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We open at MALCOLM’s home, a two-story, white picket, standard suburban home. The neighborhood is shown. There is a pleasant, if not similar looking row of houses in the surrounding area. Camera comes tight on NICK and TOMMY. They inhale the sweet night air and are smiling.

NICK

‘Tis a beautiful night, would you not agree Thomas?

TOMMY

Ai, ‘tis a lovely night indeed. Can’t you just

(takes big whiff)

smell the joy that encompasses us?

NICK

Indeed I can Thomas, but all is not of joyous spirit. You see, we have nothing with which to toast our beloved “marshed mallows”.

(raises marshmallow)

TOMMY

(gasps) Good god man, whatever shall we do?

NICK

Do not fret my tiny companion, for I have a device in my possession that can harness and disperse the power of the flame! ‘Tis called a Firework. ‘Tis purpose is to rapidly (and safely) expand a fire without the tedious “Rub Two Sticks” approach. It’s ingenious! Thank God for the Chinese! Thomas, do hand me thines contraption for producing a miniature version of our desired heat source.

TOMMY

(breaks character)

(beat)

Wh-What?

Both talk immature-like

NICK

(breaks character)

Dude, just gimme ur lighter!

TOMMY

Oh...Well just say lighter next time, jesus...

NICK

I was in character, ass!

TOMMY

What character? What the hell are you talking about?

NICK

The whole “’Tis art thou?” shit. It’s fuckin’ Shakespeare.

TOMMY

Hey, how ‘bout you not be a woman about this, OK!?

NICK

Look, we were doing a whole thing and you ruined it so just shut up! (Tommy tries to speak) Shut up!

(beat)

(lights firecracker and tosses it into a poorly arranged pile of sticks and twigs)

TOMMY

You sure this is going to work?

NICK

Absolutely not.

BOOM!!!

An enormous explosion echoes throughout the poor unsuspecting neighborhood.  The force of the blast blows both boys onto their backs. MALCOLM is awakened in his room, though he was not really asleep.

TOMMY

(surveys the destruction) You know, looking back on it, this was a really bad idea.

NICK

(sits up) Yeah, no shit. (Reaches behind him) Ugh, I think I squished the marshmallows.

TOMMY and NICK dust themselves off and look up to see an angry MALCOLM glaring at them from his now open window.

NICK

Oh, H-Hey buddy...how’s it going?

 MALCOLM

You idiots done?

NICK

Yes, yes sir, we’re...retarded—

TOMMY

And sorry—

NICK

Yes, and sorry.

MALCOLM slams the window shut. TOMMY and NICK both sigh and make there way back to MALCOLM’s house. MICHAEL and some friends are inside.

MICHAEL

Did you guys just blow something up? — OK, Wait, lemme rephrase that: What did you guys just blow up?

TOMMY

Nothing—

NICK

Backyard.

MICHAEL

Dude...Why do you feel it necessary to do stupid stuff?

NICK

I don’t TRY and do dumb stuff, things just happen to end up that way...a lot. And all my ideas make sense in my head.

MICHAEL

Yeah, that’s ‘cause ya mama dropped you as a child...

NICK

Fuck off, ass-nuts. Turn on the TV.

TOMMY

Ass-nuts? You’re gonna stick with ass-nuts, are you?

MICHAEL

(sighs, turns on TV) Did Mal hear you?

NICK

Yep, and he wasn’t the least bit happy about it either. He used to love it when I blew random things up. It was fun. I don’t think he has fun anymore, not since...

MICHAEL

The week from Hell? You lost your mom, what would you do? Do a jig?

TOMMY

Not to mention losing Samantha, too. Still can’t believe the gall of that bitch, to break up with him the day of his mother’s funeral.

MICHAEL

Easy man.

TOMMY

I’m just sayin’...

NICK

Is it wrong that I find Anna Nicole attractive? I mean, I shouldn’t I know, but that body, that rack...the facts say I shouldn’t like her. 

TOMMY

Facts?

NICK

Ok, she marries a guy who was probably around to witness the invention of the cotton gin, she sits on said marriage and mooches off the poor geyser ‘til he croaks, and she tries to claim half his shit, despite being out of the will. I mean, that’s low...even for whores that’s low.

TOMMY

Since when have you ever followed your moral compass? You’re superficial, and you always will be.

NICK

Well...I’ll still fantasize about her...but I’m going to be real conflicted about it.

MICHAEL

(winces) Can we get back to Mal?

NICK

Look, he’s being a fucking hermit. He’s not doing himself any good by isolating himself from the rest of civilization. He hasn’t left his room for a week, hasn’t even been downstairs. He only gets up to eat whatever he’s got lying around in his room or to go take a piss.

TOMMY

And shower.

NICK

(glares and Tommy) You been in his nasty-ass room lately? Showers are not on his “To Do” list. He —and I know this sounds cruel- but he needs to get over it.

MICHAEL

He buried his own mother Nick. He can take all the time he needs.

NICK proceeds to dip an Oreo in Queso dip and eat it.

NICK

(mouth full) It’s just not healthy, that’s all I’m saying.

MICHAEL and TOMMY stare at NICK eat.

NICK

(sees them staring) (mouth full) What?

MICHAEL

(sighs) Maybe your right. (beat) I’ll go talk to him.

MICHAEL exits upstairs to MALCOLM’s room. NICK continues to eat as TOMMY continues to stare.
NICK

(sees Tommy staring)(mouth full) WHAT!?—

TOMMY

You’re not going to make it to 20 you know that right?

MICHAEL enters MALCOLM’s room. It’s unclean and disorganized. MALCOLM lies motionless staring at the ceiling fan as it moves.

MICHAEL

What’s up, man? It’s Michael.

(Malcolm ignores him)

Your hear me dude? I said what’s up?

MALCOLM

NASDAQ, that’s what’s up.

MICHAEL

(chuckles) And how would you know that, cave dweller?

MALCOLM

Well, A) I have Internet access up here and B) Fuck off.

MICHAEL

Yeah, good to see you too buddy. Listen, I came up here to ask a favor.

MALCOLM

What?

MICHAEL

A favor. (beat) Remember when I gave you my Physics homework and let you take credit for it so that Mr. Kinnaird wouldn’t give you detention? You said that you owed me one. Well, I’m cashing it in.

MALCOLM

It didn’t even work; he knew it was your handwriting. I still got detention.

MICHAEL

Still, you said that you owed me. So, I gave you my homework, and in return, I want you to come downstairs.

MALCOLM

Why do I need to come downstairs? What’s so great about downstairs?

MICHAEL

You don’t have to come down for long.  Nick and Tommy are down there. C’mon dude, I’m begging you, please, come see the guys and just...hang out with us.

MALCOLM

No.

MICHAEL

Just come downstairs, man.

MALCOLM

Go away. (Malcolm rolls over so his back is to Michael)

MICHAEL

Mal, you have been up here for 7 days. I understand that you’re mourning, but you gotta keep moving, and if it gets too hard, you tough it out and you press on.

MALCOLM

Your opinion means little to me. Your desire for me to go downstairs means even less. Go away, or I’m going to fog you. (holds up a can of Raids)

MICHAEL

(flinches) You wouldn’t...you would get fogged too. It would fill the room with...fog, and you can’t live in those conditions. It’s not safe.

MALCOLM

I’ve fogged so many bugs up here in the last week that my immune system  has built a natural resistance to Raid. Care to try me?

MICHAEL

Look, you’re not doing anyone any good staying up here like a child. There’s nothing physically wrong with you that you can’t keep on keepin’ on. (beat) What would your mother say if she saw you like this?—

MALCOLM

If my mother were around today, she would probably tell me to—

(Mal fogs Michael)

And stay out.

MICHAEL walks back downstairs

TOMMY

Survey says...

MICHAEL

Asshole fogged me. (sits down)

TOMMY

He flogged you?

MICHAEL

No—fogged me. 

TOMMY

Oh.

NICK

Ooh, hey, “Fuck-Marry-Kill”, Gilligan’s Island. Mary–Ann, Lovey Howell, and Ginger. I’ll go first. Ok, Let’s see, I’d fuck Mary-Anne, I’d kill Ginger—

TOMMY

You’d kill Ginger? Really? Wait, that means you’d marry Mrs. Howell?

NICK

Fucking right, I would. Whine her, dine her, 69 her. Then, after we wed, I would divorce her and take half the estate.

TOMMY

So that makes you no better than Anna Nicole! In fact, I think that puts you lower than her because you would do all of this to a beloved TV character.

MICHAEL

(walks to phone and dials)

TOMMY

Who you calling?

MICHAEL

He needs to get out.

NICK

Who?

MICHAEL

Who?— fuckin’ Malcolm, that’s who, retard. Only one other guy I know can do it.

We cut to the house where TITUS resides. He is there with SAMANTHA, who recently broke up with MALCOLM and, unbeknownst to MAL, crawled into TITUS’s arms. SAM and TITUS are watching a movie. The phone rings.

TITUS

Hello?

MICHAEL

Hey, it’s Michael. What’s up, man?

TITUS

Not much, what do you need? I’m in the middle of something.

MICHAEL

Wh-I don’t NEED anything, I just...thought, uh, that you might...uh...might want to come over and, uh...

TITUS

Cut the bullshit, Mikey. You don’t like me. You think I’m an asshole and somewhat of a bizarre individual who often confuses you by using big words like “attentiveness” and “intravenous” and “masturbation”.

MICHAEL

Hey, I know what masturbation is.

TITUS

(chuckles) Of course you do, ‘cause you can’t get a member of the opposite sex to play with it for you.

MICHAEL

Look, I’m at Mal’s place, we’re trying to get him out of his room and he won’t come down. You’re the only one that he respects or listens to, other than me.

TITUS

Don’t kid yourself Mikey, no one listens to you. And respect—

MICHAEL

(whispers) Look, if you don’t, I’ll tell Mal your little secret.

(Titus looks at Sam and thinks)

You there, Titus?

TITUS

Yeah. Be right over.

SAMANTHA

Where are you going?

TITUS

I gotta handle something, I’ll be back soon.

SAMANTHA

It’s Mal, isn’t it?

TITUS

Yeah...yeah it is.

(long silence)

I’ll be back soon.

TITUS shows up at Malcolm’s house. He walks in without knocking and talks to Michael for a second.

NICK

Titus!

TOMMY

What’s up, man?

TITUS

Hello, children.

NICK

What’s going on, fool?

TITUS

Not a lot, not a lot. Been a while, hasn’t it?

MICHAEL

(mumbles) Not long enough...

TITUS

Where is he? Still upstairs?

NICK

Yep.

TITUS

(jogs upstairs alone and goes into MAL’s room)

Hey, Mal.

MALCOLM

Hey, man. (stands up) What’s up—

TITUS

Not much, let’s discuss some things downstairs, c’mon...

MALCOLM

What? No, I don’t want to, I don’t feel like it.

TITUS

Why?

MALCOLM

...I’m in mourning.

TITUS

No, your not. People in mourning don’t have the ability to tell other people there in mourning because they’re too busy mourning. You’re just being pathetic, and I HATE pathetic people. I do not hang out with pathetic people. Hence why Michael gets under my skin like a tick I can’t kill.

MALCOLM

Yeah, I hear ya...

TITUS

Come downstairs for a while. I brought ice cream to help cheer you up. Chunky Monkey, your favorite if memory serves.

MALCOLM

It serves correctly...(sighs) Ok, Ok...fine.

TITUS

Attaboy.

TITUS and MALCOLM walk to the door.

MALCOLM

Now, let’s get something clear right now. I haven’t had any food outside of potato chips and peppermints for days. I’m only going down there for the ice cream. One word about my mother or Sa...Sam...(clears throat) Sa—I can’t say that bitch’s name without feeling like hurling—

TITUS

...Samantha—

MALCOLM

Yes, thank you, any talk of that and I’m going back upstairs.

MICHAEL

(nods) Duly noted.

MALCOLM and MICHAEL head downstairs to see the rest of their friends.

TOMMY

Buddy!

NICK

Hey amigo!

MALCOLM

(raises hand) No! Not happening! No talkie, no huggie, no emotional embracie, only ice cream. Just ice cream.

(begins to make bowl of ice cream)

NICK

O...K. That’s cool man. 

(points to Mal and asks Titus if Malcolm has gone crazy)

TITUS

(shrugs)

(walks over to where Nick is sitting)

It was hard enough to get him down here, I’m not worried about whether he’s sane or not.

MALCOLM

(laughs and drinks chocolate sauce out of the container)

TOMMY

(beat) Well that answers that question.

MALCOLM

(sees everyone is staring at him)

WHAT!?

NICK

(all are startled by Mal screaming)

AAHH! Uh, nothing...it’s all good dude!...

MICHAEL

Hey Mal, why don’t you bring your ice cream over here?

All five guys go and sit on the couch.
MALCOLM

(goes and sits on couch)

So what you guys been up to? Other than blowing my lawn...

NICK

Mal, I’m going to be honest with you: that’s about the most productive thing I’ve done all week.

TOMMY

I think you’re confusing “productive” with “destructive”.

NICK

(thinks) Bah, same thing.

TITUS

You blew up his lawn?

MICHAEL

Dude, I was talking to this girl in Amici’s the other day. We both there alone and they were full up except for a two-seater, so we shared it. We hit it off and she was really digging me, man.

TITUS

...”digging” you?

MICHAEL

Yes, “digging” me. She was like all over me, so I got her number. I’m gonna call it later.

MALCOLM 

Really? Did she just...give it to you voluntarily?

MICHAEL

No man, I asked for it and she gave it to me. You believe that? I asked for a girl’s number, and she actually gave it to me. It’s unbelievable. I now possess this unbreakable confidence when I talk to women, it’s awesome. I got the number right here. (reaches in wallet)

NICK

Good for you, man. (clutches Michael) He’s growing up so fast...

MICHAEL

Here we go: 770-908-7383

(beat)

(Titus laughs)

What’s funny?

TITUS

I hate to shatter your confidence...no, I don’t. That’s a rejection hotline. People give that number to other people when they don’t want give that person their real number.

MICHAEL

Bullshit.

TITUS

Call it up, Chachi.

MICHAEL

(dials number and discovers Titus is right)

Fuck! He’s right.

TITUS

Told you, man. (laughs) Sorry, buddy.

TOMMY

That sucks, man.

MICHAEL

(angry and embarrased) What about you Titus, what’ve you been up to?

TITUS

(smile fades) (beat) I’m, uh...

MICHAEL

Aren’t you dating someone? 

MALCOLM

Uh oh! Who’s the lady, do I know her?

MICHAEL

Yes, Titus, let’s hear about this lovely young woman.

TITUS

No, I don’t, uh...she, uh, she lives in another county.

MICHAEL

What county? How did you meet her if she doesn’t live around here? What does she look like? How long is her hair? Does she smell?

TITUS

I don’t know...we met...at a place. (checks watch) Shit, I gotta go, I just remembered I left my...refrigerator...on.

MALCOLM

Your not even wearing a watch

(TITUS says bye and leaves.)

That was...special.

MICHAEL

What about you Mal? Have you written anymore on that book you were working on?

MALCOLM

(beat) (looks into bowl and stirs spoon) I, uh...don’t think I’ll be finishing that.

TOMMY

Why not, it was good. The part were the guy gets his penis blown off is awesome.

MALCOLM

Meh, the story is really just a convoluted jumble of other, better stories. I just blended a bunch of Alan Moore and Frank Miller shit and added a little P.K. Dick for good measure. Even then, this is my best, and it’s not even close to each of their worst works.

NICK

Yes, but see we have no clue who those people are so it’s all new to us. It’s good I’m telling you.

MALCOLM

It’s just too hard. Period. End of story. Let’s just drop it, OK?

MICHAEL

Alright. So...what else ya done up there?

MALCOLM

Not a damn thing. Not a whole lot to do in a 12 ft. by 12 ft. box that smells as if a raccoon crapped itself to death in it. I did watch the Hawks actually win a game yesterday. They almost put up a hundy on the Jazz, final score was, like, 89-80.

NICK

(thinks) 89? That’s not close to a hundred.

MALCOLM

Yeah it is, it’s like 11 away.

NICK

That’s not close.

MALCOLM

Yeah it is. That’s like around 5 more shots to get there.

NICK

No, OK, it’s not close.

MICHAEL

Dude, just drop it.

NICK

I’m not gonna drop it! It would be close in say, darts or bowling. But not basketball. 89 is close to 90, not 100.

MALCOLM

Yes it is. Tommy, is 89 close to a hundred?

TOMMY

(thinks) No.

MICHAEL

What? Yeah it is.

MALCOLM

Told you.

NICK

It is NOT close! And who asked you mister (speaks in whiny voice) “Dood, juz drop it!”?

MICHAEL

Fuck you, it is so close!

NICK

Is not!

MICHAEL

Is so!

NICK

Is not!

MICHAEL & TOMMY

Is so!

NICK

Dude, you just said that it wasn’t close!

TOMMY

I changed my mind, STOP YELLING AT ME!

All three guys continue to argue.

MALCOLM

Hey. Hey! HEY!

All cease yelling at each other.

MALCOLM

What are we yelling about?

All shrug and can’t remember why.

MALCOLM

(chuckles) I missed this.

TOMMY

(looks confused) What?

MALCOLM

This. Just...arguing over trivial shit, hanging out and being guys. (beat) I really missed it.

Smiles all around.

NICK

That’s what we’re here for, man: brainless banter.

MALCOLM

(beat) Well, gentlemen, thank you for coming, but I must ask you all to leave. As you all would agree, I am in dire need of a shower.

(everyone laughs and agrees)

Everyone gets up and heads out the door. NICK and TOMMY say they’ll see MAL later. MICHAEL waits for a moment in front of the door.

MICHAEL

You gonna be OK, man?

MALCOLM

Yeah, thanks...for everything. You helped me out a bunch. Really opened up my eyes.

MICHAEL

No problem, Titus got you down, I just softened you up. (beat) ...Do we hug?

MALCOLM

...By law, I think we have to.

(they hug)

Later.

Malcolm goes upstairs and opens a small baseball card tin behind his TV. He grabs one of the joints out of it and lights it. The last minute or so of the song “Milk Chocolate” by the Servant plays in the background as he pulls a gun out from underneath his bed. He points the gun at his head, then his mouth, then his crotch. He chuckles.

MALCOLM

(with joint in mouth) The day I get bullets...that’s going to be a very interesting day.

Mal drops the joint into a glass of water and goes to sleep. It’s his first real night of sleep in days. He wakes up the next day feeling refreshed, despite a buzzing in his ears. As he walks downstairs, he hears someone in his pantry. He grabs a golf club and flings the door open to find—

MALCOLM

Get the hell out of there you fucking raccoons.

(pokes them with club)

TOMMY

What? We were hungry and we didn’t want to wake you up.

NICK

Jesus Christ man. Scared me half to death, what’s with the fucking 9-Iron?

MALCOLM

It’s a driver...and I thought you we’re a criminal or something.

NICK

(beat) At 9 AM in your fucking pantry!? Who’d you think it was, Captain Crunch? Toucan Sam been stealing your fruit loops lately? Christ in heaven, when’s that coffee getting done!?

MALCOLM

Not soon enough...cartoon time, kids. Gather ‘round.

(Turns on Looney Tunes)

TOMMY

Now, you’d think that the coyote would give up on catching the roadrunner eventually. After a while, most people would realize that it was impossible to capture it and just retire from the roadrunner-catching industry. But not Wiley. I mean, c’mon, at the very least, stop buying from ACME. Their products are always way too elaborate and tend to have a high likelihood to backfire on you, like the Roadrunner-attacking dog that turns on Wiley or the Rocket Skates that send the pitifully clueless coyote hurling over a cliff or into a wall or something. I mean, it’s just common sense.

MALCOLM

It’s a cartoon, Tommy. You probably shouldn’t read too much into it.

TOMMY

Seriously though, after that many failures at achieving a goal, what would possess a person to keep going like that? What could the roadrunner have possibly done to the coyote that was so bad, he devoted his life to killing him? Really makes you think—

(coffee maker DINGS)

—coffee.

MALCOLM

(shakes head) You’re all sorts of special.

TOMMY

Hey, I was wondering, I meant to ask you yesterday but I forgot, um...did you still want to go camping tomorrow? We only have a few days until school lets back in for our last semester.

MALCOLM

Camping? What—oh, yeah, camping. I’m not sure, I had forgotten about that. Jesus, we talked about that like a month ago. I don’t know.

TOMMY

C’mon dude. You, me, Titus if he wants to go, Michael, and Javaboy over there, it’ll— are you eating Reece’s Cereal with coffee in it?

NICK

Yeah, ever since I went clean I’ve needed a real big pick-me-up in the morning. I put coffee in with any sort of super sugary cereal and I’m good for a while. No jitters at least.

TOMMY

Oh...ok. Anyway, it’ll be fun. We can hangout one last time.

MALCOLM

One last time? Why one last time?

TOMMY

Uh....—

NICK

—He means the last time until we get back in school.

TOMMY

Yes, that’s—thank you, Nick.

MALCOLM

(thinks) Sure, what the hell. In fact, let’s do it tonight. I’ll need a boost today after I come back.

TOMMY

Come back from where? You’re leaving us?

MALCOLM

Yeah, I gotta go pick up my dad at the airport. He’s going to allot some money for me every month for food and shit. Either that or I’ll live with him and finish out school there in LA. I could to try and get a judges approval to live on my own if I had a job. I have to, like, prove I can sustain myself, by myself. That’s why after I do all of that, I gotta try and get my old job back.

NICK

Ooh, with Bobbie the Bitch?

MALCOLM

Yes, Nick, Bobbie is still the boss. That’s why it’s going to be so hard to get my job back. After that, I’m going to get high off my ass, and then, we go camping. I’ll see you later—oh, and call Titus and Michael, make sure they’re in.

NICK

Good luck.

MALCOLM

Thanks. Later.

As MALCOLM is leaving, MICHAEL pulls up in his car with CHUGS.

MALCOLM

Speak of the devil.

MICHAEL

I’m the devil?

MALCOLM

Holy shit. Chugs? Chugs! What’s happening man?

CHUGS

(waives and looks like he is in pain)

MICHAEL

Chugs can’t talk. He just got out of the hospital a couple of days ago. Doctors don’t know if his throat is ever going to heal all the way back to normal. His parents had to leave to do some lecture in Macon. Chugs is stayin’ with me for a while.

MALCOLM

Geez, who would have thought that toothpicks could do that much damage. Wow...Chugs shall chug know more...it’s tragic.

CHUGS

(looks really sad) (tries to choke himself with the car door’s window)

MICHAEL

No, Chugs! No, c’mon man! C’mon. (pulls Chugs’ head out) Let’s go inside, man. Hey, where you going?

MALCOLM

Got some errands. Talk to Nick and Tommy about camping.

MICHAEL

Uhh, I don’t know what that means but OK.

MICHAEL and CHUGS go inside.

MICHAEL

Hey.

NICK

Hey, man.

CHUGS

(sees Nick, knocks him down, and chokes him)

NICK

Gahh! Get off me, dude! (Michael and Tommy separate them)

Look, no one made you chug those toothpicks, man! You took the fucking money before I could even finish the rules of the bet! It’s your fault, not mine!

CHUGS

(motions “Whatever.”) (goes to the fridge)

NICK

Jesus Christ. Dude needs to chill. (sits on couch) Mike, dude, we’re goin’ camping. You gotta come.

MICHAEL

Yeah, Mal mentioned something about that on his way out. Why are you going camping?

TOMMY

(looks at Nick briefly) ...No reason really, just to hang out.

MICHAEL

Cool, count me in. With parental approval, of course.

TOMMY

Of course, of course.

MICHAEL

(looks at Tommy and Nick) Do you guys even ask your parents or do you just leave?

NICK

Michael, our parents are always too hung over to understand any portion of the English language, verbal or written. We would never burden them with the task of deciphering our language with a massive. Beer-induced headache. It’s called courtesy, Michael.

MICHAEL

That’s so wrong.

TOMMY

It’s wrong, but it’s convenient. God bless alcoholism.

Nick and Tommy do a cheers with their drinks

MICHAEL

(sits on couch) So, what’re we watching?

TOMMY

“Saved by the Bell”.

MICHAEL

...Why?

NICK

Lack of options.

MICHAEL

No appealing infomercials? No marathons of “The Golden Girls” of Lifetime? How ‘bout that white guy with the crazy afro that teaches you how to paint on PBS, is he on?

NICK

Seriously, let’s just get stoned and watch Teletubies.

TOMMY

Do you have two have some kind of beef with “SBtB”?

NICK

As a matter of fact, I think the entire show was probably written by a collection of well-trained, overpaid monkeys.

TOMMY

Saved by the Bell is one of the greatest shows ever created. It combined all the elements of what makes a show good: a lovable protagonist, a muscular sidekick, a little dweebish friend, and three hot, young women who were always pouting with there pouty lips. The show had lots of character diversity, too.

NICK

What character diversity? A sister and a homosexual is hardly diverse.

TOMMY

Homosexual? There were no gay characters on Saved by the Bell.

MICHAEL

Slater was gay, homes.

TOMMY

No way...Slater wasn’t gay, he was just...happy.

NICK

Are you kidding me? He wrestled in tight little leotards, he couldn’t score with Kelly, and would you look at those pecks? Those aren’t straight man pecks.

TOMMY

Ok, I’m confused, is Slater gay or are you gay for Slater?

NICK

Ha, that’s—that’s really not funny at all.

(sees Chugs is laughing)

What are you laughing about, Deep Throat?

Chugs attacks Nick again as the rest of the guys try and break it up. Elsewhere, Malcolm has picked up his father from the airport and they drive to the insurance company’s office. They drive in awkward silence.

MALCOLM

Good flight?

DON

Not bad. (beat) Food was shit. (long pause) Still writing your stories and poems and stuff?

MALCOLM

No.

DON

You should keep writing. You were good.

MALCOLM

You never read anything that I wrote.

DON

That’s not...well...your mom always talked about how good they were—

MALCOLM

—because she read them.

Long silence.

DON

So...how have things been?

MALCOLM

What?

DON

I said “How have things been?”. I’m trying to express interest in what’s going on in your life.

MALCOLM

Why? I mean, do you really care?

DON

(sighs) No, no I really don’t. I’m just trying to break the ice between us, Mal.

MALCOLM

Let’s not waste our time, Don. You don’t wanna know me and you never really tried to, even when you and mom were together.

DON

First of all, I’m your father and you will address me as either dad or father, second—

MALCOLM

You’re not dad, Don, and you haven’t been dad for a while now. You left for LA to start a whole new life without mom and I, and you left the title of “dad” here. You’re Albert Donald Levens, one time sperm donor to Evelyn Jane Fallon. The ten years you spent failing to raise me have been forgotten about; you have been forgiven for your constant incompetence. I absolve you of all wrong-doing. (sighs) I would rather stay here by myself, but I’ll move in with you if I have to. Not for long, just until I graduate. Then, I’ll be out of your hair.

Mal and his father arrive at the insurance office. Don stops for a second.

DON

Look, don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t want you anywhere near me.

MALCOLM

Yes, how on earth could I possibly be offended by that?

DON

Listen! I have a good thing with my new wife. She loves me and I love her, OK? I have a loving spouse, a little girl on the way, and a job that will afford me time to spend time with both of them.

MALCOLM

Well, good for—

DON

Shut up, just shut your mouth. I have this life and you don’t fit into it. I don’t want you anywhere near my family.

MALCOLM

I am your family, dad.

DON

Oh, so I’m dad now?

MALCOLM

I was just...you’ll always be dad, dad. I want to live with you.

DON

You can’t, Mal. (sighs) Truth be told, my wife doesn’t know about your mother. She has no idea that I was married before.

MALCOLM

Then how did you explain me to her?

DON

(beat) I didn’t...she doesn’t know you exist either.

MALCOLM

(lowers head) You have got to be fucking joking—

DON

It’s going to stay that way, too! I know this is mean and cruel and I don’t care. You will not live with me, near me, or around me! I’ll pay whatever it takes for you to stay here, but you will not be apart of my life, Mal. That’s just the way it is.

MALCOLM

(walks back to the car) Sounds like you have it all figured out! Why don’t you just handle everything yourself, you heartless prick!  (starts car)

DON

HEY! How the hell am I supposed to get back to the airport!?

MALCOLM

HITCHHIKE, ASSHOLE! (Mal screeches off)

Cut to Titus’ house, where he is on the phone with Michael. Titus’ girlfriend is still asleep.

TITUS

I like camping, I really do and I’d like to go with you guys, but I can’t.

MICHAEL

Why not?

TITUS

Wh—...you know why.

MICHAEL

You need to tell Mal anyways, might as well be sooner rather than later. I mean, you really screwed the guy.

TITUS

I know, I know...shut up. I meant to ask you; how did you find out?

MICHAEL

Stonecrest Mall, two weeks ago.

TITUS

Ahh. (beat) Where’s Mal?

MICHAEL

Doing some errands, I don’t really know. So you comin’ or not?

TITUS

I’ll think about it.

MICHAEL

OK. See you later or...not. (hangs up)
SAMANTHA

(walks to kitchen from bed) Who was that?

TITUS

No one...wrong number. You sleep OK?

SAMANTHA

Yeah. Sorry about kissing you when you woke up this morning, I probably had really bad morning breath.

TITUS

(chuckles) I don’t mind morning breath as long as it’s your morning breath.

SAMANTHA

(blushes, smiles, and goes to the fridge)

TITUS

I lied.

SAMANTHA

What?

It was Michael who called. He wants me...or us, I guess...to got on a camping...thing.

SAMANTHA

Oh. (Looks scared) With who?

TITUS

Tommy, Nick, Chugs—

SAMANTHA

(giggles) Who’s Chugs?

TITUS

You read about him in the paper and I told you I knew him, remember? He’s the guy that swallowed all those toothpicks.

SAMANTHA

Oh yeah. Wait, didn’t he die?

TITUS

Yes, Samantha, he died. We’re dragging his corpse into the woods just for giggles. We think if we have enough possum blood we can bring him back to life using a voodoo curse.

SAMANTHA

(shoves Titus playfully) Don’t make fun of me! You know what, just for that, you’re not getting any waffles.

TITUS

“Waffles” isn’t a metaphor, is it?

SAMANTHA

(laughs) You better hope not.

TITUS

(laughs lightly) (mumbles with mouth in front of his face)

Mal’s going too. (talks normally) Well, I’m going to go take a—

SAMANTHA

Mal’s going too!? Are you crazy!? We can’t go if Mal’s there. If he found out—

TITUS

Eventually, he’s going to find out. In fact, I plan on telling him everything later on today.

SAMANTHA

(sighs) Why?

TITUS

Because he deserves to know. He’s my friend and I want to stay in contact with him after we leave. (beat) You still want to go with me right?

SAMANTHA

(sighs) This is happening really fast. I mean, we’ve been going out for, what, a couple days?

TITUS

We both want the exact same thing: a fresh start. I’m getting a job that will be able to support us both until your art career picks up.

SAMANTHA

You make it sound as if it’s all set in stone. What if my art career doesn’t pick up? What if I fail? What if you get fired from your job and we don’t have the money to...do anything, go anywhere? What if—

TITUS

OK, way too many “what ifs”. For starters, I won’t lose my job, because I’m good. Very good, actually. And so are you. I love your work and so will a gallery. We will both be highly successful and we will have lots of money and many, many houses all across the world with which we can vacation to, OK?

SAMANTHA

But how can you be sure? We’re moving too fast. Everything could fall apart.

TITUS

And there is no other person I would rather fall apart with.

SAMANTHA

(long pause) (smiles) Go take your shower. We’ll talk about this later. (turns away)

TITUS

(walks to bathroom)

Cut back to Mal’s house where Tommy, Nick, Michael and Chugs are. There is a large amount of pot smoke in the room and everyone is laughing hysterically while watching Power Rangers. 

MICHAEL

(laughing) Am I seeing shit or is the freak the Power Rangers are fighting made up entirely of eyeballs?

TOMMY

Yeah. that guy must have, like, 20-2 billion vision.

NICK

Dude, the words don’t match the lips, it’s like Chinese all over again.

TOMMY

(thinks) What does that even mean?

A giant explosion occurs on the screen lighting the whole room up, leaving everyone speechless

NICK

Whoa.

MICHAEL

It’s beautiful...

Cut to Mal who is outside an office in a small metal chair. He is in an Antique store, where he used to work, trying to get his old job back. He is waiting to go inside. He stares at a small wooden carving of a man teaching his son to fish. He lowers his head, an acknowledgement of the fact that his father never did anything like that with him. His former boss, who he nicknamed Bobbie the Bitch, yells for him to come in.

MALCOLM

How’s it going?

BOBBIE

You look familiar, do I know you?

MALCOLM

(looks perplexed) ...yes, I worked here for around two years...I saw you about every other day. I quit last month. I really need my old job.

BOBBIE

Hmm...sorry, you looked very familiar to me. So, what do you need?

MALCOLM

(looks even more confused) I just...it’s me, Mal. Malcolm Fallon. Worked here for two years. You were always yelling at me. You even had a nickname for me, remember? Anytime you needed something done you’d yell out “Hey, you Mal-content so-of-a-bitch! Get over here!” ...Anything?


