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FADE IN:

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY

Chairs line side of an Olympic size pool. BOYS, 10-12,

dressed in swimsuits, line against the wall. A twenty foot

high diving board stands at the end of the pool.

MICHAEL, 10, sluggish, slumps glancing at the clock. SUSAN,

40s, paces down the line, checking off names on a CLIPBOARD.

She stops in front of Michael.

SUSAN

You sure you’re up to this?

MICHAEL

I guess.

Susan checks Michael’s name off on the list.

SUSAN

Ladies, welcome to the first day of

diving try outs. Only ten of you

will make it. Who here can swim?

Everyone but Michael raise their hands.

SUSAN (cont’d)

Why not?

MICHAEL

I’m a strong drowner. I’m getting

better at it.

Susan blows her whistle.

SUSAN

Everyone go to your assigned lanes.

(to Michael)

Except you. Sit this one out.

All of the boys, except Michael, race towards the pool, and

dives in after each other. He leans against the wall as JIM,

12, muscular, lurks over him.

JIM

Look who decided to show up. Don’t

you know guppies aren’t allowed to

join the diving team?

Michael folds his arms.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

MICHAEL

Leave me alone! Don’t you have some

steroids to inject?

JIM

Why don’t you get in? Unless you’re

chicken.

Jim flaps his arms clucking. He drags Michael’s arm to the

edge of the pool.

MICHAEL

Let go of me!

Jim shoves Michael into the pool. He chortles and walks

away. Michael splashes his arms and legs, from under the

water, struggling to rise to the surface.

He grabs the edge, coughing chunks of water from his mouth.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Towels fold on lounge chairs aligning along the pool. A

small diving board stands at the edge of the pool.

Michael, dressed in his damp swimsuit, lounges on a chair

next to FRED, 40’s, drinking a glass of lemonade.

FRED

Aren’t you going in?

MICHAEL

Can’t. Sharks could be in there.

Fred moves his drink to the side, placing his hand on

Michael’s shoulder.

FRED

You have to face your fear

sometime. Don’t you realize sharks

live in the ocean?

MICHAEL

I wouldn’t be like this if you

didn’t make me watch "Jaws"!

FRED

You loved it so much, you cried at

the end! Remember?

Michael wraps his towel around himself.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

MICHAEL

I was scared!

Fred’s ring tone plays the Jaws theme. Michael runs into the

house. Fred takes his phone out from his pocket and answers.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY

Michael leans against the wall and watches the boys dive

into the pool, one after the other. As each boy lands, Susan

checks them off the list.

Susan’s dark shadow hovers over him. Michael scruffs his

feet to the high dive.

Michael touches the silver handle for a beat, then throws

his hand back. He turns towards Susan, tapping her watch on

her wrist.

Michael places his foot on the first step. He groans in

massive pain. His body vigorously trembles as he climbs the

ladder.

Once he reaches the top, he rambles towards the edge of the

diving board.

He peeks down below at the pool of boys swimming to the

other side.

The diving board wiggles. Michael turns around, noticing Jim

vigorously shaking the diving board, bouncing on his knees.

Michael grasps on the diving board.

He slides backwards while Jim creeps towards him. Michael

dangles on the brink of the diving board. The boys look up

at him and laugh.

Jim stomps on Michael’s hand. Michael plummets into the

pool.

Bubbles rise from the water.

Susan dolphin dives into the pool. They rise to the surface.

The boys collapse on the ground, banging their hands on the

floor, laughing uncontrollably, as Michael flees from the

pool.



4.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Michael sunbathes on a chair. Fred, dressed in a revealing

red speedo, hops off the diving board, making a thunderous

SPLASH into the pool. Fred resurfaces from the water.

FRED

Come on in! The waters just right.

MICHAEL

No thanks. I almost died today.

FRED

Just do what I did.

Fred playfully splashes water around with his hands. Michael

gets up, and makes his way to the diving board. He slowly

backs away, gazing at the water.

FRED (cont’d)

Don’t be scared. I’ll catch you!

Fred reaches his arms out to the side. Michael springs off

the diving board, and cannon balls into the pool. Michael

emerges from the water and strokes to the edge.

FRED (cont’d)

Try again.

MONTAGE

-Fred springs off the diving board, front flips in mid air,

and lands in the pool. Michael rolls off the diving board,

SLAMMING into the water.

-Michael belly flops off the diving board. He drags himself

out of the pool, and collapses on the ground. Fred pours

himself another glass of lemonade.

-Michael leaps off the diving board, and twirls in mid air

before landing in the water. Fred applauds as he swims to

the edge of the pool.

-Michael forms a swan like dive into the pool as he hurdles

off the diving board.

END OF MONTAGE

Fred wraps a towel around Michael.

FRED (cont’d)

You ready champ?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

MICHAEL

Bring it.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY

PARENTS sit in the bleachers as the boys mingle amongst each

other wrapped in their towels. Susan, Michael, and Jim stand

next to the diving board. Jim nudges him.

JIM

I bet you don’t have the balls to

go on the high dive again.

MICHAEL

Acting like a dick won’t make yours

any bigger.

Susan pulls out a pen from her pocket.

SUSAN

Should I give you a zero now or

after you dive?

MICHAEL

Just you wait.

Jim places his hands on his hips.

JIM

Well lookie what we have here. It

appears the guppy has become a

flounder.

Jim claps his hands together, impersonating a seal. Michael

gives him a small shove.

MICHAEL

Step aside shrimp. Observe how it’s

done.

Michael escalates to the top of the diving board, pausing

for a beat.

Fred jumps up from the bleachers.

FRED

Come on Michael! You can do it!

Michael pounces off the diving board, points his toes to the

sky, and bends to touch his feet.

He then forms a swan like position as he enters the water.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

The room fills with thunderous cheers as Michael glides to

the other end of the pool. Fred runs down the steps to the

pool area.

Susan marks 8.8 next to his name. Michael lifts himself out

of the pool. Susan wraps a towel around him.

SUSAN

Very nice form. Welcome to the

team.

JIM

That’s not fair! I didn’t get a

chance to dive!

SUSAN

(to Jim)

Your drug test showed you tested

positive for steroids. Next time,

lay off the juice.

The boys rush over to Michael, welcoming him with a warm

friendly greeting. Fred leans close to Michael.

FRED

You did it son. I’m proud of you.

FADE OUT


