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You' re probably not a nenber of a Major League Baseball team
if your life's errors don't show up in the norning paper..

- - BABE RUTH

If a woman has to choose between catching a fly ball and
saving an infant's life, she will nost |ikely choose to save
the infant's life without even considering if the tying run
is on third-base...

--VH TEY HERZOG

| rages wi pe the screen, kinetic and abstract, floating and
dreamike in SLOMY -- Varying filmstock and formats.

CLOSE ON TY COBB ROUNDI NG THI RD BASE -- The kinetic notions
of ballerina assassin. A whirling dervish of grit and ol d-
school mean. Splattering the unsuspecting catcher into the
dirt...SAFE!

DI SSCLVE TQO

CLOSE ON GEORGE BRETT -- a hot coat of psychotic. Ranting
his mangl ed face at the honme-plate unpire in Yankee's Stadi um

DI SSCLVE TQO

CLOSE ON BILLY MARTI N and REGA E JACKSON, SCREAM NG and
SQUEALING. Twi sting with delicious rage like two batty, jaw
boned hyenas.

(Over the imges, a nontage of synthesized voices fromfans

in the stands: e.g. "WII sonebody shoot this worthless bum
dead now and end ny fucking msery!!"™ "C non Crawford, they're
murdering ya' out there!!" - SOUNDS are dreami ke and
abstract, echoey and di scordant:)

DI SSCLVE TO

| NT. DONALD STERLI NG CONVENTI ON CENTER/ KANSAS CI TY, MO --
DAY

A Fl ELD REPORTER speaks into canera.

REPORTER
On the eve of mmjor | eague basebal
openi ng day, we're comng to you
live downtown at the Norvington Sports
Menor abi | i a Convention, where | ocal
sponsors are offering Kansas City
fan, Stan Bateman a cool $35,000 for
aut ographi ng a single photo of hinself
at the city's annual show.

STAN BATEMAN sits on a |large stage. Light bul bs gl eam as
Bat eman aut ographs a JUMBO PHOTO of hinsel f.



REPORTER ( CONT' D)

(beat)
Bat eman, a recluse, is infanously
remenbered for shattering the Wrld
Series dreans of Kansas City fans
everywhere, after inexplicably
interfering with the teams left-
fielder on a reachable foul ball and
gane-ending final out in Gane 7 of
the 2003 ALCS. -- A gane Kansas City
subsequently | ost after Baltinore
went on 4-run rally later that sane
inning to wn the series.

Anot her man hands Bat eman an OVER- Sl ZED $25, 000 CHECK
BACK TO FlI ELD REPORTER

REPORTER ( CONT' D)
What's worth noting, is how nuch
sincere aninosity sinply the
menti oni ng of Bateman's nanme continues
to still draw in public foruns.

ANGLE ON. Security guards closing off a jagged row of RABID
BOO NG FANS donni ng Kansas City baseball gear. Sounds of
Wl d boars in search of their prey; throaty, blood-in-the-
esophagus il k.

BOO BI RD #!
Hey Bat eman, why don't you go kill a
famly of baby seals while you stil
got the rest of the afternoon, ya'
f uckf ace!

BOO BI RD #2
Hell's too cold a place for you to
rest, Batenman!
Several itens; key chains, candy bars, pens, now pelting
Bat eman' s body, who tries shielding sharp debris with th

aid of his big check.

e

BATEMVAN
Leave nme in peace, ya' nonsters!

Bat eman qui ckly makes his get-away for an exit sign
BACK TO:

REPORTER
It begs the question fromthis
reporter, "what's it gonna be like
when Batenman actually | eaves this
convention?"...Stay tuned.



| NT. HALLWAY - CONVENTI ON -- CONTI NUOUS
Bat eman swi ngs hinsel f through the door. Safe.
P. O V. BATENMAN

An enpty hallway. Rusty neon |lights above flicker on and
of f.

Wl ki ng down hal lway, still holding his enornous check;
smling; relieved.

Bat eman novi ng towards a MEN S BATHROOM si gn. Reachi ng down,
it is |ocked.

WOVEN S BATHROOM SI GN seen next door. Bat eman | ooks around;
coast is clear.

BATEMAN
(to hinself)
Fuck the rul es.

Moves to wonen's bat hroom opens door

Ri ght behi nd door, A FlI GURE expl odes out and grabs Bat eman
around the neck in an instantaneous | unge.

LONG SHARP BLADE -- cones at BATEMAN, fast and
furious...slicing his throat clean.

Bateman falls forward, making a guttural sound deep in his
throat, as the figure drives his knife straight into Bateman's
eye socket with a SLAMM NG THUD; the other end of the knife
now sticking through the wall.

CUT TO
I NT. KID S BEDROOM DAY

The grinding noise dematerialize into a bleak silence as
we. . .

FADE | N:

Early nmorning light spilling into a rough-shot of toys.
ANGLE ON. BASEBALL BATTER THEMED ALARM CLOCK

The m nute-hand clicking from6:59AMto 7: 00AM The batter
takes a big swing and the alarmerupts with the sound of a
ball being hit, then the ROAR of the crowd.

A BANNER hangs above the bedroom door, *“HAPPY BI RTHDAY
SLUGCER. ”

CARTER, (8) with tousled hair and bright eyes, races out of
bed.



| NT. KITCHEN. DAY

ANGLE ON. Carter’s DAD, (38). Twitching with anticipation.
(I mages of a man who has just been called into a Thanksgi vi ng
Day touch-football gane.) Punps out two fists.

[eX(e]

DAD
Pi ck a hand birthday boy!

Carter debates, then chooses | eft hand.

Dad opens to reveal, 2 TICKETS.

CARTER
(excitedly)
Basebal | tickets! Geez!
DAD
Two rows behind the dugout, sport.
CARTER
(exam nes tickets)
No way!
DAD
Hol d your horses, pal. You forgot

to check ny other hand...

Carter cannot believe his dunb luck. Taps dad's other fist,
reveal ing a wadded up pi ece of paper

Carter, dunfounded. Unfolds, reads. "CHECK UNDER YOUR BED'
| NT. CARTER S ROOM - MOVENTS LATER
Carter pulls out an object under his mattress.
Carter's MOMin b.g.
C.U A shiny baseball mt.
CARTER

Look, Mom It’s even signed by Kansas

City's all-star center fielder, Brett

VWr ner!

MOM
We're so proud of you, son.

EXT. KANSAS CI TY STADIUM -- DAY

B.G A STREET BAND pl ays CGerman nusic, setting the nood of
nmystery, verdure, sky. Banners advertising American beer
products everywhere.

CARTER and hi s DAD wal king on foot, w nding around si dewal ks
of the bucolic, old-tinme nei ghborhood.



CARTER
Awesone!

| NT. KANSAS CI TY STADIUM SECTION A -- MOMENTS LATER

Carter and father are escorted down to very good seats. -
The nmonolithic skyline rises before us; SOFT CLASSI CAL MJSI C
lulling our senses.

CARTER
Aw, man! Right behind the dugout!

DAD
Know what woul d make t hese seats
even better?

CARTER
What ?

DAD
A hotdog with nustard and relish.

CARTER
(excited)
Aw, man! Real|ly?!

DAD flags down a cl ever-grinned vendor wal ki ng by.

CUT TO
EXT. ANNOUNCER S BOOTH -- 9TH I NNI NG
HARVEY GREASE -- a boi sterous, boozy, veteran sportscaster.

ANNOUNCER
...got ourselves a ball gane, folks.
Tying run on second, with 2 outs in
the bottom of the 9th, and Kansas
Cty's Brett Warner stepping up to
the plate with his team down, 6-5
agai nst the struggling C evel and
Mar auder s.

THE MJUSIC THEME -- a blend of martial, choral and rock &
roll. -- Warner digs in.

SVASH CUT TGO

WARNER fouls off a high fly ball into the night sky, tw sting
down towards CARTER S SEAT- SECTI ON.

CARTER
Aw, wowl

DAD
Cet ready, kiddo!



ANGLE ON. CLEVELAND shortstop, FERNANDO ESCOBAR, ( 30)
whooshing towards stands like a freight train towards slicing
foul ball, just as....

....DAD hoi sts CARTER over Dugout |edge; interfering with
Escobar's gl ove-hand. The ball instead dropping into little
Carter's mtt.

UWVP
Foul ball!
ESCOBAR
(to CARTER)

You little sh-!

Home crowd cheers at their second chance fortune.

DAD
You caught it!
CARTER
(shock & awe)

VWhoah!

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Ww  Looks |like Warner is going to
get anot her whack at it.
(pause)
Escobar probably coul d have caught
that, but we’ re tal king about hone
field advant age here.

ANGLE ON. Escobar, continues to glare at Carter & dad.

DAD
(to Escobar/taunting)
Yeah, that's right jack-ass, ny kid
just saved the gane, asshole!!

C.U. CARTER and DAD highlighted on a spastic JUVBOTRON. -
Dad spots hinself, waves w ldly.

DAD ( CONT' D)
(into canera)
My kid freakin' rocks!!!

CUT TO
EXT. STADIUM - LATER

Dad and Carter skip out of stadium pregnant with itens of
menor abi | i a purchased.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
...Kansas Cty winning in the bottom
of the ninth on an amazing Brett
Warner, two-run, wal k-off honer to
end the gane...



Carter and Dad seen polishing off their enornous sundaes.

CARTER
Wowi
DAD
G eat gane, huh?
Carter reviews baseball; conflicted.
CARTER
... dad?
DAD
(excited)
What' s up, gane-saver?
CARTER
...did we,,um,,cheat?
DAD
VWhat ?!  Hell no!...l nean, no way
pal. That's just how the gane is
pl ayed.
(beat)

Besi des,--even if we did maybe cheat
alittle,-it's okay because we hel ped
the home teamwn. It's what ya' cal
an exception to the rule. Ya' see?

CARTER
(conf used)
.| guess.

DAD

Vll | don’t know about you ki ddo,

but daddy's gotta' hit the can.
CARTER

Me, too. -- Nunber two!
DAD

(proud)
Go for it, ya' big hero. Because
today’s all about you, w nner.

| NT. BATHROOM STALL -- MOMENTS LATER
Dad pees; whistles a little tune.

CARTER (V. Q)
Um ...dad?

DAD
VWat is it pal.



CARTER (V. Q)
(scared)
Hel p nme, please!?

DAD
Sur e, buck-o.

Dad zi ps up, and fl ushes.

ANGLE ON. Carter gazing down at toilet, his trenbling chin
now snmeared in runny ice-cream

Dad | ooks down; and his expression changes. (The horror.)

DAD ( CONT' D)
Uh, let me...Unh...Aw jeez pal.

Carter starts bawl i ng bl oody nurder.
ANGLE ON. STAN BATEMAN S HEAD floating inside. distening.
CLOSE ON. A NOTE/ POEM STAPLED TO BATEMAN S SEVERED HEAD.
NOTE/ POEM

"Fans are not the players, oh the

things they mss. - Enough with al

t he hassl es, 'cause now you're dead

in piss,,,"
(Somewhere in the world, other children are | aughing
and pl aying video ganes or checkers; where doomis not the
operative ethic against bad fan sportsmanship.)
OPEN on a bl ack screen. SUPERIMPCSE in dark red letters:

THE SERI AL- BOX ATHLETE
SMASH CUT TO

EXT. SMALL TEXAS DI RT ROAD. - LATER
Honda Civic |inps through a one-lane dirt road.

ANGLE ON. A flinmsy chrone sign reads, “Wl cone to Carbinton
M ssouri.”

| NT. HONDA CI VI C -- CONTI NUOUS

The passenger's seat littered with the essential materials
of all good baseball|l scout; eg. scuffed baseballs, portable
radar gun, three-ringed notebooks, enpty fast food bags
stained with French fry grease, etc.

PAN TO. ANDY NETTLES; Tall, 40's, soft-spoken, but | ooks
i ke he could kick your ass if he really had to.



EXT. CARBI NGTON STADI UM - MOMVENTS LATER

The tall arc lights of a baseball dianond seen in the
di stance, a gane already in progress.

ANDY noves past a chain |link fence, spots a 12 YR -OLD, BAT
BOY.

ANDY
How s Meschke doin’ tonight?

BAT BOY
Best night he’'s had all season. Two
doubl es and a stol en base, so far.

ANDY
(encour aged)
... Atta boy Meschke.

Andy | ooks through his binoculars, tries to spot him

ANDY ( CONT' D)
Wait-Why isn't he playing third-base?

BAT BOY
Just took himto the hospital..
ANDY
Hospital ?! - \Wat happened?
BAT BOY
Bl ew out his MCL chasi ng down a foul
ball in the fourth inning.

(beat)
Dropped |i ke a wet bag of shit.

ANDY
(optimstic)
Crmon. It mght be just a sprain..?

BAT BOY
Sure. And if the queen had balls
she' d be king.

Looks at action in the ball field.

ANDY
Anyone el se worth checki ng out?

BAT BOY
(poi nts at dugout)
The Lions got a kid, Geg Goosen.
The good news is, he's only 17 years
old....

Bat - boy spits out a stain of tobacco juice.



ANDY
...and the bad news?

BAT BOY
--if Goosen lives ten nore years
he's gotta' chance to be 27
(spits)
Throw the buma slider, and he turns
into the I ove-child of Mari o Mendoza.

Andy punches at his scouting report.

ANDY
Goddammi t!

In the distance, the | oud pop of the catcher's mtt, followed
by unpire's cry-"Stri ke Thaaa-reeeee!"

DUGAN LAMVATTA, (26) Hi s |long and nmassive arns and 6' 5" frane,
overshadowed only by the gnarly tattoos occupying his forearns
and neck. H's leg kicking high over-head as the pitch is
rocketed right down Broadway. Striking the catcher's mtt

i ke a cherry bonb.

ANDY ( CONT' D)
...Wio's the pitcher?

BAT BOY
Nane's Lammatta. A freak of nature.
No other word for it. Ganes he don't
pitch, he's out there in right field.
Gotta' pretty big bat too.

Uuw (O S.)
Stri ke Threel!!

CUT TO
BEHI ND HOME PLATE. -- MOMENTS LATER
CLOSE ON. RADAR GUN
Andy crouched behi nd backstop, ains gun like a pistol.

DUGAN LAMVATTA Fires a great liquid whip. H s eel-Ilike body
violently contorting at the flashed nonent of rel ease; causing
the ball to slice wwth a malicious snap. -- STRI KE THREE!!

Andy reviews the nunmber on radar-gun; dunbstruck. Wi ps out
cel | - phone.

ANDY
(into cell)
G mMme Sudai ki s.
(pause)
Yeah, well, check the fuckin' jacuzzi!



Andy watches Lammatta strutting towards hone plate; a MASSI VE
BAT grips his hands.

ANGLE ON. Lammatta, settling into the box; an ease that is
both fluid and nmenacing as he prines his sw ng.

The PITCHER hurls ball up and in. Lammatta steps back and
swats it wth ease. Even the sound of the ball com ng off
his bat is different--harsher, alnost netallic. -- Careening
like a distant star before dropping out of view beyond a

I i ght stanchion.

ANDY ( CONT' D)
Vell, “F" nme in the “B".

BAT BOY watches ball-flight; re-approaches Andy.

BAT BOY
Wul d' a been the find of a lifetine...
(beat)
If he were fit for that type of thing.
...Playing in the majors.

ANDY
There's nothing, "if" about him
kid. This guy's a five-tool nonster!

BAT BOY
| nmeant, far-out, "strange bird".

ANDY
--Strange bird? --As in--?

BAT BOY
-- As in, Lanmatta ain't quite sure
whi ch plane he's on...

EXT. CLEVELAND STADI UM - NI GHT/ LATER
The strange, yet toxic snell of a well oil ed-baseball dianond.
PAN OVER TO. Lights beaminside a PRESS BOX.

ANNOUNCER
Vel cone everybody. The C evel and
Mar auders finally back home froma
grueling el even-ganme road trip.
Currently carrying nore baggage than
a lear jet, after getting pummel ed
i ke a group Tibetan nonks at a
Chi nese police picnic.

(beat)

Yes sir, it is sumrertine again.
Col d beer, grandma's apple pie and
Cl evel and yet again, stuck in |ast
pl ace. . .

STADI UM BLEACHERS.



ANGLE ON. MATTHEW and PAUL, (M d-30's). Noise fromthe
stadiumcrowd to be heard fromthe subjective viewpoint of
both nen; both brandish mniature TV's, and scorecards.

PAUL
| f being a Mnnesota fan is |ike
ki ssing your sister, then being a
Cl evel and fan is |ike kissing your
wi fe, having several children with
her, and then finding out years |ater
that she is your |ong-lost sister.

MATTHEW
(stunned)
| can't believe we're actually w nning
a bal |l gane. ..

PAUL
They're always wi nning. Until they
| ose.

MATTHEW

(1 ooks around)
At | east the ball park | ooks nice,

hnrm . ?

PAUL
"Nice"? Gmme' a break. 1've seen
nore nostal gia inside a nucl ear power
pl ant .

PAN OVER TO. A SCOREBOARD hi ghl i ghts fancy graphics.

Paul 's face turns BLOOD RED
PAUL ( CONT' D)

Seriously!! - This bumgets his own
video nontage?!!..H s batting average
is only .210!!

(beat)

The guy handl es a bat the way Dick
Cheaney handles a rifle!!!

Matthew diligently marking his scorecard after a play on the
field; Paul takes a big swg fromhis tucked-away fl ask.

MAT THEW
... You wanna' know what you're problem
is?

PAUL
-you nean other than the fact our
genius GM acquired a 39-year-old
right-fielder for $13 million a year?

MATTHEW
-you |ike taking the easy way out.
...Losing is "easy"..



PAUL
Bul l shit. "Wnning" is easy. Al
you have to do is clap and smle.
But "losing", now that's hard worKk.

ANGLE ON. A KID (8) wears a CLEVELAND MARAUDERS CAP & JERSEY,
wal ks up the aisle past them

PAUL ( CONT' D)
(points at kid)
Look at him,,it"'s like watching a
really cute puppy about to get
tortured by Mchael Vick for the
next fifty years..

MATTHEW
You need a therapist.

ANGLE ON. BASEBALL FI ELD

Suddenly, a hone-run is whacked by a M NNESOTA BATTER  HOVER
Bl eacher buns boo, tossing the ball back onto the field.
ANGLE ON. SCOREBOARD READS; M NNESOTA 4 - CLEVELAND 3.

PAUL
No! I'l'!
(yelling at the field)
What | need is better starting
pi tching, ya'" damm knuckl eheads!!!

DOMN ON THE FI ELD -- LATER
ESCOBAR, digs in batter box, taking practice cuts.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Escobar, who had a hunorous run-in
with a eight-year old boy | ast week
after he blew a chance to put away
Kansas City,--leads off in the 6th..

ESCOBAR t akes stri ke one.

ANNOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Escobar, a swtch-hitter, is batting
. 217 fromthe right-side and . 215
fromthe left through 96 ganes.

ESCOBAR t akes stri ke two.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
.\Wll, at | east he's consistent.

Escobar eye-rapes another pitch right down the mddle. --
STRI KE THREE



ANNOUNCER (QO. S.) (CONT' D)
-- ooh, and he takes strike three!

Escobar throws his bat; wal ks back towards hone dugout.
DI RECTLY BEHI ND DUGOUT/ 2nd ROW OF STANDS.

Meet VINNI E DASSO. aka. "Your typical heckler a-hole.”
Scream ng |i ke a Roman trunpet towards ESCOBAR A m ddl e-
aged man in a Tazmani an Devil T-shirt & D sney-Wrld Hat.

VI NNI E
Good eye, Escobar. Don’t risk hitting
into a doubl e play when nobody’s on
base, ya' illiterate, spanish-fly
Jag- of !

ESCOBAR | ooks up; glares at VINNIE briefly, but continues
down dugout steps.

THE GAME FROM A DUGOUT P. O V.

The players sit, stand, stir restlessly. A conbination of
rel axation and intensity not visible fromthe stands.

PAN OVER TO. CLEVELAND MANAGER, BUBBER FORD. Calm cool
tall and raw boned. Although age and frustration are
beginning to give hima tattered | ook at 62.

Sitting next, is pitching coach, BRANSON DUNN, (50's).

BRANSON
That's okay Escobar, you'll get 'em
next tine.

ESCOBAR, slamming his hel nmet into ground.

FORD
(t o BRANSON)
Unbel i evabl e--This guy could rol
out of bed on Christmas norning and
get called-out on 3 strikes.

CUT TO
| NT. PROGRESSI VE FI ELD. -- LATER

Scor eboard reads: M NNESOTA 5 -- CLEVELAND 4. BOTTOM OF
OTH. No Quts.

ANGLE ON. A ball sails into the LEFT-FI ELD GAP.
ANNOUNCER (O S.)
-- And there’'s one well hit -- into
t he gap...

The ball ricochets off the wall....



ANGLE ON. Marauders RUNNER rounding 2nd, huffing for 3rd.
A Lead-off triple!

ANNCUNCER (O . S.) (CONT' D)
-- Wth no outs, and the | ead-off
runner on third, stepping in for the
Mar auders, is clean-up hitter, CJ
Br adl ey.

ANGLE ON. CJ BRADLEY, (31). Teeth bling of jewelry. A
batting helnmet barely fitting atop his Afro dread-| ocks.
His torso, suspiciously built Iike a beer truck.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Playing for his 6th club in as many
years, CJ spent all last winter
sitting on the open nmarket like a
dirty sofa on Craigslist...

(beat)

-- Still, trying to sneak a fast bal
past Bradley is like trying to sneak
the sunrise past a rooster..

Still occupied behind DUGUT; is VINN E DASSO

VI NNI E
Hey CJ, Fat Albert called and he
says he wants his | ook back, ya'
bl oat ed Por ch- nonkey! !

BRADLEY scow s at VINNI E, noving towards hone.

VI NNI E ( CONT' D)
| don't get it, CJ. The scoreboards
says your average is ".310".
(beat)
| s that your weight, or your bl ood-
al cohol level, ya' fat fuck?!

BRADLEY
(munbl es)
Don't quit your day job at Denny's

pal ...
BATTER S BOX

P.O V. THE PITCHER S DELI VERY -- CURVE BALL I NSIDE. BRADLEY
STRIDES I NTO THE PITCH --BANG ! -- Lashes a long drive

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
,,,a hot shot towards left field.
Definitely enough distance..

The ball heading deep towards left field, drifting...FOUL at
the | ast possi bl e second.

BRADLEY pulls up. Linps back towards hone pl ate.



ANNCOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Ww. Just foul! - Ww - Ya' wonder
what goes through the mnd of a 4-
time All-Star during a tough stretch
like this, folKks..

BATTER S BOX

BRADLEY
(to hinself)
God, pl ease nake the econony inprove
because I'ma free agent at the end
of the season

BRADLEY digs it again, focused.

The pitch conmes. POW -- A noon-shot so high it literally
goes OVER the foul pole. -- The crowd roars.

Bradl ey rounds first; punping his fist.
The HOVE PLATE UMP charges out.

HOVE PLATE UMP
Foul ball!l!l!l

P.OQ V.. STANDS / BEH ND DUGOUT
VI NNI E
(to Bradl ey)
Aw, what the fuck, CJ?!!
P.OQ V.. BATTER S BOX
BRADLEY
(to hinself)
Ah, what the fuck, C!'!I!?
ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Yi pes, -- anot her gane-w nning fou
ball ...
THE NEXT PITCH It |ooks high. BRADLEY lets it go by.

UwP
STRI KE THREE

BRADLEY
WHAT?! I 1]

(Uhhhhhnph) The sound of an entire stadiumcrowd that has
just watched a wol f unexpectedly devour a baby rabbit.

BRADLEY WALKI NG BACK TO THE DUGOUT. Head hi gh, no show of
enotion. An old Warrior, not giving an inch even in defeat.



VI NNI E

(to Bradl ey)
--Hey CJ, I"'mgonna visit a pound,
after tonight's game, and adopt the
si ckest, ol dest dog they got--and
nane it "CJ the $12 million deatbeat"!

(beat)
And then |'m gonna' shoot it dead!

BRADLEY STOPS. Looks up at Vinnie. But continues on.

VI NNI E ( CONT' D)
,,but after | shoot CJ the sick, old
dog, do 'ya' think your scunbag agent
will try shopping its dead carcass
around for $50 mllion over 3 years?!

BRADLEY, in a flash, tries to |l eap on top of dugout. Coing
after VINNIE in the stands.

BRADLEY
(bat in hands)
--Keep it up Vinnie, 'cause |I'm gonna
enj oy taking your fuckin' head off!

Several players restrain BRADLEY back to dugout.
VI NNI E
(pl ays innocent)
C mon, man! VWat did | say?!
CUT TO

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
So folks, with only 1 out and the
tying runner still on third, this
brings up Escobar agai n.

FORD
(t o BRANSON)
Bunt .
BRANSON nods; starts meking several hand notions.

CLOSE ON. THE THI RD BASE COACH gets bunt signal, starts in
on his own routine.

ESCOBAR eyes the sign.

ESCOBAR
VWhat is this "bunt" bull sheet?

THE PI TCHER -- Nods, starts his windup. A fastball inside.

ESCOBAR ( CONT' D)
"Say hello to ny little friend..."



ESCOBAR -- Does not bunt. Instead, he takes a full sw ng
and SMACKS. ..

... A weak LINE-DRIVE straight at the third-baseman.

The THI RD BASEMAN easily catching ball; next lazily |anding
back on the third-base bag; TAGS-UP tying runner

DOUBLE PLAY. GAME OVER

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Oh no! Escobar hits a line drive
strai ght at third-baseman Mirphy,
who easily catches it, forcing the
tying-run out at third. Gane over.
(beat)

And just like that, the Marauders
fall apart again like a box kite in
a GQulf Hurricane.

P.O V. STADIUM AN EERI E QUI ET PERVADES.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Yes sir, line-drives are all the
rage today. Escobar, trend-setter
Escobar, gane-ender..
(beat)
... Escobar, detracting peopl e away
fromCJ Bradl ey's huge slunp...

CUT TO
STADI UM BLEACHERS

MATTHEW & PAUL; filing-out in the sane nmanner that a victim
| eaves a police station after being falsely inprisoned.

MATTHEW
... \What a nightmare. - Throw on sone
hot coal s, anchovi es, and sone
Celine Dion tunes, and we're al

set.
PAUL
My head hurts. -- | feel like
commtting a hate crine.
MATTHEW
Wiy, - because we were just the victins

of one?
| NT. PLAYER S TUNNEL -- MOVMENTS LATER

Ford | unbering down the players tunnel, squinting through a
haze of tinted red ceiling gl obes.



ANGLE ON.  WVENDY BERNSTEIN, (30) stops himcold. Her smart
face, only overshadowed by a haircut and sm |l e that speaks
of alifetime of orthodontics and dreans of TV anchori ng.

V\ENDY
Any comments on the | oss tonight?

FORD
|'"'mnot allowed to coment on | ousy
of ficiating.

VENDY
" m doing a colum on the Myth of
depression as a manifest in a mjor
| eague | osing streak, and--

FORD
--1 plead the eighth, or whatever.
VENDY
There's a fascinating story here,
ski p.
FORD

This com ng froma wonman who used to
make onel ets on norning tel evision.

VENDY
C nmon. How s a gal supposed to get
alittle respect around here?

FORD
(munbl es)
Try suicide, ya' post-femnist pulpit
banger. ..

ESCOBAR, seen noving down the tunnel, close behind.

ESCOBAR
(broken English)
What is this bunt bull sheet!?
(beat)
You no trust nme to nmake hits?!

Ford doesn't even break stride.

FORD
(munbl es)
No passion...all "ne, ne, ne".
ESCOBAR
Me, all passion! Passion-what-make-
me Cuban!!!
FORD
(munbl i ng)

... no-bunting, second-rate showboat. ..



INT. FORD S OFFICE. -- LATER
An enpty | ocker roomshown in b.g. Dark & om nous silence.

FORD sits in his office. Qaringly inpersonal; the bright

white of an asylumcell. A stack of old gane tapes and
decrepit video-equi pnent stand against office's cinder block
walls. -- Asingle light emanates froma tiny t.v on desk

hi ghli ght vi deos showi ng next ganme's starting pitcher.
ANGLE ON FORD
A clanking noise is heard fromlocker room He freezes.

FORD
... \Wio's there?

P.O V.. LOCKER ROOM

A CLOTHI NG RACK placed in the mddle of LOCKER ROOM Severa
jerseys blowin the wind. Between jerseys, we mght be able
to glinpse at sonething standi ng behi nd.

I NT. LOCKER ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The glow ng EXIT SI GN hangi ng above. But otherw se,
conpl etely dark.

Ford tip-toes towards tw sting jerseys, but now the shape is
gone. From behind cl othes-rack we now see the imge. It is
only a large fan, bl ow ng.

From behi nd the fan....BARK

Ford, spinning around just in tinme to see, JOHNNY BENCH, a
pretty GOLDEN RETRI EVER strai ght out of a Norman Rockwel |
pai nting.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Johnny Bench! Quit scaring the life
outta ne,,,jeez boy.

Johnny Bench skips over to lick & play with his |oyal nmaster.

FORD ( CONT' D)

(baby-tal k to dog)
-- Sone silly countries think skinning
entire clans of you for a few | ousy
fur coats is a good idea, yes they
do. ..

(Ford ki sses dog back)
,,,that's a good boy!!

I NT. OFFI CE. - MOMENTS LATER

Ford shuts office door. Suddenly, the phone RINGS, |oud and
shrill; startling him



FORD
Hel | 0?

Silence. There is a SOUND fromthe receiver, |ike chew ng..

FORD ( CONT' D)
(conti nui ng)
...Wo is this?

The chew ng continues. Ford slans the receiver down.

Seconds | ater, the phone RINGS again. Ford looks at it. It
rings again. He picks it up.

FORD ( CONT' D)
VWho is this?!

The office door bursts open!

SUDAI KI S
Wiy did you hang up on ne, dunb-dunb?!

It's GV LEE SUDAIKIS, (37), short, stocky, busy-eyed, crew
cut. (A funny-looking man. Not ugly, just funny.) LEE
enters with ANDY the SCOUT.

FORD
(pi ssed)
,,, Goddammi t Sudai kis, was that you?!

SUDAI KI S
O course it was ne.

FORD
Way didn't you say anything?

SUDAI KI' S
| had food in nmy nouth.

Ford rolls his eyes, calns hinself.

FORD
I"mlosing it.

Sudai kis, begin to pace the roomlike a rat on Ridalin.

SUDAI KI' S

(i gnoring Ford)
--goddamm CJ just couldn't resist
goi ng for those bonus noney Honers
could he?! Goddamm M ster, "Sw ng
At Everything".

(beat)
Wi ch by the way, conpletely bl ows-
out our goddamm sal ary cap next year




FORD
Wiy are you getting so nmad at nme?
You're the one who negotiated his
i ncentive cl ause..

SUDAI KI S
-- | want ya' to sit himout a few
ganes.

FORD
You want me to bench ny All-Star
first baseman?! Any ot her genius
suggesti ons?

SUDAI KI' S
The guy's lost all m ddl e-class
anbition for running out ground balls.
(beat)
He's got a soft body now.

FORD
"A soft body"? -- You nean |ike Babe
Ruth? W're trying to win ball-ganes
here, not sell jeans, Lee.

SUDAI KI' S

That's good, because if you put
Bradley in a pair of corduroys he'd
probably start a fire.

FORD
He's | eading the | eague in wal ks!

SUDAI KI S
He better wal k, because he sure as
shit can't run anynore..

Refl ected through the office mrror is the equipnment room
Nobody sees, as a SHROUDED FlI GURE enters. -- Sudaikis turns
back just as the FI GURE sweeps out of sight.

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
(nods to Andy)
Anyhow, go ahead -- tell himthe
good news.

FORD
... \Wat news?

Andy flipping through a stack of files.

ANDY
There’s this guy, Dugan Lammatta --

SUDAI KI S
--an AN MAL.



ANDY
Down in M ssouri - -

SUDAI KI S
--sone shit-bird | eague --

Sudai kis hits renpte control

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
Just nabbed himfromDetroit for
not hi ng. .. Buncha' idiots.

CLOSE ON -- TV SCREEN & LAMVATTA. Pitching strike after
strike...a behenpth of effectiveness. Radar qun: 102.

Ford edges closer to tv screen.

ANDY
-- The night | saw himpitch, the
kid struck out 15 on two hits with
no wal ks.

Ford studies the tape nore intently.

SUDAI KI S
Go ahead, tell him

ANDY
Ch, yeah. He also hits--

SUDAI KI S
--Bet your ass he hits!

TV SCREEN -- dips of LAMVATTA batting. A natural stoke.
Flying around the bases |ike Seattle Sl ew

ANDY
Amazi ng...Blink and you m ght m ss
sonet hi ng you' d never see again.

SUDAI KI' S
-- We've inherited a goddamm nonster!

Andy fidgets at Sudaikis's |ast coment.

FORD
(to Andy)
....Wiat is it?

ANDY
The ki d's psychol ogi cal report.

FORD
... How bad?

ANDY
There's enough horror stories in it
to fill a Vincent Price nenoir.



SUDAI KI' S
(to Andy)
Wul d you stop exaggerating!--

FORD
-- Read it to nme.

ANDY
(reading fromfile)
Drafted right outta' high school by
Philly back in 2004. - Before his
20th birthday, Lammatta's | eading
the I eague in honmers and strike outs
for AAA Rochester.

FORD
Ww- - okay, I'mlistening..

ANDY
--coupl e of days before Philly was
gonna' bring Lammatta up to the show,
the kid starts acting, um "odd".

FORD
. &dd?

ANDY
H s teammates start noticing Lammatta
talking to hinmself constantly.-In
t he dugout, on the team bus, inside
fancy restaurants, etcetera. -- \Wen
sonmeone asks himif he's feeling
okay, Lammatta tells 'em his nanme
isn't "Dugan Lammatta" anynore,,, but
"Tony Soprano"..

FORD
Tony Soprano--what the--7?

ANDY
(reads fromfile)
--Pretty soon, this kid s saying and
doing all sorts of deranged shit...

FORD
Der anged?. .. Li ke what ?

ANDY
For exanple--police go to raid sone
crack house on an anonynous tip and
they find Lanmmatta inside.

FORD
VWhat ?,,, an actual "crack house"?



ANDY
--tells the cops he's working on
sone top-secret operation for the
governnent. ..
(pause)
When the arresting officers goes to
grab Lammatta/ Tony Soprano, the kid

takes the cop’s eye out,,,literally.
FORD

You gotta' be shittin' ne...
ANDY

| wish | were. -- Served 16 nonths

in Federal Prison on an assault with
a deadly weapon char ge.

FORD
| don't understand--what the hel
happened to hinf?

ANDY
--Upon further review, doctors
di agnosed the poor kid with nmanic-
depressive disorder and various | ow
| evel s of schi zophreni a.

FORD
(shock & awe)
Schi zoph--. .. Jeez.
SUDAI KI' S

Bl ah, blah. Can you kindly hurry up
about his |last two years, already!?

ANDY

(down at notes)
But, for the last two years, the
ki d's been not hing but squeaky cl ean
as long as he stays on his Meds.

(beat)
Coaches say you'd never even notice
himif he wasn't such a freak of
nature on the nmound. -- Al so found
Jesus, or sonething...

SUDAI KI' S
(to Ford)
,,,We're only asking for ya' to
"mature" himis all.
(beat)
This kid's a human nonentum starter,
I"'mtellin'" ya!!

FORD
"Mature", ain't a verb. And where
there's snoke, there's always fire.



ANDY
(to SUDAIKIS)
Who was that catcher we drafted a
few years back we had to cut-'cause
he robbed a bank?

FORD
My poi nt exactly.
SUDAI KI S
(to Ford)

C nmon--if you were helping this sane
kid out at sone |ocal church or
communi ty out-reaching program you'd
be hailed as a saint.

FORD
Pro ball ain't no place to go for
i ntervention!

SUDAI KI' S
What ?--You're so clean? You're out
wi th Jane Goodall working in sonme
goddamm jungl e?--pay ne the courtesy.

Ford back to the highlight tape, inpressed, conflicted.

FORD

Goddammi t...Were' s he from agai n?
ANDY

M ssouri. The Lone-Star State.
SUDAI KI S

-- Were people talk funny and their
teeth are all rotten.

ANDY
You nean Texas.

SUDAI KI S
Sane fuckin' difference...

EXT. STADI UM PARKI NG LOT -- LATER

St adium now conpletely enpty; now only a barren acre of

desol ate concrete, EXCEPT for a |lone and plaid-colored station
wagon.

Through the car's passenger w ndow, we see VI NNl E DASSO
Carrying two enornous bags of PLASTI C COMWEMORATI VE CUPS.

TRACKI NG SHOT -- VINN E

Wal ki ng down the parking |lot, towards station wagon, sings
quietly to hinself.



ANGLE TOMRDS CAR. Pulling out his keys, noving, closer,
then closer, to the driver's side door. Stops suddenly.

VI NNI E
,,,,V\hat tth--

CLOSE ON. STATION WAGON. In big letters, "LOSER' is cut
into door's paint.

VI NNI E ( CONT' D)
., , Why woul d anyone--?

Hearing a noise; Vinnie sneaks a glance back behind him
VINNLE'S P.OQ V. -- PARKING LOT

...nothing....just an enpty | ot.

| NT. STATI ON WAGON -- MOVENTS LATER

Vinnie hustles into driver's side. Turns on radio, tweaks
the volune. A Beethoven Sonata. Soot hing.

Turns ignition, begins to drive off.

P. O V. THROUGH W NDSHI ELD -- STADI UM DRI VE
Just ahead...The stadium s exit.

| NT. STATI ON WAGON -- MOVENTS LATER
VINNI E turning onto a side street.

CLOSE ON. Through the rear-view mrror we see a SHAPE spring
up out of the darkness, |l eaping up on the rear of the car.

The roof sags in and out with the weight of sonmeone on top.
Vinnie cuts off radio....Listening.

The roof continues to buckle in and out.
Vinnie stops and rolls down his w ndow, | ooks outside.

Sensing sonething; Vinnie starts to react, tries to gear-
shifts car back into DRIVE, but it sticks.

VI NNI E
. Damm!

P. O V. THROUGH W NDSHI ELD

Suddenly the hand springs down from above and SLAMS agai nst
t he passenger w ndow, shattering it. Reaching for Vinnie's
face, a silvery blade gleans. The fingers grabbing for his

hai r.

He SCREAMS. The fingers tighten around Vinnie's hair as the
hand pulls himroughly agai nst the w ndow.



Vinnie flailing his arms wildly, scratching THE FI GURE S
NECK, just hard enough for the FIGURE retreat nonentarily.

Vinni e reaches for his gear shift again, but it's too |ate.
The Fi gure now has the door open.

CLOSE ON. FRONT SEAT -- Vinnie is beyond frantic. Struggling
with his seat belt, he turns and tw sts, |ooking for an
escape. Through the wi ndow, he sees approachi ng headlights.

VI NNI E ( CONT' D)
HELP ME!!!!

KIDS inside, rock nmusic BLARES; they roll-by. Vinnie SCREAMS
but they don't care to see or hear him

| NT. STATI ON WAGON

The hand springs up again, ripping at Vinnie's face.
SCREAM NG. C awi ng.

VI NNI E
Wiy ne?!'!..1'"ma good person!

EXT. W DE- ANGLE ON STATI ON WAGON

From out si de we can see signs of a struggle. The muffl ed
sounds are animalist, awful - like a pig being gutted - a
horri bl e SQUEAL, covering the GRUNTS.

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. FORD S BEDROOM - NEXT MORNI NG

THE RADI O ALARM BLURTS from a night stand. Loud enough to
wake the dead, (haha.)

ANGLE ON. -- JOHNNY BENCH, FORD S GOLDEN RETRI EVER. LI CKS
FORD S FACE. WAKE UP!

DI SC JOCKEY
(fromradio)
,,,and the Marauders | ose anot her
cl ose one | ast night, 6-5. Mke
that 12 in a row for this sad bunch
(pause)
In other news, an unidentified nan
was found brutally murdered--

CLICK. -- Ford, quick with the refl exes, shuts radio-al arm
off instantly.

CLOSE ON. FORD. - Sits up on the edge of the bed, frustrated,
he is alone. HE TALKS TO H MSELF as he noves past a HALLWAY
where he switches on TV, (SHOOT "EM UP FLICK. -- BANG BANG !!)
The blistering sound cones up, |oud...he noves on..



| NT. BATHROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

CLOSE ON. XANAX BOTITLE. -- Two pills are shaken out into a
pal m others scattering fromthe nervous haste.

Wat ching hinself in BATHROOM mrror. Ford tosses down the
pills, gulps water. Viewing his haggard reflection with a
certain detachnent.

Johnny Bench BARKS at Ford. Paws at a noving box |aying on
bat hroom floor. Using his teeth, grabs sonething out from
t he box.

CLOSE ON.  JOHNNY BENCH S MOUTH. -- A TROPHY pops out. Pl aque
reads, "1998 - MANAGER OF THE YEAR."

FORD
Bad doggi e.

Ford grabs trophy from Johnny Bench's nouth & quickly stuffs
t rophy back inside noving box.

JOHNNY BENCH begins to bark again; this tinme, through open
bat hr oom wi ndow.

FORD ( CONT' D)
....\Wat's wong boy?

Ford crosses to the wi ndow and | eans up to close it.
FORD S P. O V. BACKYARD

Fromhis roomin the second story, Ford can see into the
backyard next door.

There is a clothesline with nultiple sheets blowing in the
wind. In between the sheets we glinpse the shape standing
there, | ooking up at Ford.

ANGLE ON FORD. -- He freezes. Stares down fearfully.
FORD S P. O V. BACKYARD

The sheets continue to twist and turn in the wi nd, but now
t he shape is gone.

| NT. LOCKER ROOM -- LATER
ANGLE ON: A TV SCREEN
VENDY BERNSTEIN in front of CLEVELAND STADI UM

VENDY
(for the canera)
The city of C evel and was rocked
| ast night, after the body of an
unidentified man was found brutally
( MORE)



VEENDY ( CONT' D)
but chered |l ess than two m | es outside
Cl evel and Stadiumearly this norning.
(beat)
Aut horities have yet to issue a
statenment but our sources tell us
that no arrest has been nade.

LOCKER ROOM

CLOSE ON. CLEVELAND S SECOND BASEMAN, SITTI NG HALF DRESSED
in front of his locker, staring vapidly at TV NEWS.
GRANDERSEN, (25) totes a Bible, prays softly to hinself.

MORNI NGSTAR, a stocky M dwesterner, (26) whose face | ooks
i ke he's better suited for riding a conbine or conplaining
about how the Di xi e Chicks becanme too |iberal, WALKS BY.
Shaki ng GRANDERSEN irreverently as he prays.

MORNI NGSTAR
Wake up, ya' Christian pussy!
GRANDERSEN...
(appal | ed)

This doesn't bother you?!

MORNI NGSTAR gl ances up at TV.

MORNI NGSTAR
Naw. |'mnore of a crying on the
i nside kind ve a guy...
GRANDERSEN
(up at TV)

-- Because it's tinmes |ike these
when we need nore prayer in the | ocker
room

Com ng out of the urinal is TOMW MATH' S, (29) a reserve
utility catcher, sporting a VFW nustache.

TOMW
You know, ny nom s always telling ne
how God's a | ady. You believe that

shit?

MORNI NGSTAR
God's definitely a woman, but she's
no | ady.

TOMMWY

God dam it, G andersen, you're the
expert--does God have a huge cock or
what ?

GRANDERSEN. . . . TURNS FROM H S LOCKER to answer the theol ogica
question. Al heads wait for the answer.



GRANDERSEN...
,,,Um the Lord God is our triune--
Fat her, Son, and Holy Ghost. ..

TOMMY
Fat her and Son. - Awight! | told
ya'. God's a dude..

MORNI NGSTAR

(beat)
Probably got his Johnson to do speci al
tricks, even...Turn urine into w ne..

(paul)
You know, "Cool shit"...

BRONSON, exits office. Comng out to the center of the | ocker
room Lammatta stands behind him

BRONSON
Aw i ght, heads up!

Pl ayers stop what they're doing. Looking up; ogles the
gi gantic nonster, (LAMVATTA).

BRONSON ( CONT' D)
Meet your new power pitcher. Dugan
Lammatta, from Carbinton, M ssouri.

TOMW
Dugan Lammatta?!,- are you kiddin
me with this cl own-show. .?
(sizes himup)
Hey Rookie. You look lIike nost Msery-
ians | know. You're big, dunb and
cocky and you haven't achieved shit.

Pl ayers | augh. Tommy pours it in.

TOMW ( CONT' D)
(to other teammtes)
| give this goofy-Iooking Neandert hal
with the hippie nanme his parent's
gave him two weeks, tops.

In a jagged mssile stride, Lammatta digs into Tormmy's body-
space like a vulture to a bl oody doe. H's nassive hands
cl enched into Tommy's jersey.

LAMVATTA
(flat/unenotional)
Call nme Lammatta. And ny parents
aren't hippies because they're dead.

TOMMWY
Let go of ne, Drago!

Mor ni ngstar intervenes.



MORNI NGSTAR
Yo'. Chill ax, man..

TOMWY
Jeez man--if sarcasm s a character
flaw then I mght as well go buy a
gun and go shoot nyself in the face!

MORNI NGSTAR
Rel ax Tommy.

TOVMMY
(storm ng off)
--1 nmean,-there's endl ess things you
can buy in Anerica--but evidently a
sense of hunor ain't one of 'em

Tommy wal ks of f. -- Morningstar pats Lanmatta on the back.
LAMVATTA
Sorry. | don't get nost | okes.
MORNI NGSTAR
(to LAMVATTA)
It's okay Rookie. - You'll soon |learn

that besides a few subtleties, we
all behave pretty much the same around
here. ..
(1 ooks around room
For exanple, Tommy's the biggest
asshol e, Grandersen's M. clean-
livin', WIlis is the nost wred,
and |1'm of course, the best | ooking.
(points to urinal)
And right now, I'"'min a particularly
bad nood because Ludwi ck over there
keeps aski ng dunb and obvi ous
gquesti ons.

LUDW CK, (25), exits urinal

LUDW CK
If it burns when | pee, that's bad,
right..?
MORNI NGSTAR
It's called the little C, dumy.
LUDW CK
Cancer ?
MORNI NGSTAR
No, noron. Chlanydi a.
LUDW CK
... The band?

WLLIS, a BLACK MAN, & Center-fielder, pops out of shower.



WLLIS
Chl anydia ain't no band, fool. It's
a Country.

EXT. UPSCALE BU LDl NG UNDERGROUND GARAGE -- MORNI NG

POLI CE CARS DRAW UP I N FRONT, DOUBLE PARKI NG junp out and
wal k, fast, toward the buil ding.

CLOSE ON. DETECTI VE LINUS, (45) |ooking haggard, finishes a
conversation wth a TALL COP by the service el evator.

The el evator doors open as a forensics photographer exits.

LI NUS (to Phot ographer)
Get nme good faces on the crowd.
Renenber, even the Son of Sam hung
around the crine scene.

I NT. UPSCALE BUI LDI NG OFFI CE CORRI DOR -- MORNI NG

Li nus conmes out the service elevator into a bright, ritzy
hal lway. This hall and the doors along it reek of noney.

Ahead there's a police Iine, which Linus ducks under on his
way through the stately nmahogany doors.

I NT. OFFI CE -- MORNI NG

A huge law office. A television is turned on in one corner,
showi ng the news. Two FORENSI CS dust for prints, whispering
to each other as Detective Linus enters.

Li nus watches them a monent, then turns his attention to
anot her part of the office.

A |l eather chair sits in an open area. The chair and the
carpet under it are covered in a ungodly portion of brown,
dried bl ood.

There is a trail of dripped blood fromthe chair to a | arge
cl eared off section of the desk. -- "CGREEDY PIGG E-PIE" is
witten on the wall in blood, near a nodern art painting.

Li nus stands staring at this area. The TELEVI SION i s HEARD:

ANCHOR

(fromtelevision)
,,,going to cut-in |ive downtown
right now, where sports super agent,
Eli Gold was found brutally rnurdered
in his office early this norning.
Police continue to deny that this is
t he work of one man--

Linus walks to turn the t.v. off. He turns and | ooks to see
the forensics | ooking at him



LI NUS
(to entire crinme scene)
Li sten up, people. Share your
i nformation, anything. H nts hunches,
any scraps of know edge. -- | don't
care if it conmes off a match book,
a strung out Cl, no matter...

ANGLE ON. Spl ayed on a waxed floor, a NUDE MALE TORSO, (55),
is hog-tied through his bound hands around his bent |egs.
Hi s | opped-off head | ays separately on top of nmahogany desk.

DETECTI VE KI NCAI D, (37) enters the room surveys crinme scene,
dead body.

LI NUS ( CONT' D)
(to KI NCAI D)
VWhat ya' think? Crinme of passion?

KI NCAI D
Yeah. Just | ook at all that passion
splattered up on the wall over there.

LI NUS
Crime scene get anything off these
canvasses?

Kl NCAI D

Still pending. But probably nothing.

LI NUS bendi ng down, reviews the severed head |ying neatly on
desk.

LI NUS
Savage treatnent of the body.
I ndi cative of a hatred and vengeance.

KI NCAI D
Makes sense. .
(reviews Cold)
This guy's so crooked he could
convince a henophiliac to give bl ood.

Ki ncai d surveys room Suddenly, discovers sonething ball ed-
up inside an oval office |anp. Tweezers it.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
Heads up. Killer typed us a poem

Li nus' head clicks up.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
(reads poen)
"You took away ny Manny. |t was
like | had the flu."
(beat)
"You took away ny Manny. So now
your head is blue,,,"



LI NUS
"Manny"?...No | ast nane?

KI NCAI D
No.
(pause)
But it's obvious our killer's talking
about Manny Dom nquez. ..

LI NUS
(puzzl ed)
.,, Wi the hell's that?

Ki ncai d shoots Linus an obvious glare, alnost insulted.

Kl NCAI D
What ?,-do you live in a cave?,-only
Cleveland's all-star center-fielder
for the past eight years,,

LI NUS
| don't foll ow baseball..

KI NCAI D
Ch yeah, | forgot. You hate al
sports, blah, blah.

Li nus eyes, Kincaid, "stop horsing around, |I'mstill your
superior", etc.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
--so0 anyways, |ast year, Manny was
Gol d's biggest client, right.

LI NUS
So?

KI NCAI D
(notions to body)
So let's pretend you're this dirtbag.

Li nus noves to the side of the body; sees sonething far nore
graphic than the other angles.

LI NUS
Ckay.

Kl NCAI D
First off, divorce yourself from al
paraneters of human decency.

LI NUS
Got cha' .

Kl NCAI D
Second, understand how Cl evel and was
hol ding all the cards on your client's
( MORE)



Kl NCAI D ( CONT' D)
bar gai ned- pri ced, remaining two-year
opti on.

LI NUS
... Okay.

KI NCAI D
--then keep telling yourself how you
can weasel Manny out of those option-
years, by nolding your client into a
| azy mal content during Ceveland's
August -stretch run..

Linus's still studying Gold' s body.

LI NUS
... Ml content?

Kl NCAI D
--as in, suddenly your client starts
hitting into doubl e-plays and running
t he base-paths with the intensity of
an under pai d bus boy..

LI NUS
Got cha' .

KI NCAI D
And viola, Ceveland trades-away
Manny. -- And if you were | ucky enough

to be this dead scunbag, you're
fielding a fist-full of brand-new
$100-mllion contract-offers for
your moody, all-star client after
the season. -- And a bigger, fatter
comm ssion for yours truly.

Li nus jerks up. Amazed.

LI NUS
... That's actually |egal?
Kl NCAI D
(cryptic)

You feeling |like this dead asshol e
yet? - Touch your new fangs to be
sure. 'Cause it's |like when Deep
Throat tells Wodward in Al the
President's Men. "Just followthe
noney" .

LINUS, rolls his eyes.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
-- Meantine, Manny bats .389, |eads
Houston to a Wrld Series title and
( MORE)



Kl NCAI D ( CONT' D)
coincidentally broke ny heart. -- It
was |i ke dunmping your already sem -
hot girlfriend, then watching her
| ose 20 pounds and get breast
i npl ant s.

Long shot: shows the full murder scene. Gold sits dead in
the |l eather chair, his head neatly placed on top of the desk.

LI NUS
No wi tnesses of any ki nd?

KI NCAI D
Nada. Vague description. Male wearing
a basebal | cap.
SMASH CUT TO

MOVE | N ON: MARAUDERS BASEBALL CAP.

SLOALY PULL BACK from BASEBALL CAP. A LARCGE HEAD bel ongi ng
to...A CRAZED LOCKI NG HOMELESS MAN. A big npbose of a man,
around 45 years old, weeps openly as several fans pass by.

HOVELESS MAN
What am | supposed to do about this
Cancer in the system people?!
(beat)

Because | have no nore loyalty to
Maj or - League Baseball than I do for
our Denocratic system brother, --and
nei ther do those whoppi ng, babbling
nerds on beer commercials, either.

Fans wal k past honel ess man, yelling out, "Shut up, ya' crazy
bum -- Get this guy outta' here!", etc.

HOVELESS MAN ( CONT' D)

Yes ny brothers, malingering's a
dark poison for teamnorale. -- Like
poi nt shaving or getting repeatedly
busted for wife beating--and that's
bad for business ya' all. Because
sl avery never ended in this country.
They just gave it another nane.

(beat)
Sports Fan!

PULL BACK TO W DE ON
EXT. CLEVELAND STADI UM - NI GHT
Sunset rinms the tops of the stadium Dusk approachi ng.

ANGLE ON.



MARQUEE at stadium s main entrance reads: BUBBER FORD IVEMORI AL
MASKS TO 1st 10, 000 FANS

A line has formed around the block. CLOSE on a girl, MAUREEN
VELLS, (24) a gorgeous sorority type, a rouged expression of
pouty arrogance, all | ooks and attitude. She stands in |line
wi th her boyfriend PH L, around the sane age. A handsone
counterpart.

PHI L
Honey, cal m down. ..

MAUREEN
Phil, he was totally deneani ng nme
per sonal | y!

PHI L

What did you want nme to do? Punch
himout? | have to work with the
guy, Maureen.

MAUREEN
Well last | checked, you were sl eeping
with me, so unless you wanna' start
fucki ng soneone el se soon, |'d suggest
an attitude shift.
PHI L
(pl eadi ng)
Can we just try and enjoy the gane,
pl ease.
MAUREEN
(whi ny)

But | hate baseball.
(1 ooks down at her

wat ch)
If we hurry, we can still catch the
new Drew Barrynore flick starting at
8:15.
PHI L

C nmon, baby. This'll be fun.
Renenber what fun is?

He pulls her close, snuggling wth her.
MAUREEN
(huffs)
. ... What ever.
EXT. BOX OFFI CE

Maur een and Phil reach the box office, presenting their
ti ckets; where an USHER stands random y handi ng out MASKS.



ANGLE ON MASK
A FACI AL CARI CATURE OF Marauders MANACER, BUBBER FORD

PHI L
Cool .

Phil takes two, gives one to Maureen.

MAUREEN
G oss. Wo's this supposed to be?

USHER | ooks at the Mask in disgust.

USHER
-- Qur charisma-deprived manager,
Bubber Ford. Tonight's his 3,000th
ganme managing in "the bigs".

MAUREEN
Yuck.

USHER
You askin' nme, Jack Kevorkian could
manage a team better than this goom
bah.

Maureen turns to find an odd & "creepy-ish", BUBBER FORD
MASK in her face. Phil has slipped it on.

PHI L
BOO

Phil gets nore in her face, playing with her. She swats him

MAUREEN
Take it off. |1'mserious, you fucker.

Phil playfully grabs at her ass. She swats at him but
harder; keenly nore serious now.

MAUREEN ( CONT' D)
Seriously Phil. Take it off. It's
spooky.

PHI L
Par t y- pooper.

I NT. STADIUM - A M NUTE LATER

Maur een and Phil noving down the aisle, searching for their
seats. -- Maureen | ooks behind her, toward the rest of the
crowd. A sea of white GHOSTLY BUBBER FORD MASKED FACES fl ood
the section. PHL tries for a kiss. MAUREEN coldly turns
hersel f away.

CUT TO



EXT. BATTER S BOX -- LATER

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
...bottom of the seventh, and the
Mar auders still clinging to a 6 - 2
| ead.

MORNI NGSTAR is warm ng up on deck, sonmewhat distracted.
Gazes up at A FORD- MASKED FI GURE seen behind the dug out
taunting himby shaking his masked covered-face fervently.

MASKED NMAN
| hex you with ny "kung-foo" voodo!

Mor ni ngstar continues to | ook throughout the crowd. Near

the far corner of the stadium ANOTHER FORD MASKED FI GURE
stares down at himfroma half-open exit. Now it could be
just his imagination running anay with him but it al nost

appears as if a figure is pantommng slitting his throat

with a gl eam ng bl ade.

MORNI NGSTAR notioning for his teanmate, WLLIS, to cone out
fromthe dug out.

MORNI NGSTAR
(amused)
Yo' WIlis, cone check out this basket-
case in section 287. -- He's telling

me he's gonna' cut ny throat if |
don't drive-in Gieves.

He and WIllis | ook up towards stands, but THE FI GURE has
suddenl y vani shed.

MORNI NGSTAR ( CONT' D)
Aw shit. \Where'd he go?

CUT TO
EXT. BALLPARK. -- CONTI NUOUS
Maureen shifts in her seat. Bor ed, anxi ous.
MAUREEN
(whi ny; dramati c)
Oh ny _god, can we please go now?!

Phil's concentrated gaze, now solely directed out on the
ball field.

PHI L
Come on, baby. Just two nore innings.

MAUREEN
But it's soooo dulll!



PHI L

Baseball is dull only to dull m nds,
honey.

MAUREEN
Fuck you Phil. You take nme to one

| ousy basebal|l ganme and suddenly
you're the stupid Dali LIama?

A BEER VENDOR wal ks down the i sl e.

PHI L
Yo'! Two beers herel

Beer vendor quickly pours fromcan to cup. Phil takes a
bi gger than usual slug fromit. - Refreshed. - Ofers second
beer to Maureen.

MAUREEN
(pushes beer away)
Yuck. Phil, you know I'mallergic
to hopps and carbonat ed sugar!
PHI L
C nmon baby. One beer won't Kil
ya'.
MAUREEN
(whi ny)

But you prom sed we'd get back hone
early so | could take care of ny
sick kitty.

PHI L
Honey, your stupid cat with diarrhea,
can hold out for 2 nore innings.

MAUREEN
(t hreat eni ng)
Her name's "Meow Meow', asshol e.
And don't you dare start making fun
of people's bowel problens, M. "gl ass-
house".

PHI L
It's a cat with diarrheal This is
America's Past-Tine, for chrissakel!

In imrediate b.g. -- TWO DRUNKEN BOZOS suddenly start
recreating Haggler vs. Hearns two rows behind them as the
swel |l of excitenment hits the crowd even before the first

sl oppy punch has hit it's mark.

MAUREEN
(evil)
No!
( MORE)



MAUREEN ( CONT' D)

It's just another one of your
i nsi pid, adol escent, sexists athletic
nmoron-fests, bursting with unwashed,
t est ost erone-j acked, honophobi c scream
machi nes! !

(1 ooks around Stadi um

at the fans)
...a fuckin' goon-pal ace!

Phil again tries snuggling up to her.

PHI L
You know honey, baseball ganes are
supposed to be great foreplay.

Maur een st ands.

MAUREEN
You' re so unbelievably pathetic.
... 1" mgonna' pee.

Phil chugs his beer, expels a beefy burp.

PHI L
(cool)
Hey Yo' babe..?

MAUREEN
(angry)
WHAT! ! |

PHI L
Fetch me anot her beer, babe?

Maureen snarls at Phil, starts up the aisles.
INT. G RL'S REST ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

A large bathroom Ten stalls line one wall. Under one stall;
Maur een sees a woman's HI GH HEELS.

MAUREEN wal ks past the stall with the high heels to a stal
several doors down.

CLOSE ON H GH HEELS: Hairy ankles. The shoes are kicked
off. The feet disappear fromview as Mureen...

I NSI DE THE STALL - MOMENTS LATER

..... a few stalls away, nethodically places toilet paper
around the dirty seat before raising her skirt.

MAUREEN
(irritated)
Ugh. So disgqusting...




A faint noise makes her freeze. Suddenly, a stall door CREAKS
open.

Maureen |istens. FOOTSTEPS are heard. Loud and heavy.

Maur een eyes the crack in the stall door. Not nuch is visible.
Suddenly, a SHADOW sweeps by. Footsteps stopping in front
of her stall.

MAUREEN ( CONT' D)
(bi tchy)
Un hello. GQccupied, thank you.

The shadow seen from underneath her stall doesn't nove.

MAUREEN ( CONT' D)
(pi ssed/ annoyed)
,,,| said soneone's trying to take a
tinkle, hello?!

Maur een | ooks down again, the shadow is gone...Only dead
sound fills the room

MAUREEN ( CONT' D)
...Stupid Bitch

Maur een finishes up quickly. She flushes, throws the stal
door open and rushes out to find.....

..... AN EMPTY BATHROOM
Maureen is out the stall door. Now thoroughly spooked.
P.O V. MAUREEN

The stall doors are all closed, but no | egs show underneath
any of them

Maur een shoots for the sink. Jagged shards of paranoia
scraping the edges of her skull. Looking into the streaked
bathroom m rror; angry, annoyed, determ ned.

MAUREEN
| fuckin' hate baseball...

Suddenly, the stall door previously next to Maureen's
violently rips open as a FI GURE rushes her. A FORD MASKED
SHAPE appearing behind. LUNG NG FOR HER, grabbing her,

spi nning her around. She tries to pull away as FlI GURE grabs
her with one hand, a flash of silver shoots forth. Maureen
is pierced with a long sharp knife. Quick and silent. She
bellies over. The MASKED- FI GURE advances on the young girl,
grabbi ng her again, pulling her to himcloser, raising high
his long, hunting knife. The young girl is helpless.

Maur een now sees the huge knife, her nouth billowing forth a
LOUD SCREAM . ...



MATCH CUT TGO
| NT. STADI UM - CONTI NUOUS

..... which is effectively drowned-out by the crowd in the
stands as they CHEER FURI QUSLY at a great play on the field.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
W' re back fol ks. Marauders still
clinging to a 6-4 lead with 2-outs
in the top of the ninth, and Marauders
i njury-prone veteran closer, Butch
Krauss trying to finish-off Mam.

Sl unped on the nound, is BUTCH KRAUSS, (39) | ooking about 10
years ol der than he actually is inreal life, (like a fanous
actor who is too old to be staring in a baseball novie.)

ANNOUNCER (O ' S.) (CONT' D)
Krauss, occasionally effective;-whose
track record for consistency is that
he's consistently inconsistent...

The bespectacl ed | eft-hander checks the sign, delivers pitch.

The ball is a |looping curve that hits the dirt six feet
outside. Ball four.

Butch drops his arns, tries shaking the kinks out.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
If the world ever needed a spokesman
for nedi ocre maj or | eague pitching,
here's you' re ideal candidate, folKks.

FORD charging to the nound. TOWY, from behind the plate;
fol |l ows.

BUTCH
|"mtrying to paint the corners.

FORD
Except you're using a roll-on.

TOMMWY
Have you guys ever heard of,
"unfavorabl e chance devi ation"?

Butch & Ford just stare at Tommy.

TOMW ( CONT' D)
--you see, when you're in an
unf avorabl e chance devi ation, what |
recommend is that you aimthe bal
right down the heart of the plate,
i nstead of - -



FORD
--shut the fuck up, Tommy.

Ford wal ks back to dugout.
| NT. THE DUGOUT

BRANSON
So, that about it, no?

FORD
Mm

Branson picks up the PI TCH NG PHONE
BRANSON
(i nto phone)
Cet Lammatta ready. What do you nean
he' s di sappeared?...Go find hini
EXT. PI TCHI NG MOUND -- CONTI NUOUS

THE CATCHER Throws down a sign. Two fingers, then one.
BUTCH nods.

But ch | aunches another neatball. Wile it’s still in the
air heading towards the batter, he knows he’'s in trouble.
BUTCH
...Gosh darn it.

The batter tees off on pitch and BAM; the ball taking off
i ke a skeet pigeon, deep into the bl eachers.

CLOSE ON -- FORD

FORD
No, no Nannettel!l

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Ww. [|f ever sonmeone w shed they
could hop in a DeLorean and go back
a few seconds to get a pitch back
it would be Butch Krauss, folks..

PI TCHER S MOUND -- FORD, out of the dugout again, closing in
on the nound like a bailiff.

BUTCH, not waiting for Ford to get out on the field, ducks
hi s head, and sl unps back towards the dugout.

ANNOUNCER (O . S.) (CONT' D)
And d evel and ski pper, Bubber Ford
wasting no nore tine...
FORD: Making an enphatic gesture to the bull pen.

Ford gl ares at Tommy/cat cher.



TOMW
| told himto throw it the other

way!

FORD
Well you obviously didn't tell him
enough!

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
,,,SO Wth two outs in the ninth and
But ch Krauss suddenly serving-up
nmore neatballs than Eneril Lagasse's
not her, and just like that, it's a
tie ball gane...

THE MARAUDERS BULLPEN

Dramatically, a small door in the corner of the bull pen opens;
Lammatta trotting out, re-tucks uniform

BULLPEN PI TCHER #1
Wher e have you been, nman?!

Lanmatta races out bull pen doors. His face hardening into a
veneer of psychotic determ nation.

BULLPEN PI TCHER #1 ( CONT' D)
You haven't even warnmed up!

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Coming in for relief is Dugan
Lammatta, making his big | eague debut
from Carbondal e, Texas -- nake that
Car bi ngton, M ssouri...Either way,
|”ve never heard of it.

EXT. PITCH NG MOUND -- MOVENTS LATER
Lanmatta races up field. Ford at the nound, waiting.

FORD
(fatherly)
Rel ax, kid, Rel ax.

Lammatta sighs; and lets his head sink in.

LAMVATTA
(beat)
Yup.

FORD
Renmenber to keep 'em of f bal ance
wi th the change-up

LAMVATTA
Yup.



FORD
If he's flat footed in the box, you
go at him high and hard.

LAMVATTA
Yup.

FORD
What are you, Gary Cooper?

Lanmatta spits

LAMVATTA
Who?

FORD
Forget it.

FORD SLAPS Lammatta ON THE ASS in a gruff, reassuring way,
starts to head back towards the dugout until...

CLOSE ON. A G ANT GASH MARK ON LAMVATTA' S NECK.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Damm son. How d ya' get that gash
on your neck?

LAMVATTA
Oh. yeah. Gotta' pit bull puppy.
Cets pretty feisty when we westle.

FORD
Jeez kid, take it easy. W don't
need anybody biting off a pitching
finger, m kay.

Ford snmacks Lammatta on rear end again for good neasure;
heads back to dugout.

| NT. HOVE PLATE -- CONTI NUOUS

Lanmatta-- A V-Shaped fusel age of sinew and steel; nods at
the catcher's signal, digging in....Wnds up. Launches a
fast ball up and in.

THE BATTER -- Curls back to get out of the way; instead the
fastball catches the top part of his bat and dribbles forward.

LAMVATTA -- Charges the ball full speed, grabs it with one
hand and fires a strike to Bradley at first base. Sounds of
a gunshot; hitting Bradley's mtt. -- QOUT!

EXT. BATTER S BOX -- M NUTES LATER
ANNOUNCER (V. O.)

,,bottomof the ninth, tie ball gane,
two on, two out, and Escobar due up.



ESCOBAR, standing in the on-deck circle, |ooking on.
THE DUGOUT
Assi st ant manager waves Escobar back in.

LAMVATTA trots out of dugout. Grabs ESCOBAR S BAT from his
hands. Likes the feel.

LAMMVATTA
(to ESCOBAR)
....Yeah, great. Thanks.

LAMVATTA heads towards HOVE PLATE.
Escobar, fum ng

ESCOBAR
(broken English)
What is this bullsheet? You bench
me for a rookie sheet head?!

FORD
(to Escobar)

S okay Escobar, just saving ya' for
tonorrow, is all.

Escobar's eyes; exuding raw malice; wldly grabs for a SPARE
BAT fromthe bat rack. Mving closer to Ford, nenacing.

FORD ( CONT' D)
(sees ESCOBAR W bat)
Escobar - -put that--

Suddenly the CROAD ROARS. The dugout; all screans.
Lanmatta has just hit a shot to deep right field, HOVE RUN

FORD ( CONT' D)
(out of dugout)
Atta boy Lammtt a!

St adi um PA SYSTEM expl odes as Lammatta rounds the bases.
SCOREBQARD Reads: -- Cleveland 9, M AM 6.

E.C U ESCOBAR, -- sits alone, watching the cel ebration.
Hi s expression is one of queer anger.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Well, that’'s it. -- A one-pitch win
and a three-run honer for Lammatta,
and the Marauders gettin' bailed out
by the new kid with the cannon..



| NT. LOCKER ROOM - POST GAME

REPORTERS WALK THROUGH THE PLAYERS ROOM -- Pl ayers are up,
joking irreverently.

Ford squints into glare of a reporter's canera |ight.

REPORTER
So with 69 ganes left in the season
any chance of seeing nore of the new
r ooki e?

FORD
Li ke I've always said, the key to
W nni ng basebal|l ganmes is great
pitching, fundanentals, and three
run honers..

Ford scans across | ocker room noticing...a cadre of REPORTERS
around LAMVATTA. -- Strangling the lectern with his massive
palns. His |lips hovering mles above m crophone.

LAMVATTA
| don't know, | guess Jesus clearly
wanted nme to dom nate out there
tonight, so of course, that's exactly
what happened. . .

VENDY BERNSTEIN, jots frenzied itenms into her note pad.

VENDY
(flirty)
So Lanmatta, ya' got a special |ady?
O are you officially Cevel and's
hott est new bachel or?

LAMVATTA
(shy) _
Nope, still single.
VENDY
(fluttery)
Aw. .. That's so sad.
LAMVATTA
|'"'mtoo self-conscious, | guess..
VENDY

Aw. .. That's so sweet.

Lanmatta tw sting a goofy smle.

LAMVATTA
(sincere)
-- But | nean, | haven't even begun

to work all this crazy shit inside
my skull yet, ya' know?



VENDY
(taken aback)

, o, Um
LAMVATTA
(an open canvas)
--Ya' see, in ny past, | tended to
only wanna have sex with dirty whores.
(beat)

Because | hated nyself, ya' see.

VEENDY, not knowi ng how to respond to Lanmatta's unconfortabl e
candi dness, sinply says:

VENDY
1 1 um -

LAVMATTA
--1 nmean, there's "good" self-
consci ousness, and then there's the
"toxic, paralyzing, raped-by-psychic
terror" self-consciousness..

VENDY
--11um-

LAMVATTA
(sml es)
-- But this is all the kinda' crap
I"'mall workin' out with the guidance
of our Lord & Savior,,,and Thorazi ne.

Lanmatta abruptly pulling her into himfor a strange and
suf focating cl enched hug.

LAMVATTA ( CONT' D)
(sincere)
Pray for ne, ma' an?

And then oddly, Lammatta | eaves the reporters behind; skipping
to the shower patrician |like a Special-Ed kid whose been
given a sparkler. Punps his fists to nobody in particular.

LAMVATTA ( CONT' D)

(goofy)
Rock me, J.C

VENDY
(to herself)
Looney Tunes.

INT. FORD S OFFI CE. - NEXT MORNI NG

CLOSE ON. Headlines in Ceveland Tribune Sports Secti on,
"Ex- DRUG OFFENDER, HURLER, FASTEST EVER?"

COMPETI NG HEADLI NE | N SMALLER TYPE;, READS: SUPER AGENT GOLD.
BRUTALLY KILLED




SUDAI KI' S
Sonof abitch, like outta' sone goddamm
fairytal e!

FORD
So you didn't find the kid' s post-
gane interview "weird", at all?

SUDAI KI' S
"Weird",,um,,in what way exactly?
FORD
(pl eadi ng)

He hugged a fermal e reporter wearing
not hi ng but a bath towel for
Chri ssakes, Lee.

SUDAI KI S
He's outgoing! -- Fact: Nobody's as
gregarious as a person who recently
started using drugs.

FORD
And not hi hg about hi m bot hers you?
SUDAI KI' S
He's gonna' bring us luck, | can
feel it in ny bones...
FORD
Anyway, | hate to piss on your cozy

canpfire here, but | haf'ta talk to
you about Escobar.

SUDAI KI S
Escobar? - Wiy are we all -of -a-sudden
t al ki ng about Escobar ?

FORD
Because |' m benchi ng him

SUDAI KI S
What ?- no-no-no. We're paying him
thirty-mllion over three years!

FORD
Lee, I'mnot gonna' start a player
j ust because you overpaid the greedy
weasel . ..

SUDAI KI' S
-- You both sinply have sone | anguage
barriers to work through, is all

FORD
Exactly. Al last year we tried
teaching himEnglish and the only
word he ever |earned was "mllion".



Recepti oni

SUDAI KI' S
Quit being such a drama queen. The
kid's only 24 years ol d.

FORD

"Kid" ny hairy-nutsack. These goddamm
Cuban bal | pl ayers and their fake
ages. ..

(beat)
Worse than Hol | ywood actresses..

(excited)
Plus, last night | thought the little
prick was gonna' belt ne with a--

st chines in.

RECEPTIONSIT (Q S.)
M. Sudai kis, there's a Detective
Li nus and Kincaid here to see you..?

SUDAI KI' S
Det ectives? Wat do they want?

RECEPTIONSIT (Q S.)
Just says it's urgent.

SUDAI KI S
(to FORD)
You not paying your parking tickets?
(to receptionist)
Ckay. Bring themin.

Monments | ater Detective LINUS and KI NCAI D, enter.

LI NUS
M. Sudai ki s?
SUDAI KI' S
Yep. You're looking at him
LI NUS
Af t er noon. | "' m Detective Linus,

head of major crimes unit. This is
Det ecti ve Kincai d.

(1 ooks at FORD)
|"msorry, and you are?

FORD
|'"'mthe teani s manager, Bubber Ford.

Kl NCAI D
(idol crush)
O course. It's awesone to finally
meet you, skip---although | gotta
say, | was really shocked you had
Benson running on that 2-2 count in
the fifth | ast night.



FORD
(rude)
That wasn't illegal, was it?

SUDAI KI S
... \Wat's this about Detectives?

LI NUS
You m ght've heard fromthe news,- a
56 year old unidentified nman was
found dead ei ght days ago, |ess than
two mles fromyour stadium

SUDAI KI' S
Ckay- Yeah, | nmaybe read sonet hi ng.
(beat)
What exactly happened? - CGuess it
must be unclear if you're poking
into it.

LI NUS
It's very clear, regrettably. He
was beheaded.

SUDAI KI' S
Beheaded? Like partially renoved
or...

LI NUS
No it was-again, regrettably. Totally
chopped off.

KI NCAI D
Your basic heinous atrocity.

SUDAI KI' S

(hel pl ess shrug)
Wel | those people have their own
lives, who knows what the hell--

bad | oans, drug deal

KI NCAI D
The DOA was actually O evel and season-
ti cket booster, Vinnie Dasso.

SUDAI KI S
(al rost happy)
"Fat - Mout hed Vinnie"?! No shit?

LI NUS
Found several letters at Vinnie's
house.

KI NCAI D
Mostly hate mail he was witing to
bal | players on your team but never
mai | ed.



SUDAI KI' S
Makes perfect sense.
(beat)
Si x years ago, fat-nouthed Vinnie
tried suing us for gross negligence
after we lost in the playoffs...

Li nus pl aces several photo-copied letters on the desk.

LI NUS
(to Sudai ki s)
Qddly enough. W al so found sone
letters you had witten to Vinnie,
personal |l y.

Kl NCAI D
Pretty hostile stuff.
SUDAI KI S
Wait a--If you're trying to illumnate

sonmething into that-

LI NUS
You aren't a suspect. Don't see
yoursel f that way.

Kl NCAI D
We're nerely hoping to pick your
brain,,get your personal take on
Vinnie "the fanatic fan".

SUDAI KI S
My tak-?-We're trying to run a
prof essional ball team here, guys.
| mean, we got bigger problens to
worry about besides sone conbati ve,
crazed heckl er.

KI NCAI D
(to Ford)
Anyt hing to add, coach?

SUDAI KI' S
(cautious)
,,, | always tell ny players, "stop
worryi ng about the asses in the
stands, or soon enough you' re gonna
be sitting with "em"

KI NCAI D
(1 nmpressed)
O course. Fair enough, skip.

FORD
(continues; sincere)
--1 nmean, yeah, sure Vinnie was a
real pain in the ass--but that doesn't
( MORE)



FORD ( CONT' D)
mean we'd actually want anyone- - |
mean, mnurder?,,,Christ, that's just--

Kl NCAI D
Listen, don't worry about this.
We're just tracking |eads.

SUDAI KI' S

(mock formality)
Well let's be grateful that two of
this city's finest are on the case.

(qui ck)
Anyt hing el se Detectives?

Li nus, Kincaid, shut notebooks, head for exit.

LI NUS

Thanks for your tine.
Kl NCAI D

Good luck on the rest of the season.
SUDAI KI S

Anytinme.--if ya' ever need tickets,

you know where to find ne.
Detectives exit.

SUDAI KI S ( CONT' D)
(to FORD; pi ssed off)
,,, 1ell me your not a noron.

FORD
What ?

SUDAI KI S
"Vinnie was a real pain in the ass?"
Are you trying to | aunch an
i nvestigation?

FORD
There's already an investigation!

SUDAI KI S
That automatically inplies you gotta’
start becom ng so goddamm honest ?

FORD
|"msorry Lee! It's scary!

SUDAI KI S
(1 nsul ted)
..."Scary?"
( MORE)



SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
(nmotions to Lammatta's
phot 0)
Jesus man, we gotta mracle fall in
our fat-laps and you go acting whiny?
(commandi nQg)
-- You focus on w nning ganes, and
not on becom ng Detective-Dudl ey.

I NT. A SOUND STAGE -- LATER

CJ BRADLEY, donning a gold chain and a di anond stud earring.
Currently being interviewed by Wendy Bernstein, on "Sports
World. "

VENDY

CJ Bradley...you ve been referred to
by past teammtes as:

(1 ooks down at notes)
"a cynical and selfish destroyer of
good noods and good chem stry."
And, "a lazy and narcissistic rebel
w thout a clue.”

(pause)
Care to conmment ?

BRADLEY
The big m sconception Wendy, is that
there's no conpassi on.

VENDY
I nteresting. That sounds al nost
I i ke an apol ogy.

BRADLEY
(brazen)
Hell no. What do | need to apol ogi ze
for?

VENDY
(qui ck; down at notes)
Un let's see. -- In Novenber of
2008, you "all egedly" shattered the
dental plate of a referee who called
you for a foul during a pick-up
basket bal | ganme..?

BRADLEY
(whi ny)
Man--all that evidence is froma
buncha' people with shaky credibility.

VENDY
Real ly? -- The basketball gane was
charity-event sponsored by The United
Way .



BRADLEY
Can't a rich black nman get any justice
in this Country no nore?

V\ENDY
(biting)
Yes, |I'msure the orphans of Darfur
feel your pain, CJ.
BRADLEY
Who?
VENDY

Let's get back to the issues--

BRADLEY
Man--the only issues |I'mhearin' is
how you nedi a-fol ks don't wanna' do
no real reporting on no black athlete
unl ess he went and shot hinself in
the leg or ordered sone hit on sone
punk-ass at sone damm strip club

VEENDY
You sound bhitter, CJ.

BRADLEY
An't bitter. Just the truth. But
the sub-text is clear.

VEENDY
Sub-t ext ?

BRADLEY
"Look at this afro-centric, thug
messing up our famly ganme."

VENDY
So in turn, what?--the nedia is
unfairly provoki ng you for sonething
as benign as having a volatile tenper?

BRADLEY
Wait--hold up...
(poi nts at Wendy)
Now we're really gettin' at the heart
of the problem..

V\ENDY
...And what is the heart of the
problem CJ?

BRADLEY
This whole, "Plantation nentality".
(direct)
Wy does a brothah' always have to
be classified as "volatile"?
( MORE)



BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Wiy don't you call nme, "fiery"?

VENDY
(conf used)
| don't understand.

BRADLEY

Man- - You take all the fanpbus psycho
white-boy athletes in the history of
sports,--the nedia always calling
"em"fiery" or 'tough-m nded" because
they' re scrawny, white dudes.

(beat)
But because |'m a proud bl ack man,
|"m forever branded as the "volatile
Negro", or sone cracker-jack tag..

VENDY
So your entire image is conpletely
race rel ated? You' ve made no m stakes?

BRADLEY

Fans don't want no robots. They
want enotion! They wanna' either
| ove ya' or hate ya'.

(beat)
|'mjust the cat everybody loves to
hate. - Every-damm | eague needs 'em

(sml es)
You got your Terrell Oaens in
football, your Ron Artest in
basketbal |, and your CJ Bradley in
basebal | .

(beat)
You even got'cha C ubber Lang in
Boxi ng. - Yet again, another brothah'
| abel ed as the "G eat Bl ack
Villain"...

VENDY
(conf used)
But that was just a novie...?

BRADLEY
Your point is!!?

PULL BACK FROM SCENE TO REVEAL...A TV SET, airing the per-
recorded BRADLEY | NTERVI EW -- as STRI PPERS dance on a dimy
it stage in b.g.

ANGLE ON. Bradley, on his cell phone.

BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
Fuck those Cheetos' nuthah' fuckahz!
Wiy can't | do Pringles, too?!

( MORE)



BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
One's a cheese snack and the other's
a potato chip. Tell "em| got two
di fferent chicken franchi ses and
they don't be giving nme no static
l'i ke this!

BRADLEY -- | ooks up, trying to watch his TV interview on
"Sports Wrld": flustered at the tall stripper who' s danci ng
in front of TW.

BRADLEY ( CONT' D)

Move Ho! |I'mtrying to watch ny
shi t!
STRI PPER
Fuck you, CJ. You nove.
BRADLEY
| gotta' bad back
STRI PPER
Fromwhat ?--1ifting all them shot

gl asses into your nouth?
Bradley rolls his eyes, hands stripper a bill.

STRI PPER ( CONT' D)
...This is only $1.

BRADLEY
| got ny baby's nomma to feed!

EXT. STRIP CLUB. - EARLY MORNI NG

BRADLEY steps outside. The norning sun shines down as he
breathes in, taking in the day.

THE CAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL. ... Not hi ng unusual, except
for the four news vans, flashing caneras, and crowds and
crowds of |ookie-loo0's gathered just off site. They spot
Bradl ey, and begin to MOB H M

SURRCOUNDED BY REPORTERS

REPORTER #1
CJ, do you in any way, feel
responsi bl e for Vinnie Dasso's
gruesone nurder?

BRADLEY
... What gruesone nurder?

M crophones are shoved in his face as Bradley is sieged upon
by journalists and TV canmeras. The questions comng at him
like lightning. He sees a small crevice in the crowd and
goes for it. - WHAM - A huge m crophone bunps hi s nouth.

It is...WENDY BERNSTEI N.



VENDY
Has the pressure gotten to you? Have
you finally snapped, CJ?

Bradl ey's eyes flare.

BRADLEY
Suck ny dick

VENDY
Yes, it's good to isolate these dark
forces that cloud a unstable athlete's
enpty m nd.

BRADLEY
It's called charisma, bitch

VENDY
Choppi ng up your fans, yes. Very
charismatic. You couldn't nmake this
up with a blotter full of acid and
Hunter S. Thonpson.

PULLBACK FROM VENDY/ BRADLEY REVEALS:
A TV I NSI DE MARAUDER S LOCKER ROOM

TOMMY and WLLIS lay on a trainer's table. Viewi ng the
i npronptu strip-club/media fracas on the tv.

TOMWY
Jeez-Louis, CJ's about as nuanced as
a hammer bl ow to the head.

WIllis exam ning a bag of pills.

WLLIS
., YO' dude. Wiich ones do | take?

TOMMWY
Take the brown pills, but don't take
the white ones or the red ones..

WLLIS
Way brown?

TOMMWY
Because the reds and whites are |eft
over fromwhen | was seriously
addicted to pills.

WLLIS
Way didn't you just throw t hem away?

TOMW
Because | ' m senti nent al .



WLLIS
About pills?

TRAI NER, (37) stabs Tomy's left knee with B12 shot.

TOMW
Quch! Jesus doc! W got an inportant
gane toni ght and you're shooting up
my left knee first?! -- Are you trying
to put the hex on ne?!

Mor ni ngst ar wal ks by.

MORNI NGSTAR
(to trainer)
Way don't you try punping that shit
up his ass and see if you can bl ow
hi s brains out.

TOVMY
Lick nmy floppy sack, Morningstar.

BRADLEY; sl ans door open. Disturbed. Teammtes stand in
b. g.

BRADLEY
(al nost to hinsel f)
Heart| ess nonsters wanna' turn ny
$10 mllion option into a financi al
bl oodbat h!

TOVMMY
Interesting. So did you conme up
with that brilliant thesis before or
after you cut Vinnie's head off?

GRANDERSEN...
(of fended)
VWhat are you saying? That Bradley
killed fat-nmouthed Vinnie?

TOMMY
Last tinme | checked, | wasn't the
one who tried tearing his head off
with a Louisville Slugger..

BRADLEY
Did you go to deaf school, man?! |
didn't kill nobody!

MORNI NGSTAR
No one's saying you did, Bradley,
rel ax.

TOMMWY

But nobody's exactly saying you
didn't, either.



BRADLEY
Eat shit Tommy!

Bradl ey storns off. Teanmates glare at Tommy with acri nony.

TOMWY
....\Wat ?

MORNI NGSTAR
It's called tact, fuck-o.

TOMW
Sorry if me pointing out the facts
of fends your frail sensibilities.

MORNI NGSTAR
Fuck you, nut case. \Were were you
after the gane that night?

TOVMY
Taki ng extra B. P, thank you.

MORNI NGSTAR
Didn't you once tell us how you had
an uncle who was a mani ¢ depressive?
(beat)
Whackos are in your gene pool.

TOMW
No jerk-off, uncle Kenny wasn't a
mani c- depressi ve, he was a pyronani ac.

GRANDERSEN....
Hey, aren't nost serial killers
seem ngly harm ess?

WLLIS, exiting out of the shower.

WLLIS
Harm ess, no. \Wite, yes.

TOMW
(Caucasi an- soundi ng)
"Hol I ah"! Pinpa-1icious!

Tonmy tries giving WIllis "dap", but instead WIllis just
| ooks at himw th utter contenpt.

WLLIS
... This | eague is so racist, man.

MORNI NGSTAR
Every time you go O for 4 you think
the league is racist. Face it WIIlis,
you' re an equal opportunity "out".



TOMW
No seriously, WIllis is right. 1It's
wel | docunented, nost serial killers
are slightly off, white males in
their twenties.

MORNI NGSTAR
This comng fromthe world' s only
| eft-handed catcher, who still thinks

WAF Westling is 100% real

TOMW
There's no | ogical reason why a lefty
can't play catcher, douchebag.

MORNI NGSTAR
Try to be a realist, wll ya?, - |ast
month the Cardinals stole 11 bases
off ya' in one gane.

TOMW
Fuck you. Manmals are adapti ve.

Mor ni ngst ar noves towards shower.

MORNI NGSTAR
So's a three-1egged dog.

WLLIS
(to anyone)
| read how they found the guy's |ips
in the glove conpartnent.

PRICE, (23) right-fielder, spits out his Chinese food.

PRI CE
WIllis, ya" sick-nmaggot, |'meating
her e!

| NT. COWPUTER LAB -- LATER

There is a whole raft of cops, fingerprint specialists,
phot ogr aphers, coroner, etc. -- KINCAI D APPEARS IN THE B. G
OF THE SHOT taking in the scene.

The two dead bodies lay inside a conputer cubicle. Their
SEVERED HEADS, posed beneath a corporate sign that says
"TI CKETS NEXT".

Thousands of USED Tl CKET STUBS surround the two DEAD BQODI ES.

Coroner has a tiny radio beside him post ganme is heard in
t he background.

RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
If last night's game were a fight
they would've called it, and if it
( MORE)



RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. Q) (CONT' D)
were a horse they would of shot it.
So make that 7 wins in a row for
this streaking C eveland club, as
rooki e phenom Dugan Lammatta nade
his 3rd official start of the season,
goi ng eight scoreless innings in a
two hit--

Li nus enters, |ooks around, annoyed.

LI NUS
(to CORONER)
--Hey shut that shit off.

Coroner | ooks back at Linus, scowingly, shuts radio off.

LI NUS, wal ks over to one of the bodies, crouches down by
severed heads, checks the angle and | evel of entry.

LI NUS ( CONT' D)
' m seei ng petechial henorrhages in
the eyes. Strangl ed beforehand.

KI NCAI D
You got it. Sane as the others.

LI NUS
Bot h post-nordens indicate ful
decapitation of head, partial
decapitation of the |ower extremties,
feet and scrotum

KI NCAI D
| guess cutting their head off isn't
enough of a buzz-saw for M. Fun-
time anynore, hmt

LI NUS
...anything el se?

Kl NCAI D
Possi bl e synthetic fibers. WMybe
froma wg. But that's it. No senen,
no |l atent prints, nothing.

LI NUS
No sign of struggle?

Kl NCAI D
No hair or skin under the fingernails,
no brui ses or contusions.

KINCAI D pulls out a zip-lock bag; inside a NOTE
Kl NCAI D ( CONT' D)

Killer was nice enough to | eave
anot her poem t hough.



LI NUS
Gee W z. Lucky us.

KI NCAI D

(reads poen)
"Broker buns oh how you dare, Broker
bunms you best beware."

(beat)
"The nore you buy the nore you steal,
Now you' re dead, how does it feel,,?"
,,,Again, signed S. B. A

LI NUS
Not exactly Robert Frost.

Kl NCAI D
... Robert \Who?

Li nus ignores; continues to review the scene.

LI NUS
And the significance of the basebal
tickets?
KI NCAI D
(nods)

These two apparently run a ticket-
br oker age house. - Hence, why this
pl ace | ooks like a neth-lab with
conputers..

LI NUS
(conf used)
So,--they just sell tickets?

KI NCAI D
No. They re-sell tickets.

LI NUS
... There's a big difference?

KI NCAI D
O course--These yahoos hire two
dozen key-punchers on speed..

LI NUS
... key punchers?

KI NCAI D
-- pays 'emto suck-up all the good
seats away fromthe public in 90
seconds flat...so now, if a fan wants
to buy tickets for a gane, instead a
gettin' good seats, he instead sees
hi s ganme-of -t he-year effectively
"sold out"--and next, link taking
"emto this conpany's resale site

( MORE)



KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
where they can't buy a decent ticket
for | ess-than 200% above face-val ue.

LI NUS
In the old days, we used to cal
t hat scal ping. ..

KI NCAI D
(down at DOA' s)
Except nowit's legal. Can you
believe that shit? Buncha' aninals.

Li nus wal ks over to trail of blood across the floor; thinking.

LI NUS
They weren't robbed. None of the
other victins were robbed.

Kl NCAI D
Go on.

LI NUS
Maybe some asshole with a big hunting
knife decided it's finally tinme for
alittle lesson in sports etiquette.

KI NCAI D
(1'i ght bul b)
Ki nd of guy you wouldn't even notice
at a huge sporting event.

LI NUS
Forty thousand people in attendance.
(beat)
A ut opi an paradise for a serial
killer.

Kl NCAI D
Damm -- if that's true --

LI NUS
-- Then he's getting smarter and

faster and he's only gonna' keep
killing nore bad seeds.

SVASH CUT TGO
SPORTS/ MURDER MONTAGE:

(Subsequent scenes to play out in correspondence with
Announcer's Voi ce-over.)

Lanmatta WARM NG UP in the bull pen, throwing |asers at the
cat cher.

CUT TO



Real -time; Real -gane. Sane results. Strike out after strike
out. -- Throw ng so nuch ungodly heat that the ball | ooks
like an Advil by the tinme it crosses the plate.

CUT TO

BRADLEY eyes a lazy slider, obliterating it into left field
bl eachers.

CUT TO
TOMWY guns down a runner trying to steal third base. QOUT!
SCOREBQARD reads --C eveland 6, New Jersey 1.

CUT TO

LAMVATTA at the plate; reading every tic of the pitcher's
notion as if he's preparing an inpersonation. WACK! -- The
crack of the bat nmaking an al nost i nhuman sound. HOMVER

BACK TO
Next Gane SCOREBOARD: Cleveland 4 - Chicago 2.

CUT TO
Next Ganme SCOREBOARD: C eveland 3 - Detroit O.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)

Faced with the potential of the 5th
Rebuilding Era in 15 years, C evel and
basebal | seened utterly dooned |ike
a gang of blind pigs wandering in a
primtive forest.

(dramati c pause)
Then canme Lanmatta,,, A nane fast
becom ng the caustic noni ker for raw
talent, grit & winning ball ganes...

CUT TO
Next Ganme SCOREBQOARD: C evel and 11 - Royals 2.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
The C evel and Marauders, for whatever
perverse and freakish reason, are
w nners of 17 of their last 19 ganes,
and this teans' Qrating rising |ike
the m d-90's NASDAQ ..

(beat)

Just as the sudden outbreak of swollen
heads & back acne ignited the
steroids, era,-Lammatta has suddenly
ignited a string of victories for
this once hopel ess ball club..



Lammatta GETS THE SIGN -- Wnds. Delivers. The pitch bends
i ke a banboo in a nonsoon; | eaving the opposi ng OAKLAND A' S
batter jelly-legged. Ball gane.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
The nmonent this wal ki ng, breathing
human- hi ghl i ght scuffs the rubber
he becones a sinister pitching
magi ci an. Sawi ng pretty athletes in
two whil e making batters di sappear..

BACK TGO

Lammatta ON THE MOUND. RIPS ANOTHER PI TCH.  STRI KE THREE! !
The batter's box swerving |like an episode from "The Tw |ight
Zone".

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
It's as if Paul Bunyan joined the
NFL, or Einstein had decided to go
on Jeopardy.. .

POST GAME. Lammatta being interviewed by a STI of reporters.

LAMVATTA
(into mc)
People said |I'd never play again.
They thought 1'd lost my mnd. Sone
peopl e even thought | was dead..
(beat)
But |ike Jesus |'ve been resurrected..
(creepy)
Wien |'mpitching, it's like it shuts
out all the bad voices in ny head..

REPORTER
( Taken- aback)
...Un bad voices,,, 6 ?

LAMVATTA
(rubbi ng head)
You know,-those little nmen with axes
grinding inside of here,-.
CUT TGO
| NT. SQUAD ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

At his desk, Detective KINCAID interrogates an odd nman.

Kl NCAI D
Harold, | don't want you in here no
nore. ..
CONFESSOR
| pay the city ny taxes for this?!
(beat)

| killed "emall!



KI NCAI D
(bored)
Ckay. - And why did you kill '"em Harol d?

CONFESSOR
Because they were so dirty, all of
‘em So filthy!

Kl NCAI D
Fascinating...So how did you do it?
HARVEY
(mld confidence)
..Wth a big gun..?
Kl NCAI D
Get the fuck outta' here.
BACK TO:
BATTER S BOX. -- LAMVATTA BLASTS A FASTBALL DEEP... & GONE!

ANGLE ON. SCOREBOARD READS: _CLEVELAND 4 - M LWAUKEE 2.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
| tell ya' what fol ks, manager Bubber
Ford nmust' ve been nice to a bunch of
orphans in sone past life of his,
because if I'mhimright now I'm
| ooking up to the stars and sayi ng,
"What did | do to deserve this, kid?"

1) Atypical office/water cooler. A cad of white-collars
m m cki ng Lammatta's pitching notion. H gh fives each other.

2) Sign dangles froman office building window GO LAMVATTA!

3) Crowds of fans wearing LAMMATTA JERSEYS; neking their way
inside ball park, to see their prophet, priest & king..

HOVE PLATE.

4) TOMW scoops-up an incomng throw. OPPGOSI NG BASE- RUNNER
barreling into him knocking himout cold.

CLOSE ON. Ball is still Tommy's glove. (CQut!) Ball gane!
Trai ners hustles out.

TRAI NER
(raises two fingers)
How many fingers am | hol ding up?

TOMMWY
... Wednesday?



ANNOUNCER (O S.)
... After sweeping a Septenber 14th
doubl eheader, the Marauders are hotter
t han bl azi ng doughnut grease..
Suddenly the issues of the world as
trivial as a fat stewardess.

(beat)

What's that sound? Cdutch hits?
Enoti on?? C evel and Marauders?! Do
| hear "Wnter Wnderl and" being
pl ayed in Hell?

P.O V. DUGUT

ESCOBAR, sits on the bench as players cel ebrate anot her
victory. Silent, bitter; a dead-eyed gaze.

CUT TO
| NT. RADI O STATI ON BOOTH -- MORNI NG

SHOCK JOCK

(into mc)
Sooner or |ater Tattoo's gonna' show
up and take these O evel and chunps
of f Fantasy |sland, because the
Marauders will inevitably find a way
to choke it all away...Trust ne.

(beat)
Now, , - back to nore pressing sports
i ssues..."why don't nore pro
cheer | eaders do porno?"

BACK TGO

ANGLE ON.  Lammatta ROUNDI NG THI RD BASE | N A HEARTBEAT.
COACH TRI ES HOLDI NG H M UP, BUT HE | GNORES SI GN

CATCHER FLIPS H'S MASK -- Here cones the throw on a beat.

Lanmatta inpaling his helnmet into catcher's mask; an awesone
collision. WHAM -- A cloud of dust. -- UW SIGNALS " SAFE"!

CLOSE ON. Lammatta smling, but not in a nice way. (Mre
like the smle of someone who enjoys pulling wings off flies.)

SCOREBOARD READS: CLEVELAND 12 - DETRO T 1. (FINAL)

ANNOUNCER (O S.)

,,,mke that 12 in a row and 41 out
of 46 ganes for this surging club
as they once again, thrash Detroit.

(beat)
Lanmatta, finishing the gane with 10
strike-outs, 2 doubles, and 1 near
decapi tation...



| NT. HOTEL LOBBY -- LATER

Lanmatta wal ki ng through a hotel |obby Iike gunfighters
headi ng to a show down.

The innocent charmand humlity now drained fromhis face;
replaced by cal cul ation, disinterest.

Fans swarm him shouting questions, requests, autographs.
(AD LI B)

A POTENTI AL AGENT, (35) in stride wth LAMVATTA; selling.

AGENT

You' re like this $500, 000 Maybach
parked in the driveway of a $100, 000
house in the m ddl e of nowhere.

(beat)
But if you sign with ne, -- |I'm
talkin' clothing |lines, production
conpani es, sponsors..

LAMVATTA
Hhhhh. . . how -
(pause)

AGENT
--how nmuch noney could you stand to
make?

LAMVATTA
(dul 1)
Yeah.

AGENT
You' re gonna' be so rich, we're gonna
haf'ta hire sonmeone just to figure
out all the things you want to buy...
DI SSOCLVE TO
EXT. ALLEY -- N GHT

The body of dead nman. A knife wound has conpletely severed
his neck. A nmedical orderly draws a sheet over him

CLOSE ON. A Human head. -- it is: SHOCK JOCK
CRI EVES, (40) a dunb-1ooking |ocal cop, |ooks on.

GRI EVES
...He was dead on arrival.

LI MUS uses his M nox, photographing.
LI NUS

Losing your entire skull wll cause
that, usually.



GRI EVES
Dahnmer cut off heads. Wo else?
Definitely not Bundy...Mybe Kenper?
Gacey definitely..But never Berkowtz.

KI NCAI D
Shut the fuck up, Gieves!

EXT. DUGOUT/ PREGAME BATTI NG PRACTI CE -- DAY

DI SSCLVE TQO

Lammat t a SEEN SI GNI NG AUTOGRAPHS QUTSI DE THE DUGOUT.  Now

caught in the perpetual

ANGLE ON.

Reporters eyebal | i ng hi m sideways --

to sort himout.

Teanmat es

REPORTER #1
How are you getting along with your
manager ?

LAMVATTA
Aw yeah. Skip treats us all like
grown nen...
(beat)
Let's us wear earrings and
everyt hing. ..
REPORTER

Your teamofficially clinched a
pl ayof f spot last night. How do you
feel ?

LAMVATTA
(rubs his head)
Call god. Ask him It's like, "wow'.
| can't understand it either, dude.
|'"mjust a vessel, ya' dig.

wal ks past, -- totally ignored.

REPORTER
VWhat do you have to say to all those
peopl e who left you for dead?

LAMVATTA
"' m not the vengeful type, man.
(candi d)
But if | were, there'd be a |ot of
dead peopl e, probably...

A TEN- YEAR- OLD KI D hol ds a basebal |

KID WTH BALL
WIIl you sign ny ball, M. Lammtta?

moti on- machi ne of Ameri can stardom ..

as they try



LAMVATTA
(signing ball)
Remenber kid, "hugs" not drugs, mkay.

KID WTH BALL
Awesone!

B.G Bradley and Mrningstar; standing behind Lammatta |ike
a coupl e of novie-extras.

BRADLEY
.1 used to get love |like that.

MORNI NGSTAR
Nobody's ever |oved you, Bradley.
Wul d you |l ove you if you weren't
you?
(beat)
You barely |l ove you and you are you.

BRADLEY
Bitch please. Wat nakes that foo
so special ?

MORNI NGSTAR
(cont enpl at es)
Peopl e | ove his renewed sense of
pur pose. .. 2nd chances and that shit.
(pause)
....Plus, he's "fiery", ya' know.

BRADLEY
(bl ow t op)
Aw, fuck you! You got the personality
of a | anmp!
MORNI NGSTAR

(conf used)
...what did | say?!

| NT. STADI UM SECTI ON G -- CONTI NUOUS

Polite yel ps fromthe once half-enpty, now suddenly, SOLD
QUT stadiumcrowd. -- A STARK CONTRAST from the previously-
heard normality of boos and dead air. (E G It's now
officially cool to be a Cevel and baseball fan of w nners.)

ANNOUNCER
It's official, folks. - Being a
Marauders fan is the safest sports
deci sions a fan can nake nowadays,
right up there with bashing M chael
Vick at cocktail parties.

ANGLE ON. -- MATTHEW and PAUL wal ki ng down the isle towards
their seats; review all the additional, J-CREW FACED posers
suddenly in attendance.



PAUL
Where were all these yuppie fascists
two years ago when we were 38 ganes
bel ow . 500, , ?

MAT THEW
(1 ooks at fans)
This place is so polite now, you
could drop a baby in left-field & it
woul dn't wake up till the 8th inning.

PAUL
(conti nues)
--li ke being dropped inside sone
kinda' Pilates studio...

SOVEONE BEHI ND THEM YELLS, "DOW | N FRONT!"

PAUL ( CONT' D)

(to fan behind)
--Kiss ny ass, ya' organically soaped
pussy!!!

(back to Matthew)
-if sports were a giant prison,
"bandwagon junpers” woul d be the
child nol esters...

CUT TO
EXT. CTY STREET -- A WEEK LATER
A newspaper vendor lays out a pile of tabloid newspapers at
the front of his busy newsstand. The papers' headline is:
Bl ZARRE MURDER! , in huge, black print.

The vendor |ays out another tabloid pile. Headline "MARAUDERS
W NS 1st PLAYOFF SERI ES!"

I NT. THE H LTON HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

Lanmatta standing in front of a mrror, applying putty to
his jaw to make it square. Then a fal se nustache and a wavy
bl onde WG HAIRPI ECE. -- Next, putting on a netallic rayon
sport coat, a long silk scarf, and a pair of dark gl asses.

LAMVATTA stares into mrror's reflection

LAMMVATTA
(to hinself)
... The greasy-thrill of fane.

Tonmmy wal ks in. Freezes.

LAMVATTA ( CONT' D)

(calm
Hey Tommy.



TOMMY
(weird)
Un what the hell are you wearing?

LAMVATTA
It's this nmedia, man. Every tine |
wanna go sonewhere, they're all over
me now.

TOMW
It's eleven o' clock at night. W
gotta' huge gane agai nst Boston
tomorrow. \Where are you goi ng?!

LAMVATTA
M dni ght mass.
(Lammat t a di sgui sed)
You think anyone will recognize ne?

TOMMY
Only if they're | ooking for Andy
Kauf f man.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- LATER
Ford | ays hal f-way down on his bed. Reading, "Wnning Through

Psychic Power." He |ooks up fromthe book, insommia stalning
his eye sockets |like soot. -- Turns on t.v.

P.O V. TV COMVERCI AL

LAMVATTA com ng into frame, catching a drop in his hands;
contenplating its significance. Thunderclouds boomin b.g.

LAMVATTA (V. Q)
It starts with one drop. And before
you realize it, the stormhits.

ANGLE ON. LAMMATTA, posing shirt-less on a nound. Torrenti al
rain seeping down his triangular soul patch just below his

| ower lip; the blood-colored rain splashing through his SLO MO
pitching notion.

LAMMVATTA (V. O ) (CONT' D)
Raging all around you. Vul nerable.
...No protection.

CLOSE ON. LAMVATTA, CRAZED- EYES HEAVY | NTO CAMERA LENS

LAMVATTA (V. O.) (CONT' D)
| have weat hered the storns, the
nmoods swi ngs, the addictions. Because
no matter how dark the clouds m ght
surround you, one nust take radi cal
action...

ANGLE ON. LAMVATTA. Opens his arns to the savage cl ouds
above. Al nost daring sonmething to strike himdown..



CORPORATI ON' S BEAR PAW LOGO' | NSI GNI A FLASHES ABOVE:

NORTHRUP ENERGY. "AN ENERGY COVPANY WTH A LOT ON THE
BALL. "

P.O V. COWERCI AL ENDS. -- CUTS TO LOCAL NEWS ANCHOR
ANCHOR
Wl conme back. In other news, police

continue to investigate the ongoing

ci rcunst ances behind the di sappearance
of Maureen Wells. The 22 year old
femal e, who was believed to have

been | ast seen attendi ng a basebal

g- -
CLICK. -- FORD SHUTS OFF TV.

Scow s at hotel clock on night stand. Tinme reveals 2:04 am

| NT. HOTEL HALLYWAY -- MOVENTS LATER

Ford wal ki ng through the hallway. Mves to room 666. Knocks.

TOMW (O S.)
Open it. You' ve got a key, hoss.

Door opens, revealing a young red-headed nynph, (25) wearing
only an oversized t-shirt; her hair all nussed up.

_ VI VI EN

(giggly)
You nust be the fanobus roommte. I
t hought you'd be younger for sone
reason. . ?

FORD, in one swift notion, yanks Vivien, hefting her onto
hi s shoul der, he takes off running down the hall.

VI VI EN ( CONT' D)
What are you doing?! Let go of ne!

Tonmy cones out of his hotel room

TOMW
Aw c' mon skip. She's a freakin' Ice
Dancer!!!

EXT. HOTEL POOL -- MOMENTS LATER

Ford barreling out the back door, Vivien's little body squirns
to get free fromhis wangled grip, but it is of no use.

VI VI EN
Let go of ne, mani ac!



Ford reaches the edge of the pool, heaving the young girl
fromhis shoulders. -- as she half cartwheels through the
air, plunging head first into the glassy pool water.

FORD
There's a baseball lesson in this
sonmewher e

VI VI EN

You' re crazy!

FORD
Keep you're hands off of ny players
when we gotta' w nning steak going.

| NT. HOTEL HALLYWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Ford wal ks through the hallway, past Tommy, who wears a hang-
dog expression.

FORD
| oughta take you to the vet and get
you fi xed.

TOVMMY
Aw, c'non coach! | had to see her

She's playing with nmy m nd!

FORD
It's a damm easy thing to play wth.
(1 ooki ng around Tommy's
room
And where the hell's your room e?!

TOMW
Church, apparently.

FORD
| told ya' a mllion tinmes already,
| need ny catcher bonding with ny
ace.

TOMW
Good luck. The two of us are bonding
i ke Mal col m X and Axl Rose.
(beat)
I"'mtellin' ya', Lanmatta nakes wat er
nervous, skip.

Ford anxiously tries brushing off Tormmy's comments.

FORD
Aw Christ, Lammatta don't have a
cur f ew.

TOMWY

Don't you think that's a double
standard--we're all here and he ain't?



FORD
|"ve al ways believed in double
standards for pitchers with ER A's
bel ow one run and a .350 batting
aver ages.

Suddenly a RANCI D SCREAM i s heard from outsi de the pool area.
EXT. HOTEL POCL -- MOVENTS LATER

Ford and Tommy boundi ng out of the door. Look towards pool,
but it is enpty.

EXT. HOTEL/ ALLEY -- CONTI NUQUS
Ford and Tommy reach the alley. Through the hooded |ights

glowing in the alley's shadow, |ays Vivien;, weeping silently
to herself.

Turning corner -- both nen are thrown back....a M ST OF BLOOD.
A dead face staring back at them Ford recoils with a yell
FORD
AAAHH! !
VI VI EN
-1 just found himlike this, | swear!

A body propped up agai nst the cinder block wall The head
al nost conpletely cut off, blood slicking one side of torso.

ANGLE ON. LAMVATTA' S POTENTI AL AGENT. DOA.

EXT. HOTEL/ ALLEY -- LATER

CLOSE UP ON THE EYES of the headl ess and mangl ed agent's
corpse as it's zippered up into a bl ack rubber body bag and
carried off by forensic technicians.

Pl ayers, many, up and out their roons, now standi ng outside.

POLI CEMAN
How you hol di ng up?

Pol i ceman offers Ford a snoke. Ford takes it in his hand,
shaky toward his |ips.

FORD
(Looks at cop)
| suppose | seema bit junpy to you

PCLI CEMAN
Naw, it | ooks like you' re just plain
scar ed.

FORD

That's because | am
( MORE)



FORD ( CONT' D)

(to Tomy)
| s Lammatta back yet?

TOMW
Got back 5 m nutes ago.

FORD
Thank god.

Sudai ki s barges through hallway; straight at Ford.

SUDAI KI' S
VWhat the hell happened?! Wat did
you do?!

FORD
... Sudai ki s?

SUDAI KI' S
We're this goddamm cl ose from cl osi ng
out these Boston snobs and you gotta
go nessing up a streak!

FORD
(suspi ci ous)
| thought you weren't com ng to Boston
until tonorrow.

SUDAI KI S
What ?--1 gotta' send you an itinerary
whenever | travel ?--What happened?!!

FORD
We found--1 found..

TOMMWY
...a dead body.

SUDAI KI' S
(to Ford)
Jesus! You just had to go stick
your snout where it didn't bel ong,
didn't you?

FORD
VWhat?! No! It wasn't ny fault!

Pi t chi ng Coach, Branson wal ks up to Ford.

BRANSON
We got a problem

FORD
What - -



SUDAI KI S
(i nterrupting)
--What is it?!

BRANSON
Escobar' s gone.

SUDAI KI S
What do you nean, "he's gone"?

BRANSON
He was on the bus to the hotel but
never checked-into his room

coP
(to Sudai ki s)
We're going to need an |I.D of the
suspect, sir.

SUDAI KI S
(to Cop)
.. ..Suspect ?!
(to Ford)
| | eave you in charge for one night
and this is how you repay ne?!

FORD
| didn't do anyt hing!

SUDAI KI S
Exactly! That's why | have to do
ever yt hi ng!

Sudai ki s eyes nost of his team standing in the alleyway.

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
(to entire team
Unl ess any of you bozos want to start
sl uggi ng basebal | s nade of pig guts
i n Canbodi a next season, | suggest
getting your asses back to your roons
for alittle shut-eye, pronto!

CUT TGO
EXT. BOSTON STADI UM -- 9TH | NNI NG
CLOSE ON. A cleat propped on the nound. Rai ndrops.
ANGLE ON. Sparsely filled people flecked in bright parkas, &
heavy rain gear. Black clouds ramlike a battle royal. An
i nevi t abl e nonsoon.

Lanmatta wet with rain. Lightning bolts curse the skies.



ANNOUNCER (O S.)
--top of the ninth and one out away
froma stunning no-hitter, as well
as the Marauders first pennant in
over fifty years..
(beat)

Pl ease Lord, next time just reach
into ny gut and pull out six feet of
my small intestines, |I'mso excited!

Lanmatta W NDS AND DELI VERS -- An eye-poppi ng fastball
Ball four. Lammatta screans at hinmsel f.

ANNOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D)

Ww. A rare mstake for the
M dwest ern- Master, who's tossed a
mast er pi ece so far..Trying to hit
Lanmatta tonight is like trying to
eat Jell-Owth chopsti cks.

(beat)
Let's just hope he can provide one
| ast strike-out vs. nother nature.

Lammat t a NERVOUSLY WALKS AROUND THE MOUND. Picks up the
rosin bag. Digs a slot for his lead foot to |land, as TOVMW
APPROACHES, in full gear, mask tipped up on his head.

TOVMMY
Hey man, just renmenber to keep it
away from -

LAMVATTA
--get back behind the plate!

TOMMWY
What did you just say to ne, rookie?!

LAMVATTA
| said the only thing you know about
my pitching is that it's hard to
hit!

S

TOMW RETURNS to the plate. LAMVATTA SCREAMS.

TOMMWY
VWell fuck you too, ya' prinadonna.

Pl TCHI NG MOUND.

Ranrod straight, Lammatta tugs twce at the bill of his cap
whil e the opposing batter digs a foot-hole in the batter's
box.

Lanmatta GETS THE SIGN -- Wnds. Delivers.

Batter hits a weak one-hopper towards first base.



ANNOUNCER (O S.)
,, lays grounder towards 1st. This
could be it!

BRADLEY charges the ball, Lammatta racing to cover first...but
ball gets caught-up in Bradley's glove' s webbing, funbling
it in his throwing hand; finally tossing it to 1st and....too

| at e. Batter is SAFE at first.
CLOSE ON SCOREBOARD - PLAY IS RULED A BASE HIT.

The rain is now ferocious. Hone plate unp racing out.

uwP
That's it! Ballganme!!!
LAMVATTA
(screans)

NO !
| NT. LOCKER ROOM -- MOMVENTS LATER

Chanpagne bottles and wax paper litter the | ocker room as
the players barrel inside; bear-huggi ng and gang-tackling.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q.)
It's official. Marauders wn the
pennant on a historic night! Shutting-
out Boston with an near-no-hitter.

Lammatta crawl s towards Bradl ey, who totes a bottle of
chanpagne; goes to hug Lammatt a.

BRADLEY
W didit!

Lanmatta i nstead, LASHES OUT A SHORT LEFT -- Wth Iightning
speed, effortless. And brutal. BANG BRADLEY goes down.

LAMVATTA
You ruined nmy no-hitter! |'m gonna
kill you!

Bradl ey hops to his feet, shoving back at Lammatta as the
pushi ng becones nore spasti c.

ANGLE ON. Press arriving inside | ocker room stunned.
Anticipating a jovial bunch, instead w tnessing a violent
brawl. Sl ack-jawed, they begin snapping pictures.

I NT. FORD S OFFI CE. -- CONTI NUOUS

Ford sitting behind his desk, lights a cigar. Smles.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL -- the ensuing braw.



| NT. LOCKER ROOM -- SECONDS LATER

LAMVATTA, eyes wild with glee. Wipping back in his right
armto his | ocker for sonmething, as players try stopping
him when: -- WHACK! -- Sl ashing BRADLEY across the neck.
The notion is neither snooth, nor slick, but jagged.

There, dangling in his right hand, a pair of silver SCl SSORS.
Bits of shredded brown skin now coating the tips.

There, clutching his own throat, BRADLEY, bl ood oozing from
a 2-inch gash into his neck. The players screans insanely
as Bradley lays holding his neck in the circle of |ight.

FORD
VWhat the hell is wong with you two?!
....\WW just won the pennant!!

BRADLEY
Psycho nmut hah' fuckah' stabbed ne!!!

Ford stares at Lammmatta with scissors in his hands; stunned.

FORD
(conf used)
Vell, you probably deserved it.
Karma and all that shit...

BRADLEY
(dunmb- f ounded)
Coach, how can you say sonet hi ng
i ke that?!

FORD
Because you're an asshol e, Bradl ey!
Now go see the trainer and stop your
bitching, ya' big baby.

BRADLEY
(to LAMVATTA)
You're fuckin' nuts Lammatt al!

A woozy Bradley exits with the aid of other players.

Ford eyes the reporters and canera crew now. .. Al | taking
phot os at a bl ood-soaked Bradl ey and his nenesis, Lammtta-
Sci ssor - Hands.

FORD
Get out of ny |ocker room!!

Back to players/Lanmatt a.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Goddammit Lammatta, what wwong with

you?!
( MORE)



FORD ( CONT' D)
This is the greatest noment of your
life and you're getting into knife-
fights! There's no "I" in "T-E-A-
M !

CLOSE ON. LAMVATTA'S FACE. It is no longer famliar to
Ford. There is sonething i nhuman now about his features.

LAMVATTA
| amthe team you corny old geezer!!!

CUT TO
EXT. CLEVELAND DOMNTOMWN STREET -- DAY

W PICK UP three Teenage G rls wal king down the street wearing
T-shirts that reads, LAMVATTA #33. A Black Kid cones by
wearing a Marauders baseball cap. As he passes, he holds up
one finger signifying Nunber One. The Grls return the signal.

ANGLE ON. NEWSSTAND. Headline reads "CLEVELAND W NS PENNANT
THRASHI NG BOSTON FOUR GAMES TO NONE! " (Photo of Lanmmatta
sci ssor-stabbi ng Bradl ey.)

CUT TO
| NT. REFRI GERATOR -- NI GHT

Magneti zed to refrigerator is sanme exact NEWSPAPER
HEADLI| NE/ PHOTO,

A hand opens refrigerator; revealing, A SEVERED HEAD
PULLBACK REVEALS:

Li nus, Kincaid and police officers, at the scene, checking
for evidence. 1In b.g. the words: "JESUS DOESN T LOVES ME'
The letters have been sneared on in bl ood.

The detectives | ook over DOCTOR THOMAS MARLOW 52, the nedical
exam ner, who is |ooking at the headl ess body.

MARL OW
Yep. He's dead.

LI NUS
(sarcastic)
Thank you, Doctor.

Ki ncaid reviews another poemfromkiller.

KI NCAI D
(reads)
"You sold your bro'" for a bag of
gol d, The shanme that you nust have

had. "
( MORE)



KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
(beat)
"The scribes of greed now turns your
faith, Into a nound of slab,,,"

Ki ncaid drops note back into evidence bag.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
DOA had |1.D. on him
(beat)
,,, Nane's Bobby MBri de.

MARLOW
(recognition)
"Mcbride". -- As in...?
KI NCAI D

-- as in, big brother of Darren
McBride, aka. The St. Louis Bonber.

LI NUS
(all Geek to him
... Who?

MARL OW
(al nost insulted)
Are you serious? -- Six years ago,
our DOA' s baby brother was baseball's
home-run king...

KI NCAI D
(to Linus)
...And eighteen nonths later, Capital
Hll's whipping-boy on w despread
doping allegations.--Kept telling
congress, "lI'mnot here to tal k about
t he past."

MARLOW
| gotta' say, for a hone run Kking,
he's a pretty big pussy.

LI NUS
-- um, so how cone Darren's brother
is mssing a head?

KI NCAI D

(revi ews DQA)
Best | can gather,- bankrupted big
bro' here, was trying to shop-around
a tell-all nenoir about baby brother's
dopi ng habits.,,wanted himto atone
for all his steroidial sins, yadda,
yadda.



MARLOW
(tal king to DQOA)
Ratting your own brother out for a
little scratch. Man, that's | ow

MARLOW S Phone rings. Answers; wal ks off canera.

Kl I NCAI D
(to Linus)
Think of it as a self-help book
i ntended for an audi ence of one--

LI NUS
--but if our DOA was sonehow able to
cash a few checks in the process...

Ki ncaid, grimacing at the site of DOA.

KI I NCAI D
...you know what they say: God can
be scammed in nysterious ways...

LI NUS
(] oke)
John Updi ke, eat your heart out.

Ki ncaid jerks up.

Kl NCAI D
. Who?

Mar | ow hangs up cell.

MARLOW
(to Detectives)
-- Just got back the final toxicology
reports on those two DOA's fromthe
conputer |ab...

KI NCAI D
(bad j oke)
Don't tell nme. They died of
carpal tunnel before they got their
heads chopped off.

MARLOW
(nerd excitenent)
Worse. --Found traces of tetradyzine
in both victins.

LI NUS
....Tetradyzi ne?

MARLOW
a neuromnuscul ar paral ytic.
to trace, and even tougher to
in the states.

( MORE)



MARLOW ( CONT' D)
(beat)
You find the drug supplier, and you'l
find your killer, Detectives.

CUT TO
WORLD SERI ES: GAME 1
ANGLE ON

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Wel cone to Gane One of the Fal
Classic. The New York Yamers, a
heavy favorite with the odds-nakers
to wi pe out the out-of nowhere-
Cl evel and Marauders and their nmerry
band of m racl es.

Lanmatta pitches, ball right back at him he throws to 2nd
base for one, and then on to 1st for double-play.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Got him Double play! d evel and
takes gane 1. -- Lanmatta noving his
pitches away fromthe New York batters
all night like he's Lee Harvey Oswal d
and the catcher's mtt is J.F.K |ino.

GAME 2:
Yammers' pitcher on the nound. Delivers pitch

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)

After blowing a 4 run lead after
seven, the Yammers are now one strike
away from w nning ganme 2.

Strike three. -- Gane over.

P. O. V. SCOREBOARD READS: YAMVERS 6, MARAUDERS 5.

GAME 3:

Yammers' second baseman at the plate. Digs in.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Bottom of the ninth, tie gane.

Yammers's third baseman hits a deep fly ball. Wy back

ANNOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Rodriguez hits a deep one... Gone!
And New York wins two straight on a
wal k- of f honer by Rodri guez.

GAME 4:



Lanmatta delivers. Fast bal | . STRI KE THREE! !

ANNOUNCER (QO. S.) (CONT' D)
The Marauders win gane 4 on the good,
easy gas of Lammatta. Tying up the
series, two-ganes-a-piece. It's so
qui et in New York right now, you can
al nost hear Boston...

GAME 5:
Yamers' pinch-hitter; blasts a shot; doubles off the wall.

ANNOUNCER (O ' S.) (CONT' D)
A pinch hit double off of Waver in
the 12th inning, gives New York a 3-
2 lead in the series.

GAME 6:
Bradl ey at the plate; bases |oaded. G and slam honer.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
And Bradl ey's grand-sal am cl oses
the door on the Yamer's. Tying the
series at 3 ganes a piece!

(beat)

One gane left to decide the Wrld
Series chanpion, and the Marauders
with a clear advantage for Tuesday
night's Gane 7 wwth Lammatta, who
has been literally unhittable so far
inthis series, set to start..

CUT TO
| NT. SQUAD ROOM - CONTI NUCUS

A large room very busy, many officers at work. Various
known sexual offenders, small-tinme crimnals have been rounded

up.

ANGLE ON. Detective LINUS passes Kincaid, heading towards
his office. Kincaid grabs the C EVELAND TRI BUNE from desk,
falls in stride through the crowded scene.

Kl NCAI D ( CONT' D)
VWhat am | wasting ny time with this
shit for?

LI NUS
Maybe it's sonething you did in a
past life, how the hell do I know.

Linus now at his desk. There is a pile of nmessages on his
desk, nostly from REPORTERS

Kincai d tosses the newspaper on Linus's desk.



KI NCAI D
You see this shit yet?

P. O V. HEADLI NES READ: "SPORTS VI G LANTE?"

ANGLE ON. Opposite front page colum reads: "LAMVATTA HOPI NG
TO SHUT THE DOOR ON YAMMVERS I N GAME 7."

LI NUS
(of f newspaper)
What happened to not giving this
sociopath the attention he's beggi ng
for?

Kl NCAI D
Who knows? The coroner hates you,
all the technicians, and idiots in
general ..

The desk table has been cleared and its surface i s now covered
with various forms, reports and 8" by 10" phot ographs of al
the nmurdered victins.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
Maybe we'll get lucky. This sicko
runs a red light, and a dead body is
i nside the trunk

PHONE RI NGS.

LI NUS
This is Linus....Yeah.
(starts witing address)
Yep, thanks Frankie.

(hangs up)
Kl NCAI D
What's up?
LI NUS

That was ny inside guy from DEA
(readi ng from notes)

Got an anonynous tip a few weeks

back on an illegal shipnents of

narcotics nmoving in fromMexico to

this, "Benzo Laboratories" in town.

KI NCAI D revi ewi ng nurder photos: disinterested.

KI NCAI D
Ch yeah?

LI NUS
DEA finally raided the lab a couple
ni ghts ago. Got the owner in custody
as we speak.



Kl NCAI D

(bored)
Ckay.
LI NUS
Guess what particular drug they found
at his [ ab.
KI NCAI D
(1'i ght bul b)

.... Tetradyzi ne.
CUT TGO
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - - LATER

BENNY, (40's) a smarny-looking man with a circus barker
must ache; sits across from Li nus and Ki ndcai d.

BENNY
Fuck you. | want ny |awer.

KI NCAI D
Wat is this a charity? W're here
to trade, Benny. Gve us a line on
this guy & we'll see what we can do.

BENNY
Eat shit cop

LI NUS
Look scumbag, we got you for accessory
to multiple hom cides with your
connection to this drug,-so unless
you enjoy the thoughts of your future
ex-w fe seeing you behind glass as
you' re dodgi ng dicks for the next 40
years, you start tal king now

BENNY
....You give nme imunity?

LI NUS
Depends on what you got for us. W
coul d make the accessory to mnurder
rap, disappear. Maybe even get the
DA to show sonme | eniency on the drug
trafficking charge.

KI NCAI D
-- i f your information checks out.

Benny smashes out cigarette butt.

BENNY
Look man, | ain't out to kill nobody.
|"mstrictly a nedicine man.,, A
suppl enment guru, you follow..



Benny nervously |ights anot her snoke.

BENNY ( CONT' D)
Trainers drop me a line. Needing
sonme untraceabl e-junk for their hot-
shot athlete clients. HGH ZMA a
bit of the clear, nethenol one,

whatever. Like | said, |I'mthe guru.
LI NUS

Keep goi ng.
BENNY

So this cat calls ne,- says he needs
this tetradyzine, shit. Said he'd
pay big bank if | can find it.

Kl NCAI D
The cat give you a nane?

BENNY
No man. Sent ne straight cash in
the mail. Told nme to deliver on a

specific time, specific day. Like
cl ock-tic-toc, man.

(beat)
But the address he gave ne to send
his shit to, is in the city.

Kincaid throws Benny a pen.

KI NCAI D
W' re gonna need that address, Benny.

| NT. SQUAD CAR -- LATER
Car is in pursuit. Kincaid talking on phone.

KI NCAI D
Ri ght, okay. Call nme as soon as you
got sonet hi ng.

Hangs up phone.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
The house is registered under, Frank
Beaner. CGuy's owned the place for
the last 12 years but never lived in
it. Strictly a rental property.

LI NUS
It checks out?

Kl NCAI D
Yep. Beaner been in Hawaii for the
| ast 6 years. Hred a property
managenent conpany to handl e any new
t enant s.



LI NUS
-so who's renting Beaner's house?

KI NCAI D
The property managenent office is
cl osed.
(beat)

Trying to get in contact with the

of fi ce manager but we probably won't

hear back on anything until norning.
(pause)

What do you wanna' do?

I NT. HOUSE -- HALF HOUR LATER

Front door explodes open. Shattered fragments of the door
crash the floor. Linus and Kincaid walk in after.

LI NUS
(to Kincaid)
....Looks like a break-in to ne.

Kl NCAI D
A break-in. Sur e.

Kincaid' s flashlight conmes on, illumnating the two nen.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
Hel | 0?

As they nove through the house CAMERA TRACKS with t hem

Suddenly Kincaid stops. He trains his flashlight on a snall
object in the corner of the room

LI NUS
VWhat is it?

Ki ncaid steps closer to the object.

Kl NCAI D
A dog...Pit Bull.

Both nen | ook down of f screen at the ani mal. Ki ncai d bends
down to it.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
Good boy.

Pit Bull grows, snaps at his hand.
| NT. BEDROOM

Alittered room Cothes, nagazine, |oose food-trash al
cover the floor.

ANGLE ON. Various bondage-instrunents and chains scattered
t hr oughout the room



-- Quotes of religious proverbs pinned to every wall.

Kincaid sifts through the ground, kicks at a |eather nmask on
fl oor.

Kl NCAI D
..M. Al-AmTerican.

Li nus picking through a trash can. Finds sonet hing.

LI NUS
Hello pretty.
Kl NCAI D
What cha' got?
LI NUS
(hol ds up)

Purchase receipts for a pair of Wlls
Lanont Handyman G oves and duct tape.

KI NCAI D
...Could be nothing. A coincidence.

Li nus revi ews di shevel ed apartnent.
LI NUS

This guy look Iike he's handy with a
pai nt brush & a | adder to you?

Kl NCAI D
...CGot a nane on receipt?
~ LINus
(di ggi ng)

Not hi ng yet.

ANGLE ON. BEDROOM W NDOW -- Bl own | oose by the wind, the
rain gutter swings down and smashes through the wi ndow with
a CRASH of broken gl ass.

Ki ncai d junps back, reaches in coat and draws a .357 magnum
revol ver.

Linus stares at him Kincaid sees Linus's reaction and slowy
re-hol sters the revol ver.

Kincaid turns his gaze; spots sonething, reaching for the
corner of night-stand.

Kl NCAI D
An addr ess. 187 La Salle. Second
hone?

LI NUS
| know it. It ain't no house. It's

a storage facility.



Ki ncai d | ooks down at bed covers. Shock and awe.

KI NCAI D

You gotta be kidding ne....
LI NUS

..Wiat is it?

ANGLE ON. A BIBLE. ON JACKET COVER, "LAMVATTA",

I N BRI GHT ORANGE MAG C MARKER

I NT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY

SUDAI KI S
Let me get this straight. You think
our star pitcher's this city's seri al
killer?
(1 aughs)
Are you out-of-your heads Detectives?

LI NUS
At this point, he's the prine suspect
in an ongoi ng investigation, yes.

SUDAI KI' S
He's a sinple farmboy from M ssouri!
Not the next Dahner!

LI NUS
Do you wanna tell ne where Lammatta
is or do you wanna' have this
conver sati on downt own?

SUDAI KI S
Excuse ne?

LI NUS
Look asshole, you're either going to
obstruct justice or you're going to
put us in touch with your sycophantic

pitcher...
SUDAI KI S

Is that a threat, Detective?
LI NUS

Wen it's a threat, you'll knowit.
SUDAI KI S

(a beat)

...ls that a threat?!
LI NUS

Fuck you. I'll find himnyself.

Li nus nmoves to the door.

HANDWRI TTEN

CUT TO



LI NUS ( CONT' D)
Attention all units | need--

SUDAI KI' S
--you of course, got a search warrant?

LI NUS
....Excuse ne?

SUDAI KI' S
| know ny rights too, detective.

KI NCAI D
Fuck you. W got probable cause.

SUDAI KI' S
Nada--whether it's a organic deli or
a mgj or -| eague basebal |l stadium ya'
need a proper warrant to search
private property, hmt

Li nus; shocked, pissed off. Moves at Sudai kis, ready to
fight. Kincaid holds himback.

Kl NCAI D
Not worth it pal. They're like
cockroaches, outlast ya' every tine.

LI NUS
We'll be back

Li nus, Kincaid exit.

SUDAI KI' S
(pause)
It's all clear kid.

From t he equi prment closet in the corner, Lammatta peeks his
head out. Ford is horrified, shocked.

Lanmatta steps to Ford.

LAMVATTA
Coach, |I--

FORD
--Cet out of ny sight.

Lanmatta just nods | anely, wal ks out of |ocker room towards
ball field, presumably.

SUDAI KI' S
(yells at Lammatt a)
Go knock 'em dead tiger
(to Ford)
Ckay, m nor setback.



FORD
You' re nuts.

SUDAI KI S
(exci ted)
-- | understand the urge to go
ballistic, but we can't |et these
threats stop us fromour goal. W're
this close!

FORD

|"mnot letting himpitch tonight.
SUDAI KI' S

...sure, sure, sure...|l understand,

but listen to what |I'm asking you-

FORD
--Lee, he's out.

SUDAI KI' S
--because...hold on...hold on a
second, before we get to that...Have
you al ways hated ne?

FORD
No.

SUDAI KI S
Sone secret...?

FORD
No.

SUDAI KI S

Ever doubted ny comm tnent to you?

FORD
--Look Lee, you've always had ny
respect okay, but this thing--

SUDAI KI' S
--1 don't want your respect. You're
respect stinks on ice. Are you getting
old? What is this? Menopause?

FORD
Lee, |'m scared!

SUDAI KI' S
We're all scared! Wat?, you think
any GM t hese days got hinself a secure
vi sa out of Casabl anca?

FORD
Lee- -



SUDAI KI' S
--1 read this thing about the Pananma
Canal, right. The death toll, take
a guess. Twenty-five thousand peopl e.
Just to dig a goddamm ditch

FORD
Died with their heads on | bet.

SUDAI KI S
Li ke that's any great consol ati on?!
The kind of suffering, Christ, rem nds
me of our fans...

FORD

And you honestly think that justifies--
SUDAI KI S

--Shut up! [I'mnot done speaking,

when it's you're turn, you can speak--

FORD
--What's wong with you?!

SUDAI KI' S

Fuck you. .. Fuck you..

(he hits Ford)
Cet up.

(he hits him again)
"1l fuckin' Kkill you right here in
this | ocker room You w np! You
coward. You squat to pee!..five
years now, |'ve been eating your
shit!--and now you're gonna be sone
fuckin' winp, cost ne ny...title?
No way. Not in this |ife!

Ford; |ays notionl ess; shocked.

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
-- You want sonebody to take charge,
"1l take charge. You need an excuse
to cop out, I'll give you a fucking
excuse!

Ford is dunbfounded. Slowy, he takes a step back.

SUDAI KI'S ( CONT' D)
(parental)
...l"mnot upset with you. |1'monly
doing ny job. M capacity to nmake
deci sions. Decide, decide decide.
—the definition of the nodern GM
(beat)
It's how !l earn ny food-pellets from
this dark universe, ya' see?



Sudai kis, lurches forward in a fake-out, baiting him scaring
him Ford takes another step back--petrified.

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Now |listen to nme: Sone peopl e get
el ected, try to change the world.
Qur job isn't one of those jobs.
(beat)
So we can either keep talking purity
or we can turn the page.

Sudai kis exits, a "Patton-esque" stride.

SUDAI KI' S ( CONT' D)
(drifting off)
- "Cause it's a big thing to wn,
baby! -- Lots of pressure, but lots
of rewards too!!

CUT TO
| NT. PRESS BOX - MOMENTS LATER

ANNOUNCER
So here we are folks, the O evel and
Mar auders vs the New York Yanmmers in
the 7th gane of the Fall C assic.
Prison riots having safer conditions
than the Gty of Ceveland, tonight,
because this is no | onger a basebal
gane, folks. -- It's a battle for
survi val

I NT. TUNNEL -- MOMENTS LATER

The d evel and pl ayer com ng out of tunnel, where several
t housands of fans wait in the stands for the gane to start.

Ford wal ks through the tunnel. Two dozen police officers
st andi ng by.

FORD
(to cop)
Not much of a view from here.

COP
Good | uck coach

FORD
VWat's it ook |ike?

coP
No word yet. But | should tell ya'
when the word conmes down, they want
us to go get himno matter what.

( MORE)



COP ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Told us to go grab himright off the
field if we have to. Don't want to
take any chance that he mght flee.

FORD, views the playing field. Taking a |long | ook at
LAMMVATTA.

FORD
Can you do ne a favor?

CcoP
Anyt hi ng ski p.

FORD

| f you see our GMtrying to get inside

my dugout. ... Shoot him
EXT. /I NT. DUGOUT -- MOMENTS LATER
A cal msil ence pervades...The players hug and smack each
other in the back. A sudden unification and affection; a
savage rel ease of tension.
Ford sits on the bench, alone. Looks out to the bull pen.
ANGLE ON. LAMVATTA -- WARM NG UP | N BULLPEN
Ford | ooks to the end of his bench. Spots BUTCH

FORD
But ch!

But ch turns.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Start getting | oose.

BUTCH
(puzzl ed)
... how?
FORD

Yes now You're starting! Tel
Lanmatta to shut it down...

P.O V. FORD

Butch gets to the bull pen. Taps at LAMVATTA, points to
dugout .

Lammatta raci ng back towards Ford.
DUGOUT.

LAMVATTA
VWhat' s goi ng on?!
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FORD
|"msitting you down today.
LAMVATTA
Sitting ne down?!
FORD
You' ve had a busy year. Take a day
of f.
LAMVATTA

A day off?! This is Gane 7 of the
Wrld Series? Have you | ost your
m nd?!

Lammatta; tears after Ford. Players grab him his nuscles
i ke rope cords, his eyes fixed.

FORD
Maybe. But at least | still got ny
head. ..
EXT. PRESS BOX -- LATER
ANNOUNCER

In a strange set of unspecified
events, The Marauders scratching
Lanmatta fromtonight's start in the
nost inportant ganme of Cleveland's
Hal | owed hi story.

(beat)
It's like The Stones performng
wi t hout Jagger, the Beach Boys w thout
Brian Wl son....Wat for the | ove of
not her, is going on fol ks?!

CUT TO
EXT. PITCH NG MOUND -- LATER

Two down in the first. Butch | ooking sharp so far... Bouncing
ball to third. Mrningstar up with it.

BUTCH -- Throws a pitch. The YAMMER H TTER grounds one back
at Butch who throws himout.

CUT TO
TUNNEL
Sudai ki s; racing through. Mad as a hornet.
copP

Sorry sir. | have direct orders not
to let you through.
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SUDAI KI S
Ya' fuckin' rent-a-cop, get out of

my way!

COP disarns his pistol; fires a warning shot at his feet.
Next ains at Sudai kis's head.

corP
| got strict orders.

Sudai kis can only nove back. Retreat.

SUDAI KI' S
(munbl es)
Atree falls in the forest, and what
did we acconplish

BACK TO
P.O V. THE SCOREBOARD READS: 0-0 IN THE 3RD
MORNI NGSTAR -- striking out on a curve ball.
WLLIS -- robbing a Yaamer of a hone run by meking a | eaping

catch over the fence.
BUTCH -- picking a Yammer runner off first.
THE SCOREBQOARD -- 0-0 in the 5th

BRADLEY -- striking out on a curve ball, trying to check his
swng. -- Umpire enphatically punches hi mout.

FORD -- Looking past Lammatta to the field. Butch is on the
mound. There's a runner on second.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Still nothing -- nothing, top of the
seventh, two down. Butch has been in
trouble all night, but has battled
his way out.

Butch cones set and delivers. The Yamrer hitter, CRAN ER
swi ngs and gets all of it.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Uh oh, this one's tagged. Deep center
field. Way back. Way back

WIllis clinbs up on the wall, but it's long gone. Hone run.
ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
It's off the reservation, hone run
And New York lead it 2-0.

A silent pall falls on the stadi um
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ANGLE ON. Ford | ooks in corner of dugout. Lammatta; a stone
col d zonbi e.

As the "2" goes up on the scoreboard, we...
CUT TO

WLLIS -- popping up and flinging his bat away in frustration.
We take CUTS of the worried fans, chewi ng fingernails, wadding
up prograns, hanging their heads, etc.

TOMMY -- groundi ng out, obviously having trouble running.

MORNI NGSTAR -- stepping into the batter's box. The crowd is
practically sitting on its hands now. Hope drai ni ng away.

ANNOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Mor ni ngstar up now, two down, bottom
of the eighth. The Marauders runni ng
out of chances.

Mor ni ngstar swings at the first pitch and lines a sharp single
to left. The crowd and the Marauders bench suddenly cone
alive.

Bradl ey noves to the plate.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
That' Il bring on Bradley, hitless
t oni ght .

The crowd and bl eacher band begins to clap as Morningstar
takes his | ead.

BRADLEY
(to hinself)
Come on, CJ. No noney, no baby's
nmommas, no di stractions, just mash.

Bradl ey swings at the first pitch.
C.U. BASEBALL -- A noon shot.
ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Long drive, deep left-field. Way
back. It mght be! It could be!
The ball is...Gone! The gane is
tied!

The fans go crazy as Bradley circles the bases, we go to the
scoreboard as the NUMBER, 2 goes up.

CUT TO
I NT. A STORAGE FACILITY -- CONTI NUOUS

An entry door clicks open. Linus and Kincaid wal k through
dark, barren open hall.
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A ni ght manager |eads the way; review ng his storage records.

MANAGER
The nane's right.--Dugan Lammatta. .

Manager points his flash light at a unit.

MANAGER
Here it is. Unit 345.

Manager takes cutters and rips the | ock open.
I NT. UNIT 345 -- MOVENTS LATER

Contai ned inside: A bean bag, a thick stack of Pl ayboy
Magazi nes, | atex masks, w gs, duct-tape and nyl on cords.

ANGLE ON. Photos hang from storage walls. C enens, Barry
Bonds, A-Rod & Madonna hol di ng hands, Ji m Rone, Bud Selig.

Kincai d shines flashlight above.

KI NCAI D
...Looks like he didn't wear gl oves.

Kincaid flashes light; spots a spray canister.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
(opens; sniffs)
Snells |ike bleach. Possibly used
to renove bl ood evi dence.

Li nus turns around, spots sonething in the corner, shines
his flashlight, it is..... a portable freezer. Linus whistles
for Kincaid to | ook.

Li nus, Kincaid nove slowy to freezer's door. Qpens it,
peer inside.

KI NCAI D ( CONT' D)
W nner wi nner, chicken dinner.

ANGLE ON. FREEZER--1n a white netal pan, canted on one ear.
A liver-spotted head.

CLOSE ON. MAUREEN VELL'S HEAD.
BACK TQ

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Two down in the top of the ninth,
still tied at 2, relief pitcher,
Morrow still in the gane after
pitching the last half of the 8th.

YAMVER H TTER -- lining a single to right field. Mrrow
nmops his brow, obviously tiring.
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ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
,,, Morrow, the Marauders' fourth
different pitcher of the | ast one
and a third innings, as the bull pen
slowy starts to dissolve |like a bad
marri age before our eyes. Wich begs
t he question, where has Lammtta
been all night?!

CUT TO

ANOTHER YAMVER HI TTER -- smashing a double off the wall, the
| ead runner stopping at third. Ford signals to the bull pen
to get sonebody warm

MORROW - - on the mound, |ooking |ike he's out of gas.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Morrow has really digged hinself a
hole now. He got the first two
hitters, and then gave up a single
and a doubl e and has now gone 3-0 to
Kot sey.

Morrow cones set and fires to the plate. Ball four

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
High. Ball four and Morrow s stuff,
| ooking as flat as a year-old bottle
of Tab.

Ford | ooks to opposing dugout, sees opposing hitter Jetz in
the on-deck circle smling at him

Ford has seen enough. He makes his way to the nmound; signals
to the bullpen with his left hand.

CUT TO
FBI CAR

The advance vehicle. TWO AGENTS. The agent in the passenger
seat speaking in hushed tones into a radio m ke:

FBlI VAN

Li nus and half a dozen agents. Quietly checking their gear,
passi ng | ooks to one another, while the VO CE drones softly
fromthe radio...

AGENT
In pursuit of the suspect. Com ng
up on the stadiumin five.

BACK TGO

LAMVATTA -- striding in fromthe bull pen. He doesn't | ook
rel axed.
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Meanwhi | e, the CROAD has gone nuts at the sight of Lammtta.

FORD
Ckay, Lammatta, Jetz likes the hard
stuff in. Split himon the hands,
bust hi m awnay.
(beat)
You listenin' to nme?

No response from Lammtt a.

FORD ( CONT' D)
| understand this is a difficult
si tuati on. [t's not | ost on e,
ki d.

Lanmatta al one on the nound, the SCREAMS of the crowd ringing
in his ears.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Look kid, right now, | don't care if
you lick wi ndows, vote Liberal, or
occasionally chop peopl e's heads
off. Just get this bum out.

Ford hands Lanmmatta the ball. -- Lammatta smles. Wiile Ford
trots back to dugout.

Lammatta steps up on the rubber, his face hardened into fierce
resol ve. There's nothing nervous about himnow This kid is
gonna make sonebody pay.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Derron Jetz steps in, so far in this
series, batting .341, with 4 honers,
and 10 RB.1.'s.

Finally, Tommy puts down one finger. Lammtta nods; w nds
and delivers a hissing blur toward the plate.

Jetz takes a ferocious swing and m sses. Strike one.

We see the nunber 97 conme up on the digital readout of the
SPEED GUN

Tonmy puts down one finger. Lammatta nods and then w nds

and fires again, another blazing rocket. Jetz takes a w cked
rip, but doesn't get it. Strike two. 101 conmes up on the
gun.

The fans are all standing now, yelling for a strikeout.
Lammatta gets back up on the rubber with the | ook of an ani ma
sighting prey.

Tonmy wiggles his fingers around and then puts down the big
No. 1.
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Lammatta goes into his wi ndup and unl eashes a scream ng bull et
toward the plate. Jetz pulls the trigger, but it's already
by him Strike three!l The fans are goi ng berserk.

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Ww  Three straight heaters and the
Yammers are nowed down. No runs, two
hits, three left on, and, are you
ready, Cl eveland fans? W go to the
bottom of the ninth, still tied!

CUT TO
CUT TO
EXT. STADI UM -- CONTI NUOUS

SWAT MEN AT THE DOOR: THEY SMASH THE LOCK AND CHARCE I N
LI NUS AND KI NCAI D CLOSE BEH ND.

BACK TO
WLLIS -- wal king up to the plate.

ANNCOUNCER (O . S.) (CONT' D)
One down in the ninth, WIllis, trying
to get sonething going for the
Mar auder s.

Bradl ey and the others yell encouragenment to WIlis as he
digs in at the plate. The Yammer pitcher delivers and WIllis
hits a high bouncer toward short....

The shortstop waits for it to cone down and then fires to
first. WIIlis streaks across the bag..... but still a half-
step behind the ball. OUT!

ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
And WIllis is out by a mcro-hair.

The Yamrer Manager cones to the nound and waves for a new
pitcher.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q) (CONT' D)
,,,Wth two outs and Lanmmatta due
up, New York manager, Torborg, who
| ooks about as jittery as a circus
animal on Crystal Meth, wastes no
time. He's goin' to the bull pen.

Qut of the pen conmes SAMW " SMXKI NG' WOOD, a good facsimle
of Whod i s Randy Johnson, only bigger and neaner.

Lanmatta starts for the plate, as Wod finishes his warnups.

The crowd, electrified by Lanmatta's prescience, renmains on
its feet.
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Wod stares in, cones to his stretch and then lets go a
steam ng fast ball right at Lammatta's head.

Lanmatta goes down in a swrl of dust, the ball mssing him
by inches. -- As soon as Lammatta picks hinself up, the crowd
begi ns to ROAR agai n.
THE STADI UM
Everything fromhere on wll continue
to be in SLOW MOTI O\

The crowd is on its feet again. The "GO chants start; -
punct uat ed by thousands of hands punching the night air.

CUT TGO
FBI -- In mlitary teanms of two; flank thru PLAYERS TUNNEL
BACK TO:
We go to SLOW MOTI ON as WOOD ki cks and cones to the plate.
LAMVATTA swi ngs and BOOM --hits a nonster shot.
Dead-eyes the ball, alnost forcing it to stay fair, using
his body- English to will it inside the left-field foul pole.
(Isit fair, is it foul, is it fair, is it foul?)
Baseline UW signals. Fair!
SLOW MOTI ON ENDS
ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Fair ball! The Marauders win it!
The Marauders win. Ch sweet heavens,
the Marauders win it!!

Pandenoni um breaks | oose in the Stadium Everywhere peopl e
are huggi ng and ki ssing each other, fireworks abl aze.

QUI CK CUTS -- of our other fans. W see..
A) Lammatta roundi ng the bases; raising his hands in victory.

B) El sewhere in stadium the joyous exultation continues
unabated; vibrating like an old | awn nower.

C) Bradley pulls Lammatta to his feet at hone plate, and
they hug, as both are swallowed up by the snear of their
respective teammates' arns and | egs.

W HCOLD on the celebration as it swirls all around them
as. ..

Lanmatta sees sonething that catches his eye.

Standing by the field rail is an ARMW OF POLI CE OFFI CERS &
FBI comng right for him..
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FEDERAL AGENTS, SWAT TEAM AND FBI all wear bul ky fl ack
j ackets, suddenly racing fromall points of the conpass.

ASSAULT WEAPONS snappi ng up, patrons scattering, everybody
scream ng at once: Chaos. Dozens of FBI, convergi ng agai nst
the sea of |loony fans swarm ng the playing-field.

SMOKE OBSCURES EVERYTHI NG Mob psychol ogy taki ng over.

ALL THE FEDS
(chaotic, ad-lib)
FBI'!... FREEZE, MOTHERFUCKER!...DON T
MOVE! . . . FREEZE OR YOU RE A DEAD
MAN! . .. HANDS IN THE Al R!

Every single FBI WEAPON HAS A LASER SI GHT, all of them now
activated, RED LASER BEAMS CONVERG NG . . ..

...on LAMVATTA, stunned, GLOW NG RED DOTS danci ng up and
down his body fromall directions, people scream ng and diving
for cover, stanpeding for the dugout exits.

...whi |l e CAMERA DOES A QUEASY 360 AROUND LAMVATTA, hands
shiver in the air, suddenly the loneliest man in the room

LAMVATTA
DON T SHOOT ME!

... except nobody can hear himw th ABBA THUNDERI NG | N THE
STADI UMS' SOUND SYSTEM

The FEDS SHOUTI NG the CROAD CELEBRATI NG AND SCREAM NG

THE FEDS -- are closing in on LAMVATTA, everybody anped-up
and scream ng

LI NUS

ON YOUR KNEES!...NOW GODDAWN | T,
NOW . . . FACE- DONN, ASSHOLE

Lammatta qui ckly reaches for object tucked inside his pants.

LI NUS ( CONT' D)
Don't do it Lammtt al

Lanmatta grab for object.

...and BRRAAAAP! Detective Linus FIRES HS 9MM a single
shot BURST into Lammatta, nailing himin the shoul der.

Lanmatta is taken right off his feet, a |ook of incredible
surprise on his face.

CLOSE ON. LAMVATTA' S HANDS; inside -- a PHOTO

ANGLE ON. Lanmatta huggi ng and ki ssing anot her man.
(Apparent | over, boyfriend.)
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LAMVATTA
...y denons.
CUT TO
| NT. LOCKER ROOM -- SEVERAL HOURS LATER
Ford sits at desk, a small tv is on
VI DEO FOOTAGE: -- highlight clips showi ng Lammatta rounding

t he bases, as pyrotechnic snoke clogs the chaotic video inmages
of fans as well as FBlI agents; all seen simultaneously
chargi ng baseball field in pursuit of a panicked and
retreating, Lammtta.

VENDY (O. S.)
In one of the nost horrific sequences
in the history of sports, Wrld Series
WP, Dugan Lanmatta, inmediately
followng his Wrld Series w nning
wal k- of f home run, was apprehended
in dramatic fashion in connection to
a string of nationwide ritualistic
serial murders.

CAMERA LENS OPENS TO -- Kincaid stepping into frane.

KI NCAI D
Upon being asked to desist, the
suspect attenpted to flee the scene,
possibly to destroy incrimnating
evi dence. He was apprehended after
detective Linus fired upon him
woundi ng the suspect. ..

VARI OQUS REPORTERS
Det ective Kincaid, how did police--

KI NCAI D
--No, no nore questions at this tine.

BACK TO VEENDY:

VENDY

Lanmatta's ignomnious fall re-
presenting the biggest nurder scandal
in the history of Ceveland. --
Providing us again, with a stunning
exanpl e on hypocrisy, |lunacy and the
fun-house mrror of American Sports.

(beat)
Representative Henry Wexel |, chairman
of the House Oversight and Gover nnent
Ref orm Conm ttee, has planned a
heari ng- -

CLICK. -- TV shuts off.
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W DE PAN | NTO
I NT. FORD S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

FORD
Only in Anerica.

He | ooks around, opens sone desk drawers and takes out a bag
of potato chips, gathering the food and beer into his arns.

PAN ACRCSS DESK: C. U. -- WORLD SERI ES TROPHY.

Shuts desk drawer with his elbow. He turns to sit back down.
QUCH He steps on a sharp can opener, accidentally on the
floor. The beer falls on the floor along with the chips and
peanuts.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Goddanmi t .

Ford | eans down to pick up spilled itens, his head down,
intent on cleaning up the ness.

BANG - BANG BANG A SLAMM NG NO SE coming from across the
| ocker room

EXT. OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

Slowy, Ford gets to his feet and stepping out of his office;
| ooks around the spacious | ocker room

ANGLE ON FORD

He finds a swwtch. CLICK A light bulb overhead cones on,
barely lighting the | arge hall way.

FORD S P.O V. -- LOCKER ROOM

The | ocker roomis enpty. Only un-opened cases of G eat
West ern chanpagne remain.

FORD
,,, s that you, Sudaikis?

Not hi ng.
He turns fromthe | ocker room back to his office, when...

A LOUD SQUEAK com ng fromthe equi pnent cl oset door. Ford
Freezes.

Fl oor boards CREAK inside. -- Throw ng equi pnment door open.
He noves into a...

DARK EQUI PMENT CLOSET
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He manages to pull the door open just enough to slide through,
finds the light switch

CLICKI -- The roomis illum nated. Random basebal | s,
hel mets, gloves and bats scatter the closet....EMTY.

FORD backs up right into --

FORD ( CONT' D)
AHHH! !

.... AN ARW OF BASEBALL JERSEYS, dangle from hooks on racks.

FORD catches his breath....THEN, the equi pnent room | i ght
burns out.

I NT. EQUI PMENT CLCSET -- CONTI NUOUS

Now pitch black. The only sound in the roomis his own
terrified breathing.

FORD spots a bat nearby. Gabs it, retreats back into jersey
rack.

FORD
(weakl y)
Come on out, asshol e.

Silence. And then....... BARK!

Ford junps, spinning around just in time to see, JOHNNY BENCH
his precious GOLDEN RETRI EVER, neekly poking his head out
t hrough the rack of jersey.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Johnny Bench! You scared ne half to
death, pal. Cone on out of there.

VO CE (O S.)
Ckay.

...a pair of black cleats stepping off the jersey rack.
Before Ford has a chance to scream the FIGJRE junps down
and shoves the rack hard, sending himinto a splintering
wal | . The bat goes flying out of his hands.

Ford races towards the equi pnent closet exit door.

But FIGURE intercepts, lunging forward, grabbing his wi st
hard, Ford yanks harder, releasing his hold when a flash of
silver catches her eye, cutting into his forearm

The FI GURE advances on him-knife out, ready. Ford staggers
backwar ds, hol ding his bl oody arm

The MASKED FI GURE | ashes out with the knife. FORD dodges
it, | eaping back against the wall.
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A MOUND OF BASEBALLS clutter a spare table. Ford reaching
down, grabbing for weapons, next slinging baseballs into the
face of the FIGURE. Tenporarily knocking hi m down.
Ford opens exit door, racing out when:
CLOSE SHOT -- FORD
The last thing Ford sees, the last thing he renenbers, is a
BLURRED FACE staring in front of himand the feel and snell
of a chl orof orm RAG pressed agai nst his nose and nout h.
VWHAT FOLLOWNS |S A BLUR

CUT TO
| NT. LOCKER ROOM BASEMENT -- SEVERAL M NUTES LATER
Ford cones to in darkness, hog-tied and blindfol ded.

THE CAMERA TAKES A MOMENT TO ADJUST TO THE DARKNESS as the
outline of a FI GURE appears..

Ford continues to fight. Pulling into the gaze of...
PAUL

Paul stares back at him eyes wde, lips curled in a subtle
smle.

PAUL
It'd be customary at this point to
start praying.

H s VO CE sounds nore affected now...the VOCE of the killer
Ford tries to speak. It's inpossible.

Paul pulls the GAG fromhis nmouth, just |ong enough for Ford
to say:

FORD
,,,Wiere's ny dog, asshol e.

Paul janms the gag back into his nouth, angrily.

Wth that, Paul produces a hunting knife. It is RED HOT.
Even looking at it is painful.

Ford struggl es agai nst these ropes, to no use.
Two things hit at once: 1) This nonster is about to torture

me to death. 2) Please, God, don't let nme give himthe
satisfaction of seeing ne cry.
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PAUL
But it's not quite over yet. W've
got one nore surprise--Pal, | believe
it's your turn.

VO CE (O S.)

Ckay.
A NO SE conmes fromb.g. A |ow draggi ng sound.
MATTHEW appears...westling wth sonething..

CLOSE ON Matthew...he has a body in tow, he thrusts it forward
and it rolls into room Ford | ooks down to find..

JOHNNY BENCH
Wi npering and bl oody. H's eyes wide in fear, very nmuch alive.

PAUL
| can't decide if torturing your dog
makes ne feel worse about nyself or
better about M chael Vick..

Ford | ooks to his dog, sees the tears in his eyes. He |ooks
back to Paul, unflinching...a determ ned | ook on his face.

FORD
You son of a bitch, 1'Il kill you

PAUL
My, ny. Must be extrenely satisfying
to watch yourself say sonething so
heroic. ..

FORD shuts his eyes tight - can't watch this anynore.

MATTHEW
(i nfuriated)
Open your eyes! (Qpen your eyes
Goddanmmt or I'Il cut the fucking
lids off!!

Ford opens his eyes. Deep sobs shudder through him as..

PAUL

(calm
That's always the rub, isn't it,
Ski p. --Even when things are going
great, us sports fans fear the
worst...--1f we won the lottery,
we'd i mmedi ately assune 20 ot her
peopl e had the sanme nunber. ..

MAT THEW
We're rarely happy. We're al so i nsane.
(beat)
It's a tough conbination...
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Reacting to the pain, FORD tw sts his torso.

FORD

You'll never get away wth this!
MATTHEW

Tell that to your hick pitcher.
FORD

... Wiat--7?
PAUL

You honestly woul dn't believe how
easy it is to frane an manic-
depressive, drug addl ed, Jesus- Freak,
sports-star, for nmultiple hom cides,
nowadays. . .

MATTHEW
Yeah, we just watched a few epi sodes
of Forensic Files. Took a few notes.

It was fun.
PAUL
Come on, skip. Think about it.
(beat)

We get Lammatta's autograph before a
gane, and forge his signature at a
| ocal storage facility...

MAT THEW
-- dunp a coupl e dead bodi es inside.

PAUL
-- Have an easily traceable, paralytic
drug mailed to Lammatta' s apartnent...

MATTHEW
--pi ckup drug-package at Lammatta's
pad when he's out of town pitching,-
t hen plant sone incrimnating evidence
there. ..

PAUL
I nj ect sonme dead bodies with sane
paral ytic drug...

MATTHEW
--Next, make an anonynous call to
DEA about illegal drugs being
trafficked out of Benzo Laboratories..

PAUL
,,and wait for the cops to connect
t he dots.

MATTHEW

The evidence is all there, skip.
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Matt hew and Paul relish their nmadness, proud of thensel ves.

FORD
Why woul d you--kill those peopl e?

PAUL
VWhy? WHY? Did you hear that, Matthew?
| think he wants a notive. Hmmm

PAUL plays with hunting knife, off in his own perverted world.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
Because--for the nost part--it really
sucks to be a sports fan anynore.

MATTHEW
Yeah. It's a total one-way street.

PAUL

(conti nues)
| nmean, we now live in a culture
where bottomfeeders |i ke Pac-Man
Jones and Terrell Owens never go
away.

(pause)
Where an abject failure, like Jose
Canseco can crack the New York Tines
Bestseller |ist!

MATTHEW
-- forgetting about the $500 parking
passes and $12 Bud- Li ght beers for
t he nmonent. ..

Paul spins around, skipping in circles around Ford.

PAUL
(crazed)
Let's begin with the "build-'em up-
t o- knock-' em down", vanpires of sports
medi a, shall we?

MATTHEW

(giggles)
Yes. We shall!

PAUL
-- These "hysterical noralizers" who
create, enbellish all our favorite
sports stars wth the speed and
efficiency only dreamed of on an
Asi an factory-1ine.

MATTHEW
, ,acting-out of nothing nore than
their own desperation to grab
listeners or generate Web traffic.,
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PAUL
,,until things get alittle too hot, --
(beat)
--then destroying everyone's buzz by
ratting themout for being "dunb
j ocks".

MATTHEW
(sarcasnm
,-as a nation of tax cheats, drunks
and adul terers, nourn.

Paul sm | es.

PAUL
Next topic. -- Qur big, bad, pro
athl etes and their precious steroids,
hnmm , ?
(beat)

-- blanelessly stating to us, -how
they only took '"emto get over sone
career-ending injury,,,

MAT THEW
--Inplying that whatever it was they
wer e shooting up their dunp-hole,
was bei ng bought down at the | ocal
mal | - -presumably while waiting for
an Auntie Anne soft pretzel to cone
out of the oven, hmm.?

PAUL
--1"mnot sure when the statute of
limtations runs out on being "young
and naive."

MATTHEW
(conti nues)
-- But age 25 is definitely pushing

it, dumy...

PAUL
,,,But no sir. - Al this "naughty
behavior”, not to be outdone by, our
Team Owners--Aka. "The G eat Pirates
of the World",-who keep trying to
explain to the average m ddl e-cl ass
fan how they're nerely "reacting to
mar ket -pl ace realities",-with their
obscenel y-priced, corporate sky-
boxes and their Personal -seat -
i censi ng mandates. ..

MATTHEW
(ragi ng)
Tel | me--How-t he-Fuck can soneone
get away with selling the sane seat
tw ce to one person?!!
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PAUL
-,,1"ve seen sone pretty snooth
scans in my time, but only a rich
white man could cone up with that
line of b.s.

Paul takes a gun fromhis pocket. Reviewing his bullet stock.

PAUL ( CONT' D)

So what about us? - "The fan"? M.
and Ms. John Q Public, hm?--Wat's
our fault in this, you m ght ask?

(beat)
Wth everyone el se having done their
sad work already, it's now up to us,
a nation of drooling voyeuristic
geeks, -to conti nue doi ng ours:

MATTHEW
--By confusing our favorite athletes
wi th heroismand noral virtue, as we
continue to inmagi ne our happily-ever-
after lives with them..

PAUL
--by obsessing over what they eat
and what they drive and whomthey're
sl eeping wth,,

MATTHEW
(conti nue)
,,,wearing what they wear.

PAUL
,,,rejoicing in the perfection of
t heir sluggi ng percentage,,

MATTHEW
--buying their shoes and posters and
commenor ati ve di nner plates, --reading
t heir books and seeing their shitty
novi es and pl aying their video ganes,,

PAUL
--and to absolutely keep doing al
t hese things,,,-right up until the
very nonent when they can't turn on
an inside fastball anynore,,,

MATTHEW
,,,until the second they test positive
for taking a drug we begged 'emto
take for the good of our sacred team

PAUL
,,until they grow fat, grow old,
grow dul I, ,,
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MATTHEW
--Until we take them down by selling
an incrimnating photo of them snoking
froma gl ass bong. .

Mat t hew hol ds his gun up near his face, speaks to it as to a
synpat hetic friend.

MATTHEW ( CONT' D)

(airy; nostalgic)
--But good news is ahead, skip.

(breath)
Because we no | onger buy any of these
people's | ove for the game anynore
than we buy the sanctity of their
marriage or the purity of their
bl oodstream . .

FORD, wi de-eyed. Reviews the crazed nen.

FORD
,,, What do you want from ne?

PAUL
(screans)
We want 1984 back, asshol e!!

FORD
1984? \What are you tal ki ng about ?!

MATTHEW
This is the best part, skip. Wy do
you think we kept you alive so | ong?

PAUL
(sincere)
Do you know what day it is, Skip?

FORD
Tuesday.

MATTHEW
(crazed)
Wong! It's your anniversary!

FORD
,,,anni versary?--what ?

MATTHEW
(sincere)
-- 25 years ago today, your team
| ost the Pennant. -- Seven gut
churni ng, heart-wenchi ng ganes...

PAUL
C nmon-don't tell us you don't renenber
that series! It was a classic!



MATTHEW

The "Ali/Frazier" of playoff baseball.

(beat)
W lost in the 12th on a squeeze-
pl ay.,,, Unbel i evabl e!

PAUL
(beat)
,,,Ya" see, our pops really |oved
that '84 team..

MAT THEW
--Menori zed every pitch count, every
at bat, every foul ball.

PAUL
--He'd recite it to us every night
for the next 3 years with masochistic
relish.

MATTHEW
--Pops was, to put it bluntly, "a
drinker", you see...

PAUL
,,,And after every |l oss during that
series, his rage grew nore and nore
intol erable...

MATTHEW
--H s beatings becom ng nore and
nore perverse...

PAUL
(enpat hy)
,,,A'l the tines daddy died a little
nmore i nside whenever we | ost an
i nportant gane we shoul d have won. ..

MAT THEW
(anger)
,,,Al'l the awful things he said and
did to our pitiful and sad nother..

PAUL
,,,Loses so devastating, it wll
shatter your soul and cause the nost
unmanageabl e psychi ¢ heart-ache..

MATTHEW
(t hought ful)

Because there's sonething fascinating
about what noral suffering can do to
soneone...It's nore insidious even

t han what any physical illness can
do.--There's no norphine drip or

radi cal surgery to alleviate it.

119.
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PAUL
--once it's in your grip, it's as
though it will have to kill you for
you to be free of it...

(beat)
It's raw realism|like nothing else.

Paul and Matthew now both stare at Ford with a fixed grin of
crazed recognition.

MATTHEW

Thi nk about it. On the off chance we
get caught--a notive |ike that could
hang a jury for years, don't you
t hi nk?

(beat)
Sports murdered our famly's life,
and so we go on a mnurderous ranpage
agai nst the evils of sports...

PAUL
Big synpathy factor. Paternal
abandonnent and abuse causes seri ous
war ped behavior. ..

Paul sits the gun down on the table near a |locker. And then
moves to Ford with the butcher knife in hand.

FORD
You're crazy--both of you.

Matt hew | ooks at him bent over, crazed.

PAUL
The official term| believe, is
"whacko".

BEHI ND H M A SHADOW FI GURE DARTS FROM HI DI NG SPOT TO A
VANTAGE PO NT: WE CAN' T MAKE OQUT THE FI GURE... FORD SEES BUT
MATTHEW & PAUL DO NOT.

FORD
If you let nme go, | can--.

MATTHEW
Oh, spare ne. | know what's com ng,
now. "Let ne help you."

Paul |eans toward Ford with the knife. This m ght be the
nonment .

Behind him FIGJRE steps out of the shadows, HAVI NG NOW A
CLEAN SHOT.

FORD
Do it!!!

SHOTS FI RES.
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PAUL | S SPUN AVWAY FROM FORD BY THE | MPACT, STANDS THERE
SHAKI NG WTH THE SHOCK OF THE HIT.

PAUL
(surprised, like a
chil d)
You shot ne.

Hi s body violently shuttering. Coll apses.

Ford squints, confused by who the shooter is, as Mtthew
ainms the gun at Figure and pulls the trigger.

The BLAST throws figure's body against the wall, sliding to
a heap on the floor...still.

FORD, his hand, barley reaching down on the ground, grabs
for sonet hi ng.

MATTHEW TURNS TO FORD. . .

Who stands only feet away. Sticks his tongue out and slowy
licks the blood dried fromhis knife...tasting it.

MAT THEW
Good- bye coach

Mat t hew | unges with the knife.

Ford suddenly junps backward, raising his arminstinctively,
striking fromwithin, wth:

C. U The WORLD SERI ES TROPHY; it's sharp-ends slicing himin
the chest as netal shards fan-out deep into MATTHEW S CHEST.

Mat t hew st unbl es back, stunned...and he goes down.

Clawing, rolling his head back and forth. Then suddenly he
freezes, hands outstretched, notionless.

Ford sits there. The shape doesn't nove.
BARK!

ANGLE ON. JOHNNY BENCH -- HURT BUT NOT DEAD. LI MPI NG OVER
TO LI CK FORD S WOUNDS

FORD
Johnny Bench! Good boy!

Ford, exhausted; hits the floor; rolls over, holding his
dog...suddenly a flash of silver appears above Ford.

B.G Paul has grasped the butcher knife; blinking up at Ford,
bl ood bubbling fromhis lips. He's not yet dead...he rises
kni fe high above Ford ready to strike...when a bullet R PS
THROUGH THE ROOM -- KABLAM -- Paul's eyes bul ge. BLOOD
flies out forward from his head.
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Paul reaching behind his head and feels there's a HOLE BLOMN
OQUT THE BACK

Paul ' s eyes gl aze over and he falls backwards, DEAD.
Ford | ooks up to see..

LEE SUDAI KIS, holding the gun in a death grip as snoke rises
above the gun's chanber.

SUDAI KI' S
Nobody kills ny manager except ne.

Ford sits up as Lee hobbles to him helping him Their eyes
nmeet. A life truce.

FORD
You own a gun?!
SUDAI KI' S
O course | own a gun, you idiot.
(beat)
You' re wel cone by the way, asshole..
BARK! -- JOHNNY BENCH continues to bark at Matthew s dead
body.
FORD

,,,Wat is it boy?
P.O V. FORD

| NSI DE MATTHEW S SHIRT. Remmants of a BOMB beneath, strapped
al ong hi s upper torso.

FORD
OH O+ GOD.

Ford; cuts through his | oosened hog-tie with the knife.

FORD ( CONT' D)
Cone on!

CUT TO

Ford and Sudai ki s and Johnny Bench take off out the |ocker
room doors, when suddenly KA- BOOM

A HUGE CONFLAGRATI ON!

Both nmen & dog diving into an enpty METAL JACUZZI. Using it
as a bunker, as debris rains down, as FRAGVENTS of MATTHEW S
BODY rai ns over both nen.

CUT TO
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I NT. TRAINER S ROOM - LATER

FORD sits with H' S BANDAGED, but HEALTHY DOG, as paranedic
pulls off SUDAIKIS S SHI RT, review ng bullet.

SUDAI KI' S
You think ny shoul der is busted?
PARAMEDI C
You got lucky. The bullet when clean
t hrough. -- Looks like it's just

gonna' be bad brui se.
The nmedic turns to his nedicine bag.
PAN OVER TO. Many cops. In the LOBBY area between the Locker
room proper and the big exterior doors to the trainer's room
(now the worse for wear fromthe concussion of gasoline
gr enades) .

DETECTI VE LI NUS AND KI NCAI D EMERGE THROUGH THE CHAOCS OF SMCKE
AND LI GHT AND SHADOW

When Sudai kis sees Linus he takes out his gun and hands it
to him

Linus snells the gun's nuzzle. Nods to Sudaikis.
LI NUS
Don't waste a second thinking about
t hose psychopat hs.

B.G the cops pull PAUL'S BODY BY THE FEET, LETTING H S HEAD
GO BUMPI TY BUWPI TY BUWPI TY down the steps.

Qut side, through the glass we SEE: A MEDI A Cl RCUS.
Ford and Sudai ki s SQUI NT AGAI NST THE LI GHT, AND TURN..
THE EQUI PVENT ROOM EXI T DOOR ( POV).

EXT. STADI UM - N GHT

It is dark where they step out into the night. Around the
corner of the building we see the light fromthe MeEDI A Cl RCUS.

FORD & JOHNNY BENCH STEPS OFF DOWN | NTO THE DARK PARKI NG
LOT. SUDAI KIS CATCHES UP TO HI M

SUDAI KI' S
You better get sonebody to drive you
hore.

FORD

| can drive hone.
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SUDAI KI S
Look at you. How about we start
calling dog shit noney, and park
benches mansions. You need a ride
home. [I'Il drive ya', "chanp".

FORD (beat)
If | hadn't nentioned it yet, thanks
for saving ny life tonight.

SUDAI KI' S
You see, all ya'" had to do was eat
nmy doo-doo for the |last seven years,
and eventual ly the wheel cones around.

The two nen continue down toward Sudai kis' car, just outside
the circle of nedia. CAMERA RISES AND RI SES TO A H GH FULL

EPI LOGUE
EXT. LAKESI DE SPORTS BAR - N GHT

A LOVELY EVEN NG, people drinking on a deck that faces Lake
Erie and C evel and's towers beyond.

ANGLE ON. A young woman stands | eani ng back agai nst the
wooden rail, her back to the |lake. A young man faces her,
tal ki ng, laughing. HE LEANS CLOSER; whispers in her ear as
she | eans back, drawi ng himcloser. As he whispers he can
see OVER HER SHOULDER | NTO THE WATER BELOW

REVERSE, C. U YOUNG MAN. His face registers horror: and the
G RL turns to | ook down and sees what it is he's |ooking at,
and begins to....SCREAM !!!

CLOSE ON. Below, floating in the water i s ESCOBAR, except
it's not all of Escobar. HEAD | S SEPARATED FROM HI S BODY.
FLOATI NG ON A ROPE TIED TO HI' S LEG

A LOVELY PSYCHO ESQUE cl ose up of the dead Escobar's eye as
blood swirls into the pupil, as we.....

CUT TO
EXT. CELEBRATI ON PARADE -- AFTERNOON

Main Street; crowded to capacity. Fans gawk and yow at the
various open-trailers filled with MARAUDER BASEBALL TEAM ..

PAN BACK TO -- A PARADE FLQOAT.
P.O V. FORD
At op a PARADE FLOAT. Waving out into nmassive street crowd.

ANGLE ON. -- JOHNNY BENCH, a bit banged up. But still very
much alive & well. - Barks in harnony with Ford' s wavi ng.
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FORD turning around; behind himis:
LAMVATTA. Jovial, relieved.
Celebrating with the rest of his teammates. His |eft arm
wr apped inside a big sling as his free hand (pitching hand)
waves Wl dly at the shrieking fans.
All is virtuous in the world of Cl eveland Sports, just as:
CLOSE ON. FORD S FACE. Stoic. Uneasy.
P.O V. FORD.

ANGLE ON. -- Behind a row of happy fans. -- AN | SOLATED MASKED
FI GURE | ooks on. Beady-eyed; staring dead at him

Stoi c, absol ute, maddeni ng.

FADE QOUT:
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	58	EXT. DUGOUT/PREGAME BATTING PRACTICE -- DAY
	59	INT. STADIUM; SECTION G -- CONTINUOUS
	60	EXT.  CITY STREET -- A WEEK LATER
	61	INT. THE HILTON HOTEL ROOM -- NIGHT
	62	INT. HOTEL ROOM -- LATER
	63	P.O.V. TV COMMERCIAL
	64	CORPORATION'S BEAR�PAW�LOGO/INSIGNIA FLASHES ABOVE:
	65	NORTHRUP ENERGY.  "AN ENERGY COMPANY WITH A LOT ON THE BALL."
	65	NORTHRUP ENERGY.  "AN ENERGY COMPANY WITH A LOT ON THE BALL."
	66	P.O.V. COMMERCIAL ENDS. -- CUTS TO LOCAL NEWS ANCHOR.
	67	INT. HOTEL HALLYWAY -- MOMENTS LATER
	68	EXT. HOTEL POOL -- MOMENTS LATER
	69	INT. HOTEL HALLYWAY -- MOMENTS LATER
	70	EXT. HOTEL POOL -- MOMENTS LATER
	71	EXT. HOTEL/ALLEY -- CONTINUOUS
	72	EXT. HOTEL/ALLEY -- LATER
	73	EXT. BOSTON STADIUM -- 9TH INNING.
	74	INT. LOCKER ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER
	75	INT. FORD’S OFFICE. -- CONTINUOUS
	76	INT. LOCKER ROOM -- SECONDS LATER
	77	EXT. CLEVELAND DOWNTOWN STREET -- DAY
	78	INT. REFRIGERATOR -- NIGHT
	79	P.O.V. SCOREBOARD READS: YAMMERS 6, MARAUDERS 5.
	80	INT. SQUAD ROOM - CONTINUOUS
	81	P.O.V. HEADLINES READ: "SPORTS VIGILANTE?"
	82	INT. INTERROGATION ROOM -- LATER
	83	INT. SQUAD CAR -- LATER
	84	INT. HOUSE -- HALF HOUR LATER
	85	INT. BEDROOM
	86	INT.  LOCKER ROOM - DAY
	87	INT. PRESS BOX - MOMENTS LATER
	88	INT. TUNNEL -- MOMENTS LATER
	89	EXT./INT. DUGOUT -- MOMENTS LATER
	90	P.O.V. FORD
	91	EXT. PRESS BOX -- LATER
	92	EXT. PITCHING MOUND -- LATER
	93	P.O.V. THE SCOREBOARD READS: 0-0 IN THE 3RD.
	94	INT. A STORAGE FACILITY -- CONTINUOUS
	95	INT. UNIT 345 -- MOMENTS LATER
	96	EXT. STADIUM -- CONTINUOUS
	97	INT. LOCKER ROOM -- SEVERAL HOURS LATER
	98	INT. FORD'S OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS
	99	EXT. OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS
	100	INT.  EQUIPMENT CLOSET -- CONTINUOUS
	101	INT. LOCKER ROOM BASEMENT -- SEVERAL MINUTES LATER
	102	P.O.V. FORD
	103	INT. TRAINER'S ROOM - LATER
	104	EXT. STADIUM - NIGHT
	105	EXT. LAKESIDE SPORTS BAR - NIGHT
	106	EXT. CELEBRATION PARADE -- AFTERNOON
	107	P.O.V. FORD.
	108	P.O.V. FORD.

