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PRODUCTION NOTES

This play takes place in modern day, in an unnamed community 
somewhere in the south. All of the characters are between 25 and 35
years of age. All characters are African-American, so actors and 
actresses that are not of American-American origin must be 
comfortable portraying as such.

The only setting requirements is that the home of JACKSON has to be a 
middle class to an upper middle-class. All other designs and props 
for the set is at the set designer's discretion. 

This script was slightly modified from the original script to add a little 
filler. It went slightly about 10 pages to 11, the play can still be 
acted in 10 minutes.



SCENE 1

It’s Thursday night. JACKSON 
walks through the door into the 
living room.

JACKSON
(Talking on his cell phone)

Okay, okay. Got it. Look, I don’t know what to tell you. My 
client is not coming down on his price. It’s either take it 
or leave it.

(Takes off his jacket and throws 
it on a chair)

JACKSON (CONT'D)
My client has come down enough. At this price, he practically 
giving this property away. 

(Signs in frustration)
Okay, listen to me. Call me back tomorrow when your client is 
making some damn sense. My seller and I don’t have time to 
play around. 

(Looks over at the clock)
Besides, it’s almost ten o’clock and we’re still ain’t 
getting anywhere. So hit me up when you got a serious offer. 

(Hangs up the phone and falls 
into the couch)

JACKSON
(To himself)

Well, that was some ol’ bullshit.  
(Pauses)

Wonder what my girl is doing.

(Dials into the phone)

JACKSON
Raquel, baby! What are you doing? I know it’s a little late 
but I just finished up with work for the night. 



Wondering if you got a little time to come by so we can watch 
a movie, and you can stroke my head till I go to sleep.

(Pauses)
C’mon, baby.   I’m not hitting you up like you’re some booty 
call. You know how it is. Are you coming over?

(Pauses)
Okay, fine. But tomorrow night, though. I already got the 
reservations at that restaurant that you like. So I’ll come 
by at about six thirty. 

(Pauses)
Sure wish you could come by, though. But I’ll see you 
tomorrow. Love you. Good night.

(Hangs up the phone and sits up)

JACKSON
(To himself)

Guess, I’ll get to work on this journal, and go to bed.

(Gets up and walk into the 
office, then come back to sit on 
the couch with his laptop)

JACKSON(CONT'D)
(With a smug smile)

May 15th. It’s around ten at night. This is my first entry. I 
haven’t kept a journal in a while, but I figured I would 
start today. My purpose in doing this is because I realized 
that it’s therapy for myself. A way to communicate in a way 
that I wouldn’t be able to communicate with others. Because 
some people don’t understand how I feel. The moments that I 
go through. The unexplained joys, but the miserable sadness.

(Pauses)
Sometimes I just don’t get it. I feel normal...at times. But 
then again, what is normal? I don’t know, but I feel as 
though I’m fine. But, whatever, I’m going to bed now. Just 
wanted to get this journal started, so I can at least say 
that I did something. Good night.

FADE TO BLACK:

2.


