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FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

JACK BELLOW (65), thick and silver-haired, wears a Nike sweat 
suit, looks wearily in the mirror. Ella Fitzgerald's "Mack 
the Knife," PLAYS on his CD player on the nearly-empty 
bookshelf behind him.

Jack walks over to his unmade bed, starts to pull the covers 
taut but stops. For a moment, he looks at a photograph on his 
night stand: a young Jack in a dark suit with his arms around 
his new bride.  

INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Jack brushes his teeth in a bathroom that looks distinctly 
feminine -- pinks and yellows. Wallpaper that was probably 
fashionable in the 70's. We can still hear Ella in the 
background. 

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Jack stands by the sliding glass door, sipping coffee, 
looking at the rain fall in his backyard. On the wall behind 
him are lots of old family photos: A young Jack with his wife 
and daughter. Jack on a basketball court, coaching his team. 

Outside, there's a basketball hoop and a paved half-court 
that looks beaten up -- grass growing in the cracks. The rim 
sags.

INT. GYMNASIUM, ENFIELD SCHOOL, MIDDLETOWN, DELAWARE 

Varsity boys' basketball practice. Squeaking sneakers, 
grunts. The boys go up and down. Jack, whistle poised in 
mouth, watches his team next to his young, waifish assistant 
coach, REX, who wears a "USC VOLLEYBALL" T-shirt.  

Jack removes the whistle from his mouth.

JACK
Push it! Let's go!

BRENDA BUCKNER, the athletic director and girls' basketball 
coach, stands near her team on the opposite sideline, 
glancing back and forth between the boys on the court and 
some object in her hand.

Jack spits out his whistle.



JACK (CONT’D)
(to Rex)

What's she lookin' at?

Rex looks across the gym at Brenda.

REX
That's her watch, Coach. 

JACK
It can not be 5:30 yet.

Rex looks at his own watch. 

REX
It's 5:29.

Jack looks back at Brenda.

JACK
She's running a goddamn NASA 
launch.

Rex nods. Jack looks back at the court, where a player 
dribbles around frantically with his head down. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Head up! Pass the ball! Pass the 
ball!

The kid dribbles the ball off his knee, picks it up, dribbles 
again and loses it.

JACK (CONT’D)
Why do we suck?

REX
We're dribbling the ball off our 
leg, we're missing shots, we're --

Jack shoots a look at Rex who shuts up instantly. 

Into the gym walks MADDIE BELLOW (mid-30's), the coach's 
daughter, who looks sleek and athletic even in her rather 
stern administrator's garb.

A pass flies out of bounds and Jack has had enough. He blows 
the whistle and the boys come to a dead stop. They know 
what's coming.

JACK
On the goddamn line!

The boys jog toward the baseline.

2.



Jack strides onto the court.

JACK (CONT’D)
You know what this is?

The players walk the final steps to the dreaded baseline.

JACK (CONT’D)
This is...

(a couple of players, 
backs still turned to 
Jack, mouth the words)

...ten pounds of shit in a five-
pound bag!

MADDIE
(to herself)

Jesus, Dad.

INT. GYM - LATER

Jack's boys finish a sprint, stand panting on the baseline. 
Brenda Buckner and her girls still wait to get on the court. 
Maddie still looks on. 

Jack paces. 

JACK
(to the team)

You wanna know how basketball 
works? I'll tell you how it works. 
The coach tells you stuff, and you 
do it! That's how it works! 

Maddie's head is down. Jack spots her. 

He gathers himself. Jack begins this speech with an eye on 
Maddie.

JACK (CONT’D)
You see, at this school, you got 
your student-centered learning and 
your town meetings where you can 
express your feelings. I bet you 
expressed your feelings today, 
didn't you McEwan?

MADDIE
(to herself)

Oh, my god.

HUGH MCEWAN (15), lanky but athletic-looking, shrugs.
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HUGH
I guess.

JACK
Well, God fucking forbid an 
authority figure should actually 
tell you something around here! 

Brenda Buckner looks disgusted. Jack watches Maddie walk out 
of the gym, shaking her head.

He turns back to his team.

JACK (CONT’D)
Rosario, you gotta release the 
pressure with a retreat dribble. 
Brixton, how many times do I have 
to tell you to post up square to 
the passer? And McEwan, you gotta 
set your man...  Shit, we can't 
even get to the gym on time. Three 
guys late today. 

A long beat.

JACK (CONT’D)
I want all of you right now to look 
down at that line you're standing 
on. Look at that line. 

They look at the baseline.

JACK (CONT’D)
That's where we renew our vows 
every day, fellas. That's where we 
start practice -- 12 pairs of 
sneakers exactly on time. And 
that's where we end it -- 12 pairs. 

Jack scans the line of boys, looks at their eyes, most of 
which stare into space.

JACK (CONT’D)
(lifelessly)

You can go now.

For a moment, this doesn't register with the boys. Now, a 
couple of them snap to and hurry out. The others follow.

Brenda approaches Jack.

JACK (CONT’D)
Brenda, you coach your team, I'll 
coach mine.
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Brenda's eyes narrow. 

BRENDA
You know what the difference is 
between you and me, Jack? Number 
one, I'm the athletic director and 
you're not. 

She pauses.

JACK
Number two?

BRENDA
Number two, I win championships. 
You just act like you do.

She walks away. Jack swallows the bitter pill.

EXT. TRAILER NEXT TO FOUNDERS HALL - NIGHT

Jack exits the stone, Gothic-style building and climbs the 
steps of the trailer that serves as his office. 

He opens the door, and it falls off its hinges. 

He watches, deadpan, as it crashes to the ground. He leaves 
it there, walks into -- 

INT. TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

He turns on the light, cranks up the space heater and sits at 
his desk, staring into space.

He removes the whistle from around his neck and drops it on 
the desk.

Maddie pops her head in the door. 

MADDIE
You're that pissed about practice?

JACK
What?

She points at the door.

JACK (CONT’D)
I swear to god, Brenda Buckner 
rigged that thing.

Maddie walks all the way into the trailer.
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MADDIE
She wants to start her practices on 
time.

JACK
They can do their goddamn bonding 
exercises in the cafeteria. The 
woman talks so much those poor 
girls hardly ever play basketball.

MADDIE
Yeah. You never talk.

Jack watches Maddie sit in the chair across the desk from 
him. She picks up the plastic mini-basketball on his desk and 
begins tossing it from one hand to the other.

JACK
Yes?

MADDIE
What?

JACK
You see, you're playing with the 
plastic basketball, and that means 
you've got something to say. You've 
been doing that since you were 
eight years old. 

MADDIE
I've got papers to grade. I'm 
procrastinating.

Maddie keeps tossing the ball back and forth.

JACK
The longer you play with the ball, 
the more I'm gonna hate what you 
say.

Maddie settles into a thought.

MADDIE
I think you need to go a little 
easier on the boys.

JACK
Easier?

MADDIE
Yes.
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JACK
Well, I could probably wheel some 
couches into the gym and let 'em 
play video games.

MADDIE
Fine.

She drops the ball on the desk, stands to leave. 

JACK
Maybe some of those extra fluffy 
pillows.

She starts down the trailer steps.

Jack calls after her.

JACK (CONT’D)
You know what we need at this 
school? We need a male 
administrator. Just one.

EXT. TRAILER - MOMENTS LATER

Maddie stops, fumes, walks all the way down the steps and 
starts across the lawn toward Founders Hall.

Jack appears in the doorway.

JACK
(calling after her)

You shouldn't be embarrassed by 
your father.

Maddie whirls.

MADDIE
I didn't say I -- 

(she regroups)
No. I'm not doing this.

She throws her hands up, turns and walks.

Jack watches her leave.

JACK
I'm thinking of quitting.

Maddie takes a few more strides, turns again. This has 
genuinely surprised her. 

She looks at her dad's face for a long beat.
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MADDIE
 I think you should.

Jack stares at Maddie. Maddie stares back.

INT. MADDIE'S HOUSE, ON THE ENFIELD CAMPUS - MOMENTS LATER

Maddie washes dishes in the kitchen while her husband JEFF 
reads the newspaper. The phone RINGS.

MADDIE
Don't answer it. He's been calling 
my cell all night. 

JEFF
Okay.

He stands up and answers it.

Maddie slams the sponge into the sink and watches her husband 
with eyes narrowed, hands on hips.

JEFF (CONT’D)
(into the phone)

Yeah, she's right here.

Jeff holds the receiver out to her.

JEFF (CONT’D)
It's your dad.

Maddie looks as if she might kill Jeff.

He covers the receiver.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Talk to him. He's having a hard 
time.

Eyes still lasering, Maddie takes the phone from her husband.

She takes a breath.

MADDIE
(softly, controlled)

Please stop calling me. I have 
nothing to say.

There's COUGHING on the other end of the line.

JACK (V.O.)
What's that? Sorry, I couldn't hear 
you.
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MADDIE
(yelling)

I have nothing to say! If you want 
to quit, quit! Did you hear that? 
GO...AHEAD... AND QUIT! 

JACK'S HOUSE 

Jack holds the phone away from him, puts it back to his ear 
now.

JACK
Good evening, ma'am. I'm calling 
tonight from the Salvation Army. 
Have I telephoned you at an 
inconvenient time?

Jack hears a DIAL TONE. He looks at the phone for a moment 
then puts it back in the cradle.

INT. MADDIE'S KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

She still stares at the phone. Jeff puts down the newspaper.

JEFF
Maddie, what's wrong?

MADDIE
Don't ask me what's wrong.

Jeff sighs, goes back to the paper.

MADDIE (CONT’D)
He's a bottomless pit of self pity, 
that's what's wrong. He acts like 
an ass and can't get his team to 
listen to him, and then somehow 
it's my fault!

JEFF
Pit of pity?

Maddie glares.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Okay.

Maddie goes back to the dishes. Jeff goes back to the paper.

Maddie scrubs and scrubs a pan that's already squeaky clean.
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MADDIE
He said we needed a male 
administrator at Enfield. Just one.

JEFF
What's wrong with that?

Maddie squeezes the sponge as if it were Jeff's neck.

MADDIE
I'm an administrator!

JEFF
I know that. I'm just saying, one 
male adminis --. You're not the 
problem... He's just saying...

Maddie waits for him to choke on his own foot.

INT. GYM - DAY

Brenda Buckner supervises as her team stretches on the 
sidelines.  

On the court, Jack looks on as his boys work on a defensive 
drill. They look disheveled and unfocused. There's no life in 
them at all. 

JACK
Help-side, McEwan. Help-side. Now 
deny.

He watches some more. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Let's pick it up. Deny.

McEwan does not deny.

Suddenly animated, Jack blows the whistle, marches over to 
HUGH MCEWAN.

JACK (CONT’D)
I said deny, McEwan! You know what 
that means?

HUGH
Why should I deny Austen? He can't 
shoot.

He points at RICKY AUSTEN, the short, heavy-set kid he was 
guarding.
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JACK
You're not guarding Austen!

HUGH
I'm not? 

He gestures at Ricky next to him.

JACK
No! You're not! When I say the 
words 'you're not,' I mean you're 
not!

HUGH
He's right here.

Jack's eyes are frozen wide open. He could go apoplectic, but 
he suddenly calms himself.

JACK
You know, McEwan, I've been told by 
our esteemed administration that 
there really are no learning 
disabilities, only teaching 
disabilities. Are you one of those 
visual learners? Kinesthetic? 

This little speech has gotten Brenda's attention.

HUGH
What?

JACK
We could take a nice little break 
here, and I could draw you a 
picture. I could probably 
kinesthetize something for you.

A long-haired player, LENNON SMITH (17), turns to a teammate.

LENNON
(under his breath)

Is that even legal?

Hugh looks utterly confused.

JACK
This is a drill, McEwan! You're 
guarding the other team's best 
goddamn player! Now stop playing 
like a fucking moron!

Jack starts to walk away.
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HUGH
Okay, but I'm pretty sure I was 
guarding a guy who can't shoot, and 
I'm wondering what kinda moron it 
takes --.

Jack wheels and flies toward Hugh. He bumps him, and Hugh 
takes a step back but trips on a teammate's foot. He falls on 
his butt.

JACK
I'm sick of your questions, McEwan! 
Stop being a fucking pussy! Are you 
a pussy, McEwan!?

HUGH
Well, you are what you eat.

The guys widen their eyes.

JACK
What the hell did you say?!

Hugh starts to get up and Jack pushes him back down with his 
foot. Hugh hits the floor with a thud. His head cracks 
against the floor.

JACK (CONT’D)
Stay down there till I'm finished 
talking to you! 

Hugh touches the back of his head. 

HUGH
What the fuck!

Jack looks at Hugh's face, then at the faces of his players. 
They all register that same mix of awkwardness, disgust and 
surprise.

It starts to hit Jack what he has done.

Brenda Buckner, in the corner of the gym, marches -- now runs 
-- toward him.

INT. FOUNDERS HALL, LOBBY, ADMINISTRATIVE WING - NIGHT

Jack, in a sweat suit, sits in a chair, surrounded by plush 
furniture. 

He stares at a painting of an old Enfield headmaster on the 
opposite wall. 
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JACK
(to the painting)

Bunch of women in there deciding 
what's gonna happen to old Jack 
Bellow. 

He points a thumb toward the closed office door.

Jack stares. The painting doesn't answer.

JACK (CONT’D)
Did you know they turned your boys 
academy into a wimp school? 

The office door opens. Brenda Buckner emerges. Jack stands.

BRENDA
Jack, Caroline's at a head of 
school conference. We talked to her 
on the phone, but she wants to be 
here to make a decision. She wants 
to talk to you. You're on paid 
leave for two days until she gets 
back.

Jack takes in the news. He nods. He looks into the office, 
where the group of women administrators still talk. He 
catches Maddie's eye. She's been watching this exchange. She 
looks away. 
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