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Mrs. Robinson, a slightly built lady with short, dark brown hair and a worn-out white apron, emerges from the worn door of an older urban house—a residence in dire need of repairs. She steps onto the front porch, takes a deep breath, and firmly rests her hands on her waist.

"Rob!? How many times must I...!?" she shouts, frustration evident in her voice.

"I'm coming, ma!" Rob immediately cuts in, sensing her exasperation.

"Now!" she insists, her tone firm, as the boy retrieves his ball from one of the other kids.

"Later, guys..." he groans.

Hopping onto the porch, he quickly slips into the house, doing his best to avoid his mother's stern glare.

"Y'all go home now!" Mrs. Robinson waves off the other kids, who slowly make their way into the streets, murmuring among themselves and repeatedly throwing glances at her. She then approaches the door, her eyes still fixed on the kids until they disappear from her sight.

Meanwhile, Rob, having tidily stowed his rugged sneakers and worn-out ball in a small wooden crate behind the front door, lazily surfs between channels, searching for anything worth watching.

"Hey! Not until you’ve had your shower... and wake Granny when you're done," she instructs the young man before heading into the kitchen; a small, seemingly recently modified layout between the front door and the living room.

Rob lays the remote on the couch and unenthusiastically makes his way to the bathroom.

"Hi, Grandma," he greets the old lady as she slowly makes her way to the living room, evidently weak and tired.

"Robbie, what time is it?" she inquires.

Mrs. Robinson quickly comes to her mother’s aid upon hearing the two talking, holding her hand, and leading her into the living room.

"Robbie, get me my pills."

"You!" she gestures to her son, pointing towards the bathroom.

"I'm alright, Lauren!" she rants, trying to free her arm from her daughter's aiding hand. "I can walk by myself, you know!?"

"Ma! Why do you have to be so stubborn!?" Mrs. Robinson rejoins with a firm but gentle grip on her mother's arm. "Food is almost ready! You know you gotta eat before you take your pills..." she continues, carefully helping her mother onto the couch.

The Grandma hesitantly concedes. She then sets her walking cane on the side of the couch and leans back, sinking into the couch for maximum comfort. Her eyes now attend to whatever is showing on the television as Mrs. Robinson makes her way back to the kitchen.

Barely does she enter the kitchen when Mr. Robinson strides through the front door. Save for his extravagant clothing—a colorful leather jacket, designer rugged jeans, and a pair of rather expensive sneakers—there is nothing particularly exceptional about the man.

"Hey..." he attempts to exchange pleasantries, barely receiving any response or attention from the lady of the house. For a moment, he contemplates giving it another try but decides against it; there's no point, and he knows it.

"How're you feeling today, Ma?" he queries his mother-in-law as he takes a seat on what was once, a very long time ago, a very fancy chair—something between a Parsons chair and a Bergere. 

Located a good distance from his mother-in-law, the seat creates enough distance to hinder eye contact or any prospect of a serious conversation.

"Fine," she mutters, her eyes fixed on the television—clearly not interested in furthering the conversation either.

Not more than five minutes pass, the only sound in the room coming from the television, when Rob enters and makes a quick U-turn to his room upon catching a glimpse of his father.

In a tiny room, scarcely capable of accommodating more than a small bed and a plastic portable closet, Rob is surrounded by various magazine and newspaper cuttings featuring the music icon, Ray Charles. One, in particular, captures the icon leaning on a grand piano, his left hand pressed to his chin and the right gently resting on the keyboard. This particular image seems to be Rob's favorite, judging by how well it has been framed and maintained.

A conversation developing in the living room quickly escalates into a heated argument between Mr. and Mrs. Robinson. As has been the case over the past few months, the boy can only fixate on his cuttings—the only means of a brief escape from the madness that has taken root in what could at one time have been described as a loving household.

"Rob!" She loudly calls the boy after several curse words close the curtain to an otherwise short-lived but heated argument.

"Rob!!!" She calls a second time, the tone suggestive of consequences should she be forced to call him for the third time.

Without much of an option, the boy sluggishly opens the door and makes his way to the living room, his face almost glowing with relief when he notices his father's absence.

"Here, sit," the grandmother intervenes before Mrs. Robinson has a chance to further vent out her frustration.

Rob takes a seat next to his grandmother as she inspects his face and smiles—she has become his refuge.

Meanwhile, the clearly irritated Mrs. Robinson heads to the kitchen and emerges with a bowl of rice (to go with the beef stew and potatoes already set on the table)—no dining room here.

"Get some glasses, baby," she instructs the boy as she starts serving dinner for three, trying her best to be civil.

The three share dinner with little exchanges, mostly coming from the Grandmother.

"Here, have some more," she urges the boy, steadily pushing the bowl of stew his way once she notices his plate is almost empty.

"Noo, Granma. I'm full," he retorts as soon as he swallows the last spoonful of soup.

"C'mon..." She tries to press him, pushing just a little more.

Rob shakes his head to affirm his stand, all the while rubbing his tummy—a gesture that causes the Grandmother to chuckle. Mrs. Robinson gently shakes her head with a growing smile, both amused by the boy's peculiar behavior.

This moment is immediately interrupted by two shy knocks on the door—a bit unusual at this hour but not uncommon. Mrs. Robinson sets her plate on the table and heads to the door as Rob and the Grandmother direct their eyes in the same direction with anticipation.

"Sup, Mrs. Robinson. Is Michael home?" a man with a high-pitched voice can be heard asking as soon as she opens the door—the safety latch in place.

Upon recognizing the two, she immediately slams and locks the door. Visibly infuriated, she starts pacing between the front door and the kitchen before marching to the living room and straight to her seat. Rob and the Grandmother turn their attention to the television, fully aware that this has something to do with the father. Regardless, no one will dare ask her about it.
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Mrs. Robinson starts stacking the empty dishes together as soon as the Grandmother empties her plate.

"Get Granny's pills," she instructs the boy as she takes some of the dishes to the kitchen.

"Right there, baby," Grandmother points to a small wooden cabinet to the left of the television once it becomes evident that the boy is having some difficulty locating them.

"Oh..." he responds and proceeds to collect them.

Mrs. Robinson returns with a fresh glass of water and carefully places it on the table before returning to the kitchen with the rest of the dishes.

Having identified the right pills —in two small plastic pink and yellow vials — Rob returns to his seat and hands them over.

"Thank you, dear," she lauds the boy as she closely inspects one of the vials. 

"Oh my!" She exclaims. "There must be over a hundred pills in here," she comments, looking to engage the boy; she's always been exceptionally good at it.

Rob turns his attention to the vial, giggling at the idea of so many pills fitting in such a small container.

"No, Granma, a hundred pills would never fit in there. It's too small," he explains.

"Oh, no, no!" She insists and passes him the vial. "Here, you look. There must be at least a hundred in there... at least a hundred."

Rob takes the vial and audibly tries to count the pills. This, however, is interrupted by a somewhat forceful rattling doorknob.

Almost certain of who is working
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