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EXT. BUS STATION - NIGHT

A lone bus sits idling, a BAGGAGE MAN putting the last pieces 
of luggage in the carrier departments.

A few PATRONS mill about, but most have already boarded.

Doug sits on a bench. His face somber. Victor next to him, 
holding his hand in her lap.

VICTORIA
If there’s anything I can do while 
you’re gone...

The PA system squawks to life.

PA ANNOUNCER
Last boarding call for Bus 141 to 
Detroit. Last call, 141 to Detroit.

DOUG
That’s me.

Doug stands up, his hand slipping away from Victoria’s grasp.

VICTORIA
Doug?

He turns.

She stands up and hugs him. Then a peck on his forehead.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
If you need to... talk, anything...

Doug nods and enters the bus. 

The DRIVER closes the doors, honks the horn once.

INT. BUS - NIGHT

Doug takes his seat as the bus pulls away. He looks out at 
Victoria.

She waves to him. 

He doesn’t wave back. He just watches as she disappears from 
view.

EXT. INTERSTATE HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The bus passes under an I-75 North sign.



EXT. HIGHWAY NEAR CINCINNATI - NIGHT

The bus passes over a bridge. Signs overhead indicate various 
exit ramps into Cincinnati.

Doug looks out of the window, staring at what little traffic 
passes by.

EXT. HIGHWAY NEAR TOLEDO - DAY

The sun just starting to peak over the horizon.

A highway sign indicates ten miles to Toledo.

INT. BUS - DAY

Most everyone is asleep. Doug isn’t. He stares at the seat 
back in front of him, unconsciously picking at his fingers.

EXT. HIGHWAY NEAR DETROIT - DAY

The bus basses under a highway sign showing exits for 
Detroit.

EXT. DOUG’S HOUSE - DAY

Doug exits a dark green sedan, bag over his shoulder. He 
leans in to grab his bag in the back seat.

DOUG
(to driver)

Thanks.

The DRIVER nods.

Doug shuts the door and the car drives off.

He stands in the quiet morning air, staring at his house. 
Some doves in a tree nearby coo. A car horn off in the 
distance.

He walks up the sidewalk, opens the door--

INT. DOUG’S HOUSE - DAY

And the madness begins.
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The family room is packed. Brothers and sisters run up to 
greet him. But Doug isn’t in the mood to talk.

He makes his way into the kitchen.

KITCHEN

Doug’s Mother is busy making breakfast for everyone. 

DOUG
Hey mom.

She turns and spots Doug. Her face lights up, but quickly 
turns to sympathy.

DOUG’S MOM
Hi sweetie. How are you doing?

Doug shrugs. He walks over and gives her a kiss on the cheek.

DOUG’S MOM (CONT’D)
I’ll have some breakfast ready for 
you in a minute. Have the boys take 
your bags downstairs.

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Massive archways. Stained glass windows as tall as a multi 
story building. A classic Catholic church.

The pews are packed with PARISH MEMBERS. 

DOUG’S FATHER, MOTHER, Doug, and his brother’s and sisters 
take up an entire row.

Coach Vachon is at a podium, a casket with Father Stevens 
picture on an stand nearby.

COACH VACHON
Our lives are filled with people 
that come and go. Most just flashes 
in the pan. Blink and you miss 
them. Others stay around for a 
while, and then drift their 
separate ways. Few touch your life 
in any meaningful way. 

Vachon looks out over the crowd. Some in the crown crying, 
others look down, solemn. His gaze settling on Doug.
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COACH VACHON (CONT’D)
But there are those rare occasions 
where you meet someone who alters 
and touches your life in the most 
significant and dramatic fashion. 
Father Conrad Stevens was one of 
these men.

Doug sits straight, and proud, doing his best to hold back 
the tears welling up in his eyes.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Doug stands in front of a trophy case. Awards stacked from 
the bottom to the top. Cross country. Track and Field. 
Ribbons. Plaques. 

Doug looks over a picture of him and Father Stevens. A banner 
behind them says “State Championships 1969.”

BOYS VOICE (O.C.)
He talked about you all the time.

Doug turns to find Ronny Weaver, sporting his Sunday best.

RONNY
If we complained about running 
laps, he’d say

(imitates Stevens)
Doug Brown never complained about 
running laps.

A subtle grin from Doug.

RONNY (CONT’D)
If we didn’t want to go out because 
it was cold he’d say

(imitates Stevens)
Doug Brown trained in a foot of 
snow.

Ronny laughs and shakes his head.

RONNY (CONT’D)
It was so annoying.

DOUG
He always was.

Ronny holds out his hand. Doug grabs it and they shake.
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RONNY
I’m--

DOUG
Ronny Weaver.

Ronny is a bit surprised.

DOUG (CONT’D)
He talked about you too.

A solemn moment. 

They both turn their attention back to the trophy case.

RONNY
It’s not going to be the same at 
states without him. I’m a ball of 
nerves before a race. But when 
Father Stevens was around... it’s 
like, he always knew just the right 
thing to say. 

Ronny shakes his head, reminiscing.

RONNY (CONT’D)
Whenever you thought you couldn’t 
run hard, or that you might not 
make the cut, he’d always be there 
to remind you pain is temporary, 
but--

DOUG
Pride is forever.

RONNY
Yeah.

A woman’s voice from down the hall.

WOMAN (O.S.)
Ronny honey, we’ve got to go.

Ronny looks down the hallway to spot his MOTHER waving to 
him.

RONNY
He was convinced you’d make the 
Olympics this year, you know?

DOUG
Somehow I don’t see that happening.
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Ronny isn’t buying it.

RONNY
Don’t give up. Nothing pissed 
Father Stevens off more than when a 
runner gave up. He always knew when 
you weren’t giving it your all. 

Doug looks down.

RONNY (CONT’D)
And You just know he’s up there, 
somewhere, watching.

Ronny starts to walk away.

RONNY (CONT’D)
Somehow, he’ll let you know.

With a wave Ronny trots off.

RONNY (CONT’D)
Nice meeting you Doug.
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