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FADE IN:

EXT. SNOW COVERED STREETS - DAY

Hard gray slush frozen on the curbs. Layers of caked snow 
compressed on the streets. Icicles dangling perilously from 
the corners of roof gutters.

This is no winter wonderland. This is the hard reality of a 
Michigan winter. 

SUPER: St. Claire Shores - 1970

A lone figure trots along the sidewalk, disturbing the early 
morning scene. 

Clad in grey sweats, DOUG BROWN (18), tall and lengthy, is 
somehow able to traverse a weary path through the snow 
covered sidewalks. 

He jogs past an elementary school and it’s snow covered 
playground. 

Past rows of identical 1950s track housing with WEARY WORKERS 
scraping ice off their car windshields.

Down Jefferson Avenue, a frozen lake St. Claire to his left, 
sparsely populated with ice fishing huts.

Down a busy city street, brisk with morning traffic.

And past a massive Catholic church.

EXT. DOUG’S HOUSE - DAY

Doug trots up to a nondescript home on a corner lot. He 
stomps on the mat outside the side door.

A pause, deep breath, and then he opens the door--

INT. DOUG’S HOUSE - DAY

To complete pandemonium. EIGHT CHILDREN, five boys, three 
girls, ranging from age eight to seventeen, ramble about the 
family room. Some with cereal bowls. Some just with toast. 

DOUG’S MOTHER, frantic, trying to to keep tabs on everything.

Doug makes his way through the crowd and into the breezeway 
connecting the family room, kitchen, and basement stairs.



On the wall is a calendar open to February. Next to it a hand 
written note: STATE FINALS MAY 28.

Doug takes a pen tied to a tack on the wall and crosses off 
February 19th. He plods down some stairs and into the 
basement.

The calendar slowly fades from February to May, with every 
day leading up to May 28 crossed off.

EXT. FERRY FIELD - DAY

A quarter mile track nestled in the heart of the University 
of Michigan campus. A massive all brick building strafes the 
backstretch.

High School ATHLETES litter the grounds, blazoned with 
various school colors and logos.

WARM UP AREA

A group of DISTANCE RUNNERS stretching. Doug, sporting a warm 
up suit for Notre Dame High School, leans against a chain 
link fence. He looks down at his right hand, it’s shaking. 

COACH VACHON (50s), stern and clean cut, on the other side of 
the fence, offers a reassuring smile.

COACH VACHON
Just stick to your game plan. And 
try not to get distracted by the 
sights. You’ll be fine.

Doug nods.

DOUG
Alright Coach.

Coach Vachon pats Doug on the shoulder and heads off.

Doug joins the other runners and starts stretching. 

VOICE
If it isn’t shit Brown.

Doug turns and spots RICK SCHOTT, sporting a warm up suit 
from Gross Pointe North, and TWO GOONS arriving in the warm 
up area. 

Schott sits down right next to Doug.
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RICK
Nice to see you could make it. I 
think everyone’s about ready to see 
that your win at the cross country 
meet was a fluke.

DOUG
Piss off Rick. It wasn’t a fluke.

The two Goons fake like they’re scared.

GOONS
Ooooh...

Risk smirks.

RICK
I had a cold. Everyone knows that. 
But hey, you still want to live in 
a fantasy world, be my guest.

Doug gets up and grabs his sweats.

DOUG
Whatever man.

Rick and the Goons laugh as Doug walks away.

RICK
See you on the track Brownie.

Doug flicks the trio off without looking back.

START/FINISH LINE

All the RUNNERS are gathered around, waiting for the signal 
from the TRACK OFFICIALS it’s time to start the race.

Doug has both hands against the fence. He lifts up his right 
hand, it’s still shaking. 

Doug looks up to find FATHER STEVENS (60s), standing on the 
other side of the fence, arms crossed. His priest collar 
poking out from under a green Notre Dame wind breaker.

STEVENS
Don’t tell me you’re actually 
nervous.

The sight of Stevens instantly relaxes Doug.

DOUG
You made it.
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Stevens comes over.

STEVENS
Of course I did kid. The Lord 
wasn’t going to let me miss this.

Rick spots Doug over at the fence.

RICK
About that time, eh Brownie?

Doug looks back at Rick, his jaw tenses.

STEVENS
Let it go son. Turn the sin of 
wrath into the virtue of patience. 
Use the Lord’s tools. Everyone 
knows Rick’s going to go right to 
the front. Be patient. Keep right 
on his heels. Tease him. Act like 
you’re going to make a move. Make 
him work to stay out front. And on 
that final lap, after you’ve forced 
him to use up all that extra energy 
to stay out front--

Father Stevens pauses, a grin from ear to ear.

STEVENS (CONT’D)
Blow his socks off.

A TRACK OFFICIAL arrives.

TRACK OFFICIAL
Runner’s to their marks.

Doug looks over at the official, then back to Stevens.

FATHER STEVENS
Go get ‘em.

Stevens slaps Doug on the shoulder and Doug trots over to the 
starting line.

Doug lines up right next to Rick.

The official raises his arm, starting gun in hand.

TRACK OFFICIAL
Set.

RICK
See you at the finish line.
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DOUG
You’ve got that backwards.

BAM!

The runners take off.

STANDS

MIKE QUILLAN (30s) and BEN SMITH (40s), each sporting a white 
polo shirts with an embroidered University of Tennessee logo, 
awkwardly make their way into some seats.

The various pad tucked under their arms scream “college 
scout,” and Stevens spots them immediately.

MIKE
I can’t believe the traffic getting 
here.

BEN
No kidding.

The duo takes their seats as Stevens scoots down a few rows 
and settles in behind them.

BEN (CONT’D)
Which is the one we’re looking for 
again?

Mike checks his clip board.

MIKE
Dill. Marshall Dill. The hundred 
meter finals isn’t up until after 
the two mile final is over. We 
haven’t missed anything yet.

Stevens eavesdrops on their conversation.

TRACK

Its a two man race. Rick makes his way across the 
start/finish line. Doug a few feet behind. The remaining herd 
of runners at least fifteen meters back.

The LINE OFFICIAL changes the lap marker from two to three.

STANDS

Mike and Ben watch as Rick and Doug go past.
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MIKE (CONT’D)
The kid out front has a great 
stride. 

Stevens catches his opening and moves down to take a seat 
next to Mike.

STEVENS
The one in front is Rick Schott, 
current state record holder for the 
one mile. 

MIKE
If I wanted the opinion of some bum 
in the stands I’d--

Mike turns and spots Stevens priest collar. His face 
immediately reddens.

MIKE (CONT’D)
Oh! Father, I didn’t see you there.

STEVENS
Not a problem my son. I’d keep my 
eye on the kid in second place.

Mike takes some interest.

FATHER STEVENS
Name’s Doug Brown. Has a great kick  
on the last lap.

MIKE
You a coach?

STEVENS
Me? No. Just clergy. 

Stevens tugs at his wind breaker.

STEVENS (CONT’D)
Brown’s a local back at my parish. 
I’m just here for moral support and 
spiritual guidance.

MIKE
Even if your boy Brown is as good 
as you say he is, I’ve got a hard 
time believing he’s gonna be able 
to pass this Schott kid.

Stevens crosses his arms. Mission accomplished.
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TRACK

Doug still on Rick’s tail. 

The duo nears the start/finish line.

RICK
Give it up Brown. We’re not even in 
the same league.

A bell rings right as the pair crosses the start/finish line, 
signalling the final lap.

DOUG
You know what, you’re right.

Doug extends his stride and passes Rick on the outside. He’s 
making his move.

STANDS

Stevens, Mike, and Ben watch on as Doug starts to pull away. 
Mike seems really impressed.

MIKE
You weren’t kidding about his kick.

Stevens raises up a stop watch that he’s been cradling in his 
palm. He checks the time.

FATHER STEVENS
He’s on pace to break the state 
record by nearly six seconds.

TRACK

Doug rounds turn four and comes to the straight away. The 
crowd is screaming. Ten meters back Rick is nothing but a 
distant memory.

Doug’s face zoned in. His gaze fixed on the start/finish 
line. His breaths, his steps, his movements, all in perfect 
synchronicity. He’s more machine than man at this point.

Doug looks up into the stands. His eyes connect with Stevens, 
who signals with a subtle nod.

And then, it’s over. Doug crosses the start/finish line. The 
stands go crazy as the scoreboard shows a time of 4:13.
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PA ANNOUNCER
Doug Brown crosses in first place 
with a time of four thirteen. A new 
state record!

Doug bends over, gasping for air. Rick crosses a few seconds 
later. Doug walks by. 

DOUG
This one’s a fluke too?

COOL DOWN AREA - LATER

Doug stretches, decked in full sweats, while surrounded by 
other athletes cooling down from their events as well.

Stevens arrives, accompanied by Ben and Mike.

FATHER STEVENS
Doug, I’d like to introduce you to 
Ben Smith and Mike Quillan. They’re 
from the University of Tennessee.

Doug gets up and shakes hands with both of them.

DOUG
Nice to meet you.

BEN
Have you decided on where you want 
to go to college son?

DOUG
Uh, no, I mean, maybe Central 
Michigan, but I haven’t really--

MIKE
We’d like you to come down and see 
the campus. And more importantly, 
talk about running for us in 
college.

Doug tosses a quick glance to Stevens. He simply offers a 
reassuring smile.

EXT. HILLY STREETS - DAY

A rhythmic symphony of rubber meeting asphalt. A group of 
MEN’S DISTANCE RUNNERS jog down the street. Each sport an 
orange wind breaker. “Vols” in all white across their chests.
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SUPER: Knoxville, 1971

Doug and DANNY ZOELLER (20), blonde, scrappy, and ALAN 
PETERMAN (20s), tall and solid, lead the pack.

Danny in the midst of a conversation with Doug.

DANNY
I don’t get you man. Third in the 
ten kay at nationals--

Alan pipes up from behind them.

ALAN
As a freshman.

DANNY
Yet you insist on running the five 
kay too.

DOUG
Danny, the five is the money race. 
I know it. You know it. The guy 
with the one eye down at the Save 
Rite knows it.

ALAN
Competition in the five is 
ridiculous right now. You’ll go 
farther if you concentrate on 
running the ten.

Doug feints excitement.

DOUG
Wow, really? That’s amazing Alan. 
I’m still running the five.

ALAN
And do what? Make the Olympics?

DOUG
Maybe.

Danny laughs.

DANNY
Yeah, right!

ALAN
Not running against Steve 
Prefontaine, Tracy Smith, Sid Sink, 
Len Hilton you won’t. 
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I've run against these guys and 
they kicked my ass. You're good 
Doug, but you're not that good. At 
least not yet.

The team makes a turn down a side street.

ALAN (CONT’D)
Not that it even matters. Huntsman 
wants you running the ten kay. What 
Huntsman wants, he gets. And that's 
pretty much the end of it.

Doug runs along in silence for a beat.

DOUG
Five bucks says I can get Huntsman 
to let me run the five kay at the 
meet this weekend.

DANNY
Five bucks? You’re serious?

Doug nods.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Shit, I’ll take that bet. You’re 
on, man.

The group turns away from the street and onto a rolling 
green. They pass a stone facade with “The University of 
Tennessee” carved into the face.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

A vibrant reddish track. Thick and lush infield green. Stands 
lining each side of the straightaways. 

Up in the stands the track team has assembled. Doug, Danny, 
and Alan sit together in the middle of the pack.

ON THE TRACK

STAN HUNTSMAN (40s), thick wavy hair, strong chin, exactly 
what you think of when “head coach” comes to mind, stands on 
the track looking up at the athletes seated in the stands.

Mike and Ben standing behind him.
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STAN
The University of Tennessee prides 
itself on being a gracious host to 
visiting teams when they come down 
to compete against us. We want 
these teams to feel welcome. We do 
this because it encourages them, 
and their friends, to come down 
again. 

Stan scans the stands, pausing to glance at Doug before 
moving his gaze elsewhere.

STAN (CONT’D)
As some of you may be aware, 
Wisconsin has the current Big Ten 
champion in the three thousand 
meter steeplechase, Mark Larsen. 
They have asked us if we would be 
kind enough to field runners 
against Larsen and his teammates.

IN THE STANDS

Danny leans over to Alan.

DANNY
I bet he asks for volunteers.

ALAN
Shut up Danny.

ON THE TRACK

Stan looks over the athletes once more.

STAN
Now, the S.E.C. doesn’t run the 
steeplechase at it’s meets. And 
it’s within our rights to decline 
Wisconsin’s request. However, 
that’s not Tennessee’s style so I 
agreed to field three runners in 
the race. So I’m asking for three 
volunteers. You don’t have to kill 
yourselves out there, you just need 
to give their guy someone to run 
against.

Two hands go up on each side of the group. On the left side 
is WADE KELLER (20s), thin and squirrely. On the right LANCE 
NEWMAN (20s), handsome with long brown hair,
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Stan takes note.

STAN (CONT’D)
Keller. Newman. Thanks for stepping 
up. I need one more.

IN THE STANDS

Danny and Doug sit in the middle of the group. Doug leans 
over to Danny.

DOUG
You got your wallet?

DANNY
Yeah, why?

Doug raises his hand.

ON THE TRACK

Stan looks over to Doug.

DOUG
I’ll do it if you let me double in 
the five kay.

Stan stares at Doug with a glare that could nearly melt a 
hole in through his head. Yet, there’s no sign Doug is going 
to cave.

STAN
Fine. You got it.

IN THE STANDS

Danny just shakes his head. Alan erupts into laughter.

DANNY
Man, you gotta be kidding me.

ALAN
Sucks for you.

DOUG
That’ll be five bucks.

Danny takes out his wallet.
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INT. PARTY HOUSE - NIGHT

The place is a mad house. People crammed everywhere. Booze 
flowing freely. A keg in the corner.

Two BIG GUYS march through the room carrying Alan on their 
shoulders. 

BIG GUYS
Phi track attack! Phi track attack!

Alan waves to Doug, Danny, Wade, and Lance by the staircase 
as he passes by, helpless to prevent the events that are 
about to unfold.

The Big Guys lower Alan so he can do a keg stand.

Back at the staircase, the guys continue their conversation, 
beers in hand.

WADE
This Larsen guy is supposed to be 
something.

LANCE
Yeah, you think we got any kind of 
chance against him?

DOUG
I don’t see why not.

Danny waves this all off.

DANNY
No way. You don’t know the first 
thing about jumping over those 
barriers man. Remember last year 
when Hank Moss pulled one out of 
the shed, just to mess around? He 
tried to go over one, didn’t jump 
high enough, caught his balls right 
on top. 

Lance and Wade both cringe.

DANNY (CONT’D)
The guy talked like a chick the 
rest of the season.

DOUG
Moss was an idiot. Besides, we run 
the five and ten. 
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Larsen runs a three. By the time 
he’s gassed and hopping over that 
last barrier, we’re just getting 
started.

Lance grabs on to the splinter of hope.

LANCE
Do you do think we can beat him?

DOUG
We’ve got as good a shot as anyone.

WADE
I’ll just be happy to finish.

Alan arrives, face still dripping with booze. He wipes it off 
with his shirt sleeve and belches.

ALAN
What’d I miss?

DANNY
I was just telling the two freshman 
here about how Moss tried to jump 
over the steeple last year.

ALAN
Ha! Dude talked like a chick the 
rest of the year.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

It’s calm. Peaceful. The only noise the offbeat steps of the 
slightly intoxicated Doug, Danny, and Alan.

DOUG
What’d you have to go and scare 
those guys like that for?

DANNY
Who? Lance and Wade? They’ll be 
fine. There’s nothing wrong with 
teasing a rookie now and then.

ALAN
One of those rookies beat your time 
this year.

DANNY
Shut up Alan.
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A loud crash up ahead. Something knocked over. A garbage can? 
Mailbox? Could be anything. 

Doug, Danny, and Alan stop.

ALAN
You hear that?

Some voices arguing. The distinct sound of someone getting 
slapped. A woman cries out.

Doug, Danny, and Alan hustle off around the corner and toward 
the crying.

ROW OF TOWNHOMES

They find a pick up truck idling on a drive way or a row of 
town homes. On the grass nearby is a SCRUFFY MAN (50s) 
standing over a YOUNG WOMAN (20s) on her knees sobbing. 

SCRUFFY MAN
Where is she!

YOUNG WOMAN
Stop it. Just stop it.

SCRUFFY MAN
You tell me where she is!

The Scruffy Man raises his hand to smack her again.

Someone grabs his wrist. It’s Doug. 

Doug spins the Scruffy Man around, and sends a solid kick 
into the middle of his chest. The Man slams back against the 
pickup. 

DOUG
Lets see you try and hit me 
instead.

SCRUFFY MAN
What are you, some kind of 
boyfriend?

Doug ignores the question.

DOUG
What you need to do is get in that 
truck, right now, and get the hell 
out of here.

The Scruffy Man points over at the Young Woman.
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SCRUFFY MAN
I’m not done with you missy. You 
tell your little boyfriend here 
he’d better watch out.

(to Doug)
Cause the next time I’ll have my 
bat.

Doug isn’t intimidated in the least.

DOUG
Get in the truck old man, before 
you get yourself hurt.

The Scuffy Man smirks, wipes his mouth, and gets in the 
truck. He revs the engine, backs out of the driveway, and 
screams off down the street leaving a trail of rubber and 
smoke. 

Dogs all around the neighborhood start barking.

Danny and Alan are tending to the Young Woman, and help her 
to her feet. Doug comes over.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Are you okay?

Even in the dim street light, Doug can see she has a split 
lip, and a cut above her eye. Signs she’s been roughed up 
pretty good.

YOUNG WOMAN
I’m fine. It’s just a scratch it’s 
nothing.

DOUG
He hit you pretty good, we could 
hear it all the way--

The Young Woman pulls away from Alan and Danny.

YOUNG WOMAN
I said I’m fine.

She runs up the steps to the town home and slams the door 
shut as she enters.

Alan, Danny, and Doug look up at the front window, 
dumbfounded.

DANNY
What the hell was that all about?
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The lights inside cut off.

ALAN
I don’t know man, but damn Doug, 
that was one hell of a kick.

The trio starts to walk away, Doug looking back over his 
shoulder one last time.

ALAN (CONT’D)
I mean, when that dude hit he like 
shook the whole truck. I’m gonna 
start calling you captain hero or 
something. 

INT. TOWNHOME - NIGHT

The Young Woman cracks the blinds and watches as the trio 
walk out of view.

EXT. HILLY STREETS - DAY

Doug jogging up a steep incline while the rest of the town is 
still waking up. 

He passes a garbage truck and waves to the GARBAGE MAN 
hanging on to the back.

EXT.  NORTH CARRICK HALL - DAY

A twelve story three wing dormitory. A few students come and 
go through the front doors.

Doug jogs up, taking a moment to catch his breath before 
going inside.

INT. NORTH CARRICK HALL - DAY

Doug walks through the main corridor, hands on his head, 
still breathing heavy.

MAIL ROOM

A small room with a series of lock box style mail boxes 
adorning the walls. Doug grabs the letters in his box.
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INT. DOUG’S DORM ROOM - DAY

The place is a mess. Clothes on the floor. Empty pizza box on 
a desk. A random pair of women’s laying on some shoes.

Danny is passed out on one of the beds. 

Doug sits on the other bed and looks through his mail.

He stops on a letter from Notre Dame High School. He rips it 
open and starts reading.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.)
Doug, I hope spring training went 
well. I’m sure you’re off to a 
great start this season and I look 
forward to seeing big things from 
you this year. 

Doug smiles.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
As for our team... well, let’s just 
say we’re a bit lacking in the 
distance department this year.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL TRACK - DAY

Coach Vachon yells at a GROUP OF RUNNERS as they pass by on 
the practice track.

Father Stevens sits up in the stands taking notes.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.)
There have definitely been some 
holes to fill ever since you 
graduated.

He watches one athlete in particular in the group. A YOUNG 
KID, smaller than the rest hanging in the back of the group.

Coach Vachon blows his whistle and the team starts to sprint.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
That’s not to say the whole team is 
a loss right now. We picked up a 
new kids from Roseville. His names 
Ronny Weaver. And he out hustles 
everyone else on the team.
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The Young Kid takes off and passes the whole group on the 
outside. Some of the other kids try to keep up, but it’s no 
use.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
He’s got a kick like a stallion and 
reminds me a lot of you.

INT. DOUG’S DORM ROOM - DAY

Doug smiles ad he finishes up the letter.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.)
I’ve got a feeling if Vachon can 
get him up to speed, our team’s 
gonna turn our all right. Hopefully 
this letter gets to you before the 
Wisconsin meet, because I want you 
to kick some badger butt. Be with 
God, Father Joseph Stevens.

INT. CLASSROOM HALLWAYS - DAY

Doug and Danny enter into the hallway in a throng of students 
pouring out of a lecture hall.

DANNY
I’m telling you, you’ve got to 
check out Pink Floyd. They’re new, 
still kind of underground. My buddy 
scored some of their albums while 
he was in London.

DOUG
I don’t know man, I’ve been really 
getting into The Allman Brothers.

Someone bumps into Doug as they pass by in the opposite 
direction. The person drops their papers all over the place.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Watch where you’re--

She’s wearing sunglasses, but Doug realizes it’s the Young 
Woman from last night. Her split lip still a bit swollen.

He’s quick to help her gather her things.

YOUNG WOMAN
Thank you.
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DOUG
You do remember me, right?

She ignores his question.

Doug hands her some papers, and she’s quick to stuff them 
back in her notebook.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Hello? Last night. In front of your 
house. Guy in a truck. Anything?

Doug waits for some sort of indication she’s following what 
he’s getting at, all he gets is silence.

The Young Woman reaches for a paper near Doug’s feet and her 
sunglasses fall off, revealing a serious black eye.

They both stop, neither sure what to do next. Doug picks up 
her sunglasses and hands them back. She grabs then and starts 
to leave.

YOUNG WOMAN
I’ve got to go.

DOUG
Wait. 

But it’s no use. She disappears around a corner.

DANNY
What was that all about?

Doug is still a bit dumbfounded. He spots one paper she 
missed and walks over to pick it up. Name on the paper: 
Victoria Williams.

INT. REGISTRARS’S OFFICE - DAY

A few desks pepper an otherwise quiet group of offices. 

Alan and Doug at a row of filing cabinets. Alan looks around, 
checking to see if anyone is watching.

ALAN
I could get in so much trouble for 
this.

DOUG
But you’ll be so awesome if you 
pull it off.
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Alan pulls open the drawer for W.

ALAN
What’s her name again?

Doug checks the paper.

DOUG
Williams, Victoria Williams.

Alan sifts through the files and pulls out a folder for 
Victoria. He takes a piece of paper labeled “SCHEDULE” and 
hands it to Doug.

ALAN
If anyone finds out I gave that to 
you I’m in deep shit.

DOUG
You’re the best.

Doug hustles off.

ALAN
I mean it. Don’t tell anyone!

Alan puts the folder back in the drawer.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE CLASSROOM - DAY

A group of students flow out into the hallway from a 
classroom nearby. Brining up the rear of the group is 
VICTORIA WILLIAMS, still sporting her sunglasses. 

Doug trots up alongside her. Victoria tries to hurry away.

VICTORIA
What are you, some kind of stalker?

She pushes through a doorway to the green outside.

EXT. LANGUAGE BUILDING - DAY

Doug follows.

DOUG
I wanted to see how you were doing. 
You didn’t give me a chance 
earlier.

21.



VICTORIA
Ever think maybe I didn’t want to 
talk to you?

DOUG
I was just trying to be nice.

Victoria stops and turns to Doug.

VICTORIA
Nice? Why now? Why all the sudden? 
We must have passed each other a 
million times and you’ve never 
noticed me before. Not once.

Doug isn’t sure how to react. This isn’t the response he was 
expecting at all.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
You think just because of last 
night that suddenly you’re some 
kind of knight in shining armor? 
You come to my rescue and I’m going 
to fall all over you? Sorry to 
break it to you mister hero, but 
that’s not how it works.

Victoria walks off, but Doug doesn’t give up just yet. 

DOUG
What exactly did I do wrong here?

VICTORIA
You didn’t do anything wrong. 

DOUG
Then tell me how a guy who asks how 
you’re doing, the same guy, mind 
you, who happened to stop someone 
from beating the crap out of you 
last night, is somehow the bad guy 
in all this.

Victoria doesn’t say anything, but her demeanor suggests she 
knows Doug’s right.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I thought maybe you’d like to grab 
some coffee. Talk about what 
happened or whatever people do 
after something like that. 
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VICTORIA
I don’t drink coffee.

Doug can tell she’s starting to lighten up. He moves around 
in front of her, walking backward.

DOUG
Maybe a burger and fries then. I’m 
just trying to be friends here.

VICTORIA
I can’t, I mean, at least not right 
now.

DOUG
You ever been to a track meet?

VICTORIA
No.

DOUG
It’s free admission for students. 
Besides, I’m running the 
steeplechase against the Big Ten 
champion and I could use the 
support out there. 

Victoria bites her lip, she’s still hesitant.

VICTORIA
You’re on the track team.

DOUG
Sure am. When I’m done competing I 
could show you around.

VICTORIA
How about you beat the Big Ten 
champ, and I’ll go out for that 
coffee or whatever.

Doug stops. 

DOUG
And if I lose?

Victoria walks past Doug with a smile.

VICTORIA
Don’t.
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EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - NIGHT

The stadium lights illuminate what is basically an empty 
track, save for two of the steeple hurdles set up about 
twenty meters apart on the front stretch.

Doug leaps over one of them, landing awkwardly.

Doug gathers himself, and trots off toward the second hurdle. 
He leaps, clips his trailing leg, and just barely keeps his 
footing.

DOUG
Damn it!

His voice echoes through the stadium.

A few startled birds fly up from the stands.

Doug, stressed, puts his hands on his head.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Great plan Brown. This is really 
working out.

Doug looks over at the water jump near the backstretch curve.

WATER JUMP - MOMENTS LATER

Doug stares at the water jump in front of him.

DOUG (CONT’D)
You gotta do this sometime.

Doug hops up and down a few times, psyching himself up, and 
then takes off. 

He reaches the steeple hurdle at full speed and jumps. His 
trail leg clips the top of the hurdle.

SPLASH!

Doug he eats it, falling hard into the water pit. He sits up 
in the middle of the pit. Water up to his chest.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Outstanding Brown.

Doug pulls himself out of the water and walks back toward 
where he started running.
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DOUG (CONT’D)
Alright, we keep doing this till 
you get it.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

A LONG JUMPER races down the runway and launces themselves 
into the air. They land in a puff of sand.

The stands are full of FANS. Tennessee and Wisconsin ATHLETES 
mill about. A HIGH JUMPER flops into the landing pad. A 
DISCUS THROWER launces his disc with a loud grunt.

START/FINISH LINE

Doug is pacing back and forth, his eyes set squarely on MARK 
LARSEN (early 20s), tall, lean, and confident.

INFIELD GRASS

Danny and Alan sit on the grass nearby.

PETERMAN
What’s he doing?

DANNY
I don’t know man, trying to psyche 
Larsen out I guess.

A TRACK OFFICIAL comes over, starting gun in hand.

TRACK OFFICIAL
Runner’s to their marks.

Wade, Lance, and two WISCONSIN RUNNERS line up at the 
starting line. Larsen joins them. 

Doug lines up right next to Larsen, still staring. Doug’s 
face literally a foot from Larsen’s. 

Larsen snaps.

LARSEN
You got a problem or something?

Having accomplished his goal, Doug looks straight ahead down 
the track.

DOUG
Ever run the five kay?
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LARSEN
Why does it matter?

DOUG
They say five K runners have the 
best kick the last one hundred 
yards. 

LARSEN
So.

Larsen moves so one of his teammates is between him an Doug. 

The Track Official makes sure everyone is behind the starting 
line. Satisfied, he moves off to the side and raises his gun.

TRACK OFFICIAL
Set.

BAM!

All six runners take off. By the start of the backstretch, 
Larsen is out front, Doug settling right behind him.

Larsen and Doug hit the first hurdle. 

Larson glides over with ease. 

Doug stutter steps, and lands awkwardly. 

Larsen pulls away, but Doug quickly catches up.

INFIELD COACHES AREA

Stan and Ben watch as Doug and Larsen go over another hurdle. 
Larsen glides over. Doug lands awkwardly, and has tp hustles 
to catch back up to Larsen.

BEN
If he could hit those hurdles 
smoother, Doug could really push 
this Larsen kid at the end.

STAN
Lets see how he does at the water 
jump before we get our hopes up.

TRACK

The duo head toward the water jump. Larsen hits it first. He 
leaps over, landing at the end of the water pit, and jogging 
away. 
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Doug leaps, and lands firmly in the shallow end, and hits the 
track running.

Doug’s face lights up. He can’t believe it. It was the total 
opposite of what he managed the night before.

INFIELD COACHES AREA

Ben looks over at Stan, looking for a reaction.

STAN (CONT’D)
Not horrible, but not good either.

TRACK

The runners pass the start/finish and a Track Official 
changes the lap sign from 1 to 2.

MONTAGE

1. Doug follows Larsen over a hurdle. 

2. The lap sign changes from 2 to 3. 

3. Doug follows Larsen over the water hurdle. 

4. The lap sign changes from 3 to 4. 

5. The duo has now pulled away from most of the group, and 
Doug follows Larsen over another hurdle. 

6. The lap sign changes from 4 to 5.

END MONTAGE

TRACK

Doug right on Larsen’s tail. They hit the water jump. Doug 
sails over almost as smooth as Larsen does, and settles back 
into 2nd place.

INFIELD COACHES AREA

Stan watches as Larson and Doug approach.

STAN (CONT’D)
What’s the race time?

Ben checks his stop watch.

BEN
Six thirty six.
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Stan yells at Doug as he passes.

STAN
Six thirty six. Two laps left. Play 
it smart.

A Track Official changes the lap sign from 5 to 6 as the duo 
pass the start/finish line. Stan goes back over to Ben.

STAN (CONT’D)
Jesus Ben, I think he’s got a shot.

INFIELD GRASS

Danny and Alan are screaming at the top of their lungs 
cheering Doug on.

DANNY
Come on man! 

ALAN
Let’s go Brownie! You can beat him!

TRACK

Doug smoothly glides over a hurdle, this time losing no 
distance to Larsen.

He’s focused. Determined. A machine. 

They hit the water jump. Larsen clears it. Doug isn’t so 
lucky. His landing is off, and he stumbles out of the water, 
nearly falling. 

Doug grunts and hustles to catch back up to Larsen.

They pass the start/finish and the lap sign is changed from 6 
to 7. A Track Official rings a bell, signaling the final lap.

By now the stands are going crazy. Doug is neck and neck with 
the Big Ten champion in a race he’s never run before. 

The infield competitions have come to a halt. All the 
athletes watch on as Doug and Larsen hit each hurdle, neither 
gaining an advantage.

INFIELD GRASS

Danny and Peterman are going nuts. They’ve gathered around a 
good group of their TEAMMATES, and everyone is cheering Doug 
on.

INFIELD COACHES AREA
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Stan, arms crossed, watches with focused intensity. Ben 
standing next to him, unable to contain his excitement.

BEN
He’s got it! I’m telling you he’s 
got it!

STAN
The water jump is going to 
determine everything.

TRACK

Doug and Larsen hit the water jump for the final time. Both 
clear it easily.

INFIELD COACHES AREA

Stan erupts, doing a first pump.

TRACK

Doug pulls up next to Larsen.

DOUG
Remember when I said five kay 
runners have the best kick the last 
hundred yards.

Larsen tries to ignore Doug.

They come up to the final hurdle. 

DOUG (CONT’D)
I run the five kay.

Doug glides over the hurdle, and for the first time takes the 
lead. He puts his kick into high gear, and Larsen can only 
watch as Doug pulls away.

START/FINISH

Doug crosses the start finish, winning the race. The stands 
are insane. People screaming. High fiving. 

Stan and Ben rush over from the coaches area to congratulate 
Doug. Stan puts his arm around Doug.

BEN
You finished with a nine ten. 
That’s a new school record.

Doug laughs.
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STAN
It was a weak record to begin with, 
but it’s yours now.

Doug is just in bliss. All smiles. Lance and Wade come over 
to congratulate Doug too. Before long Danny and Peterman are 
there as well.

In all the commotion, Doug looks over to the stands. He makes 
eye contact with Victoria, who’s sitting in the first row. 

She smirks, and starts to clap, joining with the rest of the 
crown.

The moment is broken as Doug is whisked away by his 
teammates.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

A knock on the door.

The door opens a crack, the chain latch clearly visible. 
Victoria peaks out.

Doug tries to look through. Victoria moves to block his view.

DOUG
Hey. 

VICTORIA
One sec.

Victoria shuts the door. 

The sound of the chain latch coming off. 

The door opens again, just enough for Victoria to squeeze 
out.

She quickly shuts it behind her.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Sorry. My roommate is on the couch.

Doug isn’t buying it. 

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
In her pajamas.

DOUG
Sure. You ready?
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Victoria takes a deep breath.

VICTORIA
Yeah.

EXT. THE JIVE JOINT - NIGHT

TWO HIPPIES sit out front of a small diner playing their 
guitars for spare change.

INT. THE JIVE JOINT - NIGHT

A diverse crowd of hippies, students, and artisans. 

Doug and Victoria sit in a booth sharing a basket of fries.

VICTORIA
After my mom died things went 
downhill pretty fast. My dad Burt 
was a mess.

DOUG
The other night, that was him?

VICTORIA
Yeah. He had trouble holding down a 
job. So we ended up moving around a 
lot. California. Texas. Georgia. 
Finally Tennessee. 

DOUG
Must have been hard.

VICTORIA
Six schools in five years. But you 
learn to manage and make friends. 
Otherwise you’re the weird loner 
kid siting in the corner.

The WAITRESS arrives with two milk shakes. Victoria eagerly 
takes a sip.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Mmm, this is so good. I haven’t 
been out in forever.

DOUG
You act like you’re a stay at home 
mother of three? You’re in college, 
live a little more.
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Victoria snaps a snarky tone.

VICTORIA
Not everyone has as much free time 
as mister collegiate athlete. I do 
work, you know. Putting yourself 
through school ain’t easy.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Doug and Victoria leisurely walk up a street and toward her 
townhome.

VICTORIA
Can I ask you a serious question. 

DOUG
Sure.

VICTORIA
Do you honestly consider running a 
sport?

Doug gets a little offended.

DOUG
Running is purest form of sport 
there is.

VICTORIA
I mean, really? Isn’t it just going 
around in circles? 

DOUG
It doesn’t matter if you run on a 
track or in a park. Running doesn’t 
care what color you are. Or where 
you’re from. You’re competing as 
much against yourself as you are 
anyone else. All you have to do run 
is line up and go. If that’s not a 
sport, I don’t know what is.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - NIGHT

Doug and Victoria walk up to the doorstep. Victoria’s bites 
her lip and looks up at Doug.

VICTORIA
I had a really nice time.
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DOUG
Me too.

An awkward moment. Neither sure what to do.

Doug leans in for a kiss. Victoria pulls back.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have--

VICTORIA
No, you didn’t do anything wrong.  
Look, I had fun tonight. I really 
did. You’re nice. And sweet...

DOUG
Then what?

VICTORIA
It’s just that I can’t fit anyone 
else into my life right now.

Doug can’t hide the letdown creeping over his face.

DOUG
Anyone else? That’s code for you 
don’t want a boyfriend.

VICTORIA
Yeah, sorta. I just didn’t want you 
to get your hopes up. There are 
plenty of other pretty girls 
romping around campus twirling 
their hair around.

Doug laughs.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
So don’t lose any sleep over this 
one, okay? 

Victoria holds out her hand. 

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Friends?

Doug grabs it and they shake.

DOUG
You got it.
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EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

The stands are full. ATHLETES from various schools and 
universities move about the complex.

A GROUP OF RUNNERS make their way across the start/finish 
line as a TRACK OFFICIAL rungs the bell signalling the final 
lap.

PA ANNOUNCER
One lap to go in the Dogwood Relays 
ten kay.

Doug is in the middle of the lead pack.

As they round the first turn Doug moves to the outside and 
makes his move.

INFIELD

Huntsman and Ben watch as Doug starts to pass runners and 
move up the field.

TRACK

Coming around the fourth and final turn Doug passes a RUNNER 
and moves into second place. The FIRST PLACE RUNNER is only 
ten meters ahead, and Doug is catching up.

Forty meters to go.

Doug right on his back.

Twenty meters to go.

Doug pulls even.

They cross the finish line. No one sure who won.

Doug trots over to the fence, gasping for breath. He looks 
back at the officials. They indicate he came in second. 

INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY

The locker room corridors are quiet. Empty.

DOUG (O.S.)
Damn it!

BAM!
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Doug’s track shoe lands on the floor in front of a locker. He 
tears off the shoelaces from his other foot. 

He throws the other shoe against the locker.

BAM!

Doug lays back on the bench, rubbing his eyes. 

A moment later he sits up to find Huntsman leaning against 
the lockers in front of him, arms crossed.

HUNTSMAN
Mind telling me what that was all 
about?

DOUG
I should have won.

HUNTSMAN
A lot of things should happen. 
Doesn’t mean the always do.

DOUG
I’m tired of running the ten Stan. 
I need to do something different.

Huntsman sits down next to Doug.

HUNTSMAN
Okay. I want you to run the steeple 
at the Kentucky Relays.

DOUG
You can’t be serious.

HUNTSMAN
Bowling Green is going to be there. 
That means so is Sid Sink. And I 
want you running against him.

Huntsman gets up.

DOUG
If you think I can handle it.

HUNTSMAN
You can.

Huntsman walks off.

DOUG
Wait. Who’s Sid Sink?
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HUNTSMAN
He’s the American record holder in 
he steeple.

Huntsman walks off leaving Doug to think about the 
opportunity that’s presenting itself.

EXT. UNIVERSITY DRIVE - DAY

The Tennessee Team Bus drives down a busy campus street. 

It passes a stack brick wall with University of Kentucky 
carved into the facade. 

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY

Doug, Alan, Danny and some other TEAMMATES walk into the 
lobby, travel bags in hand.

A group of BOWLING GREEN ATHLETES are grouped around a table 
sporting full on white on red team track suits.

VOICE (O.S.)
Brownie!

Doug looks over toward the lounge and spots Coach Vachon and 
Father Stevens waving.

EXT. PARK - DAY

A few well bundled up patrons walk about. Doug, Vachon, and 
Stevens walk on a path near a small stream.

VACHON
The team’s coming along. We’re 
still weak in the long distance 
department--

STEVENS
Weak is putting it lightly. Those 
kids couldn’t win a two mile race 
if they had jet packs.

Vachon ignores Stevens sarcasm.

VACHON
But middle distance and sprints are 
keeping us competitive.
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DOUG
What about Ronney Weaver guy? 

Stevens and Vachon look at each other, each hesitant to 
address the question. 

VACHON
Ronny isn’t on the team anymore.

STEVENS
At least not for now.

DOUG
What happened?

VACHON
I’m not sure we can discuss it--

Stevens is getting really worked up.

STEVENS
His family is having a hard time 
paying tuition. So administration 
put him on probation. That means no 
clubs, no prom, and no track.

VACHON
It’s a little more complication 
than that.

STEVENS
No, it’s bullshit.

Stevens starts coughing something fierce. 

DOUG
You okay?

It takes a second, but Stevens manages to work up whatever 
was bothering him. He takes a sip of his coffee and clears 
his throat.

STEVENS
I can’t shake this damn cough.

DOUG
Maybe you should--

Stevens waves him off.
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STEVENS
Those quacks don’t know what 
they’re talking about half the 
time. Whatever the Lord’s gonna do 
with me, he’s gonna do it. I don’t 
need some Doctor to tell me that.

Stevens clears his throat again.

STEVENS (CONT’D)
Don’t worry about me son. Just keep 
your mind on the race tomorrow, and 
let the Lord take care of the rest.

EXT. SHIVELY TRACK - DAY

Like a gazelle, a FEMALE HIGH JUMPER takes several long 
strides and hops up and clears a high jump bar.

The track is brisk with activity, though a deep gray sky and 
heavy wind keep most ATHLETES in their sweats.

START/FINISH LINE

Doug paces back and forth, hopping up and down to stay warm. 
Various OTHER RUNNERS do the same thing, including SID SINK 
(20s), short, moppish hair, and a mustache.

Doug spots Father Stevens waving him over by the fence.

STEVENS
This weather is wreaking havoc on 
lap times.

Doug suddenly gets the shivers.

DOUG
Tell me about it.

STEVENS
You’re used to running in this 
stuff, they’re not. You’ve got the 
advantage. Hang with Sink until the 
last lap, then--

DOUG
Blow his socks off.

STEVENS
That’s my line.

A TRACK OFFICIAL calls for the runners.
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TRACK OFFICIAL
Runners to your marks.

Doug backs away from Stevens with a subtle smile.

DOUG
I know.

Doug lines up with the rest of the runners. 

The Track Official checks to make sure everyone is behind the 
line. He moves off to the side and raises his gun.

TRACK OFFICIAL
Set!

BAM! 

The runners take off.

SHIVLEY TRACK STANDS

Father Stevens settles into his seat next to Coach Vachon. He 
starts coughing again.

VACHON
Joseph, maybe you should--

STEVENS
I’m fine! I’m fine. Just give me 
some of that coffee.

Vachon pours Stevens from his thermos.

TRACK

A lead pack of FOUR RUNNERS has pulled away. Sink in second, 
Doug in fourth. 

They hop over the water jump. The runner in third goes down 
hard. He yells out for help.

START/FINISH LINE

Lead pack is down to three as they cross the start/finish 
line. 

The LAP OFFICIAL changes the lap counter from five to four.

INFIELD
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Stan, bundled up in some thick team sweats, watches as Doug 
and the group pass. Ben and Mike tracking times on clipboards 
behind him.

All three watch as the runners leap over a steeple hurdle. 
Doug lands a bit awkward, and has to hustle to catch up to 
Sink and the other runner. 

MIKE
If he didn’t lose so much time 
going over the hurdles, he’d be out 
in front right now.

Stan looks over at Mike, his glance enough to let Mike know 
he doesn’t need to state the obvious again.

TRACK

The third runner has started to trail off, he can’t keep up 
with Sid and Doug. 

They cross the start/finish line and the Lap Official rings 
the bell, signalling the final lap.

Doug makes his move. He pulls along Sid on the outside. They 
clear the first hurdle, Doug losing a little ground. 

Sid fights to stay with Doug. They exchange the lead twice, 
but in the end it doesn't matter. Doug’s stride too strong, 
and he starts to pull away from Sink.

SHIVLEY TRACK STANDS

Stevens and Vachon are cheering loudly.

STEVENS
Sink can’t hang with him! He’s all 
gassed out!

VACHON
Come on Brownie!

TRACK

Doug continues to put distance between him and sink. He 
clears the last hurdle and sprints toward the finish line.

START/FINISH LINE

Doug crosses the start/finish line a good fifteen yards ahead 
of Sink.

Alan and Danny rush over to celebrate with him.
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DANNY
Holy crap! You just beat the 
American record holder!

ALAN
You were great out there!

Doug takes in the excitement of his win, before turning and 
looking up into the stands, and right at Stevens and Vachon. 

He points right at them, then pumps his fist.

INT. SAVE RITE - DAY

Danny and Doug walk in through the sliding doors. 

DANNY
I’m gonna go grab some brewskis for 
the party tonight. 

Doug nods.

DELI 

Doug meanders around the deli area. He spots Victoria behind 
the counter, helping a CUSTOMER.

VICTORIA
Can I get you anything else?

CUSTOMER
No, thank you.

The Customer pushes their art away.

Victoria presses a button on the wall. It changes a counter 
from 71 to 72.

VICTORIA
Number seventy two.

DOUG
Yes, I’d like seventeen pounds of 
olive loaf.

Realizing it’s Doug, Victoria laughs.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I didn’t know you work here?
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VICTORIA
I don't have the luxury of the 
University of Tennessee paying for 
my room and board.

DOUG
Touche.

VICTORIA
I heard about your win last 
Saturday. Pretty impressive.

Doug plays up some false humility.

DOUG
I do what I can.

VICTORIA
Yeah, whatever.

DOUG
Hey, If you’re not doing anything 
tonight, there’s a big party down 
at--

VICTORIA
Can’t. I’ve got to study.

Danny rounds the corner of the isle pushing a cart full of 
cases of beer.

DANNY
Brownie! Lets roll.

Doug looks over, then back at Victoria.

DOUG
If you change your mind...

VICTORIA
Then I’ll be sure to stop by with 
some olive loaf.

Doug laughs.

INT. NORTH CARRICK HALL - MAILROOM - DAY

Doug takes some envelopes out of his box.

A quick flip through. He stops on an envelop address from 
Notre Dame High School.
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Doug sits on a bench nearby. He opens the envelope and starts 
reading the letter tucked inside.

STEVENS (V.O.)
Dear Doug, words cannot express how 
proud I was watching you race in 
Kentucky. You looked so natural 
running over those hurdles. You 
should consider running the steeple 
on a regular basis. Beating a 
talent like Sid Sink opens doors. 
Keep your eyes peeled.

EXT. NOTRE DAME HIGHSCHOOL TRACK - DAY

The sun is shining. Most people in shorts and t-shirts.

Father Stevens, wearing a thick coat, watches as runners 
cross the finish line. 

Ronny Weaver crosses first, with TWO RUNNERS from an opposing 
school crossing second.

STEVENS (V.O.)
We had our third meet of the year 
this past weekend. Let me tell you, 
that Ronny Weaver is really turning 
out to be something. If the rest of 
the team had half the heart of this 
kid, we’d be looking at an entire 
squad of All-Americans.

Stevens starts coughing on the sidelines. His face winces.

INT. NORTH CARRICK HALL - MAILROOM - DAY

Doug continues to read the letter.

STEVENS (V.O.)
I still can’t shake this cough. The 
doctors said to stay inside and get 
rest. But what do they know. 
There’s running to be done!

Doug laughs.

STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Be with God, Father Joseph Stevens.
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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.
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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.
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BURT
Fuck you!

Doug starts to walk toward Burt. Burt scrambles back, 
crawling on the ground, until he reaches his truck.

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 (mid teens), wearing a 
Warner High School Softball t-shirt, 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.
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Victoria looks back at Doug.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Doug, this... this is my sister 
Casey.

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. Warner High 
School duffle bag on the floor.

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.
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DOUG
People should never forget about 
their dreams.

VICTORIA
Why’s that?

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. Stayed with friends here 
and there. Casey still lived at 
home with my dad. After one of her 
softball games I stopped by to 
visit. I found her in the closet, 
crying. 

Victoria tears up a bit again. 
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VICTORIA (CONT’D)
She said dad had been coming 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. 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. 

Some other MEMBERS OF THE TEAM warm up behind him.

Stan walks up looking over a clipboard.

STAN
Ready for the ten kay?

DOUG
No. This doesn’t feel right.

Stan checks some things off his clipboard.
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STAN
I’m sure it’ll come together after 
you line up.

DOUG
That’s not what I’m saying. 

Stan stops and looks over at Doug.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I feel like I did at the relays. 

Stan doesn’t look pleased.

STAN
I’m not going to force you to run 
Doug. But you’ve got to let me know 
what you want to do. 

Doug signs.

DOUG
I need to pull out. I’m sorry.

STAN
That’s fine. I’ll enter Alan in 
your place. Look, 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.

DOUG
I don’t know what to tell you. I 
know my body can run the ten kay. I 
know I’m good at it. I know all 
that stuff. But it’s just... 
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I don’t know, it’s like I’m just 
going through the motions out 
there. 

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

Stan taps his finger.

STAN (CONT’D)
I want you to keep running the ten. 
But I know you’d rather be running 
the five.

DOUG
I don’t see why I’m not. I’m as 
good in the five as anyone else 
we’ve got.

STAN
That’s not the point Doug. You 
can’t compete in the five at a 
national level. Not now. Not with 
the talent out there.

Stan sits back in his chair.

STAN (CONT’D)
I’m not going to stop you from 
running the five and ten. Hell, I 
need to you to keep running them 
for the sake of the team. But those 
races are just one path.

Stan crosses his arms.

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

DOUG
The steeplechase.

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

DOUG
A race finds it’s runner.

Stan smiles.
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STAN
And this one found you.

He leans forward on his desk.

STAN (CONT’D)
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. I’m 
talking national championship type 
expectations.

Doug’s mulls it over.

DOUG
National championships...

Stan pushes the deal.

STAN
So?

DOUG
How’s nine o’clock tomorrow sound?

Stan grins. 

STAN
I’ll bring the stopwatch.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug jumps from the ground to the top of a steeple hurdle. 
Then back down.

Stan stands nearby.

STAN
Again!

Doug jumps up, plants both feet on the top of the steeple 
hurdle, then hips back down.

STAN (CONT’D)
Again!

Doug jumps up...
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EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug runs full speed over a steeple hurdle. He lands 
awkwardly.

He jumps over another. This time the landing is a little 
better.

Jumps over another.

And another. 

And another.

The final hurdle he glides over with ease, barely breaking 
his stride.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug leaps over the water jump and nearly falls in.

He hits it again, this time landing a bit more steady.

He leaps over a third time, clearing the water pit, and 
sprinting off.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug leaps over the last steeple hurdle and sprints full on 
to the finish line. 

Mike Quillan clicks a stop watch.

MIKE
Brownie’s starting to look like a 
real steeple runner. 

He shows the time to Stan, who’s standing right next to him.

MIKE (CONT’D)
He keeps this up he’s looking at a 
legit shot at nationals.

Stan checks the time, but doesn’t look satisfied.

STAND
Eight thirty eight.

Mike isn’t following.
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MIKE
Eight thirty eight, what?

STAN
That time is the only thing that 
matters.

Stan walks over to Doug, writing a few things down on his 
clipboard.

INT. DOUG’S DORM - DAY

Doug with the phone to his ear.

It keeps ringing and ringing, but no one on the other side 
answers.

He hangs up, thinking for a second.

INT. SAVE RITE - DELI - DAY

Doug wanders through the deli area, looking for Victoria. But 
she’s no where to be found.

He spots a MANAGER stocking some shelves nearby.

Doug walks over.

DOUG
Excuse me, do you know if Victoria 
working today?

MANAGER
She should be. But she didn’t show 
up. 

The Manager places the last can on the shelf and then looks 
over at Doug.

MANAGER (CONT’D)
She’s missed the last couple of 
days too.

DOUG
No one’s heard from her?

MANAGER
No sir. And I’m afraid that if I 
don’t hear from her soon, I’ll have 
to let her go. 
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DOUG
Thanks.

He starts to walk away.

MANAGER
Hey.

Doug turns.

MANAGER (CONT’D)
If you hear from her, tell her give 
us a call. Just so we know she’s 
safe.

Doug nods, then continues on his way.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - DAY

Doug knocks on the door.

No answer.

He walks around to the front. Makes his way through some 
bushes and peeks inside the window.

Inside the house: A few boxes. Rag on the floor. Otherwise 
empty.

DOUG
What the hell?

Doug makes his way out of the bushes and trips. He stumbles 
onto the sidewalk just as Victoria walks up, an empty packing 
box in her hands.

She stops in her tracks.

VICTORIA
Oh.

DOUG
Oh? I find your townhouse empty and 
all you can say is oh? And where’s 
all your stuff?

Victoria brushes past him.

VICTORIA
You weren’t supposed to see that.

Victoria unlocks the door and heads inside.
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She tries to shut the door, but Doug stops it with his foot. 

INT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - DAY

He pushes the door open and follows her inside.

DOUG
You mind telling me what the hell 
is going on?

VICTORIA
I’m moving. Somewhere my father 
can’t find me or Casey.

DOUG
You weren’t going to tell me where 
you were going?

VICTORIA
I didn’t plan on talking to you 
again.

Victoria puts the box on the kitchen counter and starts 
putting dishes inside.

Doug comes to grips with the reality of what’s unfolding.

DOUG
That’s it. It’s over. We’re over.

VICTORIA
There never was any we.

DOUG
What was that the other night? You 
just slept with me so I’d stick 
around and protect you?

Victoria ignores him and puts a bowl in the box.

Doug walks over, grabs her by the shoulders and turns her 
around. 

DOUG (CONT’D)
Look at me.

Victoria won’t look up.

Doug bends down to try and look at her eye to eye, she keeps 
moving her head to avoid it.
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DOUG (CONT’D)
Look at me!

Doug grabs her chin, points her face at him.

DOUG (CONT’D)
You don’t have to do this alone. 
Okay? You don’t.

Doug lets go of her chin.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Whatever burden you think is yours, 
it’s not. Let me help you.

VICTORIA
I don’t need your help.

DOUG
This isn’t any kind of way to live. 
You can run every time your father 
finds you. What about Casey? What 
about school? Let me help. 

VICTORIA
I don’t need your help. And I don’t 
need you.

Doug lets go of Victoria. He takes a step back.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
And I don’t want to see you again.

The final dagger.

Dejected and defeated, Doug swallows, holding back his 
emotions. He takes a deep breath, walks to the door, and 
leaves without looking back.

After a moment to herself, Victoria grabs the counter top 
with both hands and starts crying.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug smoothly sails over the water jump. A few seconds later 
the REMAINING RUNNERS follow.

Doug, dripping with sweat, is in the lead, but not pulling 
away. He’s simply sustaining.

START/FINISH LINE
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Stan waits for Doug at the line. Mike behind him, stop watch 
in hand. Stan yells at Doug as he passes.

STAN
Move!

The TRACK OFFICIAL rings the bell signaling the final lap.

Stan watches as Doug races off.

MIKE
Something looks off.

STAN
You’re damn right it’s off. He’s 
mailing it in.

Stan jogs away from the start/finish line, toward the other 
side of the track. 

He yells at Doug as he sails over another steeple hurdle.

STAN (CONT’D)
You going to run or jog the rest of 
the way!

TRACK

Doug sails over another hurdle.

The rest of the runners unable to close the distance.

START/FINISH LINE

Doug crosses first, winning the race. 

Mike clicks the stop watch. He shows it to Stan.

Time on watch: 8:47

MIKE
Nine seconds short.

Doug trots a little further than bends over, putting his 
hands on his knees. The remaining runners cross the line.

EXT. VICTORIA’S TOWNHOME - DAY

Doug looking in the windows of Victoria’s Townhouse. It’s 
empty. Just like before. 
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INT. REGISTRARS’S OFFICE - DAY

Alan is putting some papers into a filing cabinet.

ALAN
I looked. We don’t have anything.

DOUG
No change of address? No forwarding 
address?

Alan closest the cabinet drawer.

ALAN
Sorry man.

INT. SAVE RITE - DAY

Doug talking with the WORKERS in the deli.

They shake their heads.

DELI WORKER
She never came back to work.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - NIGHT

The stadium lights keep things bright and clear for the 
athletes milling about.

Doug stretches near a steeple hurdle.

PARKING LOT

A lone brown sedan with a clear view of Doug.

Someone inside. It’s Victoria.

After a moment she starts the engine and drives off.

EXT. LAPTORTE STADIUM - DAY

Doug and five other runners leap over a steeple hurdle. 

They hit the front stretch and race off toward the 
Start/Finish line. 

A TRACK OFFICIAL rings the bell as the runners cross the 
line.
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Stan watches from the infield. Mime nearby, stopwatch and 
clipboard in hand.

Doug starts to make his move. He bounces to the outside of 
the group as they make their way over the first steeple 
hurdle.

Doug moves to the front of the group, going over the next 
hurdle first.

He starts to pull away.

START/FINISH LINE

Stan and Mike watch Doug pull away.

STAN
Here we go.

Doug puts more distance on the trail pack.

TRACK 

Doug clears the water jump.

But he stops putting any more distance on the runners behind 
him.

START/FINISH

Stan throws his arms up, annoyed Doug isn’t pushing himself.

STAN (CONT’D)
What is he doing?

MIKE
He isn’t pulling away anymore.

STAN
I can see that Mike. 

Stan grabs Mike’s hand and checks the stopwatch.

STAN (CONT’D)
If he keeps this pace he’ll still 
make the time.

START/FINISH

Doug looks up into the stands where he saw Victoria for the 
first time. But the seat is empty.
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He eases up, crossing the finish line at nothing more than a 
jogging pace.

Mike clicks the stop watch.

Time on the watch: 8:44.

He shows it to Stan.

STAN (CONT’D)
Son of a bitch.

Stan marches over to Doug, who is still catching his breath.

STAN (CONT’D)
What was that? You lost six seconds 
letting up at the end.

DOUG
I won, didn’t I?

STAN
Winning isn’t the issue. You left 
something on the track.

Doug starts to walk away. Stan walks over and gets in his 
face.

STAN (CONT’D)
I don’t know why you’re holding 
back, but you need to fix it. If 
you want to half ass this race, you 
can do it for another team.

Mike comes over to calm things down.

MIKE
Okay, okay Stan, calm down.

Stan walks off, looking back at Doug with an ice cold gaze.

STAN
Fix it.

INT. BOOKSTORE - NIGHT

Rows and rows of chest high shelves of college textbooks. A 
few students mill about.

Doug walks down the literature row, scanning the shelf.

He stops and rubs his eyes, frustrated.
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GIRL’S VOICE (O.S.)
Can I help you?

Doug turns around to see an eager FEMALE CLERK.

LATER

The Female Clerk walks down a new row of books. Doug 
following. She stops about half way.

A quick scan of the shelf.

FEMALE CLERK
Here it is.

She takes the book off the shelf.

FEMALE CLERK (CONT’D)
You were just in the wrong row.

She hands Doug the book.

DOUG
Thanks.

FEMALE CLERK
If you need the second volume, we 
have that one as well.

The Female Clerk turns and reaches for another book a bit 
further down the shelf.

DOUG
No, I don’t think--

Too late. The Female Clerk pulls out the book, something 
falls to the floor.

The Female Clerk bends down to pick it up. It’s a small 
paperback book.

FEMALE CLERK
How did this get in here?

She stands up and gives it a closer once over. She smiles and 
sighs with a hint of nostalgia.

FEMALE CLERK (CONT’D)
Peggy Finds the Theater. I remember 
reading this when I was a girl. 

She points at the book, as if scolding a child.
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FEMALE CLERK (CONT’D)
Off to the young adults section you 
go.

DOUG
Wait, can I see that?

The Female Clerk is a bit surprised, but hands it over.

FEMALE CLERK
Here.

Doug takes a glance at the cover. He mulls something over in 
his head.

DOUG
I’m gonna take this too.

FEMALE CLERK
Sure. I‘ll ring you up.

EXT. WARNER HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

High School STUDENTS pour out of the front doors. 

After a moment, Casey comes out with some FRIENDS. 

ACROSS THE STREET

Doug sitting inside his car. He watches as Casey and her 
friends gets into the back of a green pick up truck. 

The truck drives off.

Doug starts his car and pulls out to follow.

EXT. WOOD GROVE APARTMENTS - DAY

The pick up truck pulls into a modest apartment complex. 
Casey hops out of the back and waves as the truck drives off.

Doug parks his car across the street. He watches as Casey 
goes up to the second floor, and enters the second apartment 
door down from the stairs.

Doug drives off.
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EXT. WOOD GROVE APARTMENTS - NIGHT

The door to apartment 211. A hand knocks. After a moment the 
sound of the dead bolt unlocking.

The door creaks open, chain lock still attached. Victoria 
peers out from behind.

VICTORIA (O.S.)
Yes?

Victoria quickly realizes it’s Doug.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
How did you--

DOUG
It’s not important. 

Victoria bits her lip, unsure of what to say.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Every time I cross that finish line 
I look into the stands and hope to 
see you. And it crushes me every 
time I don’t.

Doug pauses for a second.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I don’t know what happened between 
us. Why you couldn’t talk to me. 
Why you think you need to do this 
on your own. 

Doug smirks, shaking his head, as if realizing the joke was 
on him.

DOUG (CONT’D)
But you were right. There was never 
an us. There was just a you, and a 
me. And I was stupid to think other 
wise. So if this is what you think 
you need to do, then I’ve got to 
learn to respect that and move on.

Doug hands her a book through the crack in the door. It’s 
Peggy Finds the Theater.

Victoria looks over the cover, and has a hard time believing 
what’s in her hands.
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DOUG (CONT’D)
Just because you’ve got to keep 
moving, doesn’t mean you have to 
give up on your dreams.

Victoria looks up at Doug.

DOUG (CONT’D)
If we don’t have our dreams, we 
don’t have anything. Goodbye.

Doug walks away, and sighs as the door creaks shut.

He heads down the stairs nearby.

VICTORIA (O.C.)
Doug...

Doug turns and looks up to see Victoria standing at the top 
of the stairs. She’s hesitant, unsure.

Victoria runs down the stairs and jumps into Doug’s arms.

Doug holds her tight and they kiss.

EXT. CAMPUS GREEN - DAY

Doug and Stan walk down a sidewalk. Students pass by them in 
each direction as they stroll along.

STAN
I’m sorry for yelling at you.

DOUG
Coach, it’s fine.

STAN
No, I let my temper get the best of 
me, and it was uncalled for. I just 
want to know what’s going on. 

The duo steps aside for a bike to pass by.

STAN (CONT’D)
You’re not running like yourself 
lately. I’m worried about you. Are 
you unhappy? Is something going on 
at home? School? What is it?

Doug grins.
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DOUG
It’s already fixed. 

STAN
Good. I’ll be happy to have the old 
Brownie back out there. Which 
brings me to what I wanted to talk 
to you about, nationals.

The sound from a train whistle off in the distance.

STAN (CONT’D)
I know you’ve been running the five 
and ten kay all season. And 
considering how you finished last 
year in the ten, it only makes 
sense for you to run it again.

DOUG
I don’t want to run the ten. I’m 
running the steeple. 

Stan looks surprised and relived at the same time.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I promised I’d see this through 
until I’m the steeple best runner 
in the nation. And that’s what I 
intend to do.

STAN
Damn it Brown, that’s music to my 
ears.

INT. DOUG’S DORM - DAY

Doug enters his room, arms full of books and mail.

Doug sits on his bed and opens up a letter from Father 
Stevens.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.)
Doug, As the end of the year 
approaches, I’m sure you’ve started 
to give some thought on what you 
want to run at nationals. I hope 
you give some serious consideration 
to the steeple. Maybe it’s the Lord 
speaking to me, but I have a 
feeling that race holds the key to 
your future as a runner.
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Doug pauses to put some books on the desk next to his bed.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
The track season is over for the 
boys. Well, most of them. Ronny 
Weaver qualified for the state meet 
in the mile. Unfortunately, I’m not 
sure I’ll be able to watch him run.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Father Stevens lays in bed reading the bible, blanket pulled 
up to his waist.

He’s writing a letter. The same letter Doug is reading.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.)
I’m still fighting this damn cold. 
The doc won’t let me go outside, 
but it’s going to take more than a 
simple cold to keep this old man 
down.

He starts coughing, putting the letter aside. Within seconds 
some nurses rush in to assist him.

FATHER STEVENS (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Be with God, Father Joseph Stevens.

EXT. SOFTBALL DIAMOND - NIGHT

Doug and Victoria in the stands watching a high school girls 
softball game. Doug munches on some popcorn. Victoria chews a 
red licorice rope. 

The BATTER smacks a line drive right to Casey. She snags the 
catch and manages to throw the RUNNER out at first before 
they can tag up.

DOUG
She’s good.

VICTORIA
All state last year. As a 
sophomore. 

The TEAMS head to the dugouts.
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VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I promised Casey that no matter 
what happens with my dad, she’d 
never miss a softball game. See 
that guy over there?

Victoria points to a NONDESCRIPT GUY in the visitor’s stands 
taking notes.

DOUG
Which one?

VICTORIA
The guy with the wind breaking 
trying hard no to bring any 
attention to himself.

DOUG
Yeah.

VICTORIA
College scout for Florida. Casey’s 
coach told be he was asking about 
her.

Doug looks over at Victoria, holding the gaze long enough to 
make her uncomfortable.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
What?

DOUG
You’ve done a great job, you know 
that? I don’t think a girl could 
ask for a better big sis.

Doug tosses a few pieces of pop corn into his mouth.

VICTORIA
Shut up.

Victoria pushes Doug playfully on the shoulder.

The team's emerge from the dugout, ready to swap duties on 
the field. Casey is up to bat.

DOUG
You know, if I didn’t know any 
better, someone might mistake us 
for a real couple right now.

VICTORIA
Don’t get your hopes up, Brownie.
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Doug chomps on some more popcorn, knowing his words ring 
true.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
You just concentrate on jumping 
over things as you run in circles.

The PITCHER sends one right down the middle. Casey creams the 
ball, sending it far out into left field.

Doug and Victoria jump up and cheer along with the rest of 
the crowd.

The cheering blends into--

EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - DAY

The cheering from another, bigger crowd. Dark green stands 
are at full capacity with ENTHUSIASTIC FANS.  

ATHLETES from colleges all over the country move about the 
complex. 

A few congregate under the University of Oregon scoreboard, 
which proudly displays a sign that says “Welcome to the 1972 
National Championships.”

START/FINISH LINE

Doug lines up at the staring line. He looks to his left and 
right, taking one last glance at the face of his competition. 
Mark Larsen and Sid Sink are among the GROUP. 

The STARTING OFFICIAL raises his arm.

STARTING OFFICIAL
Set!

The runner’s focus snaps forward in unison.

BAM! 

The runners take off.

First hurdle, all good. Second hurdle, all good. 

By the third steeple hurdle Doug has settled into the LEAD 
GROUP of runners. 

INFIELD
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Stan and Mike watch as Doug leaps over the water jump, 
landing with perfect rhythm and not missing a beat.

MIKE
He looks good. Calm, cool, and 
confident.

STAN
It’s his race to lose.

Doug crosses the start finish line with the lead group.

He sticks with the lead group through the second lap and the 
beginning of the third.

Doug’s vision focused straight ahead. His breath, steps, 
arms, all moving like clockwork. He’s a machine.

The lead group hits the water jump. As Doug crosses over his 
trail leg crashes the top of the hurdle, and he slashed down 
into the water, hard.

INFIELD

Mike can’t believe it.

MIKE
Shit!

He looks over at Stan, but his face is calm and concentrated.

STAN
Get up Doug.

WATER PIT

Doug looks up as the lead group pulls away, leaving him 
behind. 

INFIELD

Stan takes a step forward.

STAN (CONT’D)
Get up Doug!

WATER PIT

Doug rises, pulling his legs through the water step by step, 
and emerging from the water pit drenched in water.

His mission now set, catch the lead group.
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INFIELD

A subtle grin crests Stand’s lip.

STAN (CONT’D)
That’s my boy.

TRACK

The lead group crosses the start/finish line. The LAP 
OFFICIAL changes the lap counter from three to four.

Doug crosses a few moments later, a good fifteen meters 
behind. 

Stan hustles up alongside the track, yelling instructions 
over to Doug.

STAN (CONT’D)
Three laps left! Plenty of time! 
Just stay focused!

Doug keeps his pace steady.

As the runners continue over the hurdles the lead group 
starts to stretch out.

START/FINISH LINE

Doug crosses the line in 6th place.

TRACK

As Doug leaps over the first hurdle he passes a RUNNER FROM 
UCLA and moves into 8th place.

Doug is smooth over every other hurdle, and is just a few 
feet back from the 7th place runner as he crosses the 
start/finish.

INFIELD

Stan watches on as Doug pulls neck and neck and battles with 
Mark Larsen for 7th place.

STAN (CONT’D)
What’s his pace?

Mike looks down at his stopwatch.

DOUG
Even with the fall, he’s on target 
for a personal best.
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TRACK

Doug and Mark hit the water jump at the same time. Both sail 
over smoothly, but Doug’s kick is too strong, and he passes 
Mark and settles into sixth place.

START/FINISH LINE

The Lap Official switches the lap counter from 6 to 7.

TRACK

Doug is just a few feet back from the 6TH PLACE RUNNER.

He pulls neck and neck as they sail over a hurdle. Doug pulls 
away by the time they reach the next hurdle and moves into 
6th place.

Doug is just killing himself. His face red, angry. His legs 
moving faster than is almost humanly possible.

He closes the gap on the 5th place RUNNER FROM OREGON passes 
by as they sail over a hurdle. 

Doug leaps over the water jump, only 4 runners in front of 
him and a third of a lap left.

INFIELD 

Stan and Mike both screaming.

STAN
Kick buddy! Kick!

MIKE
Come on Brownie!

TRACK

Doug leaps over the final hurdle and passes a RUNNER FROM LSU 
for 4th place.

With only the straight away left he’s leaving nothing on the 
track. His kick at near impossible speeds for this late in 
the race.

Doug closes the gap on the 3RD PLACE RUNNER like a Lion does 
it’s prey.

He’s right on his back and races past with thirty meters 
left.

Sid Sink is in front of him in 2nd place.
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Doug just killing himself. 

Can he catch him?

Twnety meters.

NEarly on him

Ten meters.

On his back.

START/FINISH LINE

It’s not enough. Doug crosses the line in third.

INFIELD

Mike clicks the stop watch. 

Stan early grabs it and checks the time. He runs over to 
Doug.

TRACK

Doug leans over, heaving for breath.

Stan arrives and grabs in hi a bear hug, spinning Doug 
around.

STAN
Brownie, you were great!

Doug still breathing heavily.

DOUG
I... I could have beat him... I 
could have won... the water pit... 
the fall... I could have won.

Stan grabs him by the shoulders and looks him square in the 
eye.

STAN
Eight thirty eight.

DOUG
What?

STAN
That was your target. You ran an 
eight thirty three.
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Doug still sucking breath.

DOUG
Personal best, right?

STAN
Who cares about a personal best, 
you just qualified to run at the 
Olympic trials!

Doug’s face lights up.

DOUG
I did what? Ha! Yeah!

Doug and Stan hug again, both in bliss about what they 
managed to accomplish.

The cheering fades away.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - NIGHT

The track lights illuminate an empty track.

Doug and Stan sit in the stands, looking out over the ghostly 
lines below.

STAN
You hit the qualifying time for the 
ten kay time in April. Track and 
Field News still has you on their 
list as a hopeful to make the 
Olympic roster. How do you feel 
about that?

DOUG
Like the field is about as thick as 
the five. Shorter. Laris. Bachelor. 
Lindgren. 

Doug leans back and rests on the row of seats behind him.

DOUG (CONT’D)
It’ll take some heinous training to 
compete against talent like that. 
What are the entries for the 
steeple looking like?

Stan checks a clip board.
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STAN
Sink and Larsen will be there. But 
you know you can handle them. Some 
other solid talents. Steve Savage 
and Mike Manley out of Oregon. Jim 
Dave for Navy. Their times have 
been all up there with you this 
year.

DOUG
What do you think?

STAN
Me?

Stan takes a deep breath.

STAN (CONT’D)
You've run this race six times in 
your career. You've improved your 
personal best by forty seconds. 
You've beaten the best steeple 
runner the country has to offer. I 
think you know what my answer is.

Doug leans forward, looking out over the track.

DOUG
Then sign me up coach.

INT. DOUG’S DORM - DAY

Some tunes blasting from the radio. Doug grooving as his 
picks up the place a bit.

He’s in a great mood. Beaming even.

The phone rings.

Doug turns down the radio and answers.

DOUG
Oh, hi mom...

EXT. NORTH CARRICK HALL  - DAY

Victoria pulls her car into the parking lot.

She gets out with a big box of pizza and a six pack.
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INT. NORTH CARRICK HALL - DAY

Victoria slips in the front doors and heads up the stairs.

INT. NORTH CARRICK HALL - HALLWAY - DAY

Victoria counts the room numbers until she reaches Doug room. 
She knocks on the door.

No answer.

She knocks again.

Still no answer.

VICTORIA
Doug, it’s me, open up.

Still nothing.

Victoria grabs the handle and pushes open the door.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
I thought I'd surprise you with 
beer and pizza to celebrate…

She spots Doug, sitting in the side of the bed staring at the 
floor.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
Doug?

INT. DOUG’S DORM - DAY

Victoria sets the pizza and beer down on the desk and sits 
next to Doug.

VICTORIA
Are you okay?

Doug looks up at her, his face full of tears.

DOUG
He’s gone.

VICTORIA
Who’s gone.
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DOUG
Father Stevens. I didn’t even know 
he was in the hospital. I could 
have...

But it’s too much, Doug starts crying again.

Victoria pulls him close. She hugs him and rocks him gently 
back and forth.

VICTORIA
It’ll be okay. It’ll be okay.

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.
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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.
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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.

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.
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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.

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 high. 
Cross country. Track and Field. Ribbons. Plaques. 

Doug looks at 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 looks over as Ronny Weaver steps up next to him, looking 
down at the same picture as Doug.

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 run because it 
was cold he’d say

(imitates Stevens)
Doug Brown trained in a foot of 
snow.
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A soft laugh from Ronny.

RONNY (CONT’D)
It was so annoying.

Ronny holds out his hand. Doug grabs it and they shake.

RONNY (CONT’D)
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
States is going to be hard without 
him. I’m a mess before a race. But 
Father Stevens... it’s like, he 
always knew just the right thing to 
say to calm me down. 

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.
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RONNY
He was convinced you’d make the 
Olympics this year.

DOUG
Somehow I don’t see that happening.

Ronny isn’t buying it.

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

Doug looks down. 

Ronny looks up.

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

Ronny starts to walk away.

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

With a wave Ronny trots off.

RONNY (CONT’D)
Nice meeting you Doug.

EXT. LAPORTE STADIUM - NIGHT

The track is dark. Doug sitting alone in the stands, looking 
out over the infield.

Victoria comes up from behind and sits down next to him.

VICTORIA
Danny said you might be here. Any 
reason you’re not answering your 
phone? I haven’t talked to you 
since you got back into town.

DOUG
I’m not going to Eugene.

VICTORIA
Are you kidding me? 
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Doug shakes his head.

DOUG
I can’t. Not like this. You 
wouldn’t understand.

VICTORIA
You have to go.

DOUG
I don’t have to do anything.

Victoria’s had enough. She stands up in front of Doug.

VICTORIA
You said never stop chasing your 
dreams. Well this is your dream 
Doug. Your chance. And you’ve got a 
shot at making it come true. 

She kneels down, looks him square in the eye.

VICTORIA (CONT’D)
So you get on that plane damn it. 
You get on it and you go. You run 
your race. You run it for him. You 
run it for yourself. But you run 
damn it. You run.

Victoria waits for something, anything from Doug.

After a moment he nods.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Twin beds. Couch. Small black and white TV. The room’s decor 
is modest, and very orange. The door is open to the hallway.

Doug is folding a t-shirt on the dresser.

HALLWAY 

A few TEAMMATES horse around.

Alan is almost hit in the head by a football being throw 
between two of the rooms. 

ALAN
Watch it!

The guys laugh. 
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Danny is on the floor playing cards with JAMES (20s), big and 
bulky, across from Doug’s room. Alan sits down next to him.

ALAN (CONT’D)
How’s he doing?

Danny looks into the room at Doug, then back at his cards.

DANNY
I’ve had better conversations with 
a throw rug.

Danny plays a card.

ALAN
That bad, huh?

JAMES
Bad is an understatement. He’s been 
folding that t-shirt for close to 
half an hour.

ALAN
We still going fishing?

James plays a card.

JAMES
Yeah. Leaving in a half hour.

Alan gets up and walks into the room.

HOTEL ROOM

Alan leans against the doorway.

ALAN
Hey man.

Doug continues to fold the t-shirt.

ALAN (CONT’D)
James found a lake nearby that 
rents out miller boats and fishing 
rods. Some of us are going to head 
over there. You wanna come?

Doug shakes his head.

DOUG
No thanks.
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Alan walks over and puts his hand on the top of the t-shirt. 
Doug looks up.

ALAN
Come on man, it might help take 
your mind off things for a while.

EXT. POND - DAY

Two small boats float out on the water. Doug and Alan in one. 
James and Danny in another.

James hauls in a decent sized bass. Danny high fives him.

Alan casts his line back into the water.

ALAN
Are you going to run tomorrow?

DOUG
I’m here, aren’t I?

ALAN
I don’t mean just showing up. I 
mean going all out like the Brownie 
I used to know.

Doug puts his rod down and sighs.

DOUG
I don’t know. 

ALAN
You’re not gonna going to get 
another shot at this. This is it.

DOUG
I know.

ALAN
I don’t think you do. Guys would 
kill for this chance. The shot to 
represent our country at the 
biggest stage int eh world. 

Doug looks out over the water.

ALAN (CONT’D)
The rest of us, we’re going to give 
it our all, but you’re the one with 
the real shot. You’re the one we’re 
here to see make it.
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DOUG
I’m not used to this pressure. 
Everything up until now has come so 
easy. Beating Sink. Larsen. But now 
I’m here in Eugene. At the trials. 
About to step onto the biggest 
stage of my career. TV. Famous 
people. My family back at home 
watching. 

Doug shakes his head.

DOUG (CONT’D)
And the one person I wanted to see 
this more than anyone else in the 
world is gone.

ALAN
You can’t hold that against you. 
That’s not being fair to yourself.

DOUG
It’s not about fair. No one’s 
picking me to make the team. I’m 
just some kid who got lucky in a 
few races.

Doug picks his rob up and dips the tip into the water.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I’m not sure I’m ready to see where 
I stand against the absolute best 
runners in the country.

ALAN
Jesus Christ, will you listen to 
yourself No one’s ready for this. 
You just have to go out there and 
do it. Leave everything on the 
track. Because if you don’t do it 
now, you’re going to be wondering 
for the rest of your life “what 
if.”

Alan shakes his head.

ALAN (CONT’D)
And that’s the worst feeling 
possible.
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EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - DAY

A race in progress. Doug right in the thick of the lead pack 
as they cross the start/finish line.

PA ANNOUNCER
Lap six is underway for the 
qualifying heat for the three 
thousand meter steeplechase. The 
top six runners will qualify for 
the finals tomorrow.

INFIELD

Stan and Mike watch as Doug makes his way over the first 
hurdle with the rest of the lead group. 

He starts to fall to the back of the pack by the time they 
get to the second hurdle.

STAN
There’s no fire. He’s just going 
through the motions.

TRACK

Doug hangs with the lead group as they head over the first 
hurdle.

The next hurdle he’s toward the back.

He’s the last one over the next hurdle.

Trailing after the 4th hurdle, and continuing the fall back.

Doug is giving up. His pace lagging. The competition starting 
to pull away.

Doug glances into a crowd lined up along the fence on the 
back stretch.

A blur of a MAN standing at the fence. It looked like Father 
Stevens. Couldn’t be.

Doug looks back briefly over his shoulder. Whoever it was, 
he’s not there anymore.

WATER JUMP

The lead pack hits the jump, but the SECOND PLACE RUNNER 
clips his trail leg, and he hits hard, taking out the TWO 
RUNNERS with him.
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Doug hits the water jump and sails over cleanly. Leaving the 
three runners behind.

Sensing his chance, Doug’s demeanor changes, and he starts to 
dig.

INFIELD

Stan watches as Doug transforms from sluggish to his old form 
by the time he hits the fifth and final hurdle for the lap. 

A big grin.

STAN (CONT’D)
He’s back.

Stan turns to Mike.

STAN (CONT’D)
Make sure he knows his time and 
place when he crosses that line, 
you got me?

Mike hustles off toward the start/finish line.

TRACK

Doug’s at full throttle. Running like he did back at 
nationals. Calm cool collected. 

He crosses the start/finish line. The LAP OFFICIAL changes 
the lap counter from six to seven.

Mike yells from the side lines.

MIKE
Seven sixteen! You’re in ninth 
place. Keep digging!

Doug heads off and over the first hurdle.

By the second hurdle he’s caught the RUNNER IN 8TH. He passes 
him with ease as they glide over the second hurdle. 

Doug right on the tail of the RUNNER IN 7TH. They hit the 
third hurdle. It’s only second before Doug passes him as 
well. 

Doug clears the water jump with ease. He catches the RUNNER 
IN 6TH as they approach the final hurdle.

Doug pulls even as they clear the hurdle. 
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Only the front stretch remains. Doug giving it his all. An 
all out sprint for the final qualifying heat.

Doug leans forward as they cross. 

The LINE JUDGE declares Doug the 6th place finisher.

INFIELD

Mike clicks the stop watch and shows it to Stan.

MIKE (CONT’D)
Eight thirty six. Best time all 
year.

EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - NIGHT

Doug running the track, alone. 

He leaps over one hurdle. 

Leaps over another. 

Another. 

Yet another. 

He leaps over the water jump. His trail leg clips the hurdle, 
and he splashes down hard.

He sits up, gathers himself, and starts to get out of the 
pit.  

But another RUNNER sails over top of him, and lands right in 
front of him, preventing him from getting up.

A second later another RUNNER does the same thing. Then 
another. And another.

A literal army of runners flying over his head, keeping him 
pinned down in the pit.

Water flying every where. Feet all over the place. A wall of 
bodies.

The track lights flick on, revealing a fully packed stadium.

PA ANNOUNCER
Here comes the runners toward the 
finish line.
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Doug looks to the infield.

Stan and Mike are there screaming at him to get up.

He tries again, but it’s no use. More RUNNERS leaping over 
him. And more. 

Doug looks up the track, the finish line fading away into the 
horizon.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Doug’s eyes open in a flash. He’s breathing heavily. It takes 
a second, but he realizes it was a dream.

He feels his chest and arms. They’re soaked in sweat.

Doug sits up on the side of the bed. He looks over at Danny, 
who’s fast asleep in the other bed.

Checks the alarm clock: 5:36 A.M.

Doug stands up and walks over to the window. He cracks the 
blinds and looks out across the small town. The blue hue of 
the morning sun just starting to make it’s presence known.

EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - DAY

The track is quiet. A GROUNDS CREW waters portions of the 
infield grass.

A few OFFICIALS and TRACK PERSONNEL go about their routines. 
Some fans mill about exploring the facilities.

Doug, in full on University of Tennessee track suit, is off 
near the fence watching the pole vault pit stretching.

MALE VOICE (O.C.)
A Volunteer? Don’t see too many of 
those.

Doug turns around to find STEVE PREFONTAINE (20s), short, 
blonde hair, mustache. 

DOUG
We do what we can.

PREFONTAINE
Tell that to the rest of the S.E.C. 
you beat the pants off this year. 
Doug Brown, right?
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Doug nods.

PREFONTAINE (CONT’D)
I saw your three thousand meter 
race a few weeks back at nationals. 
That’s a hell of a finish you 
pulled off.

Doug stands up.

PREFONTAINE (CONT’D)
Finishing third after a fall like 
that takes some kind of heart.

Steve holds his hands out.

PREFONTAINE (CONT’D)
Steve Prefonatine.

Doug shakes his head.

DOUG
Yeah, I know. Nice to meet you.

PREFONTAINE
A little early to be warming up, 
isn’t it? Race isn’t for another 
eight hours.

DOUG
Nerves. 

PREFONTAINE
Tell me about it.

A pause as Steve mulls something over.

PREFONTAINE (CONT’D)
You finished third in the ten kay 
at nationals last year. But you’re 
not running the ten here? What 
happened?

DOUG
I found out I was really good at 
jumping over things.

They both laugh.

TWO GIRLS trot over to Steve and grab his arms.

GIRL #1
Hey Steve, we gotta get going.
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Girl #2 gives Doug a once over.

GIRL #2
Who’s your friend?

PREFONTAINE
Doug, best runner in Tennessee.

GIRL #2
He’s cute.

Doug smiles.

PREFONTAINE
Hey, look, I gotta jet. Nice 
meeting you. Good luck.

Steve and the girls starts to walk away.

DOUG
Wait. Can I ask you a question?

Steve stops and leaves the girls to come back over to Doug.

PREFONTAINE
Yeah sure, shoot.

DOUG
You’ve run big races like this 
before. You got any advice or 
anything? I don’t know, something I 
can think about. Calm me down.

Steve puts his hand on Doug’s shoulder.

PREFONTAINE
When you’re out there, and your 
lungs are on fire, and your heart 
feels like it’s ready to explode, 
remember, pain is temporary. But 
pride is forever.

A glint in Doug’s eye suggests Steve’s advice is more than 
coincidence.

Steve slaps Doug on his shoulder and heads back to the girls. 

PREFONTAINE (CONT’D)
Don’t forget that and you’ll be 
okay.

Steve and the girls walk off.
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INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Doug trying to read a magazine. He flips the pages. Never 
settling on an article. He tosses the magazine on to the 
table.

He looks over at the clock: 12:03 P.M.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Doug laying on his bed, eyes closed. 

No use. 

Doug opens his eyes and sits up.

He looks over at the clock: 2:49 P.M.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

James, Alan, Danny, and the rest of the team are in the room 
watching a basketball game.

Doug pacing around the room. He checks the clock: 4:52 P.M.

Alan looks over.

ALAN
You all right?

DOUG
Do I look all right?

Alan raises his eyebrows in surprise, then nonchalantly goes 
back to watching the game.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Doug sitting in a chair, his legs bouncing up and down in a 
nervous fashion. 

ON THE CLOCK: 5:14 P.M. 

The clock switches to 5:15 P.M. An alarm starts buzzing.

Doug turns off the clock’s alarm, grabs his sweats, and exits 
the room.
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EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - DAY

The warm orange glow of the sun covers the track, giving the 
facilities a golden hue.

PA ANNOUNCER
Next up is the final for the three 
thousand meter steeple chase. The 
top three will earn a spot on this 
year’s Olympic team.

Doug on the track side of the fence surrounded by the other 
RUNNERS warming up. Danny and Alan on the other side.

ALAN
Just stay focused.

DANNY
This is it, don’t leave anything 
out there.

Doug nods, partially in agreement, partially to get them to 
leave him alone.

ALAN
Alright man, good luck.

Alan and Danny head off.

Doug looks down at his hand, it’s shaking a bit. He clenches 
into a fist to steady himself.

MAN’S VOICE (O.C.)
Brownie!

Doug turns to see RALPH BOSTON (30s), joggs over from the 
infield, carrying a massive portable TV camera.

DOUG
Ralph?

Ralph arrives and shakes Doug’s hand. The reunion is warm.

DOUG (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing here?

RALPH
I’m working the infield for the TV 
crew. 
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DOUG
If I fall, make sure they don’t 
show it.

Ralph laughs.

RALPH
Will do. 

The STARTING OFFICIAL calls for the runners.

RALPH (CONT’D)
Looks like that’s your queue. Good 
luck out there.

Doug takes off his warm up pants and joins the rest of the 
runners at the starting line.

He looks down at his hand. It’s still shaking. 

STARTING OFFICIAL
Set!

The Starting Official raises his arm into the air, starting 
pistol aiming at the stars.

Doug still looking at his hand. The shaking comes to a stop. 
He clenches his hand into a fist and looks forward.

BAM!

The gun goes off and the runners take flight.

TRACK

The first lap is uneventful, Doug consistently in the front 
of the group.

START/FINISH LINE

The LAP OFFICIAL changes the lap counter from 1 to 2.

TRACK

A lead group of four runners starts to pull away from the 
rest of the pack. 

Leading the way are Oregon teammates MIKE MANLEY (20s), short 
and STEVE SAVAGE (20s), in 1st and 2nd place.

Behind them in 3rd is JIM DARE (20s) running with a Navy 
singlet. Doug right on his heels in 4th.
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START/FINISH LINE

The Lap Official changes the lap counter from 2 to 3.

TRACK

Doug jockeying with Dare for 4th. Testing him. 

They glide over a hurdle, neither gaining an advantage.

Manley and Savage stay tucked in line, Savage choosing not to 
try and jockey for position against his teammate.

INFIELD

Mike stands near the track as the lead group approaches.

He yells to Doug as he passes.

MIKE
Stay on this pace! Don’t worry 
about making a move!

Mike trots over to Stan.

MIKE (CONT’D)
I don’t know what’s changed since 
yesterday, but I like it. He looks 
good. Comfortable. 

STAN
Comfortable isn’t going to win the 
race. 

START/FINISH LINE

The Lap Official changes the lap counter from 3 to 4.

TRACK

Feet hit the track like a symphony of drums. Steady. 
Rhythmic.

Breaths matching the steps.

Arms moving in tandem.

The four runners in the lead group move like a train. As if 
they’re one entity. Steps. Movements. Breaths. Everything 
matching and moving in sync.

They move over the water jump like roller coaster over a 
hill. Smooth. Steady. Without interruption. 
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START/FINISH LINE

The Lap Official changes the lap counter from 4 to 5.

TRACK 

Doug’s vision ahead is focused. Everything but the path in 
front of him blurred, removed from view. 

It’s nothing but a tunnel leading to the next hurdle. Only 
the three runners in front of him obscuring a clear view.

Doug’s breathing clear, concise. His breath’s pause as he 
glides over a hurdle. He exhales as he lands, and then picks 
up the rhythm without missing a beat.

START/FINISH LINE

The foursome crosses the start/finish line.

The Lap Official changes the lap counter from 5 to 6.

INFIELD

Stan and Mike watch as the foursome glide over the first 
hurdle.

STAN (CONT’D)
(to himself)

Now it gets interesting.

Stan turns to Mike.

STAN (CONT’D)
I want you at that line when he 
crosses. Make sure he knows his 
position and time.

Mike nods and trots off.

Stan watches as Doug and the group sail over the second 
hurdle.

STAN (CONT’D)
Keep digging.

TRACK

Savage pulls even with Manley, testing him. 

They sail in tandem over the fifth hurdle, only the 
start/finish line ahead of them.
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Doug stays tucked in behind Dare, not yet ready to make a 
move.

START/FINISH LINE

The blaze past the start/finish line.

The Lap Official rings the bell, signalling the final lap.

The sound of the bell snaps Doug out of his concentration. 
For the first time in the race he’s truly way of what’s 
playing out in front of him.

Mike yells out from the sidelines as he passes.

MIKE
Seven fifteen! You’re in fourth! 
Make it happen Brownie.

TRACK

Doug sails over the first hurdle and it’s on. His demeanor 
changes. Ready. Willing. He’s not going to leave anything on 
the track.

The pace picks up as Doug moves along side Dare. The stay 
even over the second hurdle.

Dare isn’t going to give up any ground, or his place.

Doug and Dare close the gap on Savage and Manley.

The group approaches the third hurdle.

Savage and Manley sail over.

Doug and Dare hit the jump, but Doug’s trail leg clips the 
top of the hurdle and he goes down hard on the track.

Dare takes off without looking back.

Everything slows to a trickle as Doug looks up. His chance 
running away from him. The crowd noise muffles out. Dust and 
gravel fall from his scratched up arms.

He’s done. 

Doug lifts his head, looking at the fans screaming at the 
fence, yelling for him to get up. But he can’t hear them. 
Everything is silent. Except for one sound.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Get up.
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That voice. He knows that voice.

Doug scans the fence and spots Father Stevens.

They locks eyes. 

FATHER STEVENS
Get up Doug.

Doug closes his eyes, shaking his head briefly, to make sure 
what he’s looking at is real. 

When he opens them Stevens is gone.

Doug looks down the track, Dare ten meters in front of him 
and pulling away.

He rises, everything starts to come back into focused, back 
up to speed, and he runs, full blast.

Doug races off, blood streaming down from a cut on his knee. 
He catches Dare as they hit the water jump.

As they cross, Doug’s arm almost touched Dare’s.

They land with one hurdle left to go, and Doug moves past 
Dare. His sights set on Savage and Manley.

Doug catches Savage as they hit the final hurdle. 

They sail over. Doug pulls even with Savage when they land.

Doug passes him and moves into second with only the 
straightaway to go. Blood covering Doug’s calf, leaving drops 
behind on the track as he races on past.

The finish line ahead. Can he catch Manley. He closes. Even 
closer. Nearly there.

But there isn’t enough track left. Manley crosses the line 
first, Doug second.

FINISH LINE

Doug nearly collapses, falling into the arms of a nearby 
OFFICIAL. He steadies himself as Stan, Mike, and some MEDICAL 
TRAINERS arrive. They look over his injured knee.

Doug, nearly delirious, looks at Stan.

DOUG
Did I do it?
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STAN
You’re headed to Munich buddy!

The Trainers lift Doug up and carry him toward the Medical 
Tent on the infield. Stan and Mike running along side.

Doug looks at the Trainer on each side, unaware of who they 
are, and still very out of it.

DOUG
Once you make the team they carry 
you around? This is neat.

INT. MEDICAL TENT - DAY

Doug is placed on a table by the Trainers. They start to 
clean his wound, which is still bleeding heavily.

Doug notices the injury for the first time.

DOUG
When did that happen?

MIKE
When you fell on the last lap.

Mike hands Doug some water.

DOUG
I fell on the last lap?

Stan laughs.

STAN
You really are out of it, aren’t 
you?

Doug gulps down the water.

DOUG
Oh, that’s good.

STAN
Stay here and let them fix you up. 
We’ve got to file some paper work 
to certify the results.

Stan and Mike walk off.

Doug relaxes and drinks some more water.
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Ralph Boston runs into the tent. He looks around the tent, 
frantic.

RALPH
Doug? Doug?

Ralph spots Doug and hurries over to the table.

RALPH (CONT’D)
Doug, you’d better get Stan out 
here now. They’re trying to lay 
some shit on you. 

DOUG
What’s going on?

RALPH
Get Stan.

Doug hops off the table.

TRAINER
Hey, you can’t--

But Doug isn’t listening. He limps after Stan, Ralph in tow.

EXT. INFIELD - DAY

DOUG
Stan! 

Stan and Mike turn.

RALPH
The official at the water jump red 
flagged Doug. They said he cut off 
Jim Dare.

DOUG
That’s bullshit! I didn’t cut off 
anybody.

Stan and Mike take Doug and head toward the water jump, where 
a group of OFFICIALS are gathered.

WATER JUMP

The group arrive at the group of officials.

DOUG (CONT’D)
I didn’t foul anyone!
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Stan turns to Mike.

MIKE
Take him.

(looks to Doug)
I’ll handle this.

Stan walks to the group.

STAN
What’s going on?

HEAD OFFICIAL
We have an indication that your 
runner fouled the runner from Navy 
as they went over the water jump.

STAN
Did anyone else see the foul?

WATER JUMP OFFICIAL
That doesn’t matter. I saw what I 
saw. And your runner fouled the 
runner from Navy.

Jim Dare and a members of the NAVY COACHING STAFF arrive. A 
hush falls over the group as they turn their attention to 
Dare.

DARE
Doug Brown did not foul me. You 
can’t disqualify him. The better 
man won.

Everyone is a bit stunned, including Doug.

The two officials huddle to themselves for a second. Some 
brief words exchanged. 

The Head Official turns around.

HEAD OFFICIAL
There is no foul. 

Doug and company breath a sigh of relief. Doug limps over to 
Dare.

DOUG
I can’t thank you enough.

Dare smiles.
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DARE
You don’t have to thank anyone. You 
beat me fair and square.

He offers his hand. They shake. Dare with a warm, honest 
smile.

DARE (CONT’D)
Good luck in Munich.

Doug nods as Dare walks off and Doug is greeted by the rest 
of his team, ready to congratulate Doug on his feat.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

A friendly college bar packed wall to wall with LOCALS and 
VISITING ATHLETES.

Doug and his teammates are crowded into a booth in the back. 
Pitchers of beer liter the table.

JAMES
Aw man, when he clipped that hurdle 
and totally ate it on the track, I 
thought for sure he was done.

James slams what’s left of his pint.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Argh! But the man just kept 
running!

He grabs Doug by the neck and rubs his head. The group 
laughs.

Alan refills James’s glass.

ALAN
Guys, guys, settle down. Let’s get 
serious for a moment.

DANNY
Yeah, I was serious when I was 
banging your girlfriend last week.

Everyone laughs.

ALAN
Shut up Danny. Seriously guys. This 
is a toast, to the one, and only, 
Brownie. 
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Alan lifts his glass. The rest of the group follows.

Alan looks over at Doug.

ALAN (CONT’D)
You’ve been through a lot lately. A 
lesser man would have given up. As 
a teammate, as a friend, hell, as a 
brother, you made me and everyone 
else proud today. 

DOUG
Thanks man.

ALAN
So here’s to you Brownie. Off to 
Munich you go. Cheers.

GROUP
Cheers!

Everyone takes a sip.

JAMES
Brown-nee! Brown-nee! Brown-nee!

James starts to bang on the table as he chants. 

Soon the whole group is chanting, banging on the table, and 
otherwise being hooligans.

Alan fill sup Doug’s glass

GROUP
Brown-nee! Brown-nee! Brown-nee!

Doug raises the glass, holds it up to the group, and downs it 
in a single gulp.

The group cheers!

Doug smiles, taking part in the festivities in body only, his 
mind off drifting somewhere else.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Doug tossing and turning in bed. Danny sawing a log on the 
other side of the room.

Doug sits up, checks his watch: 3:17 A.M.
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He reaches down and pulls on some shorts. They snag slightly 
on his bandaged knee.

He gets up and grabs his crutches.

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF OREGEON - NIGHT

Doug, with the aid of his crutches, slowly makes his way 
across campus.

The lights form Hayward field still visible up ahead.

EXT. HAYWARD FIELD - NIGHT

Doug arrives at the fence, 50 meters or so from the water 
jump. The entire track brilliant, pure, and quiet and empty, 
save for a lone janitor sweeping the stands.

Doug’s lip quivers. His eyes start to water. And like a 
nuclear bomb going off inside of him, he loses it.

Tears. Sniffling. Trembles. Shakes. Doug for the first time 
coming to grips with the significance of what he accomplished 
earlier that day.

Silence all around. Not a car. Not a dog. Not a bird. Just 
him and his tears.

And then, it’s over.

He takes a deep breath and sighs.

DOUG
I wish you were here.

His head lowered, he turns around and starts his trek back 
toward the hotel.

STANDS

The Janitor looks up. It’s Father Stevens. 

FATHER STEVENS 
I was my son. I was.

He sets his broom down and walks away, slowly disappearing 
into the air.

SUPER: 
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Doug Brown would make the United States Olympic Team twice 
more, in 1976 and 1980, for 3000M Steeple Chase.

As Head Coach of The University of Tennessee he won seven SEC 
titles and the 1991 NCAA Outdoor Track & Field title.

He currently resides outside Atlanta, Georgia.

FADE OUT
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