
THE HERO



EXT. DRIVEWAY - OLD URBAN HOUSE - DAY

A neighborhood of deteriorating homes in the once-grand 
“painted lady” style--porches, rocking chairs, old cars out 
front.

TIM, a pudgy twelve-year-old, taps furiously on his handheld 
video game, tuned out from the world as JANICE, his mother, 
thirty-something, gives instructions to GRANDMOTHER, sixties.

JANICE
...and don’t let him have no 
sweets.  Doctor says he needs to 
stay at the same weight for the 
next two years--

GRANDMOTHER
Have you ever known me to--

JANICE
(in a hurry)

I’m just saying, he sneaks stuff.  
He’s got no will power.

Janice inhales on a cigarette.  Her mother scowls.  The 
daughter flicks the ash.

JANICE
I’ve gotta get going.

The grandmother rolls her eyes.  Janice pulls the headphones 
out from her son’s ears.

JANICE
I’m going now.  I’ll be back in 
August...

She lets the headphones snap back into place.

TIM
Whatever.

Tim doesn’t look up as she gets in her car.  As she pulls out 
of the driveway, Janice calls out to a man sitting on the 
porch of the home next door, lifting hand weights.

JANICE
(shouting)

Hey, Mike!  I’m back in a few 
months.  Get nice and buff for me!

MIKE, thirties, well-built upper body bulging in his green 
tee-shirt with “Property of U.S.M.C.” on the front, watches, 
but does not respond to her flirting.



Tim makes note of the exchange, but is distracted as his 
grandma takes his headphones and game.

GRANDMOTHER
I’m confiscating these.

(eyeing his stomach)
You need to get out more.

Tim frowns as he looks down and rubs his stomach.

LATER

Tim, miserably bored, kicks a can back and forth in the 
driveway.  At last he kicks it in anger.  He goes to run 
after it but, too much energy, he turns back to the driveway.

He wanders a bit, aimless.  Then he sees Mike, sitting back, 
drinking a Coke.

TIM
Can I have some of that?

Mike slams the rest of the drink, then burps.

MIKE
Nope.

Tim scowls at him.  Mike offers him the bottle.

MIKE
You can have the bottle, though.  
It’s worth five cents.

Tim frowns, but then shrugs--a nickel’s better than nothing.  
He walks up the ramp to

MIKE’S PORCH

And is startled to see Mike’s in a wheelchair.  An awkward 
moment before Mike cracks a smile, opens a small cooler by 
his chair, and hands Tim another bottle of Coke.  Tim breaks 
into a grin.

TIM
Thanks.

MIKE
No problem.

(pointing to the empty 
bottle)

That’s non-refundable.
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Tim laughs shyly.  Mike pops the cap off the soda, hands it 
to Tim.  He takes it awkwardly.

TIM
Thanks.

Tim laughs, embarrassed.  He takes a drink, tries to avoid 
looking at Mike’s chair.  Mike cocks his head, studies him.

MIKE
You here for the summer?

TIM
Yeah.

(sadly)
My mom dumped me off.

MIKE
(points next door)

Grandma’s a nice lady.

Tim shrugs, shy, takes a gulp of his cola.  His eyes stop on 
Mike’s lifeless legs, he turns away, but Mike notices.  Tim 
looks back and sees Mike’s tee-shirt and comes to life.

TIM
Hey, were you in the Marine Corps?

MIKE
What do you think?

TIM
No way!  Were you a Navy seal?

MIKE
No.  I was not a Navy seal.

TIM
Were you in Iraq?

MIKE
No.

TIM
Then it must have been Afghanistan.

Mike turns away, rolls his eyes.

MIKE
Listen kid...

(correcting himself)
What’s your name?
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TIM
Tim.

MIKE
Okay, listen, Tim.  I don’t want to 
talk about the Marines.  Is that a 
deal?

Tim, in the middle of a swallow of soda, coughs.

TIM
(growing excited)

Absolutely.  I understand.  I 
understand totally.

MIKE
(quietly to himself)

I don’t think you do.

TIM
No.  I do.  I totally do.  I have 
this video game called “Heavy 
Combat.”  There’s some pretty 
wicked stuff in there.  If it 
happened to me, I wouldn’t want to 
talk about it either.

MIKE
(patiently)

You’re talking about it.

TIM
Sorry, sorry, sorry--

GRANDMOTHER (O.S.)
(shouting)

Timothy!  Get in here!  It’s time 
for dinner.

Tim looks next door, alarmed.

TIM
That’s grams.  I’ve gotta go.  
Can’t miss dinner.

MIKE
(laughs, looks at Tim’s 
stomach)

That would be tragic.

Tim hurries off.
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TIM
(waving good-bye)

Nice to meet you.

MIKE
(quiet, hopeful)

Come back any time...

Mike watches Tim bound through the door of his Grandmother’s 
house.

INT. MIKE’S PORCH - NEXT DAY

Tim talks excitedly to an amused Mike as they each drink 
bottles of Coke.

TIM
So the sniper heads to the left, 
then the right.  Then my missile 
blows him away--

Tim gestures grandly, but stops as he sees Mike, who seems 
unbothered by the story.

TIM
I’m sorry.  I was talking about the 
Marines.

MIKE
(laughing)

No.  You were talking about a video 
game.

(softly)
You like playing war?

TIM
Well...

(reluctantly)
I want to be a Marine when I grow 
up.

Mike pauses for a moment, takes a swig of soda.

MIKE
Nothing wrong with that.  It’s a 
noble profession.

(glancing at him)
But you’d have to get in shape.  
Real shape.

TIM
Yeah.  Mom tells me all the time 
how fat I am.
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MIKE
(gently)

No.  It’s just that Marines...
(delicately)

They have to be at the top of their 
game, you know?

TIM
Like what?

MIKE
Like...  I don’t know...  Tread 
water for an hour with their hands 
up in the air.

Tim draws back in horror, stammers.

TIM
I...  I could never do that.

MIKE
Sure you could.  A lot of guys do.  
But they have to train to do it.

TIM
I wouldn’t know what to do.

MIKE
Sure you do.  

(pointing to the floor)
Start by getting down there and 
giving me ten push-ups.  Can you do 
ten?

TIM
(doubtfully)

Maaaayyyybeee.

MIKE
(full sergant voice)

Do ten push ups, private.  That’s 
an order.

Tim jumps up from his chair and salutes at full attention.

TIM
Yes, sir!  Will do, sir!

He finishes off his salute and gets to the floor.  He 
struggles to do three.

Winded, Tim collapses.  He looks up at Mike, helplessly.
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TIM
I can’t do this.

MIKE
Sure you can...

(takes another drink)
Some days I’d just like to give up,

(quietly)
Blow my brains out.  Ya know?  But 
where would that get us?

TIM
(sitting up)

Not too far.

MIKE
(laughs ironically)

Not far at all.  So we’ll do a 
little more every day, okay?

TIM
Okay.

Tim gets to his feet and goes to grab his soda, but Mike 
pulls it back.

MIKE
How about from here on in, we drink 
iced tea or water?  Okay?

Tim smiles, gives Mike a salute, and heads next door.

As Tim enters the back door, he waves to Mike.  Mike smiles, 
salutes back, and rolls himself back into the house.

INT. MIKE’S PORCH - A WEEK LATER

Tim finishes up his push-ups.  Mike counts out for him.

MIKE
Nine...  Ten...

Tim exerts himself for the tenth, then collapses to the 
floor.

MIKE
See.  You did ten push-ups, and 
it’s only been a week.

TIM
I’m gonna die...  I’m gonna die...
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MIKE
Actually, you’re probably more 
likely to live longer now than you 
were when we started.  You been 
eating your veggies?

TIM
Grams makes me.

Mike pours a glass of ice water from a pitcher, hands it to 
Tim who chugs it.  He looks at his half-empty glass.

TIM
(with drama)

That’s wonderful!

MIKE
Ain’t it?  And ain’t it great that 
you did ten push-ups when a week 
ago you couldn’t do three?

Tim smiles, nods, impressed with himself.

MIKE
At that rate, how many do you think 
you could do by the end of the 
summer?

TIM
(Calculating)

A hundred and twenty five, maybe?
(certain, astounded)

I could do a hundred and twenty 
five!

MIKE
(amused)

Well, why don’t we keep doing your 
push-ups at an even pace, but vary 
your routine a little.  Try some 
sit ups.

Pumped, Tim moves to a sitting position and starts sit-ups.

BEGIN SERIES OF SHOTS (OVER SUCCEEDING WEEKS)

--Tim doing push-ups with ease.

--Mike with a stop-watch as Tim runs fast in place.

--Tim does more push-ups, this time with ease.

--Tim and Mike snack on veggies & dip, laugh at a joke.
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--Tim finishes up push-ups as Mike counts to twenty.  Tim 
hops up and does body-builder poses.

END SERIES OF SHOTS

EXT. MIKE’S PORCH - WEEKS LATER

Janice argues over something with her mother as she packs up 
her car.  Tim looks sadly at the car as Mike looks on with 
sympathy.

TIM
I wish I didn’t have to go.

MIKE
It’s not like you’re going forever.  
Ya only have to wait to 
Thanksgiving.

Tim, nods, leans forward as though he want to give Mike a 
hug, but stops himself, shy.

TIM
Anyway, I gotta go.

Mike smiles sadly, puts his hand to his forehead in salute. 
Tim salutes him before returning to his grandmother’s house.

Mike a bit emotional watching Tim leave, rolls into the 
house.

EXT. OLD URBAN HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - SECONDS LATER

Janice sees Tim coming back from Mike’s house.

JANICE
Hey, Tubby.  Looks like you lost 
some of that lard over the summer.

GRANDMOTHER
You’ve just got to keep him away 
from that fast food.

JANICE
That’s it!  Got to go.  Get in, 
Timmy-pooh.

Tim climbs into the car, looks out the window at Mike’s 
house.  Janice looks over at what he’s looking at.
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JANICE
You talk to Mike over the summer?

She gets in on the driver’s side, pauses for a cigarette.

TIM
Yeah.  He’s a good guy.

(pausing a moment)
He’s a war hero, you know?

Janice breaks out in derisive laughter.

JANICE
You’ve got to be kidding!

TIM
No!  He was in Iraq.  He got hurt 
in combat.

JANICE
Iraq?

TIM
Well, Afghanistan or something in 
the military.  He was in the 
Marines.  He even has a shirt.

JANICE
You doofus.  Mike’s been in a 
wheelchair since a car accident in 
fourth grade.  That’s his brother’s 
shirt.  

Janice takes a triumphant drag from her cigarette as Tim, 
heartbroken, stares at the empty window of Mike’s house.

JANICE
He ain’t no hero.

Janice flicks her cigarette out of the window and starts up 
the engine.  Tim peers out the window and looks closely at 
his friend’s house.  A flag flaps on the porch.

As Janice puts the car in reverse, Tim is astounded to see 
Mike in the window, waving good-bye.

As the car pulls out of the driveway, Tim, in a burst of 
defiant energy, stands to lean all the way out the window and 
give his hero a full-armed salute, over and over again.

On the porch, Mike laughs, salutes back.

FADE OUT.
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