
P.F.C.

by

Juan De La Cruz

3P SPEECH PUBLISHING HOUSE
WINTER PARK, FLORIDA



2

3P Speech Publishing House Ensures:

Quality: Publishing compelling Comedies and 

Dramas for all performance needs
Originality: Crafting scripts that are Creative, 

Innovative, and Imaginative
Affordability: Providing material for individuals 

and schools of all income levels

For all of your script needs:

www.3pspeechpublishing.com

For all of your performance needs:

www.3pspeech.com

3P Speech Publishing House
1410 Oneco Ave.
Winter Park, FL 32789

Email: info@3pspeech.com
Main: www.3pspeech.com
Publishing: www.3pspeechpublishing.com 

http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com
http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com
http://www.3pspeech.com
http://www.3pspeech.com
mailto:info@3pspeech.com
mailto:info@3pspeech.com
http://www.3pspeech.com
http://www.3pspeech.com
http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com
http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com


P.F.C.

by

Juan De La Cruz

3P Speech, LLC
1410 Oneco Ave

Winter Park, FL 32789
Phone: (407) 619-6435

Web: www.3pspeech.com

3

http://www.3pspeech.com
http://www.3pspeech.com


Your Preview Begins Here:

To purchase this script and others, visit 

http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com

4

http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com
http://www.3pspeechpublishing.com


Cast:

Amanda: 25. The setting should remain simple. She is reminiscing on the 
past events that have led to this moment. She is strong, wise, but most 
importantly, witty; she has not lost who she is to this tragedy.

Setting:

July 24th, 2011. It has been 6 years, to the day, that Ramon was killed by an 
IED in Baghdad, Iraq. She can either be at home in a special room 
memorializing him, or at the cemetery. 

Author’s Notes:

It is important that the surrounding props remain as simple as possible. The 
story should lend itself to plenty of visuals. Anything beyond her pure 
personality might make this come off maudlin. 

Special Note

PFC Ramon A. Villatoro Jr was killed in action while his wife was 6 months 
pregnant with their first, and only, son. This is dedicated to him for his 
service to our country, but most importantly, for the lives that he changed 
for the better.  

For his beautiful wife Amanda, who is a great mother and a wonderful 
friend. 

To his son, Ramon A. Villatoro III, who is able to follow whatever dreams he 
wishes to follow as a result of the sacrifice his father, and others like him, 
have made for us to be able to do so.
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P.F.C.
by Juan De La Cruz

AMANDA: I’ve always wanted to be a mother. I don’t know if it’s some female 

biological thing that happens, some kind of internal clock that wakes up one day 

and says “Today, you should get pregnant.” The problem with having children, I 

think, is that when you plan for it, it doesn’t happen. However, when you really 

don’t want children, you somehow end up with them. How’s this for a story? I 

know a man who is in a lovely relationship, has been married for 14 years to the 

woman of his dreams. Well, after 14 years, and 3 kids together, they decided that it 

would be smart for him to have a vasectomy. That’s where the doctors go in and 

make it impossible for the man to impregnate anything, even if he wanted to. They 

had it all planned out for the weekend after his wife’s birthday, which they would 

spend at Disneyland. And, when the day finally came for him to get the vasectomy, 

everything went as well as the doctors could hope. It was a perfect procedure. 

Apparently God didn’t get the memo. You see, on that lovely weekend trip to 

Disneyland, it seemed that fate stepped in and decided that it was time to play one 

of its practical jokes. 8 months and 2 weeks after the procedure, a healthy set of 

twins were born. 

Our pregnancy wasn’t planned. Of course, we were only nineteen with years and 

years ahead of us, there was no time for a baby. Thankfully, however, God didn’t 

get that memo either. 

Kids have the weirdest dreams. Not the “unicorns and flying panda bears frolicking 

across a candy land” kind of dreams, but wanting to be astronauts and princesses. 
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You hear kids talk all the time about the kind of careers they want to have when 

they grow up. My son… wants to be Michael Jackson. You know, I never would 

have imagined that my first big battle, as a mother, would be trying to explain to 

my son why he could never go spend the night at “Neverland Ranch”. He’s so 

talented. And funny. He’s always trying to make me laugh with some goofy little 

dance move. He reminds me so much of his dad. Not that his dad could bust a 

move to save his life; more that characteristic he has in him to want to see me 

smile. I don’t care if he wants to be an astronaut, or president of the United States, 

or even Michael Jackson (well, the dancing/singing part of Michael Jackson) as 

long as he’s like his father. Strong. Proud. Courageous. Everything Ramon would 

have wanted his son to become. 

Ramon and I met each other in high school. You know those people who are 

always fighting for attention in classrooms- except, not for the right reasons? That 

was him. He had a certain air of… confidence, about everything. At just 14 he was 

sure he was going to play for the San Francisco 49ers. He’d go on and on about 

how he was going to lead that team to “The Promised Land”. At 15, his life goals 

had changed completely. It’s hard to imagine that it’s already been over 10 years 

since 9/11. I remember being at school that morning, watching the news, and all of 

us scared for our lives. We were just in a small high school, in a small town, but 

still… we knew the impact of what was happening; Ramon more than anyone, I 

think. Not two minutes passed after the first tower collapsed, when he told the 

room that when we graduate, he was going to be in the Army. 

At the time, it seemed like one of those things you say in the moment. You know, 

like when I get really mad at my sister- and we start a screaming match with one of 

us yelling “I’m gonna kill you”. It’s an empty threat… or, I mean, at least you hope 

it is. But Ramon was serious. All through high school, he never dropped the idea. 

When we graduated a couple years later, the first thing he did was sign up. I 
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thought, for sure, that was it. For all I knew, he was going to go away and meet 

some army girl, and that would be all she wrote. However, after completing boot 

camp- and six months after graduating high school- he came back home on a two 

week leave. One week after he came back … he took me on a date to my favorite 

restaurant, “Rosemary’s”. It’s a cool little Italian restaurant right around where we 

grew up. He looked so damn good in his uniform… he also looked pale. Well, the 

long and short of it all, he proposed. He did it in the most romantic way… he got 

down on his knee and said, “The entire time I was at boot camp, I kept asking 

myself- ‘why am I doing this?’ But the answer was waiting for me in the letters 

you kept writing. I know what I fight for, and I know that you are the biggest 

reason I do that.” 

One week later, we were married. I know what people say about being too young, 

and just waiting to see how it works out, but we just knew. For us, it was now or 

never- and we both wanted it to be now. So, I moved back to Colorado with him, 

on base, at Ft. Carson- and from there, I became an Army Wife! Hooah! It was the 

most amazing time of my life. In January, he got the orders we both knew were 

coming- he was to head off to Iraq in March. So we prepared, but we lived life as 

normally as possible. And when the time came, he asked me to go back home to 

my mother, so that I wouldn’t have to be alone while he was gone. I’m not stupid. 

I’m not some silly little girl, who imagines the world is completely free of terror, or 

who doesn’t know the risks associated with war, but that didn’t stop me from 

hoping… from planning out our lives for when he got back from Iraq. I just want a 

family, and for Ramon to be here.

Soon after he left, I got sick. I figured that his being off to war gave me some kind 

of illness, missing him if nothing else. He called me once a week, like clock-work. 

And, on one of his calls, I had a special surprise to tell him about (alludes to 

stomach)… That was easily the loudest I’d ever heard him become, and no one 
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P.F.C.
by Juan De La Cruz

GENRE: Drama

CAST: 1 Female

SUMMARY:

As she prepares to embark on a journey that only single-
motherhood can provide, Amanda (25) reminisces and grieves for 
the past that brought her to this point in her life. Having lost a 
husband to war, she has no choice but to pick up the pieces for her 
son. 
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