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INT. SEARS PORTRAIT STUDIO - DAY

DIANE JONES (early 30's, black, all business), wearing a 
SEARS UNIFORM, snaps a series of photos. Her subject, a MALE 
CLIENT (30's, black) wearing a SHARP SUIT, is constantly 
changing positions with the flamboyance of a super model.

DIANE
You're moving a little fast.

MALE CLIENT
Gotta keep up. Okay, enough of the 
boring stuff. Time for some pizazz.

He begins pulling props from a LARGE BLACK GARBAGE BAG. He 
takes out a TEDDY BEAR.

MALE CLIENT (CONT’D)
This says, "I'm cuddly but I have 
sharp teeth" grr.

Diane tries to remain professional.

DIANE
That's what it says alright.

He pulls out a fan of FAKE DOLLARS from his jacket pocket.

MALE CLIENT
Get me close up here, just my face 
and this lettuce. This says, "I 
look good in green." OR "holla if 
you got that dolla." OR "cash money 
get you honey."

Diane snaps one last photo.

DIANE
And this says, "time's up."

MALE CLIENT
I got five more looks!

DIANE
Trust me, you have plenty of 
"looks" to impress the next Ms. 
Wrong.

MALE CLIENT
These aren't for me. I mean, these 
are for me, but these aren't for 
me.

He gyrates on his last "me."



DIANE
Uch! Randy! I do not need to see my 
brother do that.

Randy laughs. He loves pushing his sister's buttons.

RANDY
These are for my new app, D. 
There's a hole in the market that's 
just waiting to be filled with my 
revolutionary new dating platform.

DIANE
Here it comes.

RANDY
"Sugar Mommaz. With a Z."

DIANE
There it went.

RANDY
"Meet Yo' Momma with Money." That's 
my tag. And get this... You don't 
swipe. You pull down a handle, like 
on a slot machine in Vegas. Right?!

DIANE
I'll take your word for it.

RANDY
You gotta know your audience. 
They're going to go nuts. I'm 
telling you, D. This is the one!

DIANE
Great. Who's your programmer?

RANDY
I-- I'm gonna hire one.

DIANE
Where are you getting your startup 
capital? Private equity? SBA Loan?

RANDY
All that and a bag of chips. I 
don't know. I'm the idea guy.

Diane puts her hand on her brother's shoulder.
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DIANE
Randy, I love you, but you really 
need to get your head out of the 
clouds.

Diane's manager, JAVIER, pops his head in and interrupts.

JAVIER
I'm not paying you overtime, Diane.

DIANE
Overtime? Oh God! What time is it?

JAVIER
2:15.

Diane scrambles to leave.

DIANE
Dang it, Randy! I'm gonna be late 
to get TJ.

RANDY
Don't leave TJ with those white 
people too long! They'll Urkel him.

Diane gives him a disapproving look as she quickly folds up 
her camera gear.

RANDY (CONT’D)
I'll be over later to check on 
little man.

DIANE
More like, check on what I made for 
dinner.

Diane grabs her PURSE and hurries out.

RANDY
Don't be like that! And fix some of 
those butter beans I like!

INT. DIANE'S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

DRIVING MONTAGE - On each shot, the exterior transforms from 
hood to upper class suburbia.

Diane hunkers down in her car, changing into a nice dress 
shirt at a STOPLIGHT. Realizes she put it on backwards. HONK!
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DIANE
(to her rearview)

Relax fool.

Diane hurriedly puts on lipstick at another light. HONK!

DIANE (CONT’D)
Oh please. It just turned green.

Diane puts on eyeliner. HONK!

DIANE (CONT’D)
Don't be honking at me honkey!

Diane pulls on a large, fancy-looking pair of sunglasses and 
fluffs her collar. She looks up and sees the car in front of 
her sitting at a green light. She lays on her horn. HOOONK!

DIANE (CONT’D)
Wake up dummy! It's GREEN!

INT. TJ'S SCHOOL - LATER

Diane rushes down the hall of an extremely clean, suburban 
elementary school. We see class photos of all white students, 
all white teachers, all white administration.

INT. TJ'S CLASSROOM (DAY 1)

MR. THOMAS (30's, white, handsome) straightens up his class.

TJ (10, bright but shy) hands him a few random books. 
Alternative rock plays from a RADIO. It's clear the two get 
along well.

MR. THOMAS
Next week, when we have our group 
presentations, I'll bring in my 
guitar and show you.

TJ
Can you play anything we want?

MR. THOMAS
Anything Smashing Pumpkins.

TJ
Cool. I like oldies.

Mr. Thomas winces as TJ giggles. Diane walks in.
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DIANE
I'm so sorry I'm late again.

MR. THOMAS
No worries. You gave TJ just enough 
time to deliver the perfect burn.

TJ
Mom, Mr. Thomas said I had the best 
improvement in the class! I almost 
got all A's! You know what that 
means?

TJ shows Diane his report card.

DIANE
It means you almost get a new game.

TJ
Mom!

DIANE
Grab your bag.

MR. THOMAS
Not that I don't enjoy seeing you 
every day after school, Mrs. Jones--

DIANE
(bad attempt at flirty)

It's Miss. And call me Diane.

MR. THOMAS
Why don't you just let TJ ride the 
bus, Diane?

Off Diane's look, WE SMASH TO:

INT. SCHOOL BUS - DAY - FANTASY SEQUENCE

A scraggly-haired DENNIS HOPPER looking dude runs onto the 
SCHOOL BUS.

DENNIS HOPPER
There's a bomb on this bus! Until I 
get my money, you will go over 50 
miles per hour or it goes off!

BUS DRIVER
(overly dramatic)

But there's no seat belts on this 
bus, or any other public school bus 
for that matter!
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DENNIS HOPPER
(menacingly)

Drive!

The bus lurches forward. Children scream in terror.

BACK TO REALITY:

DIANE
TJ's not ready for the bus.

TJ
Kindergartners ride the bus.

DIANE
He prefers to ride with me anyway.

Diane pats TJ's head as he rolls his eyes.

DIANE (CONT’D)
Go pee pee so we can go.

TJ
Mom!

DIANE
You'll have to once we're in the 
car, so go on now.

TJ exits, embarrassed.

MR. THOMAS
That's quite a gift you got there.

DIANE
Isn't he?

MR. THOMAS
Uh, yes-- I meant the gift of 
knowing when he has to go bathroom 
before he does.

DIANE
I call it Pee-dar.

They share a laugh. A beat.

MR. THOMAS
Do you like baseball?

DIANE
Baseball? I've never been. Sounds 
like a fun time though--
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MR. THOMAS
I think TJ needs to do something 
else in the afternoons.

DIANE
(a little embarrassed)

Right. TJ. Baseball.

MR. THOMAS
He's having a little trouble... 
socially. That's why he got a B on 
his group work. Did he have any 
issues at his old school?

DIANE
Ha! I had issues. Lots of issues. 
That's why we moved here. Look, if 
I'm being honest, TJ winning most 
popular isn't as important to me as 
him winning the science fair.

MR. THOMAS
Well, if you change your mind, 
there's a little league division 
nearby. I think TJ would have fun. 
I'm a volunteer coach and I could 
look out for him.

DIANE
Thanks, I'll think about it.

A beat.

MR. THOMAS
Plus... It would be nice to see you 
at some games.

DIANE
It would be nice to be seen... By 
you... At some games.

TJ enters, breaking the tension.

DIANE (CONT’D)
That was fast. You wash your hands?

TJ
Yes.

DIANE
With soap?

TJ
Yes!
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DIANE
(skeptical)

Let me smell.

TJ groans and stomps back to the bathroom.

MR. THOMAS
Dirt-dar too? Impressive.

INT. DIANE'S TOWNHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Randy shows Diane some beat up items he found - a 
skateboarding KNEE PAD, a FADED GARDEN GNOME, and some used 
GOGGLES. Diane gives Randy a disapproving look.

RANDY
You said get my head out of the 
clouds. Dumpster diving is as Earth 
bound as it gets.

DIANE
How're you gonna sell one knee pad?

RANDY
We gonna sell it.

DIANE
We? Hell no. I don't want a bunch 
of hood rats scoping out my home.

RANDY
Those "hood rats" were your 
neighbors a couple months ago. And 
they're STILL my neighbors. Don't 
forget where you came from.

DIANE
(guilty)

You're right. But still--

RANDY
Relax. I'm eBay'n these. I just 
need you to take some pretty 
pictures.

Randy pulls out an OLD TRIPOD, held together by duct tape, 
and hands it to Diane.

RANDY (CONT’D)
You can use this. You're welcome.

DIANE
Thanks?
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RANDY
You need to start doing you again. 
People spend good money on photos 
that aren't half as good as the 
ones you take. If I had your 
talent, I'd be shooting covers for 
Jet magazine, Ebony, Essence... not 
working at no Sears.

A leg falls of the tripod.

DIANE
I'm barely keeping it together as 
it is. And now TJ needs to learn 
how to get along with other kids.

RANDY
Says who?

DIANE
His teacher wants me to put him in 
little league baseball.

RANDY
He's a Jones, he'll be a natural.

DIANE
You think I'm letting some kid 
throw a baseball at TJ's head? He's 
got the cure for cancer waiting up 
in there!

Diane crosses into the kitchen to start fixing dinner.

RANDY
D, you put the mother in smother.

DIANE
When you become a parent, you can 
school me. I know what I'm doing!

TJ enters.

TJ
I finished my homework, Mom.

Randy gives him a side hug and a noogie.

DIANE
I saw those kids from next door 
outside. Why don't you go out there 
and play.

(pointed to Randy)
Unsupervised.
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TJ shrugs and exits. Diane continues stirring a BOWL OF 
VEGGIES.

DIANE (CONT’D)
(cocky)

Anything else you wanna critique me 
on?

Randy goes to the window and shakes his head. Diane notices 
and walks over.

DIANE (CONT’D)
What's wrong?

Randy points to TJ, sitting alone on the porch playing 
Gameboy. Two NEIGHBORHOOD BOYS (7 and 9, white) approach TJ.

Diane and Randy continue to watch from inside.

OLDER BOY
Come play kickball with us. We need 
another player.

TJ
No thanks.

YOUNGER BOY
What game are you playing?

TJ doesn't answer, lost in his game. The boys eventually lose 
interest and run off.

Off Diane's concerned look, WE SMASH TO:

EXT. FRONT PORCH (FANTASY)

An ELDERLY TJ sits hunched over and drooling on the front 
porch, wearing a VR HELMET. A group of kids sneak up and 
steal his walker. They run off giggling. TJ is oblivious.

BACK TO REALITY, WE SMASH CUT TO...

EXT. BALLPARK - LATER

Diane drags TJ toward the sign up table.

TJ
Mom! Why're you walking so fast?
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DIANE
We gotta get you signed up for 
baseball, baby!

A WOMAN stands at the registration table looking over forms.

This is SHARON DUGAN, (40's, ex sorority queen, intimidating 
even when she smiles).

SHARON
(reading forms)

Dugout Mom?

DIANE
I'm sorry?

Sharon looks up at Diane.

SHARON
Nope.

(by rote)
The registration fee is $350. This 
is the schedule of practices and 
games. Red events are for players 
only, parents can attend green 
events, blue events are for--

DIANE
I'm sorry. Can we go back to three 
hundred and fifty dollars? What is 
that for... exactly?

SHARON
Equipment, transportation, players 
meals--

DIANE
(joking)

You serving them sushi?

SHARON
(not laughing)

--uniforms, field maintenance, and 
team photos.

DIANE
Oh! I can take the team photo. Free 
of charge. Can we knock something 
off for that?

SHARON
Well I guess it wouldn't be free of 
charge then, now would it?
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Diane does not like this woman. She puts on a good face.

DIANE
What're the blue events?

Angle on the schedule. Every event seems to be a "blue 
event."

SHARON
Those are Dugout Moms only.

DIANE
How do I become one of those? Let 
me guess. Three hundred fifty 
dollars?

SHARON
You have to have get an invitation 
from a Dugout Mom.

DIANE
Ooh. Fancy. Are you a Dugout Mom?

SHARON
I am.

DIANE
May I have an invitation?

SHARON
It's not that simple.

DIANE
Sure it is. Just invite me in. 
Don't worry, I'm not a Vampire.

They both fake laugh. After an uncomfortable beat--

SHARON
(to a mom off screen)

Meg! The flyers go in the basket!
(to Diane, overly polite)

Will you excuse me?

Sharon walks off, barking orders at ANOTHER MOM. Diane turns 
to find a grinning woman staring at her. This is ADARA GELLER 
(30's, Jewish).

ADARA
Finally, I'm not the only one!

(off Diane's confusion)
I've been fighting the good fight 
alone long enough... I'm Jewish.
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DIANE
I'm... not.

Diane suddenly realizes that TJ is gone. She looks around.

ADARA
(pointing)

Don't worry, your son is playing 
over there with my boy.

ANGLE on TJ and another young boy, ASHER (10, white) hoarding 
cookies at the snack table.

ADARA (CONT’D)
It's so nice to see Asher making 
friends with one of his people.

DIANE
His people?

Adara hands Diane a DUGOUT MOM INVITATION.

ADARA
Adara Geller. Our voices matter.

DIANE
Wait, you're a dugout mom?!

ADARA
The only minority in the bunch. Til 
now! 

DIANE
(uncomfortable)

Go us! I'm Diane.

ADARA
You're gonna love it, Diane. We 
have great parties, we go to all 
the away games together, and we 
call all the shots when it comes to 
snacks and catering. The first 
meeting of the season is tonight. 
It's mandatory.

DIANE
I wouldn't miss it.

(then)
Sister.

Touched, Adara gives Diane a huge hug. Diane smiles as if to 
say, "What did I just get myself into?"

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. DIANE'S TOWNHOUSE - LIVING ROOM

Diane rushes to get ready as she goes over TJ's night routine 
with Randy.

DIANE
Pasta's in the fridge. Easy on the 
salt. Make sure he flosses. In bed--

RANDY
By 7:30, wrap him in bubble wrap, 
look out for ninjas. Relax. I got 
this.

DIANE
I'll be home no later than 9:30.

RANDY
Take your time. I'm gonna have my 
hommies over for some dice later.

DIANE
What?! No! You're not gambling at my--

Randy starts cracking up.

RANDY
D, you are too easy. Go have fun at 
your white people party.

Diane swats her brother.

TJ
Why are you going to a white people 
party?

DIANE
It's not-- I'm going to a meeting with 
a bunch of other mommies. That way, I 
get to go to all of your practices and 
games. Isn't that great?

TJ
(unconvincing)

Uh huh.

DIANE
Gimme a kiss.

TJ kisses his mom as she gives Randy an "I'm watching you" 
look. She heads out the door.
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INT. BALLPARK GYMNASIUM - EVENING

Diane enters, the only black woman in a sea of white. 
EVERYONE turns and notices her. Diane waves.

DIANE
Hello.

Sharon gives her a disapproving look. Adara waves from her 
seat. Diane slinks over and sits next to her.

DIANE (CONT’D)
You weren't kidding. Looks like a 
Trump rally in here.

(then)
Does your watch say seven? Mine 
says seven.

ADARA
On time is late with this group. No 
more colored people time. I had to 
learn the hard way.

Before Diane can decide if she's offended or not, Sharon 
addresses the group.

SHARON
As a Dugout Mom, you MUST attend 
every event. Miss one, you're out.

A hand goes up.

MOM
We have a trip to see my son's 
grandmother in Ohio. It's her 90th 
birthday--

Sharon just gives her a look. The mom instantly shrinks.

MOM (CONT’D)
We'll reschedule.

Sharon picks up where she left off.

SHARON
Dress code is strictly enforced, 
and I don't care how naturally 
beautiful you think you are - 
always wear lipstick on game day. 
Also, cell phones must be on at all 
times for quick communication.
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ADARA
(sotto to Diane)

They're usually telling us people 
to turn our cell phones off, am I 
right?

Adara SNORTS. Sharon's eyes tell us all we need to know.

LATER

The meeting is over, and the moms have all broken off into 
different cliques, having refreshments and drinks. Diane and 
Adara stand off to the side.

ADARA
Little league is all about 
politics. You have to learn the 
hierarchy here. Biggest mistake 
most people make is trying to make 
friends with Sharon right off the 
bat. Big mistake.

DIANE
Don't have to worry about that.

ADARA
Good. There's a few gate keepers 
you're going to want to meet first. 
Get in with them and they'll make 
the introduction... In like a year 
or so.

DIANE
Honestly, I don't care about all 
that noise. I'm just here to keep 
an eye on my son.

ADARA
What, are you worried he's going to 
get hurt or something?

DIANE
(guilty laugh)

Yeah, I guess I am--

ADARA
'Cause TJ is definitely going to 
get hurt.

DIANE
What?!
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ADARA
Literally zero chance he won't. 
Statistically, baseball is more 
dangerous than football.

A mother, SARA-JANE (30's, white) approaches.

MOTHER
Hi Adara, I don't think I've met 
your friend. I'm Sara-Jane and my 
boy is Dallas.

ADARA
(sotto)

Gatekeeper.

DIANE
Hi Sara-Jane, I'm Diane. My son is 
TJ.

SARA-JANE
Which is short for...?

DIANE
Terrell. Junior. After his dad.

SARA-JANE
Ter-rell. Nice! What does it mean?

This stumps Diane.

DIANE
Mean? Sorry, I've literally never 
been asked that question. I don't 
think it means anything.

SARA-JANE
(suddenly very serious)

It means something. All names have 
meanings. My son is Dallas, which 
is Gaelic for "waterfall."

DIANE
Waterfall?

SARA-JANE
It's where he was conceived.

DIANE
That's very... romantic.

Sara-Jane pulls out her iPhone and starts furiously typing. 
There's a long silent lull as Diane watches this crazy woman.

17.



ADARA
Asher's lucky there's no Gaelic 
word for Ramada Inn.

(to Diane)
So, where did you--

DIANE
Nope. Not going there.

SARA-JANE
Aha! "Terrell: an English surname 
which derived from the Norman French 
nickname, Tirel, meaning, "to pull," 
referring to a stubborn person."

ADARA
There you go! You learn something 
new every day, huh?

DIANE
(pained smile)

Sometimes more than you want to.

Sharon walks by. Sarah-Jane gets her attention.

SARA-JANE
Sharon. I want you to meet someone!

ADARA
(impressed)

Wow. This is moving really fast.

SARA-JANE
This is Diane. Her son is Terrell, 
which means "stubborn."

SHARON
Like mother like son.

ADARA
Uh oh.

Sharon extends her hand. Diane takes it. Neither lets go.

SHARON
Welcome to the dugout moms. I 
admire your resourcefulness.

DIANE
When it comes to my son, I get real 
creative.

Getting intense. It's like an old west showdown.
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SHARON
He must be very special.

DIANE
One in a billion.

SHARON
What position does he play?

DIANE
(no idea)

What position does he not play?

SHARON
I guess I'll find out tomorrow at 
tryouts.

DIANE
Don't blink. You might miss him.

SHARON
I never blink. Ever.

Sharon stares down Diane. Diane struggles to keep her eyes 
open. Sharon DOES NOT BLINK. EVER. After a long, tense 
beat...

ADARA
Mazel tov!

Adara toasts with a plastic cup.

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD/BLEACHERS - NEXT DAY

Adara, carrying two GIANT CUPS, walks up to Diane who is 
sitting in the bleachers. Adara hands Diane a cup.

ADARA
Here ya go.

Diane takes a sip and winces.

DIANE
Uch. What is this?

ADARA
A Suicide. It's Coke, Sprite, 
Fanta, Mr Pibb, Hi-C, and lemonade.

DIANE
I like most of those. By themselves.
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ADARA
It's an opening day ritual. You 
know, for luck.

Diane looks at all the other moms in the bleachers nervously 
drinking out of their huge soda cups.

DIANE
(dry)

You ladies are crazy.

ADARA
Ha. Just wait till playoffs.

CRACK! A YOUNG LITTLE LEAGUER swings and connects with a 
baseball. He runs as fast as his little legs will take him. 
He stretches out his foot and touches first base, and...

UMPIRE
You're out!

An OVERZEALOUS MOM in the bleachers jumps up to her feet.

OVERZEALOUS MOM
Are you KIDDING me?! He was totally 
safe! Come on, Ump, open your eyes!

UMPIRE
Zip it, lady.

OVERZEALOUS MOM
(to the other moms)

He's been blowing calls all day!
This isn't fair to our boys!

Nearby moms, including Sarah-Jane, look around nervously, 
pretending she doesn't exist.

UMPIRE
Life ain't fair! He was out. Keep 
it up and you're gonna be, too.

As she reluctantly sits back down, she realizes that she is 
all alone. The other moms have fled the scene, avoiding her 
like the plague.

UMPIRE (CONT’D)
Now PLAY BALL!

ADARA
(shaking her head)

Mess with the bull, you get the 
horns. 
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Sara-Jane walks over and sits with Adara and Diane.

SARA-JANE
Jesus, what was Martha thinking? 

ADARA
Rookie mistake.

(to Diane)
Pro tip - don't make enemies with 
the umpires. 

DIANE
Why is everyone getting so wound 
up? It's just a practice game. It 
doesn't even count.

SARA-JANE
(deadly serious)

Everything counts in this league. 
Today's scrimmage determines if 
you're a starting player or a bench 
warmer for the rest of the season.

DIANE
(hiding her excitement)

So there's a chance he won't even 
have to play?

ADARA
(pointing)

Diane! TJ's up! 

SARA-JANE
What is he... wearing?

ANGLE ON TJ, nervously stepping up to the plate. He's covered 
head to toe in all the protective gear Randy could find - 
goalie chest guard, mismatched knee pads, giant goggles. He 
can barely move. The umpire yanks off his mask and stops play.

UMPIRE
Time! Whose kid is this?

Diane starts to say something, but Adara stops her.

ADARA
Let the coach handle it. Trust me.

ANGLE ON Mr. Thomas as he approaches the umpire.

UMPIRE
(to Mr. Thomas)

Is this some kinda joke? 
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MR. THOMAS 
TJ's just wearing some... extra 
protective padding.

UMPIRE
He's the friggin' Marshmallow Man! 
It's not regulation.

MR. THOMAS
Come on, Tom, it's just practice. 
He won't wear it in an actual game.

The umpire shakes his head and puts his mask back on.

UMPIRE
I weep for the future.

(then)
PLAY BALL!

Mr. Thomas gives Diane a smile and a wave. She smiles back.

ADARA
Ah, I see you've met Coach Thom-
ass. Ummm. He's single you know.

Diane laughs.

DIANE
Stop. He's just TJ's teacher. Mr. 
Thomas is the one who encouraged us 
to sign up.

ADARA
(knowingly)

Uh huh... 

SARA-JANE
Well, that's probably good - 
Sharon's "Code of Conduct" strictly 
forbids Dugout Moms from 
fraternizing with the coaches. 

Diane shrugs indifferently, pretending she doesn't care.

DIANE
(mumbling to herself)

I'll code her conduct.
(then)

Go TJ! You got this!

The coach pitches a ball. TJ swings the bat. WHIFF!

UMPIRE
Strike one!
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DIANE
That's okay, TJ! Mommy loves you!

The other players snicker. TJ shakes his head in 
embarrassment and steps back into the batters box. The coach 
pitches another ball. WHIFF! TJ swings so hard he falls over.

UMPIRE
Strike two!

DIANE
He's throwing too fast. How's a kid 
supposed to hit that?

MR. THOMAS
Time!

Mr. Thomas pauses the at-bat to have a conversation with TJ.

Diane can't make out what they are saying. She looks over and 
sees Sharon laughing with another dugout mom.

After a few beats, Mr. Thomas walks up to Diane.

MR. THOMAS (CONT’D)
(warmly)

Hey Diane. I'm so glad you decided 
to come today.

Adara elbows Diane. Diane swats at her.

DIANE
Anything for TJ!

MR. THOMAS
Speaking of which, he can't really 
see with those... what are those? 
Welding goggles?

DIANE
Got to protect those baby browns.

MR. THOMAS
I get it. I really do. But being 
able to see, being able to move... 
kinda important in baseball.

Diane looks at TJ at home plate. He really does look 
ridiculous. Mr. Thomas gently touches Diane's arm.

MR. THOMAS (CONT’D)
Trust me. He'll be fine.

Diane sighs.
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DIANE
Fine. No goggles.

MR. THOMAS
How about the knee pa--

DIANE
(snapping)

Goggles!

MR. THOMAS
No goggles. Got it.

Mr. Thomas hustles off to TJ. After an exchange, TJ takes off 
his goggles and gets back in the batter's box.

UMPIRE
Time in!

Diane nervously grips her seat. The pitching coach throws a 
perfect strike. TJ swings and CRUSHES IT. Diane's jaw drops.

TJ sprints to first base. Diane jumps out of her seat.

DIANE
(unintelligible screaming)

GO RUN BASES YEAH TJ AHGHHH!

SLOW MOTION - TJ turning the corner to second base. Coaches 
look at their stopwatches in amazement. Diane losing her 
shit. The other players cheer. Even Sharon looks impressed.

TJ rounds second, going for a triple! The crowd goes wild.

DIANE (CONT’D)
Go TJ! Do it for mommy! Gooooo!

TJ slides into third, colliding with the third-baseman as he 
catches the ball.

UMPIRE
Out!

The crowd groans.

DIANE
What!? No! Are you kidding me, Ump!?

Sarah-Jane starts nervously inching away from Diane.

ADARA
(sotto)

Diane! Shhh!
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DIANE
But he was safe! This umpire is 
blind as a bat!

Sarah-Jane flees the scene. Adara just hangs her head.

ADARA
Ah, crap.

The Umpire yanks off his face mask.

UMPIRE
One more peep out of you--

Mr. Thomas runs up and tries to defuse the situation.

MR. THOMAS
Okay, okay... Let's all cool down. 
She's just saying that from where 
she's standing, her son looked safe--

DIANE
I don't need you mansplainin' for me!

(To the umpire)
What I'm saying is, you botched it! 
Like you've been botching it all day, 
you bully!

The overzealous mom lets out a little cheer from her lonely 
spot in the bleachers.

UMPIRE
I'm not getting paid enough to 
listen to this crap. He was out by 
a mile. If your kid can't take the 
heat, leave him in his crib!

Diane is speechless. The umpire smirks and pulls down his 
face mask.

UMPIRE (CONT’D)
Now PLAY BA--

WHAM! Diane's Soda Cup slams into the umpire's mask. Soda 
goes everywhere. After the initial gasp of the crowd, you can 
hear a pin drop.

UMPIRE (CONT’D)
That's it! You're out!!

DIANE
Ha! How can I be out?! I'm not even 
a player!
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UMPIRE
Fine, number 32 is out! Out of the 
league!

Diane stops like she's come back from an out-of-body 
experience. What did she do?

DIANE
Wait. Hold on. You can't...

Diane looks around for her son. He's nowhere to be seen.

DIANE (CONT’D)
TJ? Where's my son?!

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. PARK - DAY

Adara and Diane frantically search for TJ in the park.

DIANE
TJ! TJ please come talk to me!

ADARA
TJ! Your mamma is looking for you!

DIANE
He doesn't know this neighborhood! 
What if TJ's lost?! What if someone 
took him?!

Off Diane's panicked look, WE SMASH TO:

INT. SNEAKER SWEAT SHOP (FANTASY)

Dozens of pre-teen Asians furiously sew shoes along a 
cluttered assembly line. A door bursts open as TJ, still in 
his baseball uniform, is lead in by a menacing NINJA THUG.

NINJA THUG
This is your new life Number 32. 
Get to work!

TJ
When my mom gets here, she's gonna 
save me!

NINJA THUG
Save you? Your mom is the one that 
brought you to us!

The ninja laughs maniacally at TJ. We SMASH BACK TO REALITY:

Diane breaks down.

DIANE
Oh my God. This is all my fault! 

ADARA
Don't say that. TJ probably just 
wants to be alone for a bit. He's 
not lost.

DIANE
I'm lost, Adara! Look at me! This 
isn't my community. 
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These aren't my people. My family, 
my friends, my culture, my 
everything - I left it all behind. 

ADARA
(encouraging)

So TJ could have a better life.

DIANE
Is it better? If I'm feeling this 
out of place... how's TJ ever going 
to feel like he fits in?

ADARA
He's more resilient than you know. 
He'll make friends. He'll find his 
place. And so will you.

DIANE
(tough)

I'm not worried about me.

ADARA
Well you should be. If you want TJ 
to fit in, you need to be an 
example. 

Diane takes this in. She's right.

ADARA (CONT’D)
Now lets go find your son.

Adara puts out her fist. Diane shakes her head.

DIANE
Are you seriously doing a fist 
bump?

ADARA
It's called a dap.

Diane smiles and gives Adara a dap. Adara blows it up.

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - BLEACHERS - MOMENTS LATER

Adara rushes up to Sharon.

ADARA
Sharon, we have a missing boy.

Without hesitation, Sharon pulls a large walkie talkie out of 
her small purse.
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SHARON
Dugout moms. We have a 10-31. TJ 
Jones. 4 foot 2 inches. African 
American. Get on it!

Almost in unison, the DUGOUT MOMS exit the stands in all 
directions, cell phones out.

SHARON (CONT’D)
This is not a drill. This could be 
your son. Find that boy, now!

The moms leave, texting, calling, searching. Moments later, 
Sharon's phone RINGS.

SHARON (CONT’D)
He's in a tree house on the 
playground.

DIANE
Oh, thank God.

As Diane turns to leave, Mr. Thomas stops her.

MR. THOMAS
May I? I think you've... you know--

DIANE
(defensive)

Done enough damage for the day?

MR. THOMAS
I wasn't going to say that.

DIANE
(softens)

Sorry. What were you going to say?

Beat.

MR. THOMAS
Okay, I was going to say that.

They share a laugh.

MR. THOMAS (CONT’D)
It's tough letting go. TJ's your 
one and only. I was an only child 
too. Trust me, when I was his age, 
my mom used to--

DIANE
(impatiently)

Are you going or what?!
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MR. THOMAS
Yep. Getting him.

Mr. Thomas rushes off. Diane can't help but look.

DIANE
(to herself)

Huh, he does have a nice ass.

INT. PARK - TREE HOUSE - MINUTES LATER

TJ sits in a playhouse. Mr. Thomas pokes his head inside.

MR. THOMAS
Hey buddy. See you found my 
favorite hiding spot.

TJ
You hide in here? That's kinda 
creepy.

MR. THOMAS
No-- When I was a kid!

TJ
Oh. I wish I got to live in one 
place my whole life.

MR. THOMAS
You kidding? I wish I got to move 
around more. I got so bored I used 
to pretend this was a space rocket 
that would take me to all kinds of 
different countries.

TJ
Space rockets take you into space.

MR. THOMAS
Yeah, I know. I was a kid.

TJ
I'm a kid and I know that.

MR. THOMAS
Kids were super dumb back then.

TJ laughs.

MR. THOMAS (CONT’D)
Look, I know it's tough being new. 
You have to find new things to do, 
find new friends--
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TJ
New moms.

MR. THOMAS
Hey, she's trying... maybe a tad 
too hard, but only because she 
loves you. Moms can be tough. Mine 
still calls me every night before 
bed.

TJ
To tell you a bedtime story?

MR. THOMAS
Yeah, but all the stories are about 
single women she's met at church.

TJ
That's weird.

MR. THOMAS
Right? Stay outta my love life, ma.

TJ
No, it's weird that you're not 
married. You're like, super old.

MR. THOMAS
Good talk.

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - BLEACHERS - LATER

Mr. Thomas walks TJ to Diane. She hugs him tightly.

DIANE
TJ, I'm your mother and I love 
you... but I made a mistake.

TJ can't believe he's hearing this.

DIANE (CONT’D)
I've been holding on too tight.

TJ
Kinda holding on too tight now.

Diane relaxes her hug.

DIANE
Sorry. But you can't ever run away 
from me like that again, you 
understand? 
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We're a team and we're going all 
the way to the super dome, baby.

TJ
It's the Super Bowl, Mom. And 
that's football.

DIANE
You know what I mean. Come on, I've 
got one more apology to make.

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - MINUTES LATER

As "Take Me Out to the Ball Game" plays, Diane waits by the 
men's bathroom when the umpire comes out, drying his face 
with a cloth. He sees Diane, and starts to back away in fear.

DIANE
I come in peace. 

UMPIRE
You can't buy your way out of this 
one.

DIANE
Buy?... I just wanted to apologize. 
I went a little overboard.

UMPIRE
More like over a cliff. That was 
some next level crazy. Even for you 
people.

DIANE
(stiffens)

You people? Really?

UMPIRE
Yeah, you and your richy rich 
friends and your entitled kids.

DIANE
(softens)

Oh. Those people. Well, just so you 
know, I work at Sears. I'm 
overworked and underpaid like the 
rest of the common folk.

UMPIRE
(a little embarrassed)

Oh, I... I got my washer at Sears.
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DIANE
Yep. We got some good washers. Good 
portrait studio too. If you have 
kids, we're running a special.

UMPIRE
Got a girl. 16. Apple of my eye, 
thorn in my keester.

DIANE
Please tell me it gets easier.

UMPIRE
If by easier, you mean exponentially 
harder, then yeah. She's driving to 
school this year. Just thinking 
about it gives me panic attacks... 
or acid reflux.

He pushes on his chest, feeling the pain.

DIANE
You're better than me. I won't even 
let my poor son ride his bike off 
the driveway. I've just seen too 
much bad stuff happen, you know?

UMPIRE
That's why I stopped watching cable 
news.

DIANE
Smart. Anyway, I'm really sorry. 
And I'll pay whatever it costs to 
get your uniform cleaned. After I 
get paid next week.

UMPIRE
Forget about it.

Diane starts to exit.

UMPIRE (CONT’D)
Just don't say another word to me 
for the rest of the season. At 
least when I'm doing my job. Deal?

Diane grabs him and gives him a big teary hug.

DIANE
I won't! I'll never talk to you 
again! Thank you!
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UMPIRE
Okay... squeezing kinda tight.

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - PARKING LOT - LATER

Diane and Adara stand in the parking lot, waiting for the 
players after the game. ASHER (Adara's Son) and TJ run up, 
flushed and excited.

TJ
Coach said we can go to RJ Timmers 
for fries and milkshakes for team 
building!

ASHER
No moms allowed!

DIANE
It's getting late--

TJ
Please Mom!

Diane sighs.

DIANE
Okay.

TJ/ASHER
Thanks! Yeah!

Asher runs back to join his team. TJ hangs behind.

TJ
Can I ride the bus to school next 
week? Asher gets to. Pleeease!

Diane considers it. Then.

DIANE
Nope.

TJ
Okay. Baby steps.

INT. RJ TIMMERS - THAT NIGHT

The boys stand around a long table yelling, whacking each 
other and generally making a huge mess while sucking down 
sodas, greasy food, fries and milkshakes.
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Mr. Thomas is there, trying to keep control as kids pour 
condiments on his food when he's not looking.

INT. RJ TIMMERS - DUGOUT MOMS SECTION

We see Diane sitting with OTHER DUGOUT MOMS, having a glass 
of wine. Sara-Jane raises a glass.

SARA-JANE
To Diane, who almost turned a 
Suicide into a career suicide!

The moms laugh and cheer. Diane smiles. She's trying to 
relax, but she's having a hard time.

Adara knows exactly what's on Diane's mind. She takes out her 
phone and holds it up to Diane. 

ADARA
Relax, Diane. TJ's fine.

ANGLE ON Adara's phone - we see live footage of TJ and his 
teammates having a blast, eating and laughing with the 
coaches.

DIANE
...How?

ADARA
Bribed a waiter to stick a Nanny 
Cam on the table. How do you think 
I watch Asher when he's with his 
dad?

Diane smiles and relaxes. She clinks wine glasses with Adara. 

DIANE
I got to get me one of those.

Sharon walks by.

SHARON
I suggest you do. Maybe it'll help 
you keep track of your son a little 
better.

Sharon keeps walking. Diane gets up.

DIANE
Sharon. Hold up.

Sharon pauses.
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DIANE (CONT’D)
What you did back there--

SHARON
Was a duty, as a fellow dugout mom.

DIANE
Well, it was amazing to witness so 
many women having my back. You all 
have something special here.

SHARON
Yes. I'm aware. That's why I'm 
placing you on probation.

DIANE
Probation? For what?

SHARON
You broke the Dugout Moms Code of 
Conduct. "As a team representative, 
Dugout Moms shall maintain the 
highest standards of personal 
conduct, on and off the field." 

Diane nods, sheepishly.

SHARON (CONT’D)
While on probation, you won't be 
permitted to attend any practices 
or games.

DIANE
What?! You can't be serious!

SHARON
I'm always serious, Diane. Getting 
in to the Dugout Moms was the easy 
part. Staying in? Well, that's a 
going to be whole other matter.

Diane takes a deep breath.

DIANE
Fine. You win, Sharon. How long 
does this probation last?

SHARON
(smiles)

Until you work it off.
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EXT. BASEBALL PARK - NEXT DAY

Diane sets up the rehabbed tripod. She checks all the 
settings. Randy hovers nearby.

RANDY
I still don't know why you're 
skipping work and doing this for 
free.

DIANE
It's not free. It's... volunteering. 

RANDY
Pfft. That's just a white person 
word for "shakedown."

DIANE
Hush.

(Loudly)
Okay everyone, say Cleats!

We reveal she's taking the team picture of the Whitesox in 
their crisp all white uniforms.

BOYS
Cleeeeeats!

*Snap* She takes a gorgeous picture of the team lined up, 
TJ's face beaming and brown in a sea of white faces.

RANDY
Okay, enough of the boring stuff. 
Time for some pizazz.

(to team)
You boys wanna do a fun one?

TEAM
Yeah!!!!

RANDY
See? You gotta know your audience.

DIANE
Okay. Everyone, go nuts!

The team goes nuts. Faces contort, bellies are exposed, 
mayhem ensues. SNAP!

On a freeze frame of childhood bliss, we FADE OUT.

END OF SHOW
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