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To my parents:

I know that we haven’t always seen things eye-to-eye, 
but I want you to know that I appreciate everything 
y’all have ever done for me. I am forever grateful and I 
can’t imagine where I would be without your support. 
Thanks for pushing me to be a better person.



Enjoy the show.

EXT: EXTERIOR~ the scene takes place outdoors

INT: INTERIOR~ the scene takes place indoors

MONTAGE: a rapid succession of  events



 

A young man who does not have what it takes to 
perform military service is not likely to have what it 
takes to make a living. Today’s military rejects include 
tomorrow’s hard-core unemployed.    

- John F. Kennedy



Look Mama I made it!



FADE IN:

“BASED ON A TRUE STORY”

Born July 4th, 1989 to ELEANOR GREGOR and 
JOHN DILLON in New York.

Being the youngest of  five, I was undoubtedly the 
family scapegoat. If  something was missing, I did it; if  
liquor was missing from the cabinet, it was me. Even 
if  it wasn’t, it was probably me. Also I just wasn’t very 
good at not getting caught. Plus I was a savage. 



My dad John is a stern businessman. He started a me-
dical-supply company in my grandma’s basement and it 
really took off, making him a millionaire by 21. 

At one point he owned two matching Jaguars one for 
him, one for Mom. At a time when most people his age 
were doing coke and growing mullets, he was building 
a multi-million dollar empire from the ground up. 

He was a jerk to me, but in his defense, I was weird, 
like sniff-glue weird.
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Mom and Dad split up when I was four. They was just 
too young and stupid I s’pose.

Mom always was a free spirit and a few years after 
the divorce she moved to Maine to live with her new 
husband, HERBIE. He’s your quintessential tough 
guy who crushes beer cans on his forehead and makes 
cracks about your ugly shoes and lack of  muscles. The 
first time I met him, he asked me to squeeze his bicep. 
It was rock solid. 

It must have been tough for Dad when Mom left, but 
he did ultimately marry his girlfriend ANNIE after five 
years of  dating. She jumped right in and did her best 
being our mother figure. I once put laxatives in her 
Crystal Light but nothing happened. Looking back, boy 
was I mean. She didn’t deserve all that.

INT. JOHN DILLON’S HOUSE - LIVING 
ROOM - DAY

(MID 1990s)

Annie is drinking a tall glass of  red Crystal Light.

She is glaring at me.

I have a big grin on my face.

ANNIE: What are you staring at?

1ST PERSON: Nothin’, what are you staring at?
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CUT

When I was 12, I couldn’t find my stuffed monkey, 
Bongo, anywhere. I look all over and eventually I see 
it in the trash. I take it to the kitchen to confront my 
parents.

JOHN DILLON: You’re too old for stuffed animals. 
You’re a teenager.

1ST PERSON: I’m a tween, Dad! Don’t touch Bongo 
ever!

I rush out on my way to school and notice a blue credit 
card on the table by the door.

I watch my bus roll away.

Instead of  going to school I hop on a train and head 
into Manhattan.

I spot LANCE BASS from *NSYNC walking towards 
me at the Virgin Mega Store in Times Square. We lock 
eyes for a second as he hands me a T-shirt. 

Later on that day, Dad catches up with me.

I’m wearing a headband, a signed T-shirt and I’m roc-
king my new haircut: a front flip with frosted tips.

JOHN DILLON: Where’d you get the money for all 
of  this?
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JOHN DILLON (to Annie): Honey, you see my 
Capital One card?

CUT

At 13, I showed up to school stoned, after smoking 
a joint with some older kids at the bus stop. I had a 
killer case of  the munchies and a dry mouth. I chug my 
entire water and start eating my lunch. When I get off  
the bus I have to pee so bad and can’t even make it in 
the building.

The dean of  the school, SISTER COLLEEN, finds 
me with my pants down pissing on the principal’s car. I 
didn’t know he drove a Buick.

Sister Colleen drags me by the arm all the way to the 
PRINCIPAL’s office.
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Dad has enough of  my rebellious behavior and brings 
me to Holliswood Psychiatric Hospital to be evaluated.

DOCTOR: You’ve been diagnosed with ADHD and 
borderline personality disorder.

Dad gives me an awkward hug, leaving me behind. 

The tears had built up, but nothing was coming out. 
Me trying to explain that I wasn’t crazy, just made me 
sound crazier.

A NURSE leads me out of  the doctor’s office, down 
the hall, towards my new room.
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We stare at each other for a few awkward moments in 
silence. 

1ST PERSON: What’s that fucking smell?

Floyd points to the wall behind him. 

I look past Floyd and realize that the smiley faces on 
the wall are painted with actual doo-doo.

1ST PERSON: Is that shit?

FLOYD: We can paint your side next!

I leap from my bed and sprint down the hallway to 
chase after the nurse. 

The woman turns around. 

1ST PERSON: I want to go home! 

NURSE: Darling, everybody here wants to go home.  
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I freeze in the hallway as the nurse walks through the 
large double doors locking in front of  me. 

1ST PERSON (behind soundproof  glass): Fuck!

INT. HOLLISWOOD HOSPITAL - QUEENS, 
NEW YORK

MONTAGE

-I’m drooling and drowsy from the newly prescribed 
antipsychotic medication. 

-I attend mandatory counseling; group therapy and 
Alcoholics Anonymous. 

-I’m attacked by another patient with a plastic fork for 
no apparent reason.

-I stare out the window of  my room, watching children 
around my age play basketball.

SIX MONTHS LATER

INT. JOHN DILLON’S HOUSE - NEW YORK 
- NIGHT 

Holliswood was hell. I lie in my bed relieved to be 
home, still shook from the whole experience, a little 
hesitant and untrustworthy of  everyone. It was the first 
time in a long time I was alone. There’s an indent on 
my wrist from the hospital bracelet. It feels weird not 
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having it on, especially when I’m eating. Metal forks are 
also a lot heavier than I remember. A moment later my 
brother JOE enters the room, tackling me on the bed. 
I’m too worn out to play-fight back, feeling bittersweet 
about being home.

JOE: Welcome back champ. 

1ST PERSON (unenthusiastically): Thanks. 

JOE: How was it? 

1ST PERSON: It sucked. 

Joe checks his watch. 

JOE: Gotta split, huge party down at Tony’s, catch ya 
later.

Joe leaps off  the bed, accidentally dropping a bag of-
coke, it goes unnoticed for several hours until…

THUMP. 

Dad hits me in the back of  the head. 

JOHN DILLON: What the fuck is this? 

I’m half  asleep, blissfully unaware of  what’s about to 
unfold.

Dad holds up a bag of  coke. 

1ST PERSON: That’s not mine. 
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JOHN DILLON: You haven’t been back for an hour 
and you’ve got drugs in your room. 

1ST PERSON: I swear to God, it’s not mine. 

JOHN DILLON: You’re trying to blame it on one of  
your brothers? 

Dad shakes his head, squeezing the bag in rage. 

JOHN DILLON (screaming): This household was 
fucking perfect before you came home. As soon as you 
step into this house, there’s drugs. You little shit! 

He storms out of  my bedroom, grunts and slams the 
door. I try to relax and fall back to sleep but I toss and 
fidget, agitated by the confrontation. 

1ST PERSON: Fuck this! 

I slip out my bedroom window and decide to con-
front my brother at the party to have him admit it. I 
don’t find him there, but I eventually make it home at 
around 10p.m. drunk and staggering after playing a few 
rounds of  beer pong with his friends. I couldn’t stop 
my urge of  puking into the fridge after chugging milk 
not knowing it was sour. Dad, now awake, walks into 
the kitchen. I slip on the puke and am now lying on the 
kitchen floor. 

JOHN DILLON (screaming): You’re going back! 
Pack your shit! They’ll be here in the morning! 
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1ST PERSON (crying): No! I hate it there! 

JOHN DILLON (screaming): I don’t care, you’re 
going! Clean up this mess now! I have a meeting in 
fucking Toronto tomorrow and I have to be at JFK in 
a fucking hour. 

JOHN DILLON (screaming and spitting): The 
little fucking ambulance with the twirly fucking lights 
will be here in the morning to take you back to Queens.

1ST PERSON (crying): But...but…

JOHN DILLON (screaming): And that’s final! 

I clean up the mess and make my way back to my 
room. I hear muffled yelling behind my bedroom door, 
Annie and Dad are arguing about me. 

I can hardly sleep, it’s 3a.m. and my brothers are still 
out. Dad is probably flying over Rochester at this point, 
browsing the fucking SkyMall for new fucking tie pins. 
Annie is in the den watching the Home Shopping Ne-
twork and smoking cigarettes. The TV is so loud that 
she wouldn’t be able to hear the doorbell if  it rang.

I decide to pack a bag; a change of  clothes, a carton of  
Marlboro cigarettes that Dad kept in the freezer and 
Bongo, at the time the only thing I can confide in. 

I sneak down the hallway into my brother Joe’s room. 
Rummaging through the desk drawers, snatching all the 
loose change I can find. When I turn to leave, I see a 
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large jar of  coins. There’s gotta be at least a thousand 
bucks in quarters alone. I smirk, carefully lifting the 
heavy jar, lightly placing it in my Mickey Mouse suit-
case. The zipper closes perfectly.

1ST PERSON (whispering to myself): This is what 
you get, fucking coke head.

I quietly slither out the window. The sound of  the rain 
muffles the swooshing of  the coins in my bag. Once 
outside, I run as fast as I can to the supermarket down 
the street and head right to the coin-cashing machine. 
Annie will soon find out I am missing, so there’s no 
time to waste. I grab fistfuls of  coins and frantically 
shove them into the machine. The machine flashes a 
meer $72.39 before spitting out the cash.

1ST PERSON: That’s all I get? What a rip-off.

It wasn’t the thousand bucks I was hoping for but it 
will do.

INT. BUS STATION - MANHATTAN - NIGHT 

I walk up to the ticket window and pick the nicest 
looking TICKET TELLER. She’s old and seems sweet. 
I’m dripping wet from the rain.

1ST PERSON: One-way ticket to Maine, please. 

The woman looks over and around me curiously as I 
take out my money.
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TICKET TELLER: That’s a cute suitcase you got 
there, where’s your mommy?

I look over my shoulder, panicking. I see a random 
woman across the room. 

1ST PERSON: Mom, hold up, I’ll be right there! 

I glance back with a fake smile. 

1ST PERSON: That’s her.

TICKET TELLER: Okie dokey, that’ll be $32.50.

I give her two 20s.

She pulls out a bus ticket with my change. I snatch it 
up and quickly walk to the bus. I sit at the very back, 
adjacent to the restroom, next to TWO SMALL CHIL-
DREN singing loudly and kicking the chairs in front of  
them. The MOTHER doesn’t seem phased by her kids’ 
behavior.

SMALL CHILDREN (singing): On the road again. I 
just can’t wait to get on the road again. On the road again...

A few hours into the trip the small children wake me up. 

SMALL CHILDREN: Look a moose! A moose!

I was impressed by the large imposing brown creature 
on the side of  the highway. 

1ST PERSON: What a majestic animal.
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At this point, Annie probably called the police to let 
them know I was missing. No one knows where I am, 
not even my brothers. I can’t trust anyone, and I hate 
everyone, well almost everyone, not Bongo. 

I am half  asleep on the fold down table. My face 
covered in blood from my picked acne that has gotten 
progressively worse in the last few hours, most likely 
from all the stress that I have endured over the past 
few months. The bus comes to a stop.

EXT. BUS STATION - PORTLAND, MAINE 
- DAY 

I exit the bus, shielding my eyes from the high-noon 
sun. I see a payphone outside a Denny’s and use the 
few coins I have left to make a call.

EXT. DENNY’S RESTAURANT - PORTLAND, 
MAINE - DAY

HERBIE (into phone): Hello. 

1ST PERSON (into phone):  Mom? 

HERBIE: Frank? 

1ST PERSON: Yeah, is Mom there? 

HERBIE: Your mom’s at work. 

I shift awkwardly.
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HERBIE: Your dad called me, he’s wondering where 
you are. I told him you weren’t here.

1ST PERSON: Please don’t call him back, I’m in 
Maine. I am at the Denny’s near the Greyhound 
Station. 

HERBIE: I won’t. Wait, what?  Where are you again?

1ST PERSON: I’m at the Denny’s in Portland. Come 
pick me up. 

HERBIE: You’re out of  control. I’m on my way. 

He doesn’t sound upset but more impressed that I 
traveled hundreds of  miles on my own. 

I pull out a cigarette and light it while I lie on the grass 
outside the restaurant, with Bongo on my chest for 
protection. 

Before Herbie and Mom moved, they seemed to always 
be at the bar. I would meet them there after school 
sometimes and get Shirley Temples as they drank beer 
and took shots. Mom loves to dance and would com-
mandeer the jukebox while Herbie played pool. I must 
admit they had fun and they were in love. Herbie and I 
have always had an alright relationship, but I personally 
blame him for taking her away, why move to Maine of  
all places? It is just so far from New York. 

A white Ford Bronco screeches around the corner, 
coming to an abrupt stop in front of  me. Herbie leans 
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out the window, wearing a biker’s skull cap.

1ST PERSON: Nice do-rag, OJ. 

HERBIE: It’s a skull cap bro. I haven’t seen you in 
what six,seven months? 

(FLASHBACK)

INT. HOLLISWOOD HOSPITAL - DAY

It’s visitation day at Holliswood. I’m so sedated from 
the drugs I can barely speak, there’s drool running 
down my chin. In a hospital gown, sitting in a chair 
next to a barred window. Emotionless and empty. 
Mom’s eyes are full of  grief  as she watches me stare 
blankly out the window at children around my age 
playing basketball.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

EXT. DENNY’S RESTAURANT - PORTLAND, 
MAINE - DAY

1ST PERSON: Yea, something like that. 

Herbie’s demeanor changes when he sees my face.

HERBIE: HOLY SHIT FRANKIE. We’re going to 
the doctor now, your face looks like it hurts, I’ve never 
seen acne so bad. 
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I slip into the car, cautious to not get too close to 
Herbie, who’s still glaring at me. He shakes his head 
before driving off. 

HERBIE: You know who you look like right now? 
Freddy Krueger, ugly as shit. We gotta get you to the 
doctor ASAP.

We sit in silence for the rest of  the car ride, as we drive 
through rural country roads. Herbie pulls into a dirt 
driveway. 

I look around; there’s nothing except a modern loo-
king barn between pine trees. The mailbox says DR. 
BARNETT, MD. I’m not sure whether this place is for 
animals or people. 

1ST PERSON: We’re going into the barn? 

I point to the large barn in front of  me. 

HERBIE: This is it, Dr. Barnett’s office. Do you have 
your insurance card on you? 

1ST PERSON: No, I got nothing. 

Herbie shakes his head. 

HERBIE: Lets go see what he says. 

I open the car door, a pack of  cigarettes falls from my 
pocket. Herbie sees it. 
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HERBIE: What are you, like 12? 

1ST PERSON: I’m almost 15.

Herbie picks up the cigarettes and puts his arm out to 
hand them to me. I stand there shocked he gives them 
back. I hastily put them in my pocket.

He holds the door open for me. 

HERBIE: Just, just get in there, Frank.

INT. DR. BARNETT’S OFFICE - MAINE - DAY 

Dr. Barnett gently moves my face side to side. 

DR. BARNETT: You have severe acne. 

1ST PERSON: I look like a fucking slice of  peppe-
roni pizza.

Dr. Barnett lets go of  my face and sits at his desk. 

DR. BARNETT: Excuse me, I can clearly see you’re 
in pain. Are you on any type of  medication? 

I list off  everything I’m prescribed. Dr. Barnett shakes 
his head asking me to slow down as he writes each 
one.  I let him know it’s been a little more than a day 
since I’ve last taken any of  them. They are sitting in the 
medicine cabinet back in New York.

DR. BARNETT: These are some strong psychoactive 
substances. How do you even function? 
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I shrug unsure of  how to respond to his question. 

DR. BARNETT: Well you are going to, if  you haven’t 
already, begin having some withdrawal symptoms. I’m 
taking you off  all your prescriptions. We’ll see if  that 
has any effect on your skin’s condition. Perhaps, the 
acne is stressed induced or the narcotics may be having 
an adverse impact on your skin. 

1ST PERSON: Narcotics? 

When the doctor says the word narcotics, I get con-
fused. Dad and Annie had always referred to it as 
medicine. 

Herbie interrupts. 

HERBIE: You’re going to take him off  his prescrip-
tions? He’s not going to kill me in my sleep, is he? 

Dr. Barnett chuckles, glancing over at me.

DR. BARNETT: No, I don’t think so.

Dr. Barnett looks at me with warm, trusting eyes. A 
feeling I haven’t experienced in years, and it feels good.

1ST PERSON: Dad is not going to like that I’m not 
taking my medicine. 

HERBIE: Pssh, don’t worry about your father right now. 

I relax, sliding back in my chair. 
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When I finally get to Mom’s house I can smell the bar-
becue cooking in the backyard. BEAR, the chocolate 
lab, is chasing a chicken around the yard as it is attemp-
ting to fly away.

I walk outside to the back of  the house and Mom’s gri-
lling burgers. She looks up and grins, dropping the tongs.

She runs over, gives me a tight hug and a sloppy kiss 
on my forehead. We are both in tears.

1ST PERSON: Dad tried to send me away again.

ELEANOR: Looks like that’s not happening, come 
with me.

She holds me by the hand and brings me inside and 
leads me upstairs into an empty bedroom.

ELEANOR: This is where you’ll be staying from now on.

I strut around my new room beaming. 

1ST PERSON: I love it. 

Mom takes in my face. 

ELEANOR: Poor thing, Noxzema will clear your face 
up in no time. 

I take in the moment as Mom cradles my face in her 
hands. 

She is ecstatic about me being here, she actually did 
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miss me and it feels good to be loved.  

ELEANOR: Come, we eat! 

I can tell Herbie is a bit apprehensive of  me, but the 
smile on Mom’s face is priceless, she just wants to be a 
mother again. 

I eat my hamburger as Mom argues on the phone with 
Dad. He is dead set on me attending a rehab in nearby 
Portsmouth, New Hampshire. 

ELEANOR (into phone): Didn’t he just get out of  
a fucking psych ward? I can’t even pronounce these 
drugs you have him taking. It’s killing him! 

She throws her hands up in frustration. 

ELEANOR (into phone): I’ll take my chances!  
Goodbye! 

Mom slams the phone down, her face red with fury. 
She glances over at me and softens. She gestures for 
me to come sit with her in the living room, taking my 
hand as we sit down.

ELEANOR: What a piece of  shit he is, unfucking 
believable. 

1ST PERSON: Do I have to go to this rehab bullshit? 

ELEANOR: Watch your mouth Frank. 
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1ST PERSON: Sorry. 

ELEANOR: Tomorrow, I’m enrolling you in the high 
school. 

1ST PERSON: A regular high school?

ELEANOR: It’s a normal school, for normal kids. 

1ST PERSON: Will I be taking a normal-length 
school bus there?  

ELEANOR: You can ride the green Huffy in the barn 
if  you’d like.

1ST PERSON: Sweet.

It takes me six months to muster up the courage to 
even speak to Dad on the phone since I ran away. I was 
excited to read him my report card of  all A’s and B’s.

I was doing great, but the tone of  his voice made it 
seem like he almost wants me to fail. Just so he could 
tell Mom, “I told ya so,’’ but she didn’t give a shit what 
he thought. She embraces me for who I am. I am never 
punished nor reprimanded for not being “normal” 
enough.

In 12th grade, the vice principal, MR. STICKNEY, 
called me a New York thug for my excessive tardiness 
during the last few months of  my senior year. So I 
spray-painted ‘’Let’s Go Mets” on the hood of  his car. 
He drove a Buick. Mom went down to the school to 
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yell at him after I told her what happened.

She always has my back. Surprisingly, Stickney didn’t 
press any charges, but he did make me scrub it out. It 
took way longer to take off  than it did to put on.

MONTAGE

-My 1984 Plymouth Horizon zooms down the road, win-
dows down, The Grateful Dead blasting from the radio. 

-I hang out with stoners, jocks and the weirdos, each 
group accepting of  me.

-Herbie and Mom enjoy partying, but it always seems 
to end up in loud shouting matches.

-I watch on as I get a tattoo. 

-Graduation day, I am surrounded by friends drinking 
beer as we celebrate. Dad is proud, but unsure of  how 
I managed to graduate.

-Now, with long hair, I sit in my new bedroom listening 
to Jimi Hendrix; a Baywatch poster adorns the wall. 
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For the first time in my life I’m happy. Maine has be-
come home. I finally belong somewhere. 

Me, Mom and Herbie would eat dinner together as a 
family every night. All I ever wanted was to be ac-
cepted and for the first time, I am.

For the big holidays like Christmas, we would trek back to 
New York to see the relatives. I still didn’t fit in, but I wasn’t 
the same person they remembered. I’m staring to care more 
about what I think of  myself  than what others do. 

I feel like my luck is about to run out.

MAINE STATE UNIVERSITY

I’m with my COLLEGE FRIENDS high on acid, 
partying in my dorm room. Joints are being passed 
around, and a rolled-up towel lays in front of  the door 
to prevent smoke from escaping. My good grades got 
me into Maine State University and I am really taking 
advantage of  the whole “college experience.” 
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I start talking to a WHITE GIRL with purple corn-
rows. There was mad question askin’, blunt passin’, 
music blastin’.

1ST PERSON: What’s your name, what’s your sign?

WHITE GIRL: SUSIE. I’m a Gemini.

Just as I’m peaking, without warning, the door swings open.

Campus security busts into the room like four deep, 
with the brightest flashlights I’ve ever seen. Everyone 
panics and scatters. My roommate TOPPER jumps out 
the window breaking the screen, landing on the grass 
outside. I am left alone facing the security guards.

One week later. The school board has a hearing about 
my little party. There were reports of  students acting 
strange that weekend. The rumor goes that there was 
acid floating around campus. I wonder why…Topper 
had a whole sheet of  it.

I am inevitably expelled and forced to leave the dorm 
premises immediately. In their words, I am an “immi-
nent threat to the sanctity and well-being of  the stu-
dent body.”

So, I pack my suitcase and manage to squeeze in a few 
beers with Topper before we officially had to leave 
campus. He was more upset than I was that we got expe-
lled. He broke his foot when he jumped out the window 
and didn’t get very far before being picked up. The acid 
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was his, but It looks like we both went down for it. 

TOPPER: Is that Mickey fuckin’ Mouse on your 
suitcase? 

1ST PERSON: Damn straight. Sucks they took the acid.

TOPPER: At least your distal tibia is intact.

We laugh.

TOPPER: So, what’s your next move?

1ST PERSON: Ever been to New York City?

TOPPER: Once, when I was a kid, why?

We are interrupted by banging on the door.  

A loud voice hollers from the hallway, “CAMPUS SE-
CURITY, TIME’S UP. LET’S GO GUYS.”

I take Topper’s suitcase and try to think of  something 
meaningful to say before we leave our room for good, 
but I got nothing. Topper hobbles along as we make 
our way down to the parking lot. I put his bag on his 
back seat and close the door, looking down into the 
driver’s side window. 

1ST PERSON: Nice Buick.

TOPPER: So, I guess this is it. 

1ST PERSON: Don’t be a stranger.
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Topper drives off  into the sunset.

Herbie exclaims over the phone, “you’re not coming back 
here, you little retard. You need to grow the fuck up.” 

Nevertheless, I head home anyway, knowing they 
would welcome me back. 

Bag in hand, beer in the other, I get into my car 
and head back to Mom’s. I chuck the empty can out 
the window and try to be positive about the whole 
situation.

I sing along to Jimi Hendrix, swerving through country 
roads. 

1ST PERSON (singing): Purple haze, all in my brain! 

Blue and red lights flash behind me. 

1ST PERSON: Fuck. 

COP: Sir, please step out of  the vehicle. 

I step out of  the car and he directs me to sit on the 
hood. I do as he says. 

COP: You’ve been drinking? 

1ST PERSON: Of  course not it’s only four o’clock. 

COP: But what’s that smell? 

I shrug.
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COP: If  ya’ haven’t been drinkin,’ go ‘head and walk a 
straight line from here ta’ there, heel ta’ toe.

He points to the tip of  his boot and then a deer-cros-
sing sign a few yards up.

I complete the task with no issue. 

COP: Impressive.

COP: Now, startin’ at Z, Imma ask ya ta’ recite the 
alphabet backwards, endin’ on A.  Go ‘head when yer 
ready, son.

1ST PERSON: Umm, okay. Z, um, Y? Then X, and 
then you can go fuck yourself.

EXT. CUMBERLAND COUNTY COURT - DAY 

Walking out of  court, bummed. I blew below the legal 
limit, but anything above .00 is an automatic DUI for 
anyone under 21 years old. For two years my driving pri-
vileges are revoked. No jail time and a $300 fine which 
I’m paying off  with monthly $25 payments. I should’ve 
never agreed to take a breathalyzer, I’m so dumb.

LATER THAT DAY

Fresh out of  court, still in my suit and tie, I get home 
and lie on the couch. I stare at the fire watching it die 
slowly. I glance over at the woodpile and contemplate 
reviving it. Too late, the last flame fizzles into smoke.
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Herbie walks into the living room. 

HERBIE: Can you go down to the store and pick up 
some milk? 

1ST PERSON: I’m broke as shit and my license is 
suspended.

HERBIE: You’re the one eating all the chocolate 
chunk muffins and drinking all the milk. I never get to 
eat one of  them, ever!

HERBIE: How you gonna get a job around here with 
no license? I’m not fuckin’ drivin’ you ta’ work and 
neither is your mother!

Herbie grumbles, going for his jacket and keys by the 
front door. He storms out, slamming the door behind 
him. A portrait of  his nephew, SERGIO, in his Navy 
uniform, falls off  the wall. Glass shatters on the floor.

Herbie always let me do what I want, even when I 
was a kid. He gives a shit, but not enough to really do 
anything about it. But this time, I could tell he’s pissed. 

I watch as Herbie screeches down the driveway bur-
ning rubber. I glance down at the shattered portrait in 
my hand. My phone rings.

1ST PERSON: Hello.

JOHN DILLON: It’s Dad. Grandpa passed away. The 
funeral is on Thursday. Your flight is tomorrow night.
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INT. PORTLAND AIRPORT - DAY

After I print my ticket, I walk through the empty ter-
minal and up the escalator towards the security chec-
kpoint. I stop to use the restroom. I switch my stinky 
tank top to a cleaner-smelling Grateful Dead t-shirt 
and take a piss. 

I am examining myself  in the mirror; my hair dishe-
veled. The fly of  my pants is wide open. I glance over 
at the reflection of  a BUSINESSMAN who’s almost 
done shaving. I compare myself  to him as I wash my 
hands and walk away, drowning in low self  esteem. I 
pick a short line of  people at the end and wait. Before 
I can take my ID out, a TSA AGENT points at me. 

TSA AGENT: Hey you, come with me. 

He stops and turns, motioning for me to follow him and 
we walk over into a small room next to the metal detec-
tors. He takes my bag and points to chairs along the wall.

TSA AGENT: I hope you’re not traveling with any 
drugs or contraband.

It wasn’t really a question, so I don’t respond, sitting 
down quietly, looking innocent. 

He puts on rubber gloves and opens my Mickey Mouse 
suitcase, unfolding every single piece of  clothing in 
front of  me. 

1ST PERSON: Is it really necessary to unfold 
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everything, bro? 

He ignores me. 

TSA AGENT: Stand up. 

I stand up. 

He pats me down thoroughly, making sure not to miss 
any sensitive areas. He turns and zips up my suitcase, 
handing it back to me.

TSA AGENT: All set, have a nice day. 

INT. PLANE - PORTLAND, MAINE - DAY

As I walk on the plane, I am greeted by a FLIGHT 
ATTENDANT.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT: Good Afternoon, wel-
come aboard.

I give a weak smile and continue down the aisle 
through the first-class cabin towards my seat.

I lock eyes with a WOMAN reading a Cosmopolitan 
Magazine in a window seat. She glances up at me and 
stops reading, places the magazine on her lap and 
scoots over to the aisle seat. Biting her lip and raising 
her eyebrows. 

1ST PERSON: Don’t worry lady, I’m not sittin’ next to ya.

She cringes and continues reading.
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A few rows up on the opposite side of  the plane is the 
businessman from earlier. He’s stuffing his briefcase in 
his overhead bin. I’m not gay but I find him strangely 
attractive. He is just so put-together.

He pays me no mind as I squeeze past him out of  
first-class.

The leather seats of  the front of  the plane are now 
cushion and remind me of  the sofa at my grandparents 
house. I get the urge to sneeze when I look at them.

I find my seat and motion to an ARMY SOLDIER in 
uniform sitting in my row that I have the window seat. He 
quickly gets up and lets me squeeze past and I settle in.

Not longer after that the flight attendant approaches 
the soldier.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (to soldier): A gentleman 
would like to offer you his first-class seat. Please come 
with me.

The soldier gets up and walks away. A few moments 
later he is replaced with the attractive businessman.

He takes a seat and gives me a gentle smile.

I sit up straight and push my hair behind my ears and 
blush like a little girl.

BUSINESSMAN: Hey how you doin’, names JOE.
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We shake hands.

1ST PERSON:  I’m Frank. I have a brother named 
Joe.

JOE: Yea? Younger or older?

1ST PERSON: Older, I’m the youngest of  five.

JOE: Five? God bless your mother, all boys?

1ST PERSON: One girl, four boys.

JOE: Being a mother isn’t easy, make sure you treat her 
right, you only get one mother.

I nod.

JOE: So, what do you do?

1ST PERSON: Umm... I... Uh…

JOE: Don’t worry kid, everything always works out.

1ST PERSON: I hope.

EXT. PLANE FLYING OVERHEAD - DAY

INT. GRANDPARENT’S HOUSE - QUEENS,
NEW YORK - DAY

I sit in the living room with my SIBLINGS and COUSINS 
as my GRANDMOTHER hands us each an envelope.
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GRANDMOTHER: This is from Grandpa, he loved 
you all so much.

I open the envelope, there’s a thousand bucks in it, all 
hundreds.

INT. JOHN DILLON’S HOUSE - NEW YORK 
- NIGHT 

Dad tries to be polite, but it’s awkward. 

JOHN DILLON: You can’t stay here unless you find 
a job.

1ST PERSON: I’ll figure it out.

EXT. MANHATTAN - DAY 

Delivering newspapers for eight bucks an hour on a 
bicycle. Early morning dew is still present on all the su-
rrounding glass. Stoned, I’m blissfully unaware of  the 
loud noises and stressed crowds surrounding me. Jazz 
music from my iPod is drowning out the continuous 
honking of  cars.

For such a big city, it could be kind of  lonely. Plus, 
New Yorker’s aren’t the friendliest folk. My brothers 
have all since moved out and are either working on 
their bachelor’s, or have already begun their careers. 
With no set plan and hardly making any money, I 
sense that my overbearing father is getting annoyed by 
my lackadaisical attitude. He keeps suggesting I get a 
haircut, but at this point, I don’t care about anything. 
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I run an intersection without looking at the crossing 
traffic. I am distracted by my thoughts and the scores 
of  SAILORS walking the streets. It’s Fleet Week in 
New York.

All of  a sudden, I hear screeching tires over my music 
and I look up to see a car stopped only about a foot in 
front of  me.

THE NEXT DAY

EXT. RECRUITMENT CENTER - HARLEM 
- DAY

I honestly have no knowledge about the Navy, other 
than they are on ships, swore a bunch and that Popeye 
is one of  them. I take one last drag from my cigarette, 
flick it and enter.  

RECRUITER: You should quit smoking. 

1ST PERSON: Yep. 

RECRUITER: You should start drinking water… 
flush that herb out of  your system.

I blush nervously. 

1ST PERSON: How-how did you know?

RECRUITER: I know shitty weed when I smell it.

We awkwardly stare at each other for a second. The 
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recruiter twitches and glances down at his paperwork. 

RECRUITER: Okay… I’m going to schedule you to 
take the ASVAB tomorrow. Be here at 7a.m., then I’ll 
drive you to the test site 

1ST PERSON: Tomorrow? Isn’t that a bit soon? 

RECRUITER: I have a feeling you’ll do just fine, you 
look smart. 

I’ve never been told that before, he’s definitely lying.

The ASVAB (Armed Services Vocational Aptitude 
Battery) is like the SATs for prospective military. The 
better you do on the test, the more opportunity, from 
what I gather.

INT. TEST SITE - a JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL - 
BRONX, NEW YORK - DAY

You are about to witness the strength of 
street knowledge. 

Good score or bad, I don’t really give a shit. I’m not ready 
to make a commitment now. Let’s just see how it goes.

I find my desk and take a seat. A women bearing a stri-
king resemblence to MRS. DOUBTFIRE is proctoring 
the exam.

MRS. DOUBTFIRE: You may begin. 
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I look down at the booklet, turning the front page. 

Smirking as I answer the easy questions and frowning 
as I struggle with the harder problems. If  anyone could 
hear my thought process while I am test taking, they 
would say I’m quite unconventional.

Eeny, meeny, miny, moe, catch a tiger by the toe. If  he 
hollers, let him go, my mother says to pick this one, or 
my other go-to method, pick C.

TWO HOURS LATER 

I look up from my test, glancing around the room. 
Biting my lower lip, I need to pee. I get up quietly and 
make my way to the door and slip out without Mrs. 
Doubtfire seeing me. I re-enter the classroom and I see 
my test booklet is gone. 

I move swiftly to Mrs. Doubtfire’s desk. 

1ST PERSON: Excuse me, my test is gone. 

Pointing to my empty desk. Mrs. Doubtfire glares back. 

MRS. DOUBTFIRE: You gotta wait out in the ha-
llway, son. Rules are, if  you leave before it’s break time, 
you can’t finish the test.

I snap up straight, with a serious face. I shout back at 
her with great military valor and a fake southern accent 
reminiscent of  Colonel Sanders.
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1ST PERSON: Yes ma’am, I understand. 

My response comes out so fierce, the whole room 
giggles. I didn’t mean to be funny, it just came out like 
that. I walk out of  the room with my head down, em-
barrassed of  what just happened. 

Out of  the 25 or so people there, I’m the first to com-
plete the test.

I leave the last few questions unanswered. I’m now 
outside the classroom in the hallway, sitting on the 
floor against lockers.

The halls fill with loud, ROWDY STUDENTS. When 
the bell rings, I turn up my iPod. Mrs. Doubtfire walks 
out and reads off  a list of  names, handing each person 
a folded note. I quickly climb to my feet, sneaking 
peeks at the other guy’s grades. 

MRS. DOUBTFIRE: Frank Dillon. 

The woman hands me a folded piece of  paper. 

I stare at it before unfolding and see 77. I did much 
better than I expected, the C method never fails. 

MONTAGE

4:45a.m.- Alarm clock is violently shaking, now awake 
but grudgingly irritated.

5:15a.m.- I growl in dismay, leaving home for work.



· FRANK S. DILLON ·

 · 45 ·

7:23a.m.- On a busy city corner, a police car splashes 
rain onto me. Now I’m soakin’ wet. 

1:15p.m.- I deliver my last newspaper.

1:17p.m.- I lock my bicycle to a street light outside of  a 
deli, and enter.

1:24p.m.- Return to find the bicycle gone and a the 
lock broken in two, on the sidewalk.

1:24p.m.- I call the delivery office.

1ST PERSON (into phone): I quit

EXT. PLANE FLYING OVERHEAD - DAY

EXT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - DAY 

Home Sweet Home. 

Sitting on the porch, smoking a joint, thinking about 
how stressful New York was.

1ST PERSON (to Bear): Fuck New York. I’m never 
going back there ever again.

My phone vibrates, the phones on the table. I see a text 
message from the recruiter back in New York: 

‘‘I can get you in the Navy in a month...

...your future is in your hands... 
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Do it for yourself.’’

I ignore the text and pull out my .22 Caliber rifle, aim it 
out in front of  me. 

I squint through the eye scope and shoot. 

BANG! 

I lower my rifle and softly whistle. Bear gets up from 
his bed and runs off  into the trees. 

He comes back with a dead squirrel in his mouth, pla-
cing it at my feet. 

1ST PERSON: Good boy. 

1ST PERSON: I don’t need the Navy, I’ve got you boy. 

MONTAGE

-Walking through the aisles at a supermarket, I see a 
man in a ‘Proud Navy Veteran’ sweater with an anchor 
on it. He asks me if  I know where the bread is.

-At a yard sale, I pick up a ‘Popeye the Sailor Man’ 
lunchbox.

-Hanging out on Main Street, every other car has a 
‘PROUD PARENT OF A SAILOR’ bumper sticker.

-Playing Scrabble with Mom, the first word I lay down 
is N-A-V-Y for 20 points, double-word score.
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Out of  pressuring from Mom and Herbie, sheer 
boredom, and the fact that I don’t want to lose my 
mind, I muster up the courage to call the local recruiter 
in Maine. I whip out the Yellow Pages and dial the 
number. I have a joint in my mouth when he picks up, 
resulting in a slightly-muffled voice when I speak.

1ST PERSON (into phone): Yeah, I took the ASVAB 
about a month ago in New York. I did quite well ac-
tually. Well, I’m calling you now because the recruiter 
back in New York was very pushy and it kind of  turned 
me off. Sure, you can come here. I’ll see you then. 

I hang up and light my joint.

EXT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - MAINE - DAY 

I take a swig from Herbie’s chalice of  wine, swinging 
on the porch swing. A brand new, navy-blue, Chevy 
Impala pulls up in front of  the house. It has govern-
ment plates and the windows are tinted. I hope I don’ t 
have any warrants.

1ST PERSON: Oh shit, Mom! I think the cops are here!

Then I see him. It’s the recruiter, PETTY OFFICER 
COOPER. A 6’3’’ black man steps out of  the car. He’s in a 
short-sleeve brown dress shirt with various medals, firmly – 
pressed black pants and shoes as shiny as new nickels. 

His short hair is glistening in the sun as if  it is sprayed 
with Soul Glo. His bright white teeth contrast his 
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ebony skin. I stare at Cooper’s thick, groomed, mus-
tache that could probably deflect bullets. I subcons-
ciously stroke my upper lip, considering a mustache.

The recruiter closes his car door, snapping me out of  
my trance. I jog down the stairs and hold out my arm. 

1ST PERSON: I’m Frank. 

Cooper takes my hand and shakes it firmly. 

Herbie is tanning on the porch even though it’s about 
16 degrees and snow banks guard the house like a 
fortress. He is using Mom’s Scrabble board wrapped in 
aluminum foil as a sun reflector. He seems unamused 
by the recruiter and continues to tan while listening to 
music. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: I’m Petty Officer 
Cooper. Let’s go inside and talk. 

His voice is deep and soulful like a jazz singer. He 
smells of  cocoa butter. 

Bear then sniffs the man’s shoes, wagging his tail. Bear likes 
him, he must be okay. Bear leads us both into the house. 

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - MAINE - DAY 

As you walk in the house there is a huge elk head pro-
truding from the wall just above the fireplace. 

The house smells of  potpourri and patchouli. A faint 
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stench of  marijuana emanates from upstairs where 
my room is. The air inside is always thick; the wood 
stove lets out a big puff  of  smoke every time someone 
opens the hatch to feed the fire. It is very cozy; slippers 
and bathrobes are the norm during most of  the day.  

1ST PERSON: This is my mother, Eleanor. Ma, this is 
Petty Officer Cooper. 

Mom walks over shyly, holding out her hand. 

ELEANOR: Nice to meet you, sir.

Cooper gently takes her hand and shakes it. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER (to Eleanor): It’s 
lovely to meet you, ma’am. 

Mom smiles before yelling at the top of  her lungs. 

ELEANOR: Herbie! Turn down your boom box! 

The three of  us watch as Herbie scrambles off  his 
chair to turn down the music. I pull out a chair for 
Cooper; all three of  us sit down at the kitchen table. 
Cooper glances around the house. 

ELEANOR (to Cooper): Can I get you some herbal 
tea or anything.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER (to Eleanor): No, 
thank you. You have a wonderful home, ma’am.
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Mom blushes. 

ELEANOR (to Cooper): Thank you. 

A smile flashes across his face before he becomes 
serious. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: So why do you want 
to join the Navy, Mr. Dillon? 

I stare at the recruiter, unsure of  what to say.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER (annoyed): You 
think you have what it takes to serve our country?

(FRANK’S IMAGINATION)

EXT. SHIP - DAY 

I am mopping the deck of  a ship as a big-titty woman 
in a short, red skirt struts across my field of  view.

The other Sailors stop what they’re doing to catch a 
glimpse of  her making her way towards me. 

She wraps her arms around my neck, kissing me and 
everyone cheers us on. 

Then we all chug rum, singing ballads, dancing in the 
moonlight. 

Everyone here is out of  sight, they don’t bark and they 
don’t bite. 
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(BACK TO REALITY)

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - MAINE - DAY 

I snap back to reality, thinking that this may be the 
adventure I am looking for. 

1ST PERSON: Umm to - to serve my country and 
prepare for my future.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Very well. 

1ST PERSON: Fuck it, sign me up bro. I’ve got no-
thing else going on. It’s not like I’m busy.

Herbie walks inside, still bare chested from sunbathing 

HERBIE (to Cooper): He’s got that right. This twerp 
doesn’t do shit all day except play with his skin flute. 

I shoo Herbie back out onto the porch. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Alright then.

The Petty Officer stands up and pulls out a cup and a 
test strip. 

1ST PERSON: What’s that?

Cooper holds the cup up. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: It’s a drug test.

I quickly stood up, holding out my hand to shake his.



· AFLOAT. A CINEMATIC NOVEL. PART ONE ·

 · 52 ·

1ST PERSON: I want to think about it. Give me 
about a month and let me see if  this is what I really 
want to do. 

The Petty Officer smirks at me. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Alright, I’ll give 
you a month to stop smoking that herb. I can smell it 
everywhere. 

I smell my shirt and nod in agreement. 

Petty Officer Cooper packs up his belongings and 
leaves. As the recruiter drives away, Herbie yells from 
the porch.

HERBIE: You’re not gonna quit partying! There’s a 
better chance of  me learning perfect fucking Mandarin 
in a week.

31 DAYS LATER 

EXT. MILITARY ENTRANCE PROCESSING  
CENTER (MEPS) - PORTLAND, MAINE - DAY 

Petty Officer Cooper and I pull up to MEPS. Before 
leaving, he insists that I don’t lie about anything to 
the MEPS employees, but not to volunteer any infor-
mation either. I nod and enter the building, unsure 
of  what to expect, other than a drug test, It’s the only 
thing I’ve prepared for thus far. I haven’t smoked any 
pot in about a month, and if  you know me, a month 
without smoking pot is an accomplishment on its own. 
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(FLASHBACK)

SERIES OF SHOTS

-Things just aren’t as interesting as they used to be. 

-Things are just ‘different’.

-I toss and turn at night. I can’t sleep.

-When I do sleep, my dreams are vivid AF.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. MEPS - PORTLAND, MAINE - DAY

A man enters the waiting room.

MR. GILLINGHAM: Mr. Dillon, I’m Mr. Gillin-
gham. Come with me. 

I get up from the chair and follow him into his office. 
He introduces himself  as prior military, he’s in a suit 
that’s a little too tight, and his mustache is creepy. 
On the wall behind his desk, it says ‘GOD, FAMILY, 
COUNTRY.’ 

I sit opposite the man as he goes through what I as-
sume are my records. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: So, it says here that you re-
cently were arrested for driving under the influence. 
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He glances up at me, I stay silent. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: And a history of  marijuana use? 

I nod. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: With that, among other things, 
it says here, you’ll need a waiver in order to enlist. 
This will have a negative effect on what jobs you’ll be 
eligible for. Unfortunately, you may not even be eligible 
to join with such an extensive record. 

I clear my throat. 

1ST PERSON: I’ll admit, I’ve done stupid things, but 
that’s not me anymore.

MR. GILLINGHAM: It’s not me you need to con-
vince. You’re going to have a phone interview with 
Lieutenant Murphy. Be polite and address him as sir. 
He will decide your fate. 

Mr. Gillingham glares at me before picking up the 
phone on his desk. He wasn’t being friendly, he thinks 
I’m a punk and he’s right. 

He picks up the phone and starts dialing. 

MR. GILLINGHAM (into phone): Ahh, hello Lieu-
tenant Murphy? This is John Gillingham from Portland 
MEPS. I have recruit Dillon here who is in need of  an 
enlistment waiver. Yes, sir . . no, sir . . I believe so . . 
absolutely. 
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He looks at me, somewhat disapprovingly as he speaks, 
as if  he’s willingly making a mistake.

He hands me the phone. 

1ST PERSON (into phone): Hello, this is Frank 
Dillon. 

LIEUTENANT MURPHY: I hear you like to smoke 
weed?

1ST PERSON (into phone): Not any more, sir.

LIEUTENANT MURPHY: The Navy’s policy on 
drugs is clear -- zero tolerance. You will be seperated, 
you understand?

1ST PERSON (into phone): Yes, sir.

LIEUTENANT MURPHY: So, you’ve been arrested 
for driving under the influence, is this correct?

1ST PERSON (into phone): Unfortunately, yes I have, sir.

LIEUTENANT MURPHY: How can I be sure 
you’ll refrain from this type of  behavior in the future? 

1ST PERSON (into phone): I’m not about that life 
anymore. I want to make my family and my country 
proud. I won’t let you down, sir. 

Everything coming out of  my mouth sounds like 
complete bullshit. I know it, you know it, he knows it. 
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Lieutenant Murphy’s eating it up.

LIEUTENANT MURPHY: Outstanding. I trust 
you’ll make better decisions going forward. Time to 
man up. Good luck.

1ST PERSON (into phone): Thank you, sir.

I hand the phone back and Mr. Gillingham hangs it up. 
He stamps my record: APPROVED. I smile, but see 
that he isn’t exactly thrilled about it. 

1ST PERSON: Is anyone ever not approved?

He grumbles, stands up and motions for me to leave. I 
turn around, expecting him to say something, instead, 
Mr. Gillingham shuts the door in my face. 

I’m directed to the ‘‘vision room,’’ which is the begin-
ning of  my medical exam to see if  I’m fit for duty. I’m 
like the skinniest person in the whole building and by 
far the goofiest.

INT. MEPS - VISION ROOM - DAY 

I am told to place my face into a weird contraption. 

FEMININE VOICE: Do you see a number?

I shift, startled. I’m not sure where the sultry feminine 
voice was coming from, but she sounded hot. 

1ST PERSON: Um, no I don’t.
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FEMININE VOICE: How ‘bout now? 

1ST PERSON: Yes, a six. I see a six. 

There is definitely a six there.The test continues as I 
call out the numbers I can see, never knowing where 
the voice is coming from. The numbers disappear and 
the contraption is removed from my face. 

A YOUNG BLONDE woman appears in front of  me. 

YOUNG BLONDE: You’re color blind. 

1ST PERSON: Huh? 

YOUNG BLONDE: Well, you have a blue-green 
color deficiency. 

1ST PERSON: No way, I’m color blind? 

YOUNG BLONDE: What color is my dress? 

1ST PERSON: Green? 

YOUNG BLONDE: It’s actually blue, quite blue. 

I shrug. 
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(If  you see a number in this thing, good for you, 
cuz I don’t.)

YOUNG BLONDE: Alright, let’s do your standard 
vision test.

I read every line without hesitation. 

YOUNG BLONDE: That’s all I need from you, you 
can go. 

I get up from the chair. I look at the women bewil-
dered and confused.
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1ST PERSON: Your dress is teal. This is crazy. Let’s 
do this test again. 

YOUNG BLONDE: Sir, I’m sorry there is nothing I 
can do.

1ST PERSON: C’mon, one more time.

YOUNG BLONDE: Have a nice day.

I get agaited.

1ST PERSON: You dress is bluish-green is it not?

YOUNG PERSON: Sir!

I grumble and move on.

INT. MEPS - HEARING TEST ROOM - DAY 

An INSTRUCTOR ask me to sit in a booth and put on 
a pair of  huge headphones.

I hold a small remote with a red button on top, like I’m 
on Jeopardy. 

INSTRUCTOR: Whenever you hear a tone, I want 
you to click the button. 

I give the thumbs up. 

A LOUD BEEP sounds, I hit the button. A FAINT 
BEEP sounds, I lean forward, not sure if  I heard 
anything at all. A few FAINT BEEPS go, I click the 
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button quickly. A LOUD BEEP sounds, scaring me. 

By the end of  the test, I have my thumb down on the 
button. 

The door swings open.

INSTRUCTOR: You’re done. 

INT. MEPS - EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY 

I enter the room to find a DOCTOR in a lab coat and 
a group of  about ten BURLY MEN in their underwear. 

DOCTOR: Please strip down to your skivvies. 

I do as I’m told, before joining the line. One by one, 
we’re weighed and measured. 

The doctor documents the birthmark on my back, and 
the tattoos on my chest and arms.

DOCTOR: Everyone line up. I’ll be calling out some mo-
vements and I want you all to do them until I say to stop. 

Speed walking swiftly in a circle, we go around the 
room as the doctor inspects each of  us. 

DOCTOR: Squats. 

The doctor walks past me. 

DOCTOR: Go lower. 
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I squat lower, struggling to keep my balance. 

DOCTOR: Duck walk. 

Everyone looks around at each other, confused. 

The doctor sighs. 

DOCTOR: Like this. 

The doctor squats down and waddles across the floor. 
The men chuckle. The doctor stands up. 

DOCTOR: Your turn. 

All the men waddle around the room.

Apparently, goofiness and tattoos are not a disqualifier 
for joining the military.

MONTAGE

Urine Test- It’s been 31 days since I last smoked pot. I 
should be fine. I had to pee in front of  a dude. No big 
deal. At first I couldn’t pee so they had me drink water 
until I could. 

Blood Sample- It’s great to finally find out if  you have 
any STDs; I have always been too much of  a coward to 
get tested. 

Doctor Interview- Same room where they drew my 
blood. I was alone for this part of  the exam. He then 
checked my eyes and throat and shined a flashlight 
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in my ears and listened to my heartbeat through his 
stethoscope. He then had me pull down my pants so he 
can fondle my testicles. 

DOCTOR: Have you ever been diagnosed or hospita-
lized for mental issues?

(FLASHBACK)

INT. HOLLISWOOD HOSPITAL - DAY

-I’m attacked by another patient with a plastic fork for 
no apparent reason.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. MEPS - PORTLAND MAINE - DAY

1ST PERSON: Nope.

INT. MEPS - CAREER COUNSELOR OFFICE 
- DAY

I take a seat as the COUNSELOR pulls out my 
documents. 

COUNSELOR: So, my job is to fill in the vacant roles 
in the Navy. Due to your waivers and colorblindness, 
there are many jobs you’re not eligible for. The two 
jobs that I have available are Yeoman, basically a secre-
tary and a Machinist Mate, basically a mechanic. 

I think about the two options. 
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1ST PERSON: Is there anything else? 

COUNSELOR: That’s it kid, take it or leave it. The 
Navy is full, unless you want to wait a few months and 
see if  something else opens up. 

I lean back in my chair, considering the options.

(FRANK’S IMAGINATION)

EXT. SHIP - DAY 

I dance along with the VILLAGE PEOPLE, to the 
song YMCA. 

1ST PERSON (singing): I said Yeoman! There’s a 
place you can go. 

An INDIAN CHIEF twirls me around. 

(BACK TO REALITY)

INT. MEPS - CAREER COUNSELOR OFFICE 
- DAY 

I lean forward. 

1ST PERSON: I’ll take Machinist Mate. 

The counselor slides the contract across the desk.I sign. 

COUNSELOR: Congratulations, you’re officially in 
DEP and will be leaving for bootcamp on April 5th.
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1ST PERSON: What’s DEP? 

COUNSELOR: Delayed Entry Program, it’s to pre-
pare recruits physically and mentally for boot camp and 
military service. 

1ST PERSON: Sounds great. 

COUNSELOR: Try and keep yourself  out of  trouble 
until then. 

I salute as I leave. 

1ST PERSON: Yes sir!

INT. BECCA’S HOUSE - BASEMENT - NIGHT 

I sit beside BECCA, a voluptuous redhead with a 
killer body. We met back in junior year. She gave me a 
handjob once during detention, and we’ve been good 
friends ever since. She has a boyfriend named GA-
RRETT who I’ve never even met. He’s always in Nova 
Scotia doing some sort of  construction. I guess you 
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could say I’m her ‘side dude.’

I have my arm around her shoulder. We’re watching te-
levision, snuggling close together. Out of  nowhere, I’m 
sucker punched in the back of  the head. I stumble off  
the couch and turn around to see Becca’s brother, TIM.

Tim storms towards me swinging his fist wildly. He 
gets a few good hits in, but I can take him. Tim’s 
FRIEND joins the fight. Now, I’m fucked. 
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Becca’s MOM runs down the stairs.  

We stop fighting. I slither out of  the chaos, run up the 
stairs and out of  the house. 

Becca’s mom saves the day.

The local news is saying Maine is having an ‘opioid epi-
demic.’ Oxycontin seems to be everyone’s new drug of  
choice. You get a milligram for every dollar. An Oxy-80 
goes for 80 bucks. It’s not only a profitable drug to sell, 
it’s also crazy addictive.

You can tell when people are on it. They’re strung out. 
They seem content, but afraid to lose everything at 
the same time. There’s a sense of  general pleasantness 
about them, but also a sense of  impending doom. 
Unfortunately, a lot of  my high school buddies are 
either using or selling it. I’ve never done it, but Becca’s 
brother Tim is a fiend. 
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INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - NIGHT

I stare at the bruises on my body as I talk to Becca on 
the phone. 

I light a cigarette.

69 DAYS UNTIL BOOT CAMP - TUESDAY, 
JANUARY 26TH

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

Mom pokes her head into my bedroom. 

ELEANOR: Honey, could you walk down to the food 
pantry and pick up some grub? 

1ST PERSON: Sure thing, Ma. 

ELEANOR: It’s a quarter to, you should leave now 
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before the weirdos show up.

The community church is within walking distance from 
the house and has a pretty good supply of  bread and 
meats. Every Tuesday they hand out the essentials, you 
know, ‘general provisions.’ It’s fucking freezing outside 
but I don’t mind the walk. Plus, Bear tags along. 

EXT. FOOD PANTRY - DAY 

I arrive alone at the front door of  the food pantry and 
it’s not open yet. It doesn’t take long for a big line to 
form behind me. I’m making a bee-line right to the 
chocolate chunk muffins before all the junkies file in. 

The doors open and we all enter, grabbing baskets. I 
walk along the tables of  food grabbing as I go. Cho-
colate chunk muffins, check. Milk, check. My work is 
done here.

EXT. PLANE FLYING OVERHEAD - DAY

Annie flies me down to New York for Dad’s 50th 
birthday. 

EXT. JOHN DILLON’S HOUSE - NEW YORK 
- NIGHT 

The family sits around the firepit as we discuss my mili-
tary future. 

My brother JOHNNY is the first to chime in. 
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JOHNNY: You’re a fucking hippie, bro. Why don’t 
you join the Peace Corps or some shit?

My cousin CASEY laughs as he rolls up a joint. 

CASEY: I bet you can’t even do ten pushups.

JAMES, my other brother, stares into the fire. 

JAMES: I think it’s a great idea. Being a Machinist 
Mate and working on ship engines sounds badass. I’m 
proud of  you. 

1ST PERSON: Thanks, bro. I really appreciate it. 

Dad walks over with a large tray of  crab legs, ending 
the conversation. 

After eating, I leave the family at the firepit to have a 
cigarette.

Dad’s cousin, BEN, walks towards me. 

I am holding a bottle of  Jameson whiskey and a 
cigarette. 

He’s usually a guy I try to avoid in fear of  being repri-
manded for my lack of  normalness. Ben’s is a high-ran-
king officer in the Navy.

He’s 6’5’’ and a dominating figure. He could run for 
president on his credentials alone and win. He’s the 
type of  guy who never acts out of  character. He 
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probably has security briefings with the Secretary of  
Defense and is good at golf.

BEN: So, the Navy, huh? Why that branch? 

1ST PERSON: Well, I want an adventure and I love 
the ocean. I am not sure what else to do. It seems like 
it might be fun.

BEN: The military isn’t all rainbows and butterflies. 
Are you sure you’re cut out for this? You’re a Dillon. 
Be a writer, a musician or a poet. What are some of  
your natural talents? 

I take a drag from my smoke. 

1ST PERSON: Check this out. 

I blow smoke rings and french inhale.

BEN: You’re young, you’ll figure that out. From what 
I hear, your father is against you joining the Navy.

1ST PERSON: Yeah, he thinks I’m a fuck up. Always 
has, always will.

BEN: What matters is what you think. He loves you 
and just wants the best for you. 

BEN: You don’t need to prove anything to anyone. 
Remember, if  you need me for anything, I mean 
anything, get in touch with me.
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1ST PERSON: Thanks, Ben. 

Ben pats me on the back before heading back to the 
firepit.

When the fire dies we all head inside. 

53 DAYS UNTIL BOOTCAMP - THURSDAY, 
FEBRUARY 11TH

EXT. MANHATTAN - NIGHT

I walk down the street with my brother LUKE. 

We’re both excited for a punk show in the Lower East 
Side. 

We arrive at the venue to find only two people dancing 
foolishly by themselves.

1ST PERSON: Lame.

We back away and continue up the street, ducking into 
a bodega. 

We come out with 40-ounce bottles of  cheap malt li-
quor, making our way up to Houston Street near Katz’s 
Deli.

We find a HOMELESS MAN using buckets as a drum set. 

My brother and I decide to freestyle with the guy and 
he seems to appreciate my skills.
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He’s cold and shivering, so I run into the deli and get 
him a cup of  coffee. 

He graciously accepts the drink and pulls out a large 
bottle of  whiskey from his shopping cart, pouring 
some into his cup. 

He stumbles a bit, perks his lips and takes a sip.

HOMELESS MAN: Thanks man. The name’s 
DARRYL.

1ST PERSON: Hey Darryl, I’m Frank. I like your hat. 

I point to the baseball cap that reads, “PROUD 
VETERAN.”  

1ST PERSON: Were you in the military?

DARRYL: Yeah, I was drafted into the Army when I 
was about yaw’ age. 

1ST PERSON: I leave for Navy bootcamp in a few 
weeks.

DARRYL: Just make sho’ ya’ know what yo’ getting 
yo’self  into. The military’s all ‘bout teamwork and’ll 
strip you of  yo’ individuality. Stay true to ya’ self.

He takes another swig of  coffee. 

What a thoughtful message from such a ruffled man.

DARRYL: When I was in ‘Nam, I watched motha-
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fuckas’ spray Agent Orange. That shits bad, son. 

1ST PERSON: Real bad, man.

Darryl shakes head and starts drumming again, ner-
vously, as if  this convo struck a nerve.

DARRYL: I knew we were doin’ somethin’ evil. I 
knew it. I didn’t have the balls to speak up. Somethin’ 
was off, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

(FRANK’S IMAGINATION)

EXT. JUNGLE - VIETNAM - DAY

(EARLY 1960s)

A shirtless young Darryl treks through the thick jungle, 
wearing a helmet and a bullet-belt across his chest. 

Another SOLDIER is following closely behind, wat-
ching his six.

SOLDIER: Why we slowing down?

DARRYL: Somethin’s off, I just can’t put my finger on it.

A plane flies overhead.

(BACK TO REALITY)

MATCH CUT TO: EXT. MANHATTAN 
- NIGHT
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I stare at the underbelly of  a plane as it passes loudly 
overhead, and back down to the words on Darryl’s hat.

1ST PERSON: We gotta get going now. 

Darryl offers a sip of  his whiskey as a friendly parting gift. 

LUKE: No, we’re good. Thanks, though.

DARRYL: Good luck, fellas.

1ST PERSON: Thanks for the advice, Darryl. 

We leave Darryl on the corner where we found him, 
with his shopping cart and his buckets.

As we walk away, I ask my brother a question.

1ST PERSON: Yo, you know who Agent Orange is? 

LUKE: No clue, never heard of  him. 

1ST PERSON: Sounds like a real jerk.

EXT. PLANE FLYING OVERHEAD - DAY

50 DAYS UNTIL BOOTCAMP - SUNDAY, FE-
BRUARY 14TH 

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

Happy Valentine’s Day. Still broke and still single. You 
know you’re a loser when your valentine is your mom 
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and you spend the whole day writing her a haiku and 
updating my journal. It’d be strange to write Becca a 
poem, since she has a boyfriend and all. 

Other than being a sad sack, I’ve been trying to prepare 
for this “Recruit Olympics” bullshit coming up next 
Saturday. It’s a “fun event” to build comradery with 
other future Sailors. They’re gonna test our military 
knowledge, have us race each other and do physical 
strength challenges. 

Jesus himself  could come down from heaven and in-
habit my body with the soul of  Joe Montana and it still 
wouldn’t help me. I’m pretty much screwed for these 
“Olympics” and definitely not ready for bootcamp. 

Lately, I have been running a few times a week, but I’ve 
been partying my whole life. I know that no number of  
pushups I do or miles I run will turn me into an athlete 
by next week.

HAIKU TO MA 

You are the world’s best.

The world’s very, very best.

Sandwich creator.

Herbie walks in, unwelcomed and unannounced, as I 
close my journal.

HERBIE: Dinner in five minutes, go set the table.
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1ST PERSON: I’ll be down in sec.

HERBIE: What are you writing a book?

1ST PERSON: I’ll be down in a sec!

HERBIE: Whatya’ workin’ on a Valentine’s card for 
your mother?

Herbie leaves and walks down the stairs, laughing.

HERBIE (to himself): My gay stepson, the poet.

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAWN 

I sneak into my house and make my way to my room, 
drunk. I glance at Bear who looks up at me, miserable. 

1ST PERSON: Oh damn, Bear. A skunk get ya? 

Bear whines in reply.

HERBIE (appearing in the doorway, annoyed): 
Getting home at 4a.m. fuckin’ shitfaced? One a these 
days you’re gonna end up dead. 

He walks off  before I can even think of  anything to 
say.

It’s a bit chilly, so I grab some clothes from the closet. 
I put on Mom’s faux fur vest from the 70s and Herbie’s 
coonskin cap and lay in bed.
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1ST PERSON ( to myself): This jacket’s fuckin’ 
sweet.

FADE TO BLACK.

VOICE OF PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Who 
shows up to PT looking like Davy Crockett? 

EXT. RECRUITING STATION - RECRUIT 
OLYMPICS - DAY 

I’m hungover, stuntin in the clothes from last night, 
sunglasses on. Cooper is waiting for an answer, getting 
closer to me.

I brush it off  and join the others in stretching and 
warm-up exercises for the two-mile run. There’s like 20 
of  us and I start to not feel so special. 

BANG! 

Cooper fires a blank in the air and we take off  running. 

I breeze pass the other recruits, and finish in under 11 
minutes. 

Petty Officer Cooper smirks at me. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: From this point on, 
you will be referred to as ‘Young Cheetah Blood.’ 

I grin. Cooper turns his back, I puke. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Next is pushups and 
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situps. 

We line up again, and get in the pushup position. I 
struggle to keep up with the others. After completing 
the exercises, the recruiters get us on our feet and have 
us run in place. 

A built RECRUITER gets in my face. 

RECRUITER (yelling): What’s your 4th general 
order? What is the Sailor’s Creed? Who is the Secretary 
of  Defense? 

I just stare ahead, unable to answer any of  the ques-
tions. Further down the line, ELWOOD, a fellow 
recruit, answers each question without any hesitation.

A FEW HOURS LATER 

Petty Officer Cooper shakes Elwood’s hand and gives 
him a gold medal. I clap along with my fellow recruits. 
I hold up my hand for a high-five, but Elwood walks 
straight past me. I glance over my shoulder to see 
Elwood walking towards a hot BLONDE sitting in a 
BMW convertible. 

1ST PERSON (impressed): Damn. 

EXT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - DAY 

I move through the snow with Bear running freely, but 
closely in front of  me. He sniffs around before leaping 
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ahead, barking happily. 

Bear always reminds me that things are gonna be OK. 
He’s a good listener and never complains, but ever 
since I quit smoking reefer we’ve been hanging out less. 
I used to like getting high and hiking around with him. 
He knows when I’m stoned and cocks his head and 
stares at me funny. I miss that. He’s a good boy.

29 DAYS UNTIL BOOTCAMP - SUNDAY, 
MARCH 7TH

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - MAINE - DAY

I jog down the twisting and winding road, increasing 
my pace as I go. I come to an abrupt stop, struggling to 
catch my breath, leaning on my knees. I’m whimpering, 
I have a sharp pain in my side. I begin to think that all 
this partying is catching up to me.

(FLASHBACK)

INT. STEVIE’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

I lie unconscious on STEVIE’s couch. Stevie giggles as 
he draws a giant penis on my left cheek and the word 
POT on my forehead (get it?). The other partygoers 
laugh. Everyone goes back to whatever they were 
doing. I try to hold myself  up, as the room spins. 

1ST PERSON: Oh man, I should go home. 
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Stevie tries to keep a straight face. 

STEVIE: Yeah, yeah, alright man. 

1ST PERSON: My mom’s coming to pick me up. 

A FEW MOMENTS LATER 

I get in Mom’s car. She bursts out laughing. 

ELEANOR: Fucking hell Frank. 

1ST PERSON: What? 

ELEANOR: You haven’t seen? 

I look in the mirror. 

1ST PERSON: Fuck! 

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - DAY 

I enter Mom’s house, dripping with sweat after my 
intense run. Mom is in the kitchen, stirring pasta. Par-
ched from the exercise, I drink OJ out of  the container, 
liquid and pulp dripping down my chin. I swallow and 
ahh in delight.

I turn around to find Mom fixing me a plate of  food. 

ELEANOR: Did you smoke pot last night? 
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1ST PERSON: I don’t think so. 

Mom glances at my forehead; it’s not so funny now. 

ELEANOR: You know you won’t get away with this 
shit in the Navy.

1ST PERSON: I know. 

I walk off  with the plate while burping loudly. 

1ST PERSON: Thanks for dinner.

THE NEXT DAY

Cooper picks me up from my house at noon for my 
PRT.  

Performance Readiness Test

Performance 
Level

Points Sit-ups Push-
ups

1.5-mile 
run

Maximum 100 105 87 8:30

Outstanding 90 98 81 9:15

Excellent 75 87 71 10:30

Good 60 58 47 12:00

Satisfactory 
Medium

50 50 42 13:15

Probationary 45 46 37 13:30

26 DAYS UNTIL BOOT CAMP - WEDNESDAY, 
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MARCH 10TH

EXT. MOUNT RIDGE HIGH SCHOOL - 
MAINE - DAY

We pull up to the track in the back of  my old high 
school. It’s been almost three years since I graduated 
and I start feeling nostalgic when I see KIDS playing 
hacky-sack in the same spot I used to. We drive past 
them and park.

We get out of his car and start walking up towards the track.

I spot Stickney’s Buick and recognize it right away and 
start smiling. 

1ST PERSON: You see that car right there?

You could still see a faded ‘M’ on his hood. I couldn’t 
quite scrub that letter out. I can’t believe that old hunk-
a-junk still runs.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: The Buick?

1ST PERSON: Nevermind.

He opens the gate for me and points at the field.

I walk past confidently, step onto the tar and look 
down at my dirty Vans.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: I want you to run the 
track six times. 
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I stop smiling and swallow.

1ST PERSON: Six times?

I hear Ben’s voice in my head: 

“The military isn’t all rainbows and butterflies . . . are you sure 
you’re cut out for this? . . . be a writer, a musician or a poet.”

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Don’t worry, Young 
Cheetah Blood, it’s not a race. It’s only a mile and a half  
and I’ll be timing you. Don’t over-exert yourself. I just 
want to see where you’re at. Start whenever your ready.

I nod and go slow until I find my rhythm. It gets more 
difficult as I go and I’m out of  breath by the 3rd lap. 
He sees that I’m struggling.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Cheetah blood! 

He watches intently as I sprint to the finish line and he 
stops the timer.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Nicely done. Push-ups next. 

I get down on the ground and struggle after only a few 
ups and downs. 

I collapse and look up at him and smile uncomfortably.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You failed. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Next is sit-ups. 
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I roll onto my back and struggle to complete even 6.

He shakes his head.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You run well but you 
need to work out. The military is serious business. If  
you aren’t up to standards. They will kick you out. You 
think this is a joke? 

Blah, Blah, Blah. I am not really listening to Cooper as 
he continues to ramble.

I am not really listening to Cooper as he continues to 
ramble.

I see Mr. Stickney watching from the bleachers. I get 
up to leave with Petty Officer Cooper. I wave to Mr. 
Stickney. 

1ST PERSON: Hey Stickney, remember me? I’m 
joining the Navy! 

MR. STICKNEY: Yes, I remember you son. 

1ST PERSON: Lets go Mets! 

My PRT Results

Push-Ups           Sit-ups                      Mile and ½ Run
31 5.5   9:20

Feel free to flip back and see the previous chart for 
reference. 
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EXT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - DAY 

(sound someone urinating)

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - DAY

Cooper stands behind me humming a tune as I piss 
into a little cup.

I zip up, turn around and hand it to him, trying not to 
spill any on his shoes.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Looks like someone 
drew a big ole’ dick on your face. Does it say ‘pot’ on 
your forehead? 

1ST PERSON: It won’t wash off. It’s a long story. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Mm-hmm.

He continues to hum.

1ST PERSON: Wait, is that the Family Matters theme 
song?

He sighs, as he puts the tester into the pee cup.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Full House. Let’s hope 
your insides are cleaner than your outsides.

He holds the piss cup up to the light.

PETTY OFFICER COPPER: Damn this is clear, 
looks like you pee straight Sprite. Look at em’ bubbles. 
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He hands me the cup.

PETTY OFFICER COPPER: You can have that 
back.

We walk out into the kitchen and wait for the results.

Your standard-issue At-Home Drug Test, available at your local 
pharmacy and wherever fine products are sold.

He sets this card on the cable and we sit. Every few 
seconds I glance down at it, sweat dripping from my 
brow.  

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: It’ll just be a few 
minutes now. 

I’m praying for a double red line in each of  the blank 
spaces in the middle. Each one represents a different drug. 
I hone in on the one in the middle, it clearly says ‘THC.’

I sense Cooper noticing me stare down at the card, 
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nervously.

PETTY OFFICER COPPER: Everything alright, bud?

I wipe the sweat from my forehead.

I respond back in a high-pitched prepubescent voice.

1ST PERSON: Yeah, sure everything’s great. It’s a 
little hot in here, huh?

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You’re good, you 
passed. Time for me to go. I hope you didn’t lose that 
study guide, bootcamp’s coming up quick.

He gets up to leave. I quickly make my way to the hook 
on the back on the front door and check my backpack 
for the study guide. I find it and nod at Cooper as I 
hold the door open for him and he leaves. I stand there 
for awhile. When the bells on the door stop jingling, I 
glance at Mom on the couch. 

ELEANOR: So how’d it go?

1ST PERSON: C’mon Ma. You saw the whole thing.

19 DAYS UNTIL BOOTCAMP - WEDNESDAY, 
MARCH 17TH

Happy St. Paddy’s Day! 

It sure is therapeutic keeping this journal. I should 
be studying the Navy packet Cooper gave me, but 
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the information just isn’t sticking in my mind. I can’t 
remember the last time I read anything not high. In the 
past I’d smoke a joint and wanna read every book in 
the house. I never finished The Bible but I probably read 
the Jungle Book about 12 times. 

In fact, Mowgli and Jesus are quite similar. Both were 
rejected by their own, found acceptance among others, 
and in the end, united both groups. 

PRAISE MOWGLI  

16 DAYS UNTIL BOOT CAMP - SATURDAY, 
MARCH 20TH

EXT. STREET - PORTLAND, MAINE - NIGHT

I walk down the streets of  Portland with my good 
friend ZAK. I pull out my fake ID with the name 
“MICHAEL JACKSON.” Zak takes one look at it and 
giggles. The dude in the picture has a big red afro and a 
hipster handlebar mustache. 

ZAK: Man, I don’t know how you get away with that. 

I shrug. 

1ST PERSON: Neither do I, neither do I.

INT. MIKE’S CAR - NIGHT 

MIKE recently found out his cousin Jim was fucking 
his girlfriend. I, being the only one with a fake ID, de-
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cide to get some beers and cheer him up. 

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT 

I walk into the local store, head to the fridge and grab a 
30 pack of  Bud Light. I notice one of  my best friends, 
DUSTIN is working the register. I place the beer on 
the counter and we high-five each other. 

1ST PERSON: What’s up, homie? 

DUSTIN: Not much, man. They got me on overni-
ghts. When do you leave for the Navy? 

1ST PERSON: Less than a week now, bro. 

DUSTIN: Make sure you stop by my crib before you 
ship out. 

1ST PERSON: Most definitely.

DUSTIN: Yo, you have your ID? 

He glances up at the camera. I hand him my ID. Dustin 
chuckles. 

DUSTIN: You have yourself  a nice night, Michael 
Jackson. 

I grab my crotch and moonwalk out.

1ST PERSON: Heehee.
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Mike, overcome with emotion and also shit-faced 
drunk, hit a tree going about 70.

The The backpack I’m wearing is tangled in the seat-
belt and I can’t get it loose. I struggle for awhile as I 
catch my breath, leaving it behind as I crawl out of  Mi-
ke’s car.It’s totaled and burning. SEAN’s left leg is fuc-
ked up and I can clearly see his right leg bone. I carry 
him away from the inferno. ANDREW is freaking out 
but he seems alright. I drag Sean about 10 feet from 
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the burning car as he screams in pain.

I turn around to check on Mike in the driver’s seat. 
Before I can get a good look, the car blows up jolting 
me back onto my elbows, my ears ringing from the 
explosion. 

I hear Herbie’s voice in my head: 

“One of  these days you’re gonna end up dead.”

I faint.

FADE TO BLACK.

My ears ringing fade into the beeping of  medical 
equipment.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM 

I regain consciousness eyes still closed, I blink and 
notice where I am.
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There’s a NURSE leaning over me. 

1ST PERSON (frantically): Where is everyone? Is 
everyone okay?

NURSE: Everyone is fine, Mr. Dillon. I just need you 
to relax.

1ST PERSON: Where’s Mike?

Mom and Herbie rush into the room, both of them in tears. 

ELEANOR: Everyone’s okay.

HERBIE: We weren’t sure you’d ever wake up.

1ST PERSON: Fuck!

I cringe in pain when I try to sit up.

1ST PERSON: My fucking back!

The nurse tries to inject me with morphine but I swat 
her hand away. The needle flies across the room.

1ST PERSON: Get that shit away from me.

The nurse throws her hands up.

NURSE: Fine by me. We can’t find any obvious injury 
besides the burns on his ear and the bruising on his 
back. He’s free to go, but we suggest he refrains from 
any strenuous physical activity for the next few weeks. 
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1ST PERSON: I don’t think the recruiter should hear 
about this. 

ELEANOR: Definitely not. 

Mom and Herbie help me out of  bed. I catch a glimpse 
of  myself  in the mirror. I am in a hospital gown, my 
balls are clearly visible.

1ST PERSON: Jesus Christ, where are my pants?

The nurse hands me a bag of  my stuff, with my fake 
ID right on top. 

HERBIE: Ya buddy Sean’s pretty banged up. He’s in 
the next room over if  you wanna say hello

Everyone steps out.

In pain, I slowly put my clothes on. I glance at the 
clock, trying to piece together what happened and how 
long I’ve been out. It’s seven o’ clock, not sure if  it’s 
a.m. or p.m. It’s light out so I can go either way. I’ll go 
ask Sean.

INT. HOSPITAL - SEAN’S ROOM  

I  pop my head into Sean’s room. 

1ST PERSON: Hey Sean. 

Sean looks up from his bed. 

SEAN: Hey Frank. 
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1ST PERSON: How ya doin’? 

SEAN: I’ve been better. 

I give a weak smile as I enter. I see that SEAN’S MOM 
is there. I nod hello to her and she scowls back.

SEAN’S MOM: I’m guessing you’re the one who 
bought the booze.

I shrug.

1ST PERSON (to Sean’s Mom as she leaves): 
Could you please not say anything to the cops about 
that? It could mess up my Navy plans.

SEAN’S MOM: That’s not my concern right now, 
Frank. I have other things to worry about.

I give a guilty smile.

She leaves the room shaking her head in dismay. I 
slowly sit down in the chair by Sean’s bed.

1ST PERSON: My back kills! How you doin’? 

SEAN: You don’t see my fucking legs, they’re broken. 
I may have a hard time walkin’ for the rest of  my life. 

1ST PERSON: Time to hang up those ballerina shoes.

Sean become irritable.

1ST PERSON: Nah, I’m sorry to hear that, bro. 
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There’s a long pause.

1ST PERSON: You know what happened to Mike? 

SEAN: He fled the scene and walked all the way home 
with a broken leg. He’s at Maine Med now. He’ll be fine.

1ST PERSON: That’s like three miles, bro. What a beast.

SEAN: Don’t worry, Frank. No one’s gonna say shit 
about you buying the booze. 

Sean lets out a long painful sigh in desperation. I 
watch, feeling guilty, looking out the window with him.

1ST PERSON: Yo is it 7a.m. or p.m.?

SEAN: It’s 2027 Frankie. Kanye West is the president 
and Maine is part of  Canada. I don’t think a.m. or p.m. 
is your biggest problem.

1ST PERSON: Shut the fuck up.

SEAN: It’s p.m.

1ST PERSON: Oh shit, where’s the remote? Jeo-
pardy’s on.

I turn the TV on as Herbie and Eleanor appear in the 
doorway.

ALEX TREBECK (on TV): Protect Ya Neck was 
this single by hip-hop group with a martial arts-themed 
name.
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SEAN: Boyz II Men?

1ST PERSON: ERR, ERRR WRONG! I should 
smack the shit outta you.

ELEANOR: Run DMC?

1ST PERSON (shaking my head): We should leave.

4 DAYS UNTIL BOOTCAMP - THURSDAY, 
APRIL 1ST

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

I’m lying in bed trying to concentrate on writing in my 
notebook but I get paranoid every time I hear a car go 
by. 

EXT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - DAY  

CLOSE UP OF FRANK’S BEDROOM WINDOW 
WITH 1ST PERSON PEEKING THROUGH 
BLINDS

I keep getting up to look outside, expecting to see a 
statey to confront me on the car accident.

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

Mom is nursing me back to health with an endless su-
pply of  soup and sandwiches. Herbie seems upset I’m 
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getting so much attention from Mom. 

HERBIE (from downstairs): He doesn’t need to be 
eating all my fuckin’ soup, Ellie! He’s fine!

I’m totally fine. My back is killing me, but I’ll be alright. 
It’s been three days since the accident. Mike, Sean and 
Andrew are still in the hospital.  No word from the 
cops. I could be charged with furnishing alcohol to 
minors because I did buy the booze. Plus I used a fake 
ID which is a whole ‘nother crime. 

♫I hear heavy Herbie footsteps stormin’ up the stairs. 
Stormin’ up the stairs?  

Yeah, stormin’ up the stairs. ♫

Herbie barges in the room.

HERBIE: That better not be my last chicken noodle 
soup.

It’s Herbie’s last soup and it’s soup’erb.

HERBIE: You made the papers. 

He tosses a newspaper on my bed next to me.
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(Courtesy of  The Bridgton News)

My phone rings. 

1ST PERSON: Hello? 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Hi Dillon, I’m just 
giving you a call to remind you to read through your 
study packet. 

I frown as I recall my study guide is in my backpack.

(FLASHBACK)

INT. MIKE’S CAR - NIGHT
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Mike’s car is burning around me. I struggle to free 
myself  from my backpack that’s tangled in the twisted 
seatbelt. I give up leaving it behind. A few moments 
later the car explodes.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Are you there, 
Dillon?

I sink in my chair, reliving that awful night. We should 
all be dead. 

1ST PERSON: Yeah, no worries. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Great, I’ll keep in 
touch. Remember to study! 

I hang up. 

1ST PERSON (to myself): Fuck, I don’t have any 
internet.

I glance down at my phone and go through my con-
tacts and find Becca’s phone number. She has a com-
puter I can use.

EXT. BECCA’S HOUSE - DAY 

Tim answers the door. I hold out my hand to say hi.  



· AFLOAT. A CINEMATIC NOVEL. PART ONE ·

 · 100 ·

1ST PERSON: Hey Tim. 

Tim doesn’t shake my hand. He shakes his head and 
walks past me, out of  the house. I go inside, close the 
door and continue down the hallway to the kitchen 
where Becca is cooking my favorite meal; beer-battered 
chicken fingers and fried mac and cheese balls. 

AN HOUR LATER 

Becca and I are cozied up on the couch watching An-
cient Aliens. Becca kisses my forehead. 

BECCA: I’m going to miss you, Frank. You know that 
they’re going to cut your hair short right? You’re going 
to look so handsome. 

1ST PERSON: You think so? 

Becca bites her lower lip, nodding. She takes my hand. 

BECCA: I love you. 

BANG. 

I glance over the couch as the front door swings open 
and slams against the wall.

Garrett storms into the room. I recognize him from 
Facebook.

BECCA (to Garrett): Hey babe, what are you doing 
home so early? 
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Becca’s eyes grow wide with fear. Tim stands behind 
Garrett, who towers over everyone. 

TIM: I told you she was fucking this hippie loser!

1ST PERSON: It’s not what it looks like, man. 

But it is. I throw my hands up in surrender and with 
Becca still on me, I jump up from the couch, heading 
towards the door. Garrett blocks my only exit and 
punches me square in the eye as I attempt to slither 
away. Garrett pulls on my shirt, ripping it, but I make it 
outside holding my face.

EXT. STREET - DAY 

I run down the street, Garrett chasing me. 

GARRETT: Get back here you pussy! 

I sprint down the road with Garrett following close 
behind. I dart into the woods but Garrett stops as he 
struggles to catch his breath. It’s young cheetah blood.  

LATER THAT DAY

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - DAY

I walk into my bedroom and scroll through my cell-
phone. My inbox pops up with a text message from 
Becca:
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‘‘If  you ever speak to Rebecca again I will kill you in your sleep.”

This one sounds like it’s from Garrett. I hope he didn’t 
go through all our texts. It’s basically a collection of  tits 
and dicks in text form and me asking if  she’s up.

(. Y .) 

I chuck my phone on the bed and let out a sigh holding 
my eye. 

I feel bad for Garrett. I can tell he loves Becca. Why 
up till this point have I been so unconcerned with his 
feelings? I’ve never been in love and can only imagine 
the heartache I’ve caused him. 

Looking in the mirror, guilt ridden, my black eye is the 
ultimate symbol of  this intense feeling of  shame.

CUE: FOREIGNER - I WANNA KNOW WHAT 
LOVE IS

ONE DAY UNTIL BOOTCAMP - SUNDAY, 
APRIL 4TH

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S BE-
DROOM - NIGHT

Sleepless night. 

2:39a.m.- In a chair jotting in my journal as it rests on 
my knee.
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4:21a.m.- Knee tapping, blowing cigarette smoke out 
of  the window. 

5:01a.m.- I pace back and forth, breathing heavily, 
dripping with sweat. 

INT ELEANOR’S HOUSE - BATHROOM 
- DAWN

Shirtless and perspiring heavily.

7:26a.m.- Standing In front of  the mirror, practicing 
my battle cry.

1ST PERSON: Rahhhhh.

Herbie yells from the other side of  the door.

HERBIE: Shut the fuck up!

7:32a.m.- I powder my eye with Mom’s makeup.

It doesn’t help. It’s purple and pulsating. 

INT - ELEANOR’S HOUSE - KITCHEN

Cooper and I sit across from each other at the kitchen table.

8a.m.- PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You look like shit.

1ST PERSON: I fell down some steps.

I stay still trying to look normal.
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PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Nothing we can do now.

1ST PERSON: I’m as ready as I’m gonna get.

Cooper exhales a and slaps his hands on his knees as 
he stands up.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Time to go.

I kiss Mom goodbye.

ELEANOR: Remember your back.

I signal to her that Cooper is nearby.

1ST PERSON: Shush, I’ll manage.

Cooper leads me towards the door. I’m following close 
behind with my Mickey Mouse suitcase. 

Bear starts barking.

He stops and turns around eyeing my luggage.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER (speaking sternly 
over the dog): Essentials only. Leave your porno mags 
and dildos under your bed.

1ST PERSON: Aye, aye Petty Officer.

I ignore his command.

My bag is basically empty, just my journal and a tooth-
brush, and of  course Bongo. I would never leave him 
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behind.

Dennis stands by the entrance with a look of  confused 
astonishment he shakes my hand firmly.

HERBIE: Time to be a man.

I nod.

1ST PERSON: I’ll meet you in the car. Let me say 
goodbye to my dog. 

Cooper leaves.

I kneel down to Bear whose abnormally angry, 
growling in the crouching position.

He whimpers and wheezes as I stroke him goodbye in 
the doorway. 

The growling settles.

 I stare into his milky white eyes, he is going blind. 

Herbie stands over me 

HERBIE: You may never see him again. So, tell him 
you love him. 

I tear up as Bear licks my hand. 

1ST PERSON: Love you, buddy. 
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INT. COOPER’S IMPALA - DAY

I see my parents in the old white Bronco, trailing 
behind. I watch as they turn a corner. Cooper turns 
up the volume to a Tribe Called Quest song. He sings 
along, smiling as we drive down the road. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: I had a date last night. 

1ST PERSON: Yeah? 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: A fine ass white 
chick. 

He shows a picture of  a YOUNG WOMAN she re-
minds me of  Becca.

I sigh.

(FLASHBACK)

INT. BECCA’S HOUSE - DAY
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Becca bites her lower lip, nodding. She takes my hand. 

BECCA: I love you. 

(BACK TO PRESENT)

1ST PERSON: Nice. She’s very cute. 

He glances at me strangely. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You leaving anyone 
special behind? 

1ST PERSON: No, not really. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: What in the hell is 
that supposed to mean? Well, whatever, here we are, 
go in there and check in. They’ll be expecting you. I 
will be here at 0800 tomorrow morning to take you to 
MEPS, be waiting in the lobby. 

1ST PERSON (climbing out of  the car): You got it. 
I’ll be here. 

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Get your ass up to 
room and study, or you’ll regret it. 

1ST PERSON: Sure thing. 
 
CUT TO: INT. HOTEL - SPA - DAY

Alone, floating in the hotel pool relaxing on a noodle, 
I sip on a Coke bottle from a straw. I’m thinking of  hit-
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ting the weights afterwards.

At this point, I have completely given up on getting ready 
for the Navy. I may be the least prepared recruit that’s 
ever showed up to boot camp. It should be interesting.

My blissful time is cut short when I hear LOUD TEE-
NAGERS running down the hallway. They burst in and 
dive in with me, yelling and laughing, splashing pool 
water in my drink. I’m outnumbered and they look 
mean, so I ain’t sayin’ nothin.’ Plus, we’re all breaking the 
rules anyway.

I climb out and toss my can in the trash. After drying 
off, I walk past the gym, shrug and head up to my 
room.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

I find a MARINE RECRUIT sleeping on one of  the 
beds when I get back to my room. He has a high and 
tight haircut, which to me suggests a rather serious 
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approach to life. It’s the same haircut that douchebag 
state trooper had who asked me to say the alphabet 
backwards, so this guy could be a dick. There’s a book 
on the dresser next to him, The Ultimate Marine Recruit 
Training Guidebook. I go to the bathroom to change into 
dry clothes, looking forward to my bedtime bogey. I 
empty my pants pockets onto the table next to the TV 
and my only cigarette falls to the floor in two pieces.

I whip open the dresser drawer and grab the Bible. The 
recruit rolls over, glaring up at me. 

MARINE RECRUIT: What are you doing? 

1ST PERSON: Fixing my cigarette. It’s my last one. 

MARINE RECRUIT: With the Bible paper? That’s 
sacrilegious.

1ST PERSON: No, it’s actually quite holy. 

RECRUIT: Holy smokes. 

1ST PERSON: Holy smokes...ha, that’s clever. 

MARINE RECRUIT: Do you know what time chow 
is, like zero seven hundred, right? 

1ST PERSON: Yeah, like 7a.m. hundred. There’s a 
continental breakfast down in the lobby. You should’ve 
gotten a meal voucher with your room key. 

The Marine recruit chuckles. 
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MARINE RECRUIT: Don’t you mean zero seven 
hundred? 

1ST PERSON: That’s 7a.m., right?

MARINE RECRUIT (sarcastically): You serious? 
You’re joining the Army, or? 

1ST PERSON: No, Navy. 

I roll my cigarette and put the Bible back in the drawer. 

MARINE RECRUIT: How many push ups can you 
do? 

1ST PERSON: Not many. Like 20 or so? 

He sits up on his bed. 

MARINE RECRUIT: What happened to your eye? 

1ST PERSON: Which one?

MARINE RECRUIT (pointing at my right eye): 
That one.

1ST PERSON: MMA, bro.

I get up to open the window.

1ST PERSON: You mind if  I smoke in here?

MARINE RECRUIT: You’re joking right?
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1ST PERSON: Na ha ha ah yea.

I shut the window.

MARINE RECRUIT: Well goodnight, and good luck 
tomorrow. 

1ST PERSON: Thanks man, you too!

The Marine recruit turns off  his lamp, rolls over and 
immediately starts snoring. I walk out and close the 
door. 
1ST PERSON: Fuckin’ loser.

He came off  as a jerk and could probably beat me up, 
but I don’t care. I do hope to find some friends in the 
military, but so far it doesn’t look good. I walk down 
the hallway scrolling through my contacts.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT

I light up my cigarette and hold my phone to my ear.

ZAK: Yo what’s up, bud?

1ST PERSON: What’s up, Zak. I’m in town. I’m lea-
ving for bootcamp in the morning.

ZAK: Oh word, let’s celebrate, bro. Wanna get some 
lobstah?

1ST PERSON: You treatin’?

ZAK: You know I’m broke. Where you wanna meet?
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I notice that Denny’s is right next-door.

1ST PERSON (looking up): Come to Denny’s.

I hang up and decide to call Dad.

JOHN DILLON: Hello?

1ST PERSON: Hi Dad, it’s Frank. I’m shipping out to 
bootcamp tomorrow. 

JOHN DILLON (after a long pause): You know, 
you don’t have to do this. 

1ST PERSON: I want to; but I’m nervous. 

JOHN DILLON: So what’s this I hear about you 
having a black eye? 

1ST PERSON: Thats not true.

JOHN DILLON: Oh it’s a rumor? Okay. You can 
always come to work for me. 

He doesn’t think I can succeed in anything worthwhile 
unless it involves him. I think I turned out just fine for 
somebody who spent most of  their early childhood in 
rehab, twelve-step programs and playing fucking UNO 
with a psychiatrist.

1ST PERSON (rolling my eyes): No Dad, I wanna 
do my own thing. 

JOHN DILLON: Well, we love you a lot. Good luck. 
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I start walking.

1ST PERSON: I love you too, bye. 

JOHN DILLON: Okay, bye bye. 

INT. DENNY’S RESTAURANT - BOOTH 
- NIGHT

I’m sitting looking at the pictures on the menu even 
though I’m gonna get chicken fingers and a Coke. I 
haven’t seen Zak in a while, so it’ll be nice to catch up 
before I leave. This is the same Denny’s Herbie picked 
me up some eight years ago when I ran away. 

ZAK (from the front door): Heya, I’m meetin’ so-
meone hea’.

I think his New England accent may be a bit exagge-
rated sometimes but it sure is amusing. I lean up to 
wave him over and he starts walking past the WAI-
TRESS towards me. He makes an excited face and puts 
his hand to his mouth.

ZAK: Jeezum Crow, dude. The fuck happened to your 
eye, killah? You look like fuckin’ Petey from the Little 
Rascals.  

1ST PERSON: So, remember I told you Becca had 
this boyfriend who I never met? 

ZAK: The one who’s always working up in Nova 
Scotia?  What’d he catch ya chillin with his lady and 
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clock ya? 

I look up, giving him the People’s Eyebrow.

WAITRESS (stopping short at our table): Can I get 
you two anything to start?

Zak keeps looking at me and continues: 

ZAK: Water’s fine for now, thanks. That’s fucked, brah. 
It looks horrible!

The waitress leaves and probably won’t be coming back 
anytime soon. 
 
ZAK: Jeez, well I got you something for good luck. 

He pulls out a small pin with the Grateful Dead dan-
cing bear on it and holds it up like his dad won it in 
Vietnam.

ZAK: You should wear this on your uniform to remind 
you who you are and not let them brainwash you in 
there.

1ST PERSON: Pretty sure that’s not allowed. But 
thanks, dude. I’ll keep it in my boots.  
 
I take it and pin it to my shirt.
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1ST PERSON: I’ve been having second thoughts 
about this whole Navy thing. 

ZAK: Did ya sign ya’ contract or whateva?  
 
1ST PERSON: No, man. tomorrow I get sworn in 
and everything.

There’s a short pause and we hear weird noises coming 
from TWO JUNKIES next to us. One of  them is ea-
ting soup with a fork and it’s spilling onto his beard. 

ZAK: Dude, just do it. It will be an adventure. It’s a 
good experience, you ain’t gonna miss nothin’ here.

1ST PERSON: Damn straight.

ZAK: I got to go bro, I got work. 

Zak gives me a hug as we say farewell.

Zak leaves and the waitress comes back.
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1ST PERSON: I’ll just get some chicken fingers and 
fries.

THE NEXT MORNING

0700- The Marine recruit wakes up.

0715- He makes his bed with military precision.

0720- He completes a series of  stretches and 100 
pushups.

0725- My alarm clock goes off.

0730- Marine recruit leaves, he fails to wake me up.

0735- I wake up to the alarm, look over at the bed, it’s 
immaculately made.

0740- I get up to piss.

0741- I get back in bed.

0759- Ready to go.

0802- I meet Cooper in the lobby.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: You’re late.

I shrug.

1ST PERSON: Imma’ grab some pancakes real quick.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: I’ll be outside, we’ 
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leaving at 0830 sharp.

INT. HOTEL - BREAKFAST AREA - DAY 

By 0810 I’m online for breakfast. 

Everyone in the room ships out to basic training later today. 

I stand out amongst my fellow recruits with my hair 
disheveled, my t-shirt wrinkled and of  course, a black 
eye which is actually more purple and blue at this point. 
I hand my military meal voucher over to the BREAK-
FAST LADY, her mouth drops and she hesitates.

1ST PERSON: Is there a problem?

BREAKFAST LADY: It’s just you don’t seem the type 
to be joining the service.

I shrug, unsure of  how to respond.

She hands me a plate. I pile on hash browns and look 
up as Recruit Fuckface walks past me. 

MARINE RECRUIT (under his breath): Dirtbag. 

I ignore him and go look for a place to eat. I see 
Elwood sitting alone and nod to him but he cringes 
and glances down at his food. I take a seat opposite 
him, but he quickly jumps up and walks off.

EXT. HOTEL - DAY 

I stand awkwardly waiting beside Elwood and his 
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smoking-hot blonde girlfriend. As they hug and kiss, I 
see her eyeing me up and down behind his back; and I 
like it. I think she’s checking me out. Maybe, probably 
not, but that’d be cool. She’s definitely looking at me. I 
could only imagine how much fun I’d have with her. I’d 
show her the time of  her life. Elwood is such a lame-o. 

ELWOOD’S GIRLFRIEND: Hi, you joining the 
Navy too? 

1ST PERSON: Who, me?

I point to myself  with an exaggerated grin, even 
though I’m the only person around.

1ST PERSON: Ha, yeah, me and your boyfriend. 
Aren’t you so, so proud of  him? 

Elwood side-glances me, annoyed. 

ELWOOD’S GIRLFRIEND: Boyfriend? 

1ST PERSON: No?

ELWOOD’S GIRLFRIEND: He’s my fiancé, we’re 
getting married. Look, we have promise rings.

I take her hand to get a closer look.

1ST PERSON: Oh, wow, beautiful ring, girl! Congrats, 
you guys. 

She pulls away when it becomes obvious I’m flirting 
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and it gets a bit tense. Cooper pulls up and beeps his 
horn, shouting from his car.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Time to go. Let’s go guys.

Elwood turns to his fiancée and they share an intense, 
emotional farewell kiss. I roll my eyes as they hold 
back tears. I wait for them to finish and look back 
at Elwood, grabbing a quick glance at her firm, juicy 
booty as she struts off  towards the parking lot.

1ST PERSON (impressed): Damn.

ELWOOD: What are you looking at?

I ignore him and turn towards Cooper’s car.

1ST PERSON: Shotgun!

I get in the front and Elwood gets in the back. We 
drive off  and I roll down the window.

1ST PERSON (to Elwoods fiancée): Nice meeting 
you! 

ELWOOD’S FIANCÉE: Good luck, I love you!

1ST PERSON: I love you, too!

We turn a corner and I glance into the rearview mirror. 

1ST PERSON: Yo Elwood, she said she loves me. 

ELWOOD: She was talking to me, asshole. 
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EXT. MEPS - PORTLAND - DAY 

Cooper drives up to the front of  the building and 
drops us off.

PETTY OFFICER COOPER: Go check in, I’ll 
catch up with you guys later. 

INT. MEPS - WAITING AREA - DAY

We check in at the front desk and the WOMAN ins-
tructs us to sit and wait to be called.

Mr. Gillingham appears in the doorway, points at me 
and gestures to me to enter his office.

I reach out to shake his hand. He ignores it, as he flips 
through paperwork.

MR. GILLINGHAM: After you.

INT. MEPS - GILLINGHAM’S OFFICE - DAY 

We sit across from each other. The sun is shining in my 
eyes and I can’t seem to make out the expression on his 
face. He looks different.

1ST PERSON: Didn’t you have a mustache last time?

Mr. Gillingham smirks to himself, flipping another 
page.

MR. GILLINGHAM: My wife’s idea.
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He looks up from his paperwork. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: I remember you. 

His smirk changes to a look of  disdain.

MR. GILLINGHAM: What happened to your eye? 

1ST PERSON: I fell in the shower.

Mr. Gillingham lets out a sigh.

MR. GILLINGHAM: Have you been hospitalized for 
any reason since we last met?

I sit perfectly still. 

(FLASHBACK)

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

A NURSE leaning over me. I flick her hand away and 
the needle flies across the room.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. MEPS - GILLINGHAM’S OFFICE -  DAY 

1ST PERSON: Nope.

MR. GILLINGHAM: Did you partake in any illegal 
activities since our last visit? 

CUT TO: CCTV FOOTAGE OF INT. OF CON-
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VENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

I am holding up my Michael Jackson ID to Dustin as 
we clearly wink at each other.

CUT BACK TO: INT. MEPS - GILLINGHAM’S 
OFFICE -  DAY

1ST PERSON: No, sir.

MR. GILLINGHAM: Any run ins with law 
enforcement? 

(FLASHBACK)

INT. ELEANOR’S HOUSE - FRANK’S 
BEDROOM - DAY

Recovering from the car accident. I’m going back and forth 
from the window to my bed expecting to see a statey.

(BACK TO PRESENT)

INT. MEPS - GILLINGHAM’S OFFICE -  DAY

1ST PERSON: Not yet.

I lean over and knock on his desk three times.

1ST PERSON: This oak?

Mr. Gillingham glares at me. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: Do you have any physical ail-
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ments that may hinder you from completing boot camp? 

1ST PERSON: No, sir.

MR. GILLINGHAM: Are you aware that you disclo-
sing your possible homosexual or bisexual orientation 
is prohibited in the US military? And that any homo-
sexual intent or acts could be grounds for separation 
from the armed forces? 

1ST PERSON: I’m not gay. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: That’s not what I asked, but if  
you are, keep it to yourself. 

1ST PERSON: Understood. 

He continues down the list of  questions and most of  
my answers are ‘no.’ Somewhere in his spiel he said I’d 
be subject to the UCMJ (Uniform Code of  Military 
Justice) from here on out, which are laws military ser-
vicemen have to follow. I start to zone out. Mr. Gillin-
gham clears his throat. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: Are you paying attention? 

1ST PERSON: Yeah sorry, it’s just a bit much to take 
in all at one time. 

I wasn’t really paying attention. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: Have you had any incidents 
involving drugs or alcohol since you’ve been in DEP? 
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1ST PERSON: No, I haven’t. Where’s the enlistment 
contract? I just want to sign it. 

MR. GILLINGHAM: Mr. Dillon, if  you’re purposely 
leaving anything out, that’s what the federal govern-
ment considers fraudulent enlistment; a felony. This is 
gonna be your last chance to tell me anything. If  you’re 
lying to us, we’ll find out. 

He spoke to me in such a reprimanding tone, like I 
was a child. I glared back at him with my black eye and 
stayed silent.

He pulls out a sheet and marks a few checks before 
turning it over and pushing it towards me. I quickly 
sign my life away and push the paper back to him.

MR. GILLINGHAM (straightening the pa-
perwork): So did you get anything out of  this meeting, 
Mr. Dillon? 

1ST PERSON: Yea; don’t get high, do what I’m told, 
and don’t tell anyone I’m gay.

MR. GILLINGHAM (without looking up): I 
suggest you change your attitude if  you plan on succee-
ding in this life, Mr. Dillon.

I nod as I get up and walk out of  the office.

INT. MEPS - CEREMONY ROOM - DAY 

I walk into a pretty big room of  about 25 OTHER 
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RECRUITS who are all joining different branches of  
the military. I see a lot of  people who look like stereo-
typical Marines, Army and Air Force, but it’s all pretty 
relaxed and there seems to be friends and relatives 
standing around also. I didn’t realize this was supposed 
to be a family affair but suddenly I see Herbie in the 
corner next to my mother who are both beaming with 
pride. I go over and exchange a quick hug before being 
startled by a loud voice. Facing everyone in the front 
stood a GI JOE action figure-looking soldier dude in 
desert camo. He looked like he could take on Rambo 
and win. 

GI JOE: Attention, applicants! File in and take a spot 
up front.

I turn and follow the lead of  the other recruits, lining 
up evenly spaced and standing up straight. I stand at 
attention like the person next to me and wait for direc-
tions while the rest of  the room quiets down. I actually 
think we did that pretty good. 

GI JOE (looking over our heads): I trust that all of  
you here today have thought long and hard about your 
decision to join the United States Military. 

He pauses.

GI JOE: I will now ask that if  you have any mental 
reservations about doing so, please raise your left hand.

I naturally look around to see if  anyone actually does it. 
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I see Elwood and we make eye contact. I wink at him 
and he gets visibly upset.   

GI JOE: Raise your right hand and repeat after me. 

GI JOE: I, state your name --

RECRUITS: I, --

1ST PERSON: Frank Dillon, do solemnly swear that I 
will support and defend the Constitution of  the United 
States against all enemies, foreign and domestic. That I 
will bear true faith and allegiance to the same, and that 
I will obey the orders of  the President of  the United 
States and the orders of  the officers appointed over 
me, according to regulations and the Uniform Code of  
Military Justice. So help me God. 

There’s applause from behind us. I look over to find 
my parents and see tears in Herbie’s eyes. 

EXT. MEPS - DAY

We exit the building and I put on a pair of  sunglasses 
I bought to hide my black eye. It’s obvious I got 
punched in the face and I don’t want to be hit with a 
barrage of  questions on how it happened, so I’m going 
to keep these on for as long as I can. I scan the crowd 
outside. My Mom runs up and hugs me so tight that I 
cringe from the pain in my lower back. 

1ST PERSON: Ow, ahh.
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ELEANOR: Oh, your back! I’m so sorry, Frankie. Are 
you okay? 

1ST PERSON: I’m good Ma, love you. 

She takes a good look at me, wipes my shoulders with 
her hands.

ELEANOR: Take off  this Grateful Dead pin, at least 
try to fit in!

1ST PERSON: We both know that’s not happening.

I remove the pin and place it in my sock.

ELEANOR: You’ll be just fine.

I pull away in pain and shake Herbie’s hand, giving 
him a hug too, even though my back still hurts. I say 
goodbye and turn around, climbing into the MEPS 
van with the other recruits to the Portland airport. I 
find a seat in the back and wave goodbye to my parents 
through the window as we pull away. 

INT. MEPS VAN TO AIRPORT - DAY

Even though there’s only five of  us in the van on the 
way to the airport, Recruit Elwood was somehow de-
signated the leader of  our group heading to bootcamp 
in Illinois. If  he wants to be in charge, fine, but I’m not 
listening to him. He’s hell bent on having me take off  
my shades, and has been asking me to take them off, 
but they’re staying on until someone with a higher rank 
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tells me otherwise. 

I’ve been getting a bad vibe from him ever since I smoked 
him in that Recruit Olympics race. His dad is a high-ran-
king military officer and Elwood was actually born on a 
naval base in Japan. I guess you could say the Navy is in 
his blood. He always references his ‘pops’ when someone 
asks a question about ‘Navy life’ and it’s fucking annoying.

INT. AIRPLANE CABIN - DUSK

We all sit in the same row near the back of  the plane, 
with me and Elwood next to each other by the window 
looking out at the setting sun. We are waiting to take 
off  for our two-hour flight to Chicago. 

I close my eyes with my sunglasses still on. Recruit Tra-
ining Command (or bootcamp) is about an hour’s drive 
north from O’Hare, so we probably won’t get there 
till late tonight. Hopefully, they don’t have us doing 
anything before the morning, I am fucking exhausted. 

EXT. PLANE FLYING OVERHEAD - DUSK

INT. O’HARE AIRPORT - CHICAGO – NIGHT 

There’s a busy stream of  a couple-hundred YOUNG 
PEOPLE, who are obviously other recruits, hastily 
making their way through the terminal towards ground 
transportation. I follow at a slow pace with my shades 
on, pulling my Mickey Mouse carry-on behind me. I 
lost Elwood and them somewhere by the bathroom 
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when we landed, but I don’t care or think it matters. 
They never said we had to stick together or anything. 
I’ll just hang out, blend in and wait for my orders with 
the rest of  the crowd.

Up ahead I can see hundreds MORE PEOPLE stan-
ding around by the exits, sitting on the floor and laying 
against walls, just waiting. I spot an empty seat on a 
bench by one of  the carousels and push my suitcase 
over to it before sitting down between two kids about 
my age. I close my eyes and try to relax but I can’t 
stop tapping my foot. I let out a sigh and look at my 
surroundings. 

These folks most definitely aren’t the type I’d normally 
associate with. They seem too plain to me. I get along 
great with delinquent hooligans, socially-inept trouble-
makers and eccentric hippie punks, sure, but I feel like 
connecting with these freaks is gonna be a challenge.

A few months ago I was bored and just wanted to get 
in shape and now I’m in the fucking military. Like, 
that escalated quickly. If  I really wanted an adventure, 
I should’ve just gotten a few sheets of  acid and hitch-
hiked across the country. Shit, I already made it hal-
fway, for free! All I need is some drugs. 

Maybe, I should just slip out now and take a taxi over 
to the Best Western I saw when we landed. I could 
get a room and deal with the repercussions later. No 
one would stop me from leaving. I wonder how long 
it would take them to catch up with me. I glance over 
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at the sliding exit doors and see myself  at a crossroads 
with two very different lives to pursue at this crucial 
moment in time and quietly contemplate my options.

Elwood’s annoying voice jolts me as I try to think of  
something clever to say. I take off  my sunglasses and 
glare at him through my black eye.

I say strange things when I’m nervous. The laughing 
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stops and everyone looks back at me staring weirdly in 
what feels like genuine concern. I try to play it cool and 
slide my shades back on even though it’s awkward and 
silent. 

1ST PERSON (to myself): I’m just gonna rest here 
awhile.

They seem to lose interest and eventually blend back 
in with everyone else. I close my eyes and sigh away 
my anxiety. I’m overreacting though. The truth is I just 
want to be accepted; and I chose to be here. 

People are getting their study guides out and quizzing 
each other around me. I hear a question that I probably 
should know. The answer sounds pretty good, but I 
can’t tell if  it was right or wrong with all the murmu-
ring. I should stop being antisocial, get up and join my 
group’s little study circle. I don’t fit in though. I wish 
there was a hacky-sack circle instead. I open up my 
journal to write something and notice Elwood walking 
back over. 

ELWOOD: How bout’ you answer this one, Dillon?

An unattractive GINGER GIRL in our group keeps 
giving me dirty looks.
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GINGER GIRL: What branch of  the military are you 
joining? Do you even know that?

I stand up.
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1ST PERSON (to ginger girl): You know you have a 
huge nose, you ginger bitch.

Everyone in the baggage claim area stares at us but 
I casually go back to my seat to sit down and put my 
journal away. I take out my iPod and hit next, volume 
up. I hear the beginning of  “War Pigs” by Black Sab-
bath playing through the ear buds as I put them in.

I try to phase myself  out of  the situation but I can’t 
help noticing a NAVY GUY in a khaki uniform who 
shows up and is standing near us. I see him but don’t 
know how to react. He has a clipboard and for some 
reason I feel like he’s looking for me. He looks around 
taking account of  his surroundings and draws a breath 
like he’s about to say something. Suddenly, I feel like 
my headphones are very loud. I unplug them and sit 
up. The whole airport falls silent. He glances down 
at his clipboard and begins reading off  names, telling 
people where to go. I hear Elwood’s name and then my 
own. Looks like we’re getting on the same bus. 

Recruit Bignose is called and quickly follows orders 
swiftly marching away. Apparently her name is Anderson. 
I’m still sitting, wrapping up my headphones as I gladly 
watch her go to her assigned bus. Hopefully, I never see 
her again. I get up and slowly make my way to the exit.

EXT. O’HARE AIRPORT - NIGHT

I spot Elwood standing in line next to the bus that’s 
going to take us away to boot camp. I walk towards 
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him, and I hear a man yelling “TAXI” behind me. I 
look over my shoulder at the cab stand and realize this 
is my last chance to say fuck it.

ELWOOD: We’re over here, Dillon!

I am handed paperwork with my name on it. It says 
‘SERVICE RECORD’ and I’m actually curious what it 
has to say. I climb hesitantly onto the bus and find the 
only empty seat, next to Elwood. 

INT. BUS - NIGHT

There’s a video playing on the little TV in front about 
military life and what to expect. We were told to stay 
quiet and pay attention but I’m listening to “War Pigs” 
on repeat looking out the window. I skim through my 
paperwork and see all the police records for drunk 
driving, disorderly conduct, resisting arrest, underage 
drinking, possession of  marijuana, drinking in public, 
etc. It’s pretty extensive documentation and I’m sur-
prised at how thorough and far back it goes. Most of  
the incidents in the report are just run-ins I’ve had with 
law enforcement, stuff  I wasn’t even arrested for. I am 
surprised the Navy has access to all this information. 

It fits neatly on two pages and I think about maybe 
yanking them out of  the packet. It would probably look 
suspicious, and they definitely have another copy, so I 
leave it alone. I notice Elwood is looking down at it too. 



· FRANK S. DILLON ·

 · 135 ·

1ST PERSON: Not too bad, right? Let’s see yours.

Elwood rolls his eyes and doesn’t answer. I sigh and 
wait till we start moving. My eye is purple and pulsating 
in pain. I make a resolution to myself  that I’m going 
to stick out here. I close my eyes and doze off  to the 
sounds of  Black Sabbath as we drive through the night.

I wake up with my head on Elwood’s shoulder, droo-
ling, and apologize for the saliva on his shirt. He’s half  
asleep but I wipe it off  as he wakes up visibly annoyed.
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I brush it off  and turn away to lean on the window. My 
iPod is dead and I have a massive headache, but I try to 
go back to sleep. It’s impossible though and I feel the 
bus slowing down to take an exit. 

We’re here, or at least we’re really close. I take in my 
surroundings and try to get the lay of  the land in case 
I need to escape. There’s a guard tower up ahead and 
everyone’s looking up as the bus comes to a crawl. 
ARMED SERVICEMEN wave us in.
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                                                                FADE OUT.

*TO BE CONTINUED* 



   

In Loving Memory of  MM3 Charles Brown and 
MM2 Joshua Jamison 

Fair Winds and Following Seas


