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INT. DOUG’S DORM ROOM - NIGHT

Doug, shirtless, styling his hair. Music from a small radio. 
Danny looking around the room for something, wearing nothing 
but a towel around his waist.

The phone is ringing.

DANNY
You seen my shirt?

DOUG
No. 

Phone still ringing.

DOUG (CONT’D)
You gonna answer that or that?

Danny picks up the phone.

DANNY
Hello... yeah, sure, hang on. 

(to Doug)
It’s for you.

Doug looks over to Danny.

DOUG
Who is it?

Danny shrugs.

Doug walks over and takes the phone.

DOUG (CONT’D)
This is Doug... wait, calm down 
I... are you... just stay there, 
I’m on my way.

Doug hangs up the phone and grabs a t-shirt, pulling it over 
his head. 

DANNY
Hey man, something wrong?

Doug ignores the question and darts out the door.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

Doug pulls up in a rough looking Chevy Nova. Burt’s pick up 
truck from before sits in the driveway.



Doug sprints to the front door and goes inside.

INT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Burt tries to push his way into a bedroom door. Victoria 
doing her best to keep him from doing so.

SCRUFFY MAN
Open the God damn door Casey!

VICTORIA
Stop it! Leave her alone!

Burt grabs Victoria.

BURT
Shut your fucking mouth!

He throws her against the wall.

Doug comes into the hallway just as Victoria falls to the 
ground in a clump. His eyes lock with the Burt.

Without hesitation, Doug rushes and tackles Burt to the 
ground. 

A flurry of punches.

BURT (CONT’D)
Get off me!

They roll around on the ground, Doug firmly with the upper 
hand. He wrenches on a choke hold, dragging Burt down the 
hallway.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - NIGHT

Doug drags Burt to the front yard and tosses him on the 
ground. 

Burt bleeds from his lip and a cut above his eye.

DOUG
Get in your truck and get the hell 
out of here.

BURT
Fuck you!

Doug starts to walk toward Burt. Burt scrambles back, 
crawling on the ground, until he reaches his truck.
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DOUG
You come here again, and I swear to 
you, I will make it my mission in 
life to make yours a living hell.

Burt, defeated and dejected avoids any more eye contact, and 
gets in his truck. 

The truck backs up and drives off.

Doug watches until it disappears from view.

He turns and looks back, Victoria standing in the doorway.

INT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Doug picks up an overturned lamp. Victoria looks a bit 
roughed up, shaking, nervous.

VICTORIA
I--I didn’t know who else to call. 
He wouldn’t leave--I didn’t--I was 
so scared.

Doug walks over and takes Victoria into his arms. He brushes 
the hair out of her eyes. 

DOUG
Shhhh... It’s alright now.

She rests her head on his chest.

A moment as Doug continues to calm her.

GIRL’S VOICE (O.C.)
Is he gone?

Doug and Victoria turn to find Casey (late teens) standing 
meekly at the edge of the room.

Victoria goes over and takes Casey’s hand.

VICTORIA
Yeah sweetie, he’s gone. Everything 
is fine now.

Victoria looks back at Doug.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Doug, this... this is my sister 
Casey.
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INT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - LATER

The only light a feint flicker from a black and white TV. 
Doug and Victoria laying on the couch.

A few empty beer bottles on the coffee table.

VICTORIA
My mom was a singer.

Doug sits up, his interest perked.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
She wasn’t famous or anything. Just 
small jazz clubs and private 
lessons. But she had a voice like 
an angel.

Victoria smirks.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
When I was a kid I used to tell my 
her I was going to be famous. So 
she got me this book, Peggy Finds 
the Theater, and after I read it I 
was convinced I was going to sing 
on Broadway.

DOUG
So what happened?

VICTORIA
With what?

DOUG
Singing.

Victoria sighs.

VICTORIA
You know, you grow up, forget about 
dreams and that kind of stuff.

DOUG
People should never forget about 
their dreams.

VICTORIA
Why’s that?
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DOUG
Because I don’t want to live in a 
world where people don’t believe 
their dreams can’t come true.

VICTORIA
Neither did my mom... which is why 
she killed herself.

Doug and Victoria sit in silence for a moment.

DOUG
I... I didn’t--

VICTORIA
It’s okay. I didn’t know she had 
been battling depression for a long 
time. She always dreamed about 
seeing her name in lights. I guess 
the reality that wasn’t going to 
happen just became too much. 

Victoria rubs a few tears from her eyes.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
My dad blamed himself. He obsessed 
about what he could have done 
differently.

DOUG
That was him tonight, wasn’t it.

Victoria nods.

VICTORIA
I moved out after I graduated high 
school and stayed with friends here 
and there. Casey still lived with 
my dad. Until one day I stopped by 
to visit, and found her in the 
closet, crying.

Victoria tears up a bit again. 

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
See, I look like my dad. But Casey, 
she’s damn near a spitting image of 
our mom. She said dad had started 
to come into her room at night. I 
didn’t need to hear anything else. 
I packed a bag of clothes for her, 
and brought her with me. 

5.

(MORE)



I got a job at the deli, rented 
this townhome, and got her back in 
school. I don’t know how he found 
us, but he did, and now he shows up 
drunk and tries to take her back.

The sit in silence for a moment. 

Credits start to roll on the television.

Doug sits up.

DOUG
I should probably go.

Victoria takes his hand and sits up next to him.

VICTORIA
Don’t go. I feel safe when you’re 
here.

Doug looks over. A moment. They kiss, and lay back down onto 
the couch.

EXT. DRAKE UNIVERSITY - DRAKE STADIUM - DAY

Fans fill the stadium stands. A group of runners race past on 
a power blue track. 

Doug leans forward against the fence, looking out over the 
track, eyes distant. Stan walks up next to him. 

DOUG
This doesn’t feel right. I can’t 
focus.

STAN
That’ll change when you line up.

DOUG
No. I feel like I did at the 
Dogwood relays. My heart isn’t in 
this one.

Stan nods, but doesn’t look pleased.

STAN
What do you want to do?

Doug looks over.
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DOUG
I want to pull out of the ten kay. 
Enter Alan in my place. I’m sorry 
Stan.

STAN
Don’t worry about it. Let’s talk 
about this when we get back. 
Alright?

Doug nods.

INT. LOCKEROOM - DAY

Male athletes mill about in various states of dress.

A closed office door adjacent to the men’s locker room. The 
lettering reads “Stan Huntsman - Head Track Coach.”

INT. STAN HUNTSMAN’S OFFICE - DAY

The office is sparsely decorated with a few University of 
Tennessee track items pinned to the walls.

Stan behind a modest desk. Doug in a chair in front of him.

STAN
The way I see it, you’re at a 
crossroad.

Stan taps his finger.

STAN (CONT’D)
I want you to run the ten, but we 
both know you’d rather be running 
the five. But you can’t compete in 
the five at a national level. Not 
now. Not with the talent out there.

DOUG
So I don’t get to run the five kay? 
Come on Stan, I’m as good as the 
rest of the guys we’ve got.

Stan sits back in his chair.

STAN
I know. And I’ll still let you run 
it. And I’ll still let you run the 
ten. 
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Hell, I need to you to keep running 
those, for the sake of the team. 
But that’s one path.

Stan crosses his arms.

STAN (CONT’D)
And I brought you in here to talk 
about the other.

DOUG
The steeplechase.

STAN
You got it. I think you need to get 
serious about the steeple. And deep 
down inside you know that’s what 
you need to do too.

DOUG
A race finds it’s runner.

Stan smiles.

STAN
If we do this, we do this all out. 
This is your focus. Above all else. 
And we don’t stop until you’re the 
best this country has to offer. So 
what do you say, deal?

Stan hold his hand out.

Doug looks at Stan, then at his hand. He grabs hit, a thick 
smile on his face.

DOUG
Deal.
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