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FADE IN
INT. AIRPORT - TWILIGHT

Evening sun pours through floor-to-ceiling windows, where the
jets, like giant dinosaurs, taxi and take off and land.
Families, boyfriends and girlfriends, flight attendants and
pilots and clerks mill about...and then...

Something happens. They begin to turn their heads...everyone,
away from the windows, toward the wide linoleum stretch in the
center of the concourse, turning to look at...

TWENTY MEN striding down the walkway. Twenty clean, handsonme,
confident men, muscles straining through their smooth, fresh
summer trousers, jackets flapping backward, carry-on bags
swinging easily at their sides. They chat and laugh with an
easy comradery. And, at the center of their group...

THEIR LEADER. Obviously. He is a little older, and all the
more handsome for it. The guys try to hide it, but they vie
for his attention and treat him with deference. He offers a
nod or a half-smile, but there is something weary...a little
melancholy in his intelligent eyes.

From the gate area, A LITTLE BOY breaks away from his father
and runs across the carpet, after the men as they pass.

The father follows...

IN ANOTHER HALLWAY

The boy weaves his way through the forest of powerful legs, one
thing on his mind...

AT THE GATE

Where the men file past a sign reading "Private Charter,"
the little boy finally skids to a stop...

HIS P.0.V. That man. Standing off to the side, looking out
the window at the airplanes.

The little boy approaches slowly. Stops before the man who
seems impossibly tall. Swallows.

LITTLE BOY
Are you Billy Chapel?

The man turns. Lays his blue eyes on the nervous kid.

CHAPEL
I think so.



LITTLE BOY
The pitcher?

CHAPEL
Let me check.

He opens his jacket, looks down at himself, pats his chest...

CHAPEL
Yep, that’s me.

The little boy smiles.

THOMAS
My name’s Thomas. I want to
play baseball, but my dad won’‘t
let me...

CHAPEL
Why not?

THOMAS
He signed me up for soccer. He
says baseball players don‘t get
enough radio-vascular.

CHAPEL
Mmmm. But you still want to be
one when you grow up?

THOMAS
When I grow up, I have to get a
job.

CHAPEL
What kinda job?

THOMAS
Fireman. Doctor. Something in
computers.

CHAPEL
I see.

THOMAS
I wanna sign up for Little
League.

CHAPEL

You play what you want té play.
You can tell your dad I said so.

THOMAS
He won’t believe me.
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Like magic, Chapel produces a brand new white BASEBALL from his
pocket. Just as he’s signing it, the kid’s father appears.

FATHER
Don’t ever run away from me like
that...

Chapel stands, hands the father the baseball and walks off.
The man reads it.

FATHER
Tom wants to play baseball,
) Best, Billy Chapel.

The father looks off, but sees only Chapel’s back as he
disappears down the accordlon tunnel.

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

The aircraft seems bursting at the seams with these big,
athletic men. CHAPEL reaches up to the overhead to get a book
out of his bag. He WINCES. Then closes.the door, ducking his
head to sit.

His best friend, GUS OSINSKI, starting catcher, is already
occupying the window seat. Ten years younger than Chapel,
hearty and muscular, Gus’s tree-trunk thighs take up four legs
worth of space.

GUS
I saw that. You winced.

CHAPEL
I didn’t wince.

GUS
...you grimaced. Your arm’s
hurting. Your arm’s hurting, or
you’re taking a dump.

Billy ignores him. Turns on his little reading light. Opens
his paperback novel. After a moment:

GUS
Good book?

CHAPEL
(still reading)
My arm doesn’t hurt, Gus.’

GUS
How long’s it been hurting?

Chapel has to admire his tenacity.



This gets

CHAPEL
Ten years.

GUS

Why don’t you skip it tomorrow?
CHAPEL

No.
GUS

If you’re injured...

CHAPEL
It’s the end‘of the season...

GUS
Exactly. Why screw up your arm
for next year? Whatever happens
now don’t make any difference.
We’re already in last place.
Rest, why don‘t ya?

CHAPEL
Gus. It’s the Yankees.

his attention.

GUs
Cocky fuckers. Those assholes
already got the champagne on
ice.

CHAPEL
All we go*ta win is one game.
One game outta three and they
wind up second. They'’re selling
that Dom half-price to the
Brewers.

GUS
Always liked the Brewers.

CHAPEL
Good guys, those Brewers.

GUS
...if I see you wince, even one
time. *

EXT. TRIBORO BRIDGE = NIGHT

The team bus bullies its way into Manhattan. Chapel
the window at the glowing skyline.

looks out



EXT. PLAZA HOTEL

The players debark. A hotel representative hands them their
ROOM KEYS as they get off the bus. Chapel takes his.

CONCIERGE
Corner suite, sir. And may I
say, I hope you win tomorrow.
Steinbrenner can take ‘em to
Mars for all I care.

~

INT. LOBBY

Chapel walks through, waving at greetings from desk staff and
doormen. He reaches the elevator, where a skinny, ancient
BELLHOP awaits with his luggage.

ANCIENT BELLHOP
Evening, Mr. Chapel.

CHAPEL
How you doing, Fitch?

FITCH
You ain’t gonna beat our boys,
are you?:

CHAPEL
I’m gonna try.

FITCH
We expecting Ms. Aubrey?

CHAPEL
‘We are.

Billy grins. Genuine. Warm. A rare, killer smile that

reporters and women and little boys with baseballs have chased

him across airports and parking lots and continents to see.
CUT TO:

INT. CHAPEL’S ROOM - NIGHT

A candlelit table for two. A single rose in a vase. White
wine chilling in a bucket of ice.

The shower is going. Chapel can be heard whistling in the b.g.



INT. CHAPEL’S ROOM - LATER

He paces around. He looks at his watch. Picks the wine out of
the bucket, reads the label, puts it back...

DISSOLVE TO:

The ice in the bucket has softened, rounded. Chapel lays on
the bed. Flicks the channels on the TV.

DISSOLVE TO:

Chapel on the phone, looking out the window, the cord stretched
around a lampshade.

CHAPEL
This is Mr. Chapel, have there
been any messages or...? No,
thank you.

Chapel presses the button, dials another number...it rings and
rings. A machine recorded voice answers:

WOMAN’S VOICE
Hi, it’s Jane. Beep.

Beep.
CHAPEL
It’s Billy. Again. I’m worried
now. Please call.
(he listens)
..s.are you there?
No one picks up.
DISSOLVE TO:

Chapel has eaten his portion of the food. He stares off.
Pours himself another glass of wine, sets the bottle on the
table. Slides over the BUCKET of half-melted ICE.
Methodically rolls up his sleeve...
AND STICKS HIS ELBOW IN IT.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. CHAPEL’S ROOM - GRAY MORNING

He is sleeping on top of the bed, fully clothed. THE TELEPHONE
sits near him on the mattress.

A LOUND KNOCK awakens him with a start. His hand reflexively
grips the phone.
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KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK...He looks at the door, and is OFF THE BED,
moving fast toward it, his hand reaching for the knob...

CHAPEL
Jane?

He pulls it open...

IT IS A MAN. A distinguished, older man in youthful chinos and
Italian loafers. Manicured hands and a rolex watch. He is
D.B. ROSS, a television sportscaster we might recognize...if he
was wearing his toupee.

CHAPEL
Jesus. Ross:.

ROSS
Hello, Billy. 1I’m staying in
the hotel here and...

CHAPEL
I don‘t talk to the press before
a game. .
ROSS

I‘'m not here as a member of the
press. I’m here as a friend.

Chapel rubs his face. Yawns. Squints at him.

CHAPEL
You’re bald.

ROSS
Occasionally. Who’s Jane?

Chapel sniffs. He’s suddenly awake.

CHAPEL
What do you want, Ross?

ROSS
Game of the Week today. We’re
going on the air with some big
news. About you.

CHAPEL
I’'m 12 and 10 with a last place
team. You got the wrong quy.

ROSS
I'm afraid not.

CHAPEL
I’1]l see you after the game.



He is about to close the door when...

ROSS
They’re gonna trade you, Billy.

Ross has dropped a bomb. It hits Chapel. A cold blossom
blooming in his chest. Ross watches the blood drain out of
Chapel’s face.

ROSS
I thought you should know.
- : CHAPEL
Who?
ROSS

The Giants.
Chapel clears his throat.

CHAPEL
Come in.

He turns away, leaving the door open for a tentative Ross to
walk through.

Chapel gets a glass of water. Ross paces slowly, trying not to
look at himself in various mirrors.

ROSS
They wouldn’t have told you.
They can’t face the big boys.
You would have heard it on the
news, in the sports page.

CHAPEL
On the Game of the Week.

Ross runs a hand over his smooth pate.

ROSS
But I’m telling you first.
That’s why I came up here. Out
of respect.

CHAPEL
And friendship.

Ross misses the irony in Billy’s voice.

CHAPEL
What’d they get for me?



ROSS
I don’t know. cCan‘t get
confirmation from San Francisco,
but the rumor is Matt Williams.

CHAPEL
Jeez...

ROSS
Guess they wanted to get a big
player for you before you...

His voice trails off. Chapel looks up.

CHAPEL
Before I what?

ROSS
Before you lose your stuff.

Silence. He doesn‘t show it, but this startles Chapel like the
knock at the door.

CHAPEL
They think I’m losing my stuff?

ROSS
You’‘re twelve and ten.

CHAPEL
I’m having a bad year.

ROSS
I know you’re not losing it, I
know it, but hey, they’re in
last place, they have to do
something. These guys are
suits. They’re bankers.

CHAPEL
...I never played for another
team.

ROSS

Why didn’t you ever go free
agent? ’83,’84, back-to-back
Series, MVP, Cy Young, you could
have asked for the moon.

CHAPEL
What would I do with the moon?



Chapel leans forward, elbows on his Knees.
to say something, but he doesn’t.

him.

ROSS
You are the Hawks. That team
was nothing. You handed them
their franchise on a silver
platter. And now they’re
throwing you away.

ROSS
Billy. Listen to me. You’‘re

the best I ever saw. No cameras

here, no tributes cued up for

the credit séquence. I’m talking
to you as a man. As a lover of
the game. I’ve watched you for

nineteen years. You are the
best. Last of the Gentleman
Ballplayers. You're golden,
like the old boys. DiMaggio,
Koufax. I knew them. I was

there. They had that special'

pride.

Chapel looks at him.

Chapel can’t answer.

ROSS

When they were done, they were
done. Nobody had to show them

the door.

CHAPEL
What do you mean?

ROSS

You don’t have to go. To the

Giants.

CHAPEL
You mean quit?

ROSS

Retire. Billy, you’re coming on
twenty years in the majors. You

can’t tell me you haven‘t
thought about it.

picks it up.

CHAPEL
Yeah.

i0

Ross waits for him

Ross sits down across from

BE-BE-BE-BEEEEP...the telephone. Chapel
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WOMAN’S VOICE
It’s me.

Chapel’s blood runs. He turns away from Ross.

CHAPEL
Are you alright? I couldn‘t
sleep, I called hospitals...

WOMAN'’S VOICE
I'm fine.

~ ' CHAPEL
Where are you?

WOMAN’S VOICE
Meet me in the park, you know,
where the...

CHAPEL
I know. Jane. Have you been

crying?

WOMAN'’S VOICE
Just come, Billy.

Click. The phone is dead. Chapel hangs up. Grabs his coat.

CHAPEL
Gotta go.

ROSS
Wait a minute, tell me what
you’re gonna do...

CHAPEL
Isn’t the trade a big enough
story?

ROSS

You give me an interview after
the game, I won’t break the news
til then...

CHAPEL
Don’t you want to see if I win?

ROSS
You shouldn’t even play. Shine
those assholes. Just walk out.
Chapel doesn’t like that idea.

CHAPEL
Close the door when you leave,
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Ross may have blown it. He chases him into

THE HALLWAY

ROSS

...0kay don’t retire, come on

the post-game wearing a Giants

cap, but Jesus, Billy, say

somethina. Don’t let them buy

and sell you like an old

racehorse. Are you taking the
-~ trade? Or is this it?

Chapel looks at Ross one more time, then disappears into the
elevator. Ross stands there, defeated.

A room door opens, and GUS sticks his head out.

GUS
Man’s trying to sleep here!

ROSS
Hello Gus.

GUS
Woah. D.B. Bad haircut.

EXT. PLAZA HOTEL- MORNING

New York in October. A light rain has fallen, the sun is
fighting to break through the clouds.

Chapel jogs out of the building, passt a PAKISTANI CAB DRIVER
who yells out his window.

PAKISTANI CABBIE

Hey, Mr. Chapel, you pitching
today? I hope not.

Billy gracefully dodges cars, running across the street.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - SAME

Chapel splashes through shallow puddles on the black, paved
walkway...he veers off, onto the grass, through some trees...

HIS P.0.V. There she is. Tucked into her gray raincoat.
JANE. Sitting on a small set of bleachers near a softball
field. Three or four KIDS are on the field, playing "Three
Flies Up" with a bat and a softball.

Chapel jogs a little more...



13

JANE TURNS. She is thin and stylish. Elegant clothes, smooth,
shiny hair. But she does not have the serenity of the rich,
the creamy complexion of a life of ease. There are lines of
hardship and determination in her face, a wry humor in her
eyes. She tries to smile. Her long lashes are wet with tears.
She stubs out a cigarette.

He slows. Walks toward her. Hands in his pockets. He stops
at the foot of the bleachers.

JANE
Did I wake you up?

-

CHAPEL
No.

Chapel climbs the three rows of bleachers and sits beside her.
He is calm, sober. There’s something in her eyes that checks
any anger he might have felt.

CHAPEL
What happened?

JANE
I tried to...

Emotion suddenly wells in her throat.

JANE
I swore I wasn’t going to cry.

She pulls a whole roll of toilet paper out from under her coat
and rips off a piece. Chapel gives her a look.

A JANE
They didn’t have any kleenex in
the hotel bathroom.

CHAPEL
What hotel?

JANE
Your hotel. I’ve been sitting in
the lobby since eight fifteen.

CHAPEL
Doing what?

JANE
Thinking. I had to get out of
there. Everyone kKnows my name.

CHAPEL
They know you'‘re my girl.



She glances sideways at him.

JANE
No one but you can talk like
that.

CHAPEL

Why didn’t you come up?

JANE
(takes a breath)

- I have something to tell you,
Billy. All last night, I tried
to call, but I couldn’t...think,
I couldn’t...imagine...how I was
gonna...

She stops, swallowing.
JANE
I'm leaving. I took that job,
in London. :

Billy is very quiet.

CHAPEL
You got it.
JANE
Yeah.
CHAPEL
Well. Congratulations. That'’s
a big deal.
JANE
Yeah.

She tries to sound happy.

CHAPEL
A real big deal. We should
celebrate. Let’s have dinner.
After the game.

JANE
I’'m leaving today. In a few
hours.

CHAPEL

A few hours?



JANE
I'm Keeping my apartment here.
I'll be living in a hotel for a
while, until I can get settled.

CHAPEL
You’re leaving in a few hours?

JANE
I couldn’t decide. I said yes
at the last minute.

- CHAPEL :
The last minute of what day?

she shifts under his gaze.

JANE
I got so depressed when the
weather changed. I never used
to care about summer. But the
past couple years, turning on
the TV, seeing you...It always.
seems too short. Cold spell
comes, you know, and it feels
so0...over.

CHAPEL
Summer comes every year, Jane.

JANE
But next summer I’ll be another
year older...and you’ll be
exactly the same. You never

change. And I wouldn’t want you

to. You’‘re a...a perfectly
beautiful thing. Like one of

those Greek statues. You and the

ball and the mound. You could
play every game and win it or
lose it all by yourself.

CHAPEL
I don’t understand.

She meets his eyes.

JANE
You don’t need me, Billy.

Chapel looks at her, his circuits jamming.
CHAPEL

Did I miss something here?
Did...did something happen?

He blinks.

15
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JANE
Let’s just have a good time.
That was our deal. Right?

CHAPEL
...is it another guy?

Jane shakes her head.

JANE
I just...can’t...keep my part of
the bargain anymore.

CHAPEL
Why? )

She looks down. Suddenly vulnerable.

JANE
...don’t make me say it.

They both stare at their hands.

JANE
Think you’re gonna be rained
out?

CHAPEL

No. This’ll clear.

JANE
I’m gonna miss you.

CHAPEL
They got telephones in England.

JANE
Goodbye, Billy.

She stands.

CHAPEL
Jane...

He reaches out to her, but she knows that will be the end of
her resolve.

JANE
Have a good game.

She starts off...begins to run, across the empty softball
field. He stands...but she’s going. He watches till she’s out
of sight.
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The sun uncharitably chooses this moment to shine. It glares
in his eyes. The SOFTBALL the Kids are playing with suddenly
fouls off in his direction and THUNKS him in the chest.
HIS P.0O.V. A fat kid stands below...

FAT KID
Sorry mister...

Chapel picks up the big ball, gripping it tightly with all
frustration inside him. Looks at the kid, looks at the ball.
He rears back his arm...

-

FAT KID
(scared)
Mister... ’

Chapel HURLS the ball. The kid DUCKS, but the ball SAILS way
over his head, far far out into the field...

SOFTBALL FIELD - LATER

Chapel playing with the kids. There’s a lot more now, the
outfield is overflowing with players. A girl pitcher tosses
him an underhand strike...

Chapel, his face dark with determination, SMASHES a hit.

His team jumps and cheers as Chapel runs around the bases. The
clumsy softball finally lands and rolls through the grass, a
brigade of children tumbling over each other to chase it.

Chapel rounds third...an outfielder scoops up the ball and
throws it...

Chapel SLIDES...SAFE. His twelve~year-old teammates rush out
to him. He hi-fives one after the other.

CuUT TO:
EXT. FIFTY-NINTH STREET
Chapel emerges from the park, disheveled and sweaty.

HIS P.0.V. 1In front of the Plaza, the TEAM BUS is pulling into
traffic and heading away.

Chapel crosses the street, waving it down. But it’s too late.
A taxi screeches to a stop in front of him. The driver calls.

DRIVER
Hey? Ain‘’t you Billy Chapel?
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EST. SHOT - YANKEE STADIUM - DAY

The storm has dissipated, leaving behind high, fluffy white
clouds and fresh blue sky over the Bronx. The venerable old
stadium looms out of the cityscape.

EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE

Chapel stands outside the cab, digging for his wallet. The
Driver holds up a hand.

. . DRIVER
No way. On me, Mr. Chapel. I’m
from M’/Waukee. You just dump
those bastards.

Chapel nods. Steps toward the door marked PLAYERS ENTRANCE...

He can’t face it. He walks by.

EXT. MEMORIAL PARK

A tiny section behind the left field fence devoted to statues
and frescoes of famous old Yankees. The landscaping may have
looked pretty in April, but the flowers look tired by now.

Kids and their parents stop to read the plaques, study ‘the
likenesses of Lou Gehrig, Babe Ruth, Thurman Munson, Whitey
Ford, Reggie Jackson...

Chapel joins the line, still in his shades and street clothes,
staring at the old ballplayers, immortalized in brass and
stone. He moves slowly, absorbed.

INT. CLUBHOUSE

Chapel comes in the door...A blast of cool air and cacophony.
A chubby young guy in glasses and a Hawks Cap, PETE, drops his
clipboard on the table in front of him.

PETE
Thank god, thank god, I called
your room, I held the bus for
twenty minutes, Coach Harman
physically threatened me with a
bat...

CUT TO:

Pete hustling Chapel through the concrete catacombs. Chapel
breathes, taking it all in, his head turning at every sight:
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The dank batting cage where they hit during rain delays...
The open door of the weight room, where he sees within...FRANK
PERRY, the pitching coach, frowning at him...

FRANK
Chapel, glad you could join us.

CHAPEL
Sorry, Frank.

...the Guests’ clubhouse, where several well-heeled people
shmooze and drink...

FAN
Go get ‘em, Billy.

Chapel’s smile fades as he sees...

THE MANAGER stomping quickly toward them; the hyper-motivated,
Napoleonic HECK HARMAN.

HARMAN
Oh, look, it’s Billy Chapel! ©Oh
Billy, oh pleeeeeze, could I ask
you a favor, I know you must be
busy but would you...gould you
pitch for us today? It would
mean so much to the fellas.

CHAPEL
I apologize, Heck.

HARMAN
You know what your apology is
worth to me? This dog shit,
this piece a dog shit on my
cleat right here...

CHAPEL
And I thought that was your
natural odor.

HARMAN
Ha ha. I stink. Now listen. I
want to start Langrath at
catcher, we need an extra lefty.

Chapel freezes.

HARMAN
I’'m not laying down. I won’t be
no red carpet to the Series for
this preening bunch of Broadway
Buttlickers. We gotta hit ‘em.
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A new, hard voice comes out of easy-going Chapel.

CHAPEL
Gus catches. only Gus. You
hear me? I hope you hear me.

HARMAN
Gus’s bat is a fuckin’
stalagnmite.

CHAPEL
Gus catches, or I don’t pitch.

HARMAN
Jesus, Billy, what the hell’s
the matter? -

CHAPEL
I never asked you any other
time.

Harman hates to lose, but he knows he has.

HARMAN
If I need a pinch hitter...

CHAPEL
Fine.

Chapel moves on to the locker room. THE PRESS CORP undulates
between him and the door. Billy steels himself...

REPORTER
Yankees see you as their last
hurdle to the series, Billy...

ANOTHER REPORTER
Do you blame your record on the
Hawks’ lackluster offense?

Nothing about the trade. Pete pushes them aside and gets Billy
through the locker room door...

INT. LOCKER ROOM

A long room, plushly carpeted, walls lined with stalls, each
player’s name listed on the top, two padded benches running
through the middle.

CHAPEL’S P.0.V. HIS TEAM, getting into their uniforms. They
all look up as the door shuts. A blank stare...and then...
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GUYS
{various)
Tardy!

THEY PELT him with socks and towels and jock straps. They
spray him with water.

HIS P.0.V. The guys...laughing, relaxed, ribbing him.
He smiles.

There’s a BIG TELEVISION perched on a shelf in the corner,
droning above them. Billy’s heart stops...

ON THE TV, Ross, fully toupeed, is talking during the pre-game.

ROSS
The question is, will Chapel
play the spoiler in this, his
last outing of the season?

Chapel waits to hear some mention of the trade...but Ross
begins to talk about other Hawks players.

Chapel walks down the length of the locker room. It feels like
slow motion, as he scans every face for some clue, some hint
that his teammates know what he knows...

ON THE TV...a picture of a handsome player, some stats listed
below it...

ROSS’S VOICE
Brian Whitt, the rookie first
baseman, has been a welconme
additior to the Hawks line-up...

IN THE LOCKER ROOM...Whitt himself nudges earphones from one
ear as Chapel passes...

WHITT
Hit six doubles in practice,
Billy.

You can hear the tiny screams of a hard rock band. Whitt
returns to his grooving. Next to him is MICKEY BELL, an older
guy with a TUBE SOCK stretched onto his HEAD.

MICKEY
Guess who I am, Chapel.

CHAPEL
I don’t know, Mick.

MICKEY
Guess.
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Chapel shakes his head.

MICKEY
Sockhead.

Mickey finds this very amusing. Next to him, JESUS CABRILLOS,
the short stop, mumbles something in Spanish and plucks the
sock from Mickey'’s head.

ON THE TV, Jesus Cabrillos’ picture appears, woeful stats below
it.
ROSS’S VOICE
...rookie shortstop, Jesus
Cabrillos, leads the League in
errors . e @

IN THE LOCKER ROOM, a short, wiry black man MARCUS RANSOM
admonishes Chapel.

RANSOM
Chapel, we should dock your
pay...Jesus is never late.

The beefy Italian next to him, LEE GIORDANO, pipes up...

GIORDANO
Except for line drives.

ON THE TELEVISION...pictures of Ransom and Giordano...

ROSS’S VOICE
Rounding out the infield is
veteran second baseman Marcus
Ransom, formerly of the Oakland
A’s, and at third, Lee Giordano.

Ross and his "Color Man", young, popular broadcaster MARV
ASBURG, appear on the screen...

ROSS
Batting clean-up is Eric Ursa.

ASBURG
Ursa Major.

We see a PICTURE of a gorgeous, muscular, rakish black man.
ROSS
The Big Dipper himself. You
seen those new ice cream stores?

ASBURG
Who hasn’t, Ross?
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IN THE LOCKER ROOM...Eric Ursa, a large presence, drops an arm
around Chapel’s shoulder as he passes.

URSA
Buddy, you hold ‘em to three
runs, me and Eric the Second’ll
do the rest.

A skinny rookie next to him, ERIC MATTHEWS, also black, rolls
his eyes.

) MATTHEWS
I’m Eric the First, Sucker.

URSA
Team’s only big enough for one

Eric, son. Me Big Dipper, you
...Little Dipper.

The other guys whistle and "ooh." Laughter. Chapel pats
Matthews on the back and grins...until he sees...

GUS OSINSKI, in the back, at a locker next to his. Gus is not
laughing. Gus can’t even look at him.

Chapel puts down his bag and begins to undress.
GUS
{(under)
Ross told me. Those fuckers.

Chapel glances behind him. Many of the guys are heading out to
the field.

CHAPEL
Anyone else know?

GUS
Nobody. Harman don‘t even know.

Chapel pulls his pants on over his socks and styrrups.

GUS
It ain’t right. You leaving.

CHAPEL
Maybe I won’t go.

GUS )
You’re traded. You have to go.

CHAPEL
I don’t have to do anything.
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GUS
...You mean quit?

Chapel.doesn't answer. He stretches his arm, cradling the
elbow in one hand and pressing it, pulling it across his neck.

GUsS
That’s not you talking. 1Is it
Jane? She want you to quit?

CHAPEL
Jane’s moving to London.

GUS
Jeez. How you gonna manage that?

CHAPEL
We’re not.

GUS
Ooh man. Man.
(pause)
This ain’t your day.

Chapel has to laugh. Gus distills things to their simplest
form.

GUS
Pricks. Don’t even give the
fans a chance to say a proper
goodbye. Give you a parade or
something.

Gus picks up mask and shin guards and walks toward the door.
He turns.

GUS
You’‘re too good to guit. Okay
Billy?
(no response)
Okay?

Chapel nods. Gus leaves. Chapel is alone.

He surveys the room, all littered with towels and discarded
street clothes. He catches a glimpse of himself in the mirror
on the far wall...

HIS P.0.V. There’s gray hairs on his chest. He touches
it...and the slightest layer of fat on his stomach...barely
anything, but it didn’t used to be like that.

He turns to his locker, puts on a white t-shirt. Now only his
jersey hangs there.
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CHAPEL...21. He takes it down. Slowly removes it from the
hanger and pulls it onto his body.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

Dark as night, concrete walls shining, sounds echoing
inside...a cheering crowd, the low rumble of an announcer,
loud, grainy music on the PA.

CHAPEL is silhouetted against the square opening that reveals

a section of grass and sky. As he walks the slice of color
gets bigger, the sounds louder, and sunlight hits his head. He
steps into the dugout.

HIS P.0.V. THE STADIUM in all its glory. The great blue bowl
full of fifty thousand people. The wide expanse of spongy,
green grass, players in their uniforms out there
throwing...that thwump of a hard ball in a good leather mitt...

Chapel takes a breath. He steps up onto the playing field.
Someone throws him a ball, he CATCHES IT with one hand.

FRANK
Warm up in the pen, Chapel.

Chapel nods. Looks down at the familiar object he carries.

HIS P.0.V. A new leather ball, pristine and white, the red
stitches he knows the feel of so well. It fits perfectly in
his palm.

He cuddles it in his hand. Grips it. Holds onto it for dear
lile.

INT. BROADCASTING BOOTH - DAY

Ross and Asburg, their swivel chairs turned toward the camera,
go to a commercial.

ROSS
The anthem on the PA says it
all......"It’s up to you, New
York, New York." The Yankees
try to clinch the Eastern
Division Title, with a legend of
the game standing in their way.

ASBURG
Three Cy Young awards, 2.23
lifetime E.R.A., he’s still one
of the greats.
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. ROSS
We’ll be ready to play ball,
right after this.

They relax. Someone rushes in with a cigarette for Asburg.
Make-up people buzz around him. He looks at his tired eyes in

a handheld mirror.

ASBURG
See if you can do something
about these bags...

N ROSS
You gotta get your beauty sleep,

Marv.

ROSS
I was stuck on the tarmac in
Denver til two a.m. Ice on the
runway in Qctober. No wonder
the Broncos suck.

ROSS
What’s the matter, the
stewardess wouldn’t give you her

phone number?

ASBURG
No. But she gave me a hand job
during the movie.

Marv leafs through the

cue sheet and a packet of stats.

ASBURG
You alr~ady scheduled Chapel for
the post-game? What for?

ROSS
He’s gonna win.

The reporter in Asburg

is curious.

ASBURG
How do you know?

ROSS

Intuition.

ASBURG

Isn’t that a

chick thing?

The AD begins a countdown in the background. Runners and

primpers scurry away.
smile...

Marv straightens his hair and tries a



27

ROSS
You got something in your teeth.

Marv‘s hand FLIES to his mouth as the VIDEO CAMERA suddenly
SWINGS AROUND in front of them, an arm signals a cue and they
are ON THE AIR.

CUT TO:
INT. AIRPORT - DAY
Jane checks in at British Airways.

ENGLISH WOMAN
We have you reserved in Business
Class, Mrs. Aubrey.

JANE
Miss...

ENGLISH WOMAN
We’re having a bit of a delay.
It shouldn’t be more than an
hour. We’re correcting a bit of
a maintenance problem.

JANE
So we don‘t have a bit of a
crash?

CuT TO:
INT. AIRPORT CONCOURSE

Jane walks, her computer over her shoulder, a backpack slung
behind her. In her hand she strains to carry a heavy canvas
bag crammed to the gills with newspapers and books.

She is about to push open the door to the PREMIER CLUB lounge
when her eye is caught by...

THE AIRPORT BAR across the way. Smoky and dim. A TELEVISION
suspended in the corner. Lots of people watching it. On the
screen the familiar greens and blues of a baseball game. The
voices of the Announcers can barely be heard...

ROSS’S VOICE
Chapel winds, and the pitch...
fastball, he jams him inside,
Robinson gets a piece of it, but
Cabrillos is there...One out.

Jane wanders toward the bar.
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ON THE SCREEN, Chapel appears. Standing on the mound.
Intense. Leaning over toward Gus, the ball loose in his right
hand, resting behind his hip.

Jane stops behind the bar stools, staring up...

ON THE SCREEN, Chapel stands. Stretches. He winds and
delivers in that graceful dance of the Major League pitcher....

The ball hurtles past the Yankees’ number two batter.

ROSS’S VOICE
Fast ball up the middle, strike
one called.

ASBURG’S VOICE
That ball was thrown hard. I
haven’t seen heat like that from
Chapel since ’‘889.

ROSS’S VOICE
They used to call Chapel’s
fastball "Ole Smokie."

Some people get up to leave. Jane and her bulky carry-ons are
in their way, but she doesn’t even notice. She watches the
ballgame, mesmerized, until the bartender startles her.

BARTENDER
Drink, Ma’am?

JANE
What? Yeah. Uh...yeah. Scotch.

She takes a seat...
ON THE TELEVISION, the batter hits a grounder to the gap
between first and second, but it’s a slow roller and Ransom is
over to field it. Out number two.

The third Yankee batter steps up to the plate...

CuUT TO:

EXT. FIELD -~ SAME

And now we are here, standing in the batter’s box, close enough
to see the rubber of homeplate, to see the whiskers of the
batter, a muscle man named TUTTLE with a mane of long curly
hair flowing out of his helmet.

Gus, set up slightly outside, wags a sign between his legs.

Billy shakes it off.
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Gus hesitates. Shifts his weight a little toward center,
flashes another sign.

Billy, on the mound, stands straight as a rail, the ball in his
hand in the mitt at his belt buckle...then in a flash, he is
moving; hands up, leg kicking, arm coming over, jerking hard
like it will come right out of his shoulder...

In less than a second it is in Gus’s mitt with incredible
force. The umpire calls a strike. Tuttle’s bat remains in the
air, as if he were still waiting for the pitch.

Gus calls time and jogs out to the mound.

GUS
What, are you trying to kill me?

CHAPEL
Not you, him.

GUS
Pace it, pace it. What happened
to the rest of your pitches?

CHAPEL
They got traded to San
Francisco.

No self pity. Chapel is calm, determined. Gus sees he means
business. He nods.

Gus hustles back to the plate. Hunkers, pulls his mask down,
flashes a quick sign. Tuttle sets in the box, wagging his bat.

Billy delivers another fastball, this time Tuttle fouls it off
to the left for strike two.

Tuttle wanders around by the plate, cursing to himself. A few
Yankees cheer him from the dugout. Tuttle steps in. This is a
power hitter, a strong guy with a big ego in a big game.

HIS P.O.V. Chapel stands out there, king of his little dirt
mountain...

ON THE MOUND, Chapel sees Tuttle glare at him. He has no
emotion. He Jjust THROWS THE BALL.

Tuttle SWINGS HARD...as hard as the ball is thrown...and misses
it completely. Strike three. The Umpire takes great pleasure
in calling it. Tuttle is out. :

He rips at the velcro strap of his batting glove and tosses it
and his helmet off to the side, his head turning, his angry
eyes never leaving...
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BILLY CHAPEL, who is walking away.

The CAMERA PUSHES IN ON BILLY...the sound of the crowd becomes
a hollow echo...Chapel looks down...

HIS P.0.V. His own feet...step, step, step, step. The crowd
fades to silence. The only sounds are the CRUNCH CRUNCH of
Chapel’s cleats on the grass, his breathing, that intimate
sound of your own voice when you plug your ears...inside his
head, Chapel is SINGING. "Bobbie McGee."

CHAPEL'’S VOICE
. ‘{not great)
"One day up near Salinas, I let
her slip away. She’s looking

for that home and I hope she
finds it."

He walks into the DUGOUT.

HIS P.O0.V....still no sound but his own voice...Harman pats him
on the back...the other guys looking at him, smiling at him.

CHAPEL’S VOICE
"But I’d trade all of my
tomorrows, for one single
yesterday..."
He sits down in his spot at the end of the bench.

CHAPEL’S VOICE
"To be holding Bobbie’s body..."

We rear the hesitation, the memory in his voice.

CHAPEL'’S VOICE
“Next to mine..."

HIS P.0.V. The field, the game continuing in utter silence.

Chapel reaches up, PULLS HIS CAP DOWN OVER HIS EYES....covering
the ballgame in BLACK.

CcuT TO:
FLASHBACK = INT. NEW YORK ADVERTISING AGENCY - DAY

A loft suite in Tribeca. An ultra-hip interior of glass-walled
offices, natural wood and teal blue walls.

Chapel stands in the lobby with Eric Ursa. Chapel wears a cap
and his ever-present leather jacket, but Ursa looks the elegant
businessman in a long Burberry coat.

A slick man in a suit, WARNER SESSIONS, crosses to greet themn.
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WARNER
Eric, good to see you.

URSA '
Warner Sessions, I‘’d like you to
meet...

WARNER

No introductions necessary.
(shaking hands)

I have been after Eric for years

to get you in here...

INT. WARNER’S OFFICE
A young man and woman join the meeting.

WARNER
These are two of my colleagues,
Sidney and Troy.

MAN
I’'m so honored. I grew up
watching you.

CHAPEL
Thanks, Troy.

WOMAN
I'm Troy.

Chapel nods. These hip "executives" look like they’re still in
high school.

WARNER
‘83 World Series, Billy, nothing
like it.

SIDNEY
You were awesone.

TROY
It’s about time you did some
endorsements.

CHAPEL

I don’t want to do endorsements.
This drops like a lead weight.

SIDNEY
Then, pardon my asking but, why
are you here?
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CHAPEL
cause I lost a bet to Ursa.

URSA
bon’t listen to him...

TROY
Mr. Chapel, would you
mind...taking off your hat?

Chapel thinks he’s been rude...

CHAPEL
I'm sorry....

He removes it. Everyone stares at his head for a long moment.
Chapel is extremely uncomfortable. Then:

URSA
After a shower, Chapel’s hair is
the fluffiest in the locker room

Chapel looks at Ursa like he’s from another planet.

TROY
Mr. Chapel, can I call you
Billy? What we’ve pitched to
the client is not your average,
boring, spokesman campaign.
We don’‘t want to gloss you up
and glamorize you. We want you.
The real man.

She drones on, but Billy’s attention is drawn away, through the
glass wall behind the couch and into THE NEIGHBORING OFFICE.

HIS P.0.V. There is a woman there. Seated behind her desk,
typing furiously on a small laptop computer. She wears a
little pair of half-glasses, the kind old ladies buy at the
drugstore, her brows are intently knit...

IT IS JANE.

HIS P.0.V. The sleeves of her silk blouse rolled up, her
fingers are flying across the keyboard.

HER HAIR keeps falling across her face...type type type, flick
the hair back...type type type...flick it back...without
missing a beat, her right hand FLASHES OUT, grips an ugly
silver clothespin type thing and STICKS IT IN HER HAIR...type

type type.
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She looks silly with that hairelip, but she’s too iptent to
notice, and now...type type type...she begins to grin...and
grinning, she begins to laugh...
Chapel is enchanted, but Troy keeps talking...
TROY
The marketing data indicated by

a wide margin that the
demographics we should target...

Jane is nodding and laughing...SUDDENLY she beats a little drum
solo on the desk in front of her keyboard...grabs a pen turns
her whole desk into a drumset, lamp, stapler, the top of her
computer...

HER EYES CATCH CHAPEL’S...mid-drum. She stops.

INT. JANE’S OFFICE
She lowers her pen.

HER P.0.V. She can see the back of Troy'’s head bobbing, and
beyond that...Billy Chapel, staring back at her.

Their eyes hold for a moment.

INT. WARNER’S OFFICE

URSA
Billy...

Chapel is absorbed in Jane, watching her through the glass.

CHAPEL
What? I’m sorry.

HIS P.0.V. Jane is embarrassed. She nonchalantly slides the
goofy clip out of her hair and slumps down in her chair, hiding
her face behind the computer screen.

WARNER
Troy was explaini