's your show.

JEN
It's a surprise.

The car pulls away.

CUT TO:

INT. IRVING'S APARTMENT - LATER

Roxanne stares at Irving, dumbstruck. She drains her Bloody 
Mary.

ROXANNE
So where is he? Jail?

Irving shrugs.

IRVING
Not yet. But he will be soon, if he 
doesn't get on top of it. He's got 
about a hundred outstanding 
lawsuits on his head.

Irving shakes his head.

IRVING (CONT’D)
I tried calling, I left messages, I 
said I'd represent him off the 
clock, but--. And do you know what 
my hourly rate is?  

Roxanne's phone goes off. She puts on her readers and checks 
it. Her eyes light up.

ROXANNE
(teasing)

Oh Irving...looks like your Chippy 
just posted.
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IRVING
What?! I can't figure out these 
notifications for the life of me.

Irving and Roxanne share the screen as they see--an Instagram 
story of JEN AND Jon in the car. Jen is animated and excited, 
selling her show, Jon is hiding. It ends. They look at each 
other.

IRVING (CONT’D)
Oh my GOD. He's HERE?! I told him 
to call me--!

ROXANNE
Come on--I'll get us a car.

Roxanne is out of the room before Irving can get his marbles 
together. He runs after her in a panic. 

CUT TO:

EXT. LINCOLN TUNNEL - DAY

In a wide follow-shot, the car enters the Lincoln. In the 
car, we see Jen and Jon doing the Insta story. Jon is 
terrified.

JEN
--so come on by, cowboys and girls! 
See you there!

She blows a kiss and ends the transmission.

JON
The East Village!? Are you trying 
to get me killed?!

JEN
Oh my God, you're gonna be fine. 
It's a dark venue, no one even 
knows what you look like--

JON
Do you KNOW how many Discovery 
Island electro-mosh-heads are from 
the East Village? They paid me in 
weed money, for God's sake. They're 
out for blood.

JEN
Hey--Andy had to stay home with 
Ruthie, and I can't unload my act 
myself.

(MORE)
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JEN (CONT’D)
And you totally owe me after 
throwing me under the bus last 
Thanksgiving. 

She looks pointedly at him and he relents. 

JON
(sulking a bit)

Fine. But these sunglasses are 
staying on.

JEN
Good. You'll fit right in.

CUT TO:

INT. THE SLIPPERY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

In a glossy establishing shot, a FIRE GIRL spews flames out 
of her mouth, as all manner of goths, burlesque folk and just 
general weirdos mill around the bar and sit in the audience. 
Lots of lace, whips, pleather, tattoos, lipstick, Coney-
Island-ne'er-do-wells. The room claps with riotous applause 
for Fire Girl. An EMCEE, maybe a drag queen, gaudy and 
hedonistic, makes their way to the stage.

EMCEE
It always lights my fire to have 
our very favorite flamer, Miss 
Cayenne, join us here at the 
Slippery Room. Give it up for Miss 
Cayenne!

The crowd erupts in applause. A shot of Jon, uncomfortably 
drinking from a water bottle between two BURLESQUE-HEADS. 

EMCEE (CONT’D)
Now--this little filly's joining us 
all the way from New Joisey--

The crowd boos.

EMCEE (CONT’D)
--the great Garden State of cows 
and corn! Yessirree Bob, and if 
you're not careful, she'll lasso 
your heart right up. Let's hear it 
for--Gollllllldie Bang Bang!

Saloon music plays and JEN emerges from the wings as Goldie 
Bang-Bang, her burlesque alter ego. She wears chaps and a 
fringey halter top, pink boots and a big pink cowboy hat.
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She shoots little pink squirt pistols as she comes out, then 
holsters them in her garter belt. BIG COUNTRY'S "IN A BIG 
COUNTRY" plays. A super raunchy/hilarious choreographed 
number as Jon turns around.

CUT TO:

INT. THE SLIPPERY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Roxanne and Irving enter, getting their hands stamped. 
Irving's heart melts a little at Goldie Bang Bang, and a 
younger (far more NAIIVE GIRL) passes in front of Roxanne and 
she follows her trail, tugging Irving, moving toward Jon. 

ROXANNE
My kinda place.

She sees Jon.

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
(to Irving)

Irv! It's him! 

IRVING
Huh?

Roxanne forces him to look away from Jen/Goldie. Irv waves 
manically at Jon.

IRVING (CONT’D)
Jon! Hey, Jonny! Over here!

Jon, terrified that he's been found out, turns back to the 
stage furtively and--Roxanne's red talons close over his 
shoulder.

ROXANNE
Hey! We're talkin' to you!

Jon spins with dread, then his face breaks into relief and 
joy. 

JON
Roxanne! Oh my-- 

(furtively looking, 
lowering his voice)

Oh my God, you have no idea how--
thank god it's you.

He hugs her tightly. 
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ROXANNE
You too, baby. Brought you a 
present. 

She clears for Irving, who is staring again at Goldie. She 
nudges him.

JON
Irv?

She clears for Irving, who is staring again at Goldie. She 
nudges him.

IRVING
Oh, Jonny! Hey! Hey!

JON
Irving! Shit!

Irving crushes him in a hug, then whispers furtively over his 
shoulder:

IRVING
Now listen to me. I know you're, 
uh, undercover here, but you say 
the word and my firm will be on 
that putz like a pack of vultures, 
you hear me? Now, Roxanne and I, 
we've worked out a multiple-prong 
plan of attack that--

JON
--Irv, I'd really rather not talk 
about this here--

From Jon's POV, we see people in the club looking at him just 
a little...too...carefully. A sheen of sweat coats his face. 

JON (CONT’D)
Shit. Shit. We gotta go. I knew it 
wasn't safe here, I fucking told 
her--

Over the crowd, we now hear voices murmuring in and out:

AUDIENCE #1 (OC)
Hey, that's the guy--the Discovery 
Island guy!

AUDIENCE #2 (OC)
Oh, no way! Hey, get this on your 
phone--
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AUDIENCE #3
Holy shit, my friend got scammed by 
them and lost everything, she's 
suing them so hard--

Jen's act ends and the audience erupts in applause. She bows 
giddily on stage. At the same time, Jon begins to panic and 
runs out the door, Roxanne and Irving close behind. Off Jen's 
beaming face as she bows, none the wiser--

TITLE CARD: FIGURING IT OUT.

END OF PILOT


