
TRENTON 
It’s a, curse. A gun. I was moving to a city, bigger than the one I grew up in and it was 
known for its violence. Its cruelty. Its heart. My father paid me a visit before I left-- 
 

(TRENTON makes a theatrical shift and 
begins playing his own FATHER, 

smoking a pretend cigarette.) 
 

TRENTON (AS FATHER) 
You’re a grown man now, son. You’re old enough to know full well how the world 
works. Everybody is looking to be wise on someone else. Even if you have nothing, 
they’ll want it. They’ll take your voice, if you let them. We want what’s best-- 
 

TRENTON 
I know. Thank you. 
 

(TRENTON (AS FATHER) produces a 
cigar box, opens the lid. Things start to 

get more serious. Ominous.) 
 

TRENTON (AS FATHER) 
It’s a Glock. It’s made of a nylon based polymer. The hammer-forged barrel has a female 
type polygonal rifling with a right-hand twist. Only use it when you are sure someone 
means you harm. You don’t need to load it, if you don’t want to. But, if you do, load it 
that is, keep the safety on and remember that the safety’s on if you need it in a hurry. 
That 
pause-- 

(Brief pause.) 
 

TRENTON (AS FATHER) 
--could kill you. There you go. 

 
(TRENTON looks at the box.) 

 
TRENTON 

The first night after he gave me the gun, I had this dream where I was fighting off a 
faceless criminal. We were running from room to room, in a house that didn’t make 
sense. I dove under my bed to find the gun, just to find the cigar box empty and the 
criminal pointing my own gun in my face and when he fires... 

 
(Sound of a GUNSHOT. TRENTON clutches his hand, stunned. Beat. He GASPS for 

air, as if awakened. He looks around nervously for a bit, then breaks 
character, saying--) 

 
TRENTON  
My father. His love. It gave me nightmares.	


