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A BLACK SCREEN 

The voice of CONNIE Mack cuts through the void. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
Legacy. The echo of a great man’s 
life. A story that carries on. A 
legend. 

FADE IN:

EXT. DELAWARE RIVER - NIGHT

SUPER: “DECEMBER 25, 1776.”

General GEORGE WASHINGTON and the CONTINENTAL ARMY drift 
across the moonlit Delaware River. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
A single moment can elevate one’s 
existence beyond their own 
lifespan. 

EXT. GRASSY PLAIN - DAY 

SUPER: “1805.”

Under the backdrop of the Rocky Mountains, Meriwether LEWIS, 
William CLARK, and SACAGAWEA observe a herd of bison. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
A daring adventure can inspire 
adventurers for generations to 
come.  

EXT. GETTYSBURG BATTLEFIELD - DAY 

SUPER: “JULY 4, 1863.”

Piles of lifeless Union and Confederate SOLDIERS as far as 
the eye can see. Blood and gunpowder paints their bodies. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
But life isn't so kind to all great 
men. For some, the light of legacy 
dwindles, and they become footnotes 
in the legends of others. 
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INT. OFFICE - DAY 

A printing press churns out pages of a newspaper. A frail 
WORKER (20s), cuts and folds the papers. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
In these modern times, the dream of 
legacy leaving is more accessible 
than ever before. In our time of 
comforts, even tales of the common 
man are deemed newsworthy. 

EXT. STREET CORNER - DAY 

A stocky PAPERBOY (12), strains his voice, making his 
presence known to a flock of PEDESTRIANS. 

PAPERBOY 
Get it right here folks. The 
Chicago Daily News. A daily paper 
for one cent a day. 

CONNIE Mack (39), a tall, lanky man, in a luxurious, tailored 
suit, approaches the boy and exchanges a penny for a paper. 

PAPERBOY (CONT'D)
Gee sir, that’s an awfully fine 
suit. I don’t see many like that. 
Are you heading to the ball game? 

With a subtle nod, Connie confirms the boy’s speculation. 

PAPERBOY (CONT'D)
I knew it. I’d love to see a game 
at Westside one of these days. 
Maybe next time. 

Connie removes a dollar bill from his pocket and hands it to 
the boy, who’s eyes light up, as if it was the first dollar 
he had ever seen. 

CONNIE 
Maybe next time. 

Connie tucks the paper beneath his arm and goes on his way. 

PAPER BOY
Thanks mister!

FADE OUT.
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A BLACK SCREEN 

CONNIE (V.O.)
In the pursuit of leaving my own 
legacy, I became tangled in the 
legacies of many other great men. 
On this particular day, I came 
across a man with the potential to 
leave a brighter and more colorful 
legacy than any before or after 
him. Tragically, the light of this 
man’s legacy dwindled to darkness.

FADE IN:

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK - DAY

SUPER: “AUGUST 25, 1901.” 

The Chicago skyline, a sea of brick low-rises, looms past the 
outfield bleachers. All around the field, the stands are 
filled with FANS sporting their finest sack suits and top 
hats. Each eagerly watching the pitcher’s mound.  

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

George “RUBE” Waddell (25), a physically imposing athlete, 
with a sizable wad of chewing tobacco stuffed in his jaw, 
beams with a childish exuberance. 

He wears a baggy uniform complete with a short-brimmed cap, 
long stockings, and a large “C” embroidered on his chest. The 
same as his teammates. 

Behind him, the OUTFIELDERS watch from a seated position. The 
MIDFIELDER smokes a long, hand-rolled cigarette. 

EXT. WESTSIDE PARK/MIDFIELD - CONTINUOUS

The Midfielder PUFFS smoke while relaxing on the outfield 
grass. He removes the cigarette to SHOUT. 

MIDFIELDER 
You got him, Rube!

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube removes the baseball from his gloved right hand, and 
SPITS muddy brown saliva onto the ball. 
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The crowd’s CHATTER becomes hushed, as he winds up to throw. 
The southpaw releases the ball at an astonishing speed. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

The ball ZIPS over the plate, past the BATTER, and into the 
catcher’s leather mitt. The UMPIRE aggressively BELLOWS his 
call, as the frustrated batter tosses his bat. 

UMPIRE 
Strike three! Out!

The catcher, OSSEE Schrecongost (26), a classically handsome 
man, with perfectly parted hair, and a pleasant demeanor, 
jolts out of his squatting position and throws the ball back 
to the pitcher’s mound. He cracks a smile from ear to ear.  

OSSEE
Almost there, pal! 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube catches the ball, and immediately springs into a series 
of celebratory cartwheels. The crowd ROARS with approval. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

Ossee pumps his fist, with excitement. BATTER #2 approaches 
the plate. Behind the umpire, an ANNOUNCER (30s), a tiny man, 
in an oversized suit, SHOUTS through a large, hollow cone. 
The cone amplifies his voice, carrying it to the nosebleeds. 

ANNOUNCER 
(At auctioneer speed.)

Top of the sixth. One down. Two to 
go. Ladies and gentlemen we may be 
witnessing history. Our George 
“Rube” Waddell is pitching a 
perfect game! Seven to zilch. 
Colts. 

He sprints thirty yards to his left, holds the cone to his 
face, and repeats. 

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
(Short of breath.)

Top of the sixth. One down. Two to 
go. Ladies and gentlemen we may be 
witnessing history. 

(MORE)
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ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
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Our George “Rube” Waddell is 
pitching a perfect game! Seven to 
zilch. Colts.

He sprints sixty yards to his right. At home plate, Batter #2 
assumes his stance. Behind him, Ossee and the umpire wait for 
the pitch. The ball zooms over the plate, as the Announcer 
runs across the background. Batter #2 swings and misses. 

UMPIRE 
Strike one!

ANNOUNCER
(To the umpire.)

Slow down!

Ossee throws the ball to Rube. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube catches the ball in his mitt. His eyes scan the CHEERING 
crowd, and his face falls into a big, goofy smile. Bits of 
fine, chewing tobacco cover his teeth. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/STANDS - CONTINUOUS

Connie Mack’s gaunt face features minimal expression. His 
eyes lock on the mound, transfixed by Rube’s performance. 

He is accompanied by FRANK Newhouse (40), a frighteningly 
stoic, rotund man, and two identical SCOUTS (40s), wearing 
thinly rimmed spectacles, and jotting notes on spreadsheets.  

CONNIE
What did the announcer call them? 
The Colts? I thought they were the 
Orphans. 

SCOUT #1
That’s just what the papers call 
them. I don’t think they like that 
here. 

Scout #2 nods in agreement. 

CONNIE
Colts, huh? Weren't they the White 
Stockings? Now, that name made 
sense. They wear white stockings. 

The crowd around them bursts into APPLAUSE. 

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
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EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

Batter #2 reels from an unsuccessful swing. 

UMPIRE
Strike three! Out!

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube performs a flawless backflip. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/STANDS - CONTINUOUS

Connie and company eye the field. 

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
Folks, it’s fair to say that Rube’s 
got these Beaneaters’ batters 
firmly figured out. 

CONNIE
He’s as good as they say. I don’t 
see why they don’t start him more. 

SCOUT #1
I’ve heard the word “unreliable” 
thrown around a lot. They say 
he’s... unique. 

CONNIE
If the Orphans don’t want him, 
we’ll take him. We can handle 
unique. Right, Frank? 

Frank nods. The faint sound of an approaching SIREN hangs 
over the park. Scout #2 looks around for the sound. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube prepares to pitch. The SIREN grows closer. His eyes 
widen, as he takes notice. He drops the ball and looks back.

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

The wailing SIREN fills the park. BATTER #3 backs off the 
plate. Ossee hops up, waving at the mound. 

OSSEE
Don’t do it, Rube! We’re almost 
there. Don’t-- 
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EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube runs off the back of the mound. Countless GASPS from the 
crowd cut through the SIREN. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

Ossee throws down his glove. 

OSSEE
Damn it.  

In the background, the Announcer frantically commentates 
through his cone. 

ANNOUNCER
Ladies and gentlemen, I can’t 
believe it. It looks like Rube gave 
up on his perfect game. He’s--

He looks back at the field. 

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
He’s running off the field! I’ve 
never seen anything like it. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/OUTFIELD - CONTINUOUS

Rube sprints past the RIGHTFIELDER, tosses his glove, and 
tears off his jersey, revealing a bright red undershirt. He 
leaps over the corner of the outfield wall. Leaving the park. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/STANDS - CONTINUOUS

Connie stares at the empty mound. Dumbfounded. The Scouts 
look to each other and then to Connie. Around them, fans BOO.

CONNIE
Now that is unique. 

He turns to Frank. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Let’s see where he’s heading. 
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EXT. CHICAGO STREET - DAY

A three-horse team pulls a steam powered pumper. PEDESTRIANS 
clear the way as the SIREN and the sound of hooves POUNDING 
concrete approaches them. Two FIREFIGHTERS man the reigns and 
three more hang off the back. 

Rube, running at full speed, trails directly behind the 
pumper. A firefighter on the back takes notice and points 
Rube out to his companions. 

RUBE
Hey! Wait for me fellas!

EXT. BURNT HOME - DAY (LATER)

Rube stands amidst the smoldering remains of a house fire, 
holding a terrified mutt. The firefighters reload their 
firehose onto the water pumper. 

Rube makes his way over to an elderly COUPLE. Their gloomy 
expressions signify they were the homeowners. Rube hands them 
their dog. They perk up. Rube’s smile says, “My pleasure”. He 
moves onto the firefighters. Giving each an overzealous hug. 

FOOTSTEPS. Connie Mack, Frank Newhouse, and TOM Loftus (40s), 
Chicago’s infuriated manager, approach Rube. 

TOM
Rube you no good halfwit! We had to 
forfeit because of you.

Rube takes notice. His gleeful demeanor fades away. 

RUBE 
Aw gosh. I’m sorry, Mr. Lofty. I --

TOM
Save it! I’m sure you just had to 
help out. Just like you had to go 
fishing. Let me tell you, I’ve had 
it with your antics. You ought be 
locked in the looney bin not 
playing pro ball. 

RUBE
Well, gosh. Like I said, I’m real 
sorry, Mr. Lofty. I just heard the 
siren and figured I --

TOM
I don’t care what you figured with 
that walnut brain of yours. 

(MORE)
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TOM (CONT'D)
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And you know good and well that my 
name is Loftus. 

Rube cocks his head like a confused puppy. 

RUBE
Loftus?

TOM
Oh, you’ll be the death of me. I 
can see my obituary now. It’ll say, 
“Rube induced heart attack”. 

Connie CLEARS his throat, commanding  attention. 

CONNIE
Let’s say we spare the theatrics 
here and get to the introductions. 

Still fuming, Tom reluctantly obliges. 

TOM
Rube, meet Connie Mack and Frank 
Newhouse from the Philadelphia 
Athletics.

Rube cautiously shakes both men’s hands.

RUBE
Nice to meet you fellas. What 
brings you to Chicago?

CONNIE
Well, we came to see you, Mr. 
Waddell. I’d like to have a chat. 
Assuming your done fighting fire. 

Rube looks back to inspect the ruble. Tom grows impatient. 

TOM
With all do respect Connie, I don’t 
have time for small talk with this 
guy. 

(To Rube.)
We’re shipping you off to Philly. 
Provided Mr. Mack still wants you. 

(Back to Connie.)
Do you still want him?

CONNIE
Well, I’m not sure. I wouldn't want 
to make Mr. Waddell do anything 
that doesn't interest him.

TOM (CONT'D)
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Sensing he has the upper hand, Connie smiles at Rube. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
You tell me. Would you like to join 
the Philadelphia Athletics?

Rube hesitates. 

RUBE
Can Ossee come too? I don’t like 
throwing to nobody else. 

Connie turns to Tom with an inquisitive look. Tom exhales 
sharply. Rube looks on with anticipation. 

TOM
Fine. Take him too. Just get this 
man out of my life. 

CONNIE
Do we have a deal, Mr. Waddell? 

Rube shrugs. 

RUBE 
Sure. I’ll come pitch in Philly. 

Unable to control his emotions, Tom lets out a victorious 
GRUNT. Immediately realizing his unprofessionalism, Tom 
saunters off, triumphantly pumping his fist.  

RUBE (CONT'D)
I never liked playing for that guy 
anyways. 

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT

In a dimly lit and sparsely furnished apartment, Ossee 
Schrecongost sits at a table. Accompanying him is MADGE 
Maguire Waddell (25), haggard but beautiful, with dark 
circles under her eyes, and a gloomy look fixed on Ossee. 

Having traded his jersey for trousers and a wife beater, 
Ossee looks to be right at home. 

MADGE 
He gets scary. Violent. You don’t 
see him like that, but it happens. 

OSSEE
It sounds like you want to leave, 
and maybe you ought to. 
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MADGE
I wouldn't know how to tell him. I 
don’t know how to talk to him at 
all these days.  

OSSEE 
Delicately. That’s for sure. You’ll 
want to let him down easy. 

MADGE
It just doesn't feel right. I 
couldn't really leave him. Where 
would I even go? Back to 
Pennsylvania with my parents? I’d 
rather die.  

Ossee puts his hand over hers. She pulls her hand back. 

MADGE (CONT'D)
I can’t imagine it. We’ve always 
been together. I don’t know what 
I’d do without him. 

Without warning, the front door swings open. A drunken Rube, 
carrying a crate of beer bottles, stumbles in. 

RUBE
Madge, we’re moving to 
Philadelphia!

OSSEE
Rube?

MADGE
George?

RUBE 
Ossee! Good your here too. You get 
to come to Philly with us.

MADGE 
Philadelphia? What do you mean 
we’re moving to Philadelphia? Are 
you joking?

Rube sets down the crate, removes a beer, CRACKS it open, and 
CHUGS it in an instant. 

MADGE (CONT'D)
What are you talking about? Philly? 
We just moved here. 

RUBE
I got traded to Philly and Mr. Mack 
said Ossee can come too. 
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Ossee’s jaw drops. Rube forcefully hands them each a beer and 
CRACKS open another for himself.  

RUBE (CONT'D)
C’mon it’s our last night in the 
windy city. Let’s live it up. 

He elevates his bottle, urging them to do the same. They 
exchange a nervous glance, before raising their bottle to 
meet Rube’s. CLINK. Rube CHUGGS to the best of his ability. 
Madge and Ossee each take a hesitant SIP. 

EXT. TRAIN - NIGHT

A passenger train MUSCLES down a railway and cuts through a 
dark landscape, leaving behind an even darker trail of smoke.

INT. TRAIN/PASSENGER CAR - CONTINUOUS

Connie Mack sits by a window, smoking a hand-crafted tobacco 
pipe. He stares out longingly at the dark scenery blurring 
past him. Mesmerized by the motion.

Only a few PASSENGERS populate the space. Each sits 
peacefully as the car around them RUSTLES down the tracks. 

One, Frank Newhouse, sorts through a stack of papers. He gets 
up from his seat and approaches Connie, who snaps out of his 
trance. They lock eyes, exchange nods, and Frank joins him. 

CONNIE
Did you run the numbers?

FRANK
I ran the numbers. 

CONNIE 
And what story do they tell?

FRANK
Ossee Schrecongost is average by 
all accounts. No statistic stands 
out as good or bad. Our best course 
of action would be to teach him to 
bunt and hide him in the back of 
the lineup. If Rube wasn't 
insisting on him, I’d hesitate to 
say he’s worth our time.  

Connie fails to respond promptly. 
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FRANK (CONT'D)
What? You thought he’d be a real 
killer? Some hidden gem?

CONNIE
No. Of course not. It’s Waddell’s 
nickname. It’s crass. I’m not very 
fond of it. 

Frank ponders the sentiment before responding. 

FRANK
Sure. Although, he doesn't seem to 
mind it, and I’d be lying if I said 
it wasn't fitting. 

Connie shrugs in agreement. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
The kid hardly asked any questions. 
At the drop of a hat he just agreed 
to catch the next train to Philly. 

CONNIE
He is very agreeable. 

FRANK
I doubt he even knows that he’s 
switching leagues. Or that he’s 
even heard of the American League. 

CONNIE
He didn't strike me as a man with 
any interest in the powers that be. 
Maybe ignorance is bliss. 

FRANK
Maybe. All I know is that baseball 
is baseball, and if we can keep him 
on the field, Rube is one hell of a 
baseball player. 

Connie takes a moment to puff his pipe. 

CONNIE
The key is keeping him on the 
field. 

FRANK
Won’t be easy. 

CONNIE
Your right. That’s why I’m giving 
you Waddell duty. 

(MORE)
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CONNIE (CONT'D)
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You’re my Hawkshaw here. I want him 
closely monitored and above all 
else, I want him at every practice 
and every game. From start to 
finish. 

No objections. Connie returns to admiring the view. 

EXT. TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

The train continues down the tracks. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/BACK GATE - NIGHT

Rube hops over a fence. Ossee helps Madge over the fence and 
proceeds to climb over. They LAUGH on the other side. 

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK/OUTFIELD - NIGHT

Rube and Ossee play a game of catch in their drunken stupors. 
Madge watches the action, while indulging a beer. Rube 
struggles to aim. He sends the ball flying over Ossee’s head. 
Ossee run to retrieves the ball. 

OSSEE
What was that?

He retrieves the ball and jogs back towards Rube. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Rube, buddy, I’ve got to ask. Why 
do you always wear the red shirt? 
What’s with the fire fighting? 

MADGE
Careful. You’re asking a dog why it 
chases its tail.

Rube points to Madge, as if he’s saying, “What she said.” 
Ossee looks unsatisfied. He throws the ball back to Rube. 

OSSEE
Oh, c’mon. How long have we known 
each other? Let me in on the 
secret. You must have a reason.

Rube throws the ball to Ossee. 

RUBE
I just like helping out. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
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Ossee holds the ball, having lost interest in the game. 

OSSEE
So, why not join up? Why play ball? 
Do you even like it?

Rube stands dumbfounded. He looks to Madge for an answer. She 
looks away. Sensing the decline in morale, Ossee tosses the 
ball back to Rube. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Heads up!

Rube catches the ball and slips back into his playful state. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Forget I said anything. Why not do 
both? I’m sure they’ve got fires in 
Philly.

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS’ LOCKER ROOM - DAY

The Philadelphia Athletics baseball team prepares for play. 
All wearing pristine uniforms with the letter “A” embroidered 
on the front. Ossee makes small talk with HARRY Davis (29), a 
plain looking man and skilled first basemen. 

HARRY
That’s as Philly as it gets. 

Ossee CHUCKLES. JOHN Knight (17), shortstop and youngest of 
the bunch, forces a LAUGH, trying to fit in. Ossee gives John 
a welcoming pat on the back. Rube broods alone tossing a ball 
to himself. Ossee takes notice.  

OSSEE
Gimme a second. 

He goes over to join Rube, sitting on the bench next to him. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Alright, spit it out. What’s got 
you all balled up?

Rube GRUNTS. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
No. We don’t have time for that. 
You’re pitching. We have to clear 
that head of yours. What is it?

RUBE
Guess. 
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OSSEE
Something going on with Madge?

RUBE
Money. She’s saying I spend too 
much on booze. I tried telling her 
they don’t pay me ‘til the season 
start. She’s saying I don’t support 
us or --

OSSEE
Alright. Alright. I get the 
picture. Season starts now, big 
boy. That money’s coming. If you 
need some extra help, Ossee’s got 
your back. 

Ossee stands and rustles Rube’s hair. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Think positive. You’ve got a game 
to win. 

Someone LAUGHS. A nearby player, ANDY Coakley (20), a smug, 
slender pitcher, wearing a straw hat. His unique headgear 
stands out amongst the crowd of short-brimmed, ball caps. 

ANDY
Think positive? Hell, I’d be 
surprised if big Rube could think 
anything.  

Rube switches gears. 

RUBE
You better watch your mouth. I’ll 
snatch that stupid straw hat right 
off your head.

ANDY
I’d like to see you try. 

Rube bounds toward Andy with murderous intent. Ossee 
intercepts Rube and uses all his might to hold him back. Andy 
takes a halfhearted step toward Rube. 

OSSEE
Take it easy. We’re all teammates. 

EDDIE Plank (27), an athletic pitcher, with an impeccable 
mustache, a clear leader amongst the players, yanks Andy away 
from the ruckus. Rube mellows. Ossee gestures for him to sit 
down. An unspoken tension hangs in the air. 
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EDDIE
Geez fellas. The season ain’t even 
started yet. Relax. 

RUBE
He’s just mad that I’m pitching and 
he’s not. 

Rube makes a face at Andy. A door SWINGS open. FOOTSTEPS. 
Connie Mack and Frank Newhouse stand before the team. 

FRANK 
Everyone settle down. Mr. Mack’s 
giving a speech then we’re taking 
the field.

CONNIE
Am I mistaken, or did it sound like 
a fight was going on in here?

The players stare back at him blankly. 

EDDIE
Wasn't nothing to worry about. Just 
some roughhousing. 

CONNIE
Roughhousing? 

Eddie nods. Connie shoots him a dismissive look. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
There’s something I’d like to say 
to you all. Something that has been 
weighing on me. Something I believe 
is too easily forgotten. 

Connie’s eyes wander to Andy. Andy notices and removes his 
straw hat. Rube loads his lip with chewing tobacco. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
I want to talk to you about 
humanity... Humanity is the 
keystone that holds nations and men 
together. When that collapses, the 
whole structure crumbles. This is 
as true of baseball teams as any 
other pursuit in life. I want you 
to remember that on the field and 
everywhere else life takes you. You 
are men first and baseball players 
second. 
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EXT. COLUMBIA PARK - DAY

SUPER: “APRIL 14, 1902.”

SUPER: “OPENING DAY.”

A packed CROWD HOWLS, as Rube and his teammates take the 
field. Rube makes his way to the mound. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS’ DUGOUT - CONTINUOUS

Connie and Frank watch as the players warm up. 

FRANK 
Nervous?

Connie refuses to acknowledge the question. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY (MINUTES LATER)

Rube stands strong on the mound. He SPITS on the ball. 

RUBE 
Think positive. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

Ossee and a BOSTON BATTER assume their stances. An overly 
enthusiastic UMPIRE calls out. 

UMPIRE 
Play ball!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube pitches. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

The ball finds Ossee’s mitt before the batter even had a 
chance. Ossee pops up and returns the ball to Rube. 

UMPIRE 
Strike one!
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EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS DUGOUT - CONTINUOUS

Frank watches as Connie cracks a smile. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/VISITOR’S DUGOUT - CONTINUOUS

Boston’s star pitcher, CY Young (35), an oversized farm boy, 
watches Rube with a look of muted admiration. 

CY
This fella ain’t too shabby. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube cartwheels off the mound. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/SCOREBOARD - DAY (HOURS LATER)

Two Scoreboard ATTENDENTS manually remove scorecards from the 
board. The final score reads, “Philly: 6. Visitors: 3.”. 

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETIC'S LOCKER ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The team piles into the locker room. Rube is met with praise 
and several pats on the back. 

EDDIE
Rube, you were hot out there. 

JOHN
You nearly won that single handed. 
I hardly had anything to do.  

Ossee puts Rube in an affectionate headlock. 

OSSEE
What’d I tell you boys? My man is a 
cold blooded killer. 

Rube gives into the praise and becomes notably bashful. The 
only player not participating in the love fest is Andy 
Coakley. He looks especially disgruntled as his swaps his 
ball cap for his straw hat. 

INT. PHILLY APARTMENT - NIGHT

Rube and Madge, both dolled up, stand in front of a mirror. 
Rube’s baggy sack suit makes him look like a gigantic child. 

19.



20.

In a semi-formal dress, Madge appears livelier than usual. 
She ties Rube’s tie. He finishes a beer. 

MADGE
And we’re done. 

Rube examines himself in the mirror and then looks to Madge.

RUBE
We look good. 

He wraps her in his arms and kisses the top of her head. 

EXT. VICTORIAN HOME - NIGHT

Rube and Madge approach the front door. Madge nervously 
clings to Rube, stopping both in their tracks. 

MADGE
Just hold your horses a second. 
I’ve never even seen a house like 
this. Are you sure we look alright?

RUBE
We look great. C’mon. 

He urges for her to move forward. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
I don’t want the food getting cold.

MADGE
We aren't here for food. George, 
this is important. It’s our 
livelihood. You have to make a good 
impression on Mr. Mack. 

RUBE 
You worry too much. 

He proceeds to the door and KNOCKS confidently. Madge 
scrambles to catch up.

A moment passes and the door swings open. They are greeted by 
Connie Mack, his wife ANNIE Mack (30s), a prototypical 
housewife with a sunny disposition, and their two sons, EARL 
and ROY (10&12), both the spitting image of Connie. 

INT. VICTORIAN HOME/DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Rube, Madge, and the Mack family sit around a table. 
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EARL 
No way. You fought and alligator?

ROY
That can’t be true. 

To Madge’s dismay, Rube responds through a mouthful of food. 

RUBE
Sure did. I won too. 

Connie and Annie look on in disbelief. 

ANNIE
What a fantastic story. If that 
were true, I’d say you might have a 
career waiting in the circus. 

Still CHEWING shamelessly, Rube responds. 

RUBE
I don’t know much about circus 
alligators. I just fought the swamp 
ones.

The Mack’s seem perplexed by Rube’s MUMBLING. 

MADGE
I know it’s hard to believe, but 
he’s not telling tales. I saw him 
do it down in Florida. 

RUBE
They’re not so tough once you get a 
hold of that snout. 

An awkward SILENCE. 

CONNIE
Well then, I pity the batter that 
tries to charge your mound.

Earl and Roy LAUGH. Rube finishes a glass of wine. 

ANNIE
Would you like some more?

Rube nods and hands over his glass. Annie refills it. Madge 
glares at her husband with a look that says, “Take it easy”. 
Paying her no attention, Rube takes back his newly refilled 
glass and drinks. 
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ANNIE (CONT'D)
So Madge, I hear you two grew up 
close to Philly?

MADGE
Oh, no. We’re from Bradford. It’s 
still Pennsylvania, but it’s closer 
to New York than Philly. 

ANNIE 
Oh. 

MADGE
Yep. We’re just a couple farm kids 
trying to survive in the city. 

The small talk fizzles out. 

CONNIE
So, George, are you ready for the 
trip to Washington?

Madge seems pleased by the shift in conversation. 

RUBE
Mr. Mack, I’m always ready. 

EXT. VICTORIAN HOME - NIGHT (LATER)

Connie and Annie stand in the doorway waving goodbye to Rube 
and Madge. He seems pleased with what transpired. 

MONTAGE

A) INT. PHILLY APARTMENT/BATHROOM - NIGHT. A concerned Madge 
watches as Rube VOMITS into the toilet. 

B) EXT. BALLPARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY. Rube throws heat on 
the mound. One strike after another. 

C) EXT. BALLPARK/HOME PLATE - NIGHT. After striking out a 
batter, Rube sprints to Ossee for a bearhug turned tackle. 

D) EXT. FIRE STATION - DAY. Rube greets a group of FIREMEN. 
He vigorously shakes each of their hands. 

E) EXT. BALLPARK/STANDS - NIGHT. Rube stands in the middle of 
a CROWD of opposing fans. One distracts him, by letting him 
hold their puppy. Ossee climbs into the stands to retrieve 
Rube. The puppy licks Rube’s face. 
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F) EXT. COLUMBIA PARK - NIGHT. Rube cartwheels from the mound 
to the outfield, as an opposing batter sulks to his dugout. 

G) INT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE’S OFFICE - DAY. Connie sits at a 
desk, reading a newspaper, and smoking his tobacco pipe. The 
front page features a crude drawing of Rube and a headline 
that reads, “PHILLY WINS”. He folds the paper and stands. 

END MONTAGE

EXT. HOTEL - DAY

Madge paces outside the hotel. Clearly flustered, she stops, 
looks to the front door, looks back at the street, and 
decides to head inside. 

INT. HOTEL/CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 

Rube stands before a crowd of REPORTERS (30s-40s), all 
wearing suits and wielding a pen and pad. A PHOTOGRAPHER 
(20s), SNAPS a photo of Rube. The POP of the flash startles 
Rube, who already looked like a deer in the headlights.   

REPORTER #1
You fellas are a favorite for the 
American League Pennant. How’s it 
feel?   

RUBE
Well, um.. Feels pretty good. 

REPORTER #1
Fantastic.

REPORTER #2 
Rube! Over here, Rube.

Rube points to Reporter #2. 

REPORTER #2 (CONT'D)
You’ve been compared to Cy Young. 
How do you feel about the 
comparison? 

RUBE
Well, yeah. I like Cy. He’s a good 
pitcher and --

POP. Another photo taken. Rube loses his train of thought. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
I’m sorry. Could you say that 
again?
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A third reporter seizes the opening. 

REPORTER #3
Rube, you’re a baseball star, a 
volunteer fireman, and one hell of 
an acrobat. Is there anything you 
can’t do?

Reporter #2 throws his pad to the ground. 

RUBE
I never did learn to tie a tie. 

The Reporters LAUGH then return to questioning. 

REPORTER #1 
Rube! Over here.

REPORTER #2
Doc Adkins says you’ve got 
nothin’ but a fastball? What 
do you say?

REPORTER #3
Any thoughts on a potential 
merger with the National 
League?

REPORTER #4
Do you trust the automobile?

INT. HOTEL/LOBBY - DAY

Connie sits on a lobby couch, smoking his pipe. Madge and 
Frank Newhouse stand before him. 

MADGE
I haven't seen him in weeks. What’s 
so important about these reporters?

CONNIE 
It’s part of the job these days. 
Your husband’s a public figure. 

MADGE
Public figure? He can’t even tie 
his own ties.

CONNIE
Look, Madge. As soon as he finishes 
up, we’ll send him home. Why don’t 
you go on ahead? 

MADGE
Don’t you go giving me the run 
around. I know he’s been in town 
for days. 
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CONNIE
Alright. Frank, go get him. 

INT. HOTEL/CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

The Reporters hang on Rube’s every word with bated breath. 

RUBE
So once you get a hold of that 
snout, you can sort of twist or 
turn them how you like.  

Frank Newhouse enters the room. He waves to Rube. 

FRANK
All right, time’s up. Rube’s got to 
skedaddle.  

The Reporters keep pushing. 

REPORTER #1
Rube! Last question. Over 
here.

REPORTER #2
Did you kill the gator?

REPORTER #3
Any Browns’ batters giving 
you grief?

REPORTER #4
Will you be starting in St. 
Louis?

FRANK
Get out of here you vultures! 

RUBE 
Sorry fellas. 

Rube weaves his way past the Reporters towards Frank. PENGUIN 
(40s), a visibly unpleasant man, of miniscule stature, who 
looks like his name suggests, intercepts Rube, and bombards 
him with rapid-fire rhetoric. 

PENGUIN 
Hold your horses there, Rube. I’ve 
got quite the proposition for you. 

RUBE
Huh?

PENGUIN
I’m talking about Vaudeville, baby. 
You’re a star and I’m gonna make 
you shine. You can act, right? 

RUBE
Bod Bill? 
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Frank grabs Penguin by the shoulder and towers over him.  

FRANK 
Didn't you hear me? I said clear 
out. 

PENGUIN
Just a second. Let me at least give 
the man my card.  

Penguin takes out a business card and forces it into Rube’s 
hand. Rube looks it over then stuffs it into his pocket. 
Penguin backs up with his hands in the air. Frank pulls Rube 
close and speaks directly into his ear. 

FRANK
Your wife is here. 

INT. PHILLY APARTMENT - NIGHT

Rube drinks a beer. Madge watches him with her arms crossed. 

MADGE
So that’s it? Your just going to 
pack up and leave again?

Rube finishes his drink and responds with a shrug.

MADGE (CONT'D)
Do you even care? 

He stares at her with a blank face. 

MADGE (CONT'D)
George? I barely get to leave this 
apartment. You don’t even know the 
half of it. They shut our water off 
last week. I had to beg them to 
turn it back on. 

RUBE
How do they shut water off? 

Madge turns away to hide tears. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
Hey. Don’t go getting upset. If we 
need some money, I’ll just ask 
Ossee.

MADGE 
Ossee isn't your get out of jail 
free card. 

(MORE)
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That man is not the sweetheart that 
you think he is. It’s time you grew 
up.  

RUBE
Gosh. I didn't know you felt that 
way. 

MADGE
That’s all you have to say? Really? 
You didn't know?

RUBE
I don’t know what else to say. I 
have to catch the train to St. 
Louie. If I don’t, I’ll get read 
the riot act by Mr. Newhouse. 

Madge marinates in his words. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
Will you be okay?

MADGE
I’ll be fine... Just don’t be 
surprised if I’m not here when you 
get back. 

EXT. ST. LOUIS/TRAIN STATION - DAY

A passenger train pulls into the station. Once it comes to a 
full stop, its doors open. PASSENGERS pile out. Among them is 
Connie, Rube, and the rest of the Philadelphia Athletics. 
Frank Newhouse forces his way to the front of the team. 

FRANK 
Hang here for moment. Mr. Mack has 
some words before we cut you loose. 

Connie takes Frank’s place and addresses his players. 

CONNIE
We’re in the final stretch now. 
It’s win or go home. I commend you 
all on making it this far. That’s 
why I’m doing away with the curfew 
for tonight. 

A muted JUBILATION falls over the players.

MADGE  (CONT'D)
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CONNIE (CONT'D)
That being said, I want you all to 
stay together, behave responsibly, 
and above all else, remember your 
humanity. You represent the 
Athletics. Not just yourselves. 

JOHN
Let’s all get rowdy!

Connie stares daggers at the young man. Pure contempt. Straw 
hat wearing Andy Coakley steps up to smack the back of John’s 
head. Connie turns away from the team, WHISPERS something to 
Frank, and the two sneak away. Ossee elbows Rube.

OSSEE
Ready to have some fun?

With an eager smile, Rube reaches into his bag and pulls out 
two beers. He hands one to Ossee. They CRACK them open. 

ANDY
Look at the Rube getting a head 
start. Smartest thing I ever seen 
you do. 

INT. SALOON - NIGHT

The Athletics scatter across a lively scene. John Knight 
dances with a GAL several decades his senior. Ossee and Andy 
Coakley sit in a booth, with a trio of young LADIES. Eddie 
Plank sits at the bar with Rube. They take a shot together. 

INT. SALOON/BAR - CONTINUOUS

Eddie’s face puckers from the shot. Rube seems unfazed, as he 
flags down the BARTENDER and signals for another. 

EDDIE
You’re an animal. 

Rube takes his new drink form the bartender and inhales it. 

RUBE
Keep ‘em coming. 

INT. SALOON/BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

One of the ladies reaches for Andy’s straw hat. He scoots 
away from her. She gives him a look of disappointment. 
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ANDY
Ain’t there some law prohibiting 
women in places like this without 
an escort? 

The ladies are taken aback. Ossee gives Andy a firm shove. 

OSSEE
Don’t mind him. He can be a stick 
in the mud. 

A highly intoxicated Harry Davis BUMPS into their table. 

ANDY
Woah. 

HARRY
(Slurring.)

Sorry fellas. 

An unseen player calls out from across the room. 

PLAYER
Harry’s loaded!

INT. SALOON/DANCE FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

John’s dancing partner exercises her seniority, leading him 
through a ballroom style dance. She twirls and dips him. 

INT. SALOON/BAR - CONTINUOUS

A couple of suspicious BAR FLIES (30s), two equally dejected 
looking men, approach Rube and Eddie. 

BAR FLY #1
Say, you wouldn't happen to be with 
the Athletics? Would you? 

RUBE
I am. 

BAR FLY #2
I knew it. You’re Rube Waddell. I 
heard you boys were coming to town. 

BAR FLY #1 
You’ve got to let us buy you a 
round. 

RUBE 
You’d do that?
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BAR FLY #1
Of course!

BAR FLY #2 
Bartender!

Bar Fly #2 successfully summons the bartender and relays an 
order. Eddie pulls Rube aside. 

EDDIE
Hey, maybe you should slow down. 
You’re starting tomorrow.  

RUBE
You sound like Madge.

Eddie looks perplexed. The bartender presents Rube with five 
shots. He downs them in record time. Eddie immediately 
realizes the impending consequence of the action. 

BAD FLY #1 
Woah. That’s pretty impressive. 

RUBE
I’ll show you something impressive. 
Everybody watch out!

Everyone gives him space. He executes a perfect backflip and 
sticks the landing with a loud BELCH. 

INT. SALOON/BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Andy points towards Rube.

ANDY 
Look at that blockhead. He’s 
embarrassing. 

Ossee seems more interested in his female companions. 

ANDY (CONT'D)
Hey, Rube! Knock it off!

INT. SALOON/BAR - CONTINUOUS

Rube looks over to Andy and then back to the Bar Flies. 

RUBE
Now watch this. 

He jogs off towards the booth. 
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INT. SALOON/BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Andy becomes wary of an approaching Rube. 

ANDY
Don’t even try it. 

Rube swiftly kidnaps the straw hat from Andy’s head. 

ANDY (CONT'D)
Damn it.

Ossee and the ladies CACKLE at his expense. Andy’s face turns 
red hot. He jolts up, SPILLING drinks across the table. 
Sensing danger, Ossee springs into action. Eddie runs over. 

OSSEE 
Let’s not cause a commotion.  

Andy corners Rube. He attempts to snatch his hat. Rube 
extends it out of Andy’s reach. Andy escalates with a rib 
shot. Rube’s CHUCKLES indicate that he is not interested in a 
real fight. Ossee and Eddie swoop in and pull Andy away.  

ANDY
Give it back!

OSSEE
Rube, give it back to him. 

Rube places the hat back onto Andy’s head. 

RUBE
There you go, little buddy. 

He turns towards the bar. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
Bartender! Another round!

EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET - NIGHT (LATER)

Ossee and Eddie carry Rube down the street like a cross. He 
MUMBLES and SLURS incoherently. Andy, Eddie, and John trail 
behind them. 

ANDY
Connie will love this. 

Rube GRUNTS. 

ANDY (CONT'D)
What was that? 
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Rube GRUNTS less decisively. 

OSSEE 
I’ve never seen him like this. 

The group rounds a corner. 

EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET 2 - CONTINUOUS

They find themselves in a residential area. Townhomes line 
both sides of the road. 

ANDY
You sure this is the right way?

EDDIE
The hotel is a couple blocks this 
way. We stay there every time. 

Rube’s nose wiggles, his head raises, and his eyes light up. 

RUBE
(Slurring.)

You smell that?

JOHN
Yeah. It’s smoke. 

He points down the road. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
It’s coming from over there. That 
doesn't look good. 

Rube tears away from Ossee and Eddie. He sprints down the 
street, moving like someone gave him a shot of adrenalin. 

OSSEE
You’ve got to be kidding. 

ANDY 
What the hell is he doing? 

EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET 2/TOWNHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Black smoke bellows out a first floor window. Rube dashes to 
the entrance, smashes into the front door, and flies in. 
Ossee and the others catch up. John looks around for someone 
to take the lead. 

EDDIE
Well?
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ANDY
I’m not going after him. 

OSSEE
Maybe he knows what he’s doing?

Everyone looks at Ossee with healthy skepticism.  

INT. TOWNHOUSE/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Rube stumbles around, scanning the area. Smoke and flames 
emanate from a kitchen in the back, filling the space. Fire 
CRACKLES as it SCORTCHES drywall. It spreads quickly. 

RUBE 
Hello?

The ceiling above him SPLITS. A wooden beam FALLS and SMACKS 
the ground near Rube. A VOICE calls out. 

VOICE 
Up here! Help!

Rube heads deeper into the smoke. 

EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET 2/TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

The fire has clearly intensified. A newly formed CROWD 
spreads down the street. Ossee and company grow impatient. 
Andy TAPS his foot. 

OSSEE
I can’t wait any longer. 

EDDIE
I’m with you. 

The pair charges towards the fiery townhouse. Before they can 
pass through the doorway, Rube emerges, carrying an 
unconscious MAN. 

OSSEE
Rube!

Rube passes the man off to Ossee and Eddie, who struggle to 
hold him up. He turns back, reentering the home. 

EDDIE
I don’t believe it. He could barely 
walk. 
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John runs over and helps them set the man down safely. Andy 
watches the madness from a safe distance. A moment passes. 

OSSEE 
C’mon. Get back here. 

JOHN
C’mon, Rube!

Time creeps by. 

EDDIE 
This isn't looking good. 

The WAILING of a crying baby cuts through the CHATTERING 
flames. Right on que, Rube steps out, escorting a WOMAN, who 
holds an INFANT in her arms. They stagger to safety.

EXT. ST. LOUIS STREET 2/TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT (LATER)

A crew of FIREMEN fight to extinguish the blaze. Rube stands 
with Ossee and his teammates. Andy YAWNS. A chain reaction 
ensues, with John and Eddie reciprocating the YAWN.

A YOUTHFUL FIREMAN (20s), wearing a leather hat, red shirt, 
and trousers, approaches Rube.  

YOUTHFUL FIREMAN
They told me what you did. You 
saved those peoples lives. 

JOHN
That man is going to be alright?

YOUTHFUL FIREMAN
Seems like it, but only because of 
your friend here. 

RUBE
(Slurring.)

I’m just doing my job. 

The Youthful Fireman struggles to find a response. 

INT. SPORTSMAN’S PARK/VISITORS LOCKER ROOM - DAY

Rube sits alone examining a sheet of paper. He shakes his 
head. A tear runs down his face. He squirms unnaturally, sets 
the paper face down on the bench, reaches for a nearby waste 
basket, and VOMITS into it. Ossee enter the room. 
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OSSEE
Killer hangover, huh? I knew that 
would happen. 

Rube looks up at his friend. Tears stream down his cheeks. He 
gestures towards the sheet of paper. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
Jesus. Are you crying?

Ossee grabs the paper and sits next to Rube. His eyes widen 
after a quick scan of the sheet. 

INSERT IMAGE (PAPER)

A legal document. One word stands out. “DIVORCE”. 

END INSERT

Ossee CRUMBLES the sheet. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
This can’t be real. Madge sent 
this?

Rube nods. He sets down the waste basket, having seemingly 
overcome his nausea.  

RUBE
Frank brought it to me this 
morning. I can’t believe it. 

Ossee embraces him. Rube BLUBBERS like a child. 

EXT. SPORTSMAN'S PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY

Rube struggles on the mound. His pitching motion is 
noticeably sluggish. He releases the ball at an odd angle.

EXT. SPORTSMAN’S PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

The ball flies dangerously close to the BROWNS’ BATTER’s 
head. He ducks and narrowly avoids the threat. An UMPIRE 
calls out.

UMPIRE
Ball four!

The Browns’ Batter tosses his bat and takes a step towards 
charging the mound. 
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BROWNS’ BATTER
You trying to take my head off?

Ossee runs around him and blocks his path. 

OSSEE
Trust me, you don’t want to do 
that. Take your base. 

He heeds Ossee’s warning and proceeds to first base. 

EXT. SPORTSMAN’S PARK/VISITOR’S DUGOUT - DAY (MINUTES LATER) 

Rube falters into the dugout, passing Connie and Frank. 

CONNIE
What the hell is going on with you?

Rube could care less. He PLOPS down in the corner of the 
dugout. His teammates pile in. Connie and Frank exchange 
looks of concern.  

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

An insufficient number of beds line the walls of an elongated 
room. The Athletics fill the room. Some stand CHATTING. 
Other’s lay in the beds. Two per bed. 

Rube and Ossee share one. They sit shoulder to shoulder, with 
Rube shoveling crackers into his mouth. Ossee watches as he 
CHOMPS. Crumbs fall across the bed. 

OSSEE
Watch the crumbs. 

He brushes off the sheet. Rube GIGGLES. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
I’m serious. 

John paces around.

JOHN 
This is ridiculous. Sharing beds? 
Is Connie serious? You know he and 
Frank got their own rooms.

HARRY
What? You expected Connie Mack to 
slum it like us? Fat chance. 

Eddie chimes in. 
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EDDIE 
He’s a real penny pincher. I 
haven't seen even a hint of a bonus 
all season. 

The team seems to agree. 

EDDIE (CONT'D)
Here’s hoping we win the Pennant. 
He’ll have to pay out for that. 

Andy, who lays in a bed alone, with his straw hat next to 
him, joins the conversation. 

ANDY
We won’t make the championship if 
Rube keeps walking batters.

OSSEE
Cool your jets, straw hat. Rube’s  
got a lot going on right now. 

Unbothered, Rube takes down another cracker. 

ANDY
Oh, I’ve heard. Your old lady 
finally came to her senses. Ain’t 
that right?

That gets Rube’s attention. 

RUBE
You don’t know what you’re talking 
about. Your just jealous that I 
start more. 

ANDY
Rube. Rube. Rube. Do you even know 
what that means? 

OSSEE 
Stop it. 

The entire room transfixes on the tense exchange. 

EDDIE
I think that’s enough. 

ANDY
No. I want to see if he knows. 
C’mon, Rube. What does rube mean?
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RUBE
It’s just a nickname. Ossee gave it 
to me. 

ANDY
It means retard. That’s what you 
are. An idiot. An imbecile. That’s 
what your buddy, Ossee, thinks of 
you.   

An awkward silence ensues. 

JOHN
Jesus, Andy.

EDDIE
C’mon man.

At a loss for words, Ossee struggles to look at Rube. 

RUBE
I don’t care what you say, straw 
hat. Ossee is my friend. 

He puts Ossee in a loving headlock. Ossee lets out a SIGH of 
relief. Andy musters an unenthusiastic LAUGH.  

ANDY
Unbelievable. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/STANDS - DAY

Hundreds of adoring FANS CHANT at the top of their lungs. 

FANS
Rube! Rube! Rube! 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube basks in their approval. He backflips then throws his 
glove high in the air. 

SUPER: “SEPTEMBER 27, 1902.”

SUPER: “ATHLETICS CLINCH THE AMERICAN LEAGUE PENNANT.”

FANS
Rube! Rube!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS DUGOUT - CONTINUOUS

Connie and Frank embrace. Players around them jump with joy. 
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EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

The team swarms Rube and dog piles on top of him.

INT. PHILLY APARTMENT - NIGHT

Rube sits alone, drinking a beer. He finishes it and throws 
it at a wall. It SHATTERS upon impact...

KNOCK. KNOCK. Rube’s eyes dart towards the door. The voice of 
a male LANDLORD (40s), unseen, MUMBLES on the other side. 
KNOCK. KNOCK. 

LANDLORD (O.S.)
This guy is something else. 

His voice increases in volume. 

LANDLORD (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Open up. I know you’re in there. 

Rube makes his way to the door. His FOOTSTEPS shake the 
floor. He peers through the peephole. 

LANDLORD (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I can hear you. 

RUBE
I’m not here. Go away. 

LANDLORD (O.S.)
Seriously? Mr. Waddell, you’re two 
months behind on rent. I know 
you’re with the Athletics. I saw 
you in the parade. You must have 
some money.  

RUBE
Not right now. I’ll pay you later. 

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE’S OFFICE - DAY

Rube enters the office to find Connie sitting at his desk. 

RUBE
Ossee said you wanted to talk to 
me.

CONNIE
Yes. Come here, George. Have a 
seat. 
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Connie clears his desk and gestures for Rube to sit across 
from him. Rube complies. 

RUBE
Is everything alright?

CONNIE
That’s what I was going to ask you. 
I’ve been hearing some things. Late 
nights at the saloon, behind on 
rent, a pending divorce. It’s all 
very concerning. 

Realizing what he has stumbled into, Rube tenses up. 

 RUBE
I’m not sure what to say. 

CONNIE
Say how you feel. 

RUBE
Well, I appreciate you looking 
after me, Mr. Mack, but I can 
handle all of that stuff. 

CONNIE
You’re telling me there’s nothing 
to worry about?

Rube nods and forces a toothy smile. Connie grimaces.

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Because you reek of alcohol. I find 
that alone to be worrying. 

Rube BLOWS air into his hand, testing his breath. He recoils 
at the results. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
God forbid the prohibitionists find 
you. 

The joke goes over Rube’s head. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Is there anything I can do for you? 

RUBE
I don’t think so. Really, I’m doing 
alright. No problems. 
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CONNIE
Well, then I’ll leave you with a 
warning. You’re born with two 
strikes against you, so don’t take 
a third one on your own. 

They stare at each other for an uncomfortable amount of time. 
Connie strains to read Rube’s face. A hopeless endeavor. 

RUBE
That’s some good advice. I’m always 
saying you give the best speeches. 
That’s a real talent. 

No response. The typically quick witted man finds himself at 
a loss for words. Rube’s reply has made it abundantly clear 
that his efforts have failed. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
Anything else I can do for you?

CONNIE
No. No. Just head down to the 
locker-room before you leave. Frank 
is giving out the Pennant checks. 

Rube exits. Connie breaks out his pipe and packs it.

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETIC'S LOCKER ROOM - DAY 

Rube, Ossee, Eddie, John, and a few more players stand 
around. They each hold an open envelope. 

EDDIE 
No wonder he had Frank pass them 
out. He knows it’s nothing. 

JOHN
It’s a joke. 

OSSEE
It’s better than anything I got 
from the Orphans. I’ll give him 
that at least.  

EDDIE
But we are not the Orphans. We sell 
tickets here. He’s gonna have to do 
better than this. 
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JOHN
I’m not one to complain, but a 
hundred dollars isn't doing 
anything for anyone.  

EDDIE
Rube, you’re being awfully quiet. 

OSSEE
What’s on your mind?

RUBE
I have to find that Penguin fella 
and see how much Bod Bill pays. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/PENGUIN’S OFFICE - DAY 

Rube sits across from Penguin. 

PENGUIN
So tell me, what makes you think 
you’ve got what it takes to make it 
in vaudeville? 

Rube tilts his head like a perplexed pug. 

RUBE
Well you kept coming to my games 
and telling me to act. I just 
thought --

PENGUIN
No. No. No. I’m talking talent. 
What do you bring to the table? 
This table.

He POUNDS his desk with his tiny fist. 

RUBE
Just me. 

Rube gently KNOCKS on the desk, hoping it will please 
Penguin. Penguin shakes his head, indicating that it does 
not. Rube crosses his arms. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
What’s going on here? I thought you 
had a job for me. 

PENGUIN
I’ve got infinite jobs. The 
question is which one is right for 
you. 

42.



43.

RUBE
I’m lost. 

PENGUIN
I’ll rephrase. You’ve got the name. 
You’ve got the look. We both know 
that you’re a star. Now we figure 
out where you shine the brightest. 

Rube relaxes. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
Tell me about your skills. 

RUBE
Well, baseball. Pitching. Flips and 
what not. Firefighting. 

PENGUIN
Interesting. Go on. 

RUBE
Yeah. I’m good with fire. And 
alligators. I fight alligators real 
good. 

Penguin SLAPS the table. 

PENGUIN
Now that I can work with!

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE'S OFFICE - DAY

Connie sits at his desk. Andy Oakley, wearing overalls with 
his straw hat, sits across from him. 

ANDY
And I’ve been working on my 
versatility. You know? I don’t mean 
to sound boastful, but I don’t 
think the other pitchers can switch 
it up like me. I really keep ‘em 
guessing. 

The office door flies open and Frank comes speeding in. 

FRANK
Pardon the interruption, but we 
just got word from the league 
office. 
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CONNIE
Mr. Coakley, would you give us the 
room. 

Andy nervously looks to Frank then back to Connie. 

ANDY
Sure thing. 

He gets up. 

ANDY (CONT'D)
Should I just wait outside? 

CONNIE
Go on home. I’ll think about what 
you’ve said. 

Unsatisfied with the answer, Andy sulks out of the room. 
Connie and Frank remain speechless until the door SHUTS. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Well?

FRANK
The National League has agreed to 
the terms. It’s official. The 
merger has gone through.  

Connie lets the news sink in. 

CONNIE
Wow. How about that? One unified 
pro ball league. 

FRANK
Times are changing. 

Connie allows a sly grin to stretch across his face. 

CONNIE
Yes. They are. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - DAY

Rube, covered in stage makeup, wearing a medieval court 
jester's costume, and holding a script, stands on stage 
struggling to read his lines. 

Accompanying him is MAE Wynn Skinner (20), a beautiful 
actress, in a similar costume, with long, blonde hair. She 
patiently watches Rube work through the dialogue.  
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RUBE
And... And the stain of guilt... 

Behind them, an impatient pack of a dozen ACTORS, wearing 
medieval costumes, and another dozen DANCERS, wearing suits 
and dresses, interrupt Rube.  

ACTORS & DANCERS 
And the stain of guilt seldom 
washes from the soul. 

Mae turns to them with a scornful look. 

MAE
Let him figure it out. 

Rube looks around nervously. His eyes stop on Mae. 

RUBE
Thanks. 

MAE
Take your time. 

Off to the side, waits a pair of identical TWINS (30s), both 
holding a duck, and WHISPERING to each other. A BEARDED WOMAN 
(30s), a trio of LITTLE PEOPLE (20s), and a STRONGMAN (20s), 
wearing a singlet, all watch Rube. 

BEARDED WOMAN
Is Penguin serious about this guy? 
He can hardly read.

Rube gives it another try. 

RUBE
And the stain of milk washes the 
soul. 

Several actors and dancers turn away. 

BEARDED WOMAN
The stain of milk? The show is 
called The Stain of Guilt. 

Mae PATS Rube on the back. 

MAE
Don’t worry about them. 

Penguin climbs onto the stage. 

PENGUIN
Rube, on me. Let’s figure this out. 
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Rube meets Penguin. Mae sneaks close to them to eavesdrop. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
What the hell are you doing? You 
didn't tell me you couldn't read.

RUBE
Hang on now, Mr. Penguin. I can 
read. I’ve just never read one of 
these before. 

He waves the script in Penguin’s face. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
It’s a little confusing. 

PENGUIN
You just confused the word guilt 
with the word milk. Now your 
telling me that’s the script’s 
fault? 

Mae weasels her way between the two. 

MAE 
If I could chime in, I think I may 
be able to help. 

Penguin EXHALES sharply and puts his hands on his hips. 

PENGUIN
What? Of course you’ve got some 
hair brained scheme to steal the 
spotlight. 

MAE
There’s no scheme. I resent that. 
I’m perfectly content with my time 
in the spotlight. However, I do 
have some ideas. 

PENGUIN
Spit it out. 

Mae SNATCHES the script from Rube and points out a section of 
dialogue in the middle of the page. 

MAE
I just think these lines are better 
served through my character. You 
know? Rube strikes me as more of a 
strong and silent type. This is all 
too wordy. 
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PENGUIN
Too wordy? 

MAE
Absolutely. 

Blood rushes to Penguin’s face. His fist clinches. Noticing 
Penguin’s rage, Rube takes a step back. Mae keeps pushing. 
She flips a page and points out another sizable monologue. 

MAE (CONT'D)
And this. This just feels 
redundant. Don’t you think?

PENGUIN
Redundant? In all my years of 
artistry, I’ve never --

MAE
Oh, don’t be so dramatic. You know 
that I’m not wrong. Give me a night 
with the script, and I’ll have it 
all fixed up.

PENGUIN
Who the hell died and put you in 
charge?

He facetiously checks his pulse. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
Nope. It wasn't me.

MAE
Don’t be so daft. 

PENGUIN
Who do you think you are?

Appearing to be unsure if his presence is still necessary, 
Rube takes another step back. 

MAE
Are we done playing this game? You 
know exactly who I am and why you 
should show me more respect. Rube, 
come here. 

Rube obliges. She turns to her castmate. Penguin stands limp. 

MAE (CONT'D)
I’m going to fix those lines you 
were having trouble with. 

(MORE)
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MAE  (CONT'D)

48.

You don’t have to worry about those 
big monologues anymore. 

(To Penguin.)
Isn't that right?

The defeated man silently weighs his options. He EXHALES.

PENGUIN
Fine. 

EXT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/DUMPSTER - DAY

Still in costume, Rube, Mae, and the Bearded Woman stand in a 
circle. The Bearded Woman takes a SWIG from a bottle of brown 
liquor then passes it to Mae, who takes a SIP. 

BEARDED WOMAN
So, Rube. You’ve got some 
reputation. I hear you’re a big 
shot ball player. I’ll bet that 
helps fill out our crowd. 

Rube SHRUGS. Mae passes him the bottle. To the women’s 
amazement, he finishes it in a single GULP. 

BEARDED WOMAN (CONT'D)
Say, how much is Penguin paying 
you? I’ll bet it’s more than he’s 
paying me. 

She strokes her beard. 

MAE
(To Rube.)

You don’t have to answer that. 
(To Bearded Women.)

It’s not polite to ask how much 
someone else makes. 

BEARDED WOMAN
That’s easy for you to say. You’re 
the one paying.

RUBE
What’s he mean? I thought Penguin 
was supposed to pay me. I’m getting 
paid. Right? 

MAE
Don’t listen to her. She 
exaggerates. 

MAE  (CONT'D)
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RUBE
She?

The Bearded Woman twirls the end of her beard. 

BEARDED WOMAN
Rube, didn't you see her bang-up 
Penguin about those lines? Her 
parents own the theater. It’s her 
play. Penguin’s just a nanny. 

RUBE
So you’re rich? 

MAE
My father is. His family has what 
they call old money. 

BEARDED WOMAN
Dirty money. 

Mae playfully SLAPS her bearded companion. 

MAE
You should really meet him. My 
father. He’s a big fan of the 
Phillies. I’m sure he’d love to 
meet you. 

RUBE
If he’s really that old and rich, 
I’ll do whatever he wants. 

The women LAUGH. 

MAE
You just stick with me and we’ll 
have a grand old time. 

BEARDED WOMAN
How’s about we head to the saloon? 

MAE
I like the sound of that. Rube?

Rube responds in a dejected manor. 

RUBE
That sounds fun. I love saloons and 
all, but I have to get to practice 
soon. I don’t want Mr. Newhouse to 
come looking for me. 
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EXT. PRACTICE FIELD - DAY

The Athletics' run sprints across the field. Off to the side, 
Connie and Frank watch. Everything comes to a halt the second 
Rube, still in his jester’s costume and stage makeup, jogs 
onto the field. Connie watches with nostrils flared. 

CONNIE
What in god’s name is he wearing?

Frank looks to Connie like a mischievous child begging for 
their father’s forgiveness. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Did you not know about this?

Rube falls in line with his teammates. They stare at him in 
disbelief. John Knight fails to hold in his LAUGHTER. 

OSSEE 
What the hell are you wearing? Is 
that makeup on your face? You look 
like a damn clown. 

ANDY
He’s finally lost it. 

EXT. PRACTICE FIELD - DAY (HOURS LATER)

Rube stands with a JOURNALIST (30s), holding a pen and pad. 
The rest of the Athletics are clearing the field or have 
already left. Connie and Frank gawk at Rube from a distance. 

JOURNALIST
So you feel prepared for the 
upcoming season? Ready for the 
challenges of the new league?

RUBE
Sure. I’m always ready. 

The Journalist jots down some notes. 

JOURNALIST
Wonderful. One last question. I 
have to ask. What’s with the 
outfit? 

Rube seems taken aback. He looks down to examine his attire. 

RUBE
What? This?
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JOURNALIST
Of course. It’s certainly not from 
the team. 

RUBE
No. Penguin gave it to me. It’s for 
the stage play he’s got me doing. 
The Stain of Guilt. You reporters 
ought to come see it next Friday. 

JOURNALIST
You’re an actor now? That’s an 
awfully juicy story. 

Fed up with Rube’s lunacy, Connie turns away and walks off 
the field. Frank chases after him. Connie enters the dugout. 

EXT. PRACTICE FIELD/DUGOUT - CONTINUOUS

Frank steps down into the dugout. Connie greats him with a 
forceful shove. Frank stumbles backward, loses  his balance, 
and lands on the bench. 

CONNIE
Are you trying to make us look like 
a bunch of fools? This a 
championship caliber organization. 
Not a -- 

Connie struggles to find the right words. 

FRANK
A circus?

CONNIE
It’s fucking embarrassing! 

Connie rips off his hat and throws it at Frank.

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER - NIGHT

A packed crowd eagerly watches the stage, awaiting the moment 
that the curtains are drawn back and the show begins. They 
CHATTER amongst themselves. Frank Newhouse enters. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - CONTINUOUS

REGINALD SKINNER and his wife SOFIE SKINNER (50s), the 
parents of Mae Lynn, sit alone in the front row. They reek of 
affluence and authority. Frank approaches and sits next to 
them. Reginald and Frank exchange nods. 
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INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Rube, Mae, and a dozen other ACTORS (20s), MINGLE. Penguin 
struggles to coral the actors. 

PENGUIN
Everyone, please listen. 

No luck. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
Lend me your ears. Allow me to 
light your flames. 

Again, his call goes unanswered. Mae presses her ear to the 
curtain to hear the audience CHATTERING on the other side. 
Rube awkwardly stands beside her. 

MAE 
Sounds like a full crowd. 

RUBE
Indeed. 

MAE 
Why so serious? This is exciting. 

She gives him an encouraging nudge. 

MAE (CONT'D)
Are you excited?

RUBE
Indeed. It is a stain that... A 
stain that.

The nonsensical response sends Mae into a minor panic.

MAE
What’s wrong with you? Is that all 
you can say? And don’t say indeed. 

Before Rube can respond, Penguin steps in and cuts him off. 

PENGUIN
Mae, I need your help. Rally the 
troops. 

MAE
Just a moment. 

PENGUIN
No time. Clock is ticking. 
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He pulls a broken timepiece from his coat pocket and waves it 
in front of Mae. She SIGHS. 

MAE
Attention! Everyone, Penguin has 
something to say. 

Immediately the actors fall SILENT. 

PENGUIN
Thank you. Thank you all. The work 
you’ve done. Wow. Look at you all. 
My King. 

He half bows to an actor dressed as a medieval THE KING 
(30s), who sports a crown and robe. The King responds with a 
subtle nod. Rube bows. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
And our brave knights. You look 
ready for battle. 

Four KNIGHTS (20s), raise their wooden swords. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
The Princess. Mae Lynn Skinner. The 
last minute lead. We may not always 
see eye to eye. We’ve had our 
fights. 

He stops. Mae forces a LAUGH. 

MAE
Go on. 

PENGUIN
No. That’s it. 

MAE
Thanks. 

PENGUIN
And last, but certainly not least. 
Our superstar court Jester. Rube 
Waddell! The most talented man in 
the world.

RUBE 
I am the jester. 

Everyone turns to Rube. He waves. Penguin takes a moment. 

PENGUIN
I hope that wasn't a question. 
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RUBE
Indeed. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

Frank and Reginald converse quietly.

REGINALD
Where did it all go? Exactly.

Frank looks around for eavesdroppers. 

FRANK
Columbia Park. Mostly. 

REGINALD
Naturally. And how about player 
contracts? With that many stars. 

Frank shrugs. 

FRANK
Short straw. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Penguin takes the stage.

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - CONTINUOUS

Sofie SHUSHES her husband. 

SOFIE 
It’s starting. 

REGINALD
We’ll talk after. 

Frank nods in agreement. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Penguin STOMPS on the stage, until the crowd falls SILENT. 

PENGUIN
Ladies and gentleman. Tonight we 
travel back to a time of romance 
and adventure.
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INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Actors stand patiently. Mae stares intently at Rube, who 
reciprocates with a blank face. 

MAE
You’re scaring me. Are you sure you 
can handle this? It’s too late to 
back out, but you’re ready. Right? 

No response. 

MAE (CONT'D)
Rube? Hello?

Nothing. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Penguin basks in his fleeting moment at the center of 
attention. Behind him the curtains pull back slowly. 

PENGUIN
Without further ado, I give you The 
Stain of Guilt. 

Penguins exits stage right. The curtains open fully. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER - CONTINUOUS

The crowd APPLAUDS. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/THRONE ROOM SET - CONTINUOUS

Rube stands juggling in front of The King, who sits on a prop 
thrown. Mae, sitting in on a smaller thrown next to The 
King’s, APPLAUDS. Rube performs a backflip. 

MAE 
What a magnificent performance. 
Thou skills are remarkable. 

THE KING
Tell me, jester. Are you the finest 
jester in the land?

A long, SILENT pause. 

THE KING (CONT'D)
Answer me. Are you the finest 
jester in the land? Or not?
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Rube stares back blankly. He looks to Mae for guidance. 

MAE
Indeed. He must be father. 

RUBE
Indeed! I am the finest jester in 
Philadelphia. 

Rube performs another backflip. A mixture of GASPS and 
LAUGHTER erupt from the crowd. Mae’s eyes widen in shock. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/JUST OFFSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Penguin watches the events unfold. 

PENGUIN
In Philadelphia? 

The Bearded Woman joins him. She GIGGLES at what she sees on 
stage. Penguin looks back, surprised to see her. 

BEARDED WOMAN
He’s improvising. 

PENGUIN
What are you doing here? The freak 
show is tomorrow night. 

She points toward the stage. 

BEARDED WOMAN
That’s the real freak show. 

The crowd ROARS with APPLAUSE. 

PENGUIN
They’re applauding. Why? Are they 
enjoying this? That’s not acting. 

BEARDED WOMAN
I don’t think he can read.  

Penguin hides his face. 

MONTAGE 

A) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/THRONE ROOM SET - MINUTES 
LATER. Rube cartwheels off stage. APPLAUSE. 
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B) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/BATTLEFIELD SET - MINUTES 
LATER. Two Knights sword fight. Rube cartwheels onto stage 
and tackles one of them. APPLAUSE. 

C) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - MINUTES LATER. Frank 
and the Skinners burst at the seems with LAUGHTER. 

D) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/JUST OFFSTAGE - MINUTES LATER. 
Penguin fights, but fails to hold in a CHUCKLE. His bearded 
companion doubles over GIGGLING like a maniac. 

END MONTAGE

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/THRONE ROOM SET - NIGHT (MINUTES 
LATER)

The King stands alone with Mae. 

THE KING 
What news doth thou bring me, 
daughter? 

MAE
Dreadful news, father. 

She pulls out a wooden dagger and pretends to stab The King. 
He falls to the floor. She kneels beside him. He extends his 
hand and brushes her cheek. 

THE KING
You too? 

She emulates one final stab. The crowd GASPS. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/DUNGEON SET - NIGHT (MINUTES 
LATER)

Rube stands in a makeshift prison cell. He juggles, as a 
Knight approaches the outside of the cell. 

KNIGHT
Jester. Thou stands accused of 
regicide. The most shameful of 
offenses. How doth thou respond?

Rube shrugs off the accusation. 

RUBE
I’m the Jester! 
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He dances in place. The ROARING crowd gives the Knight a 
moment to improvise. 

KNIGHT
Shame upon you murderous Jester. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/THRONE ROOM SET - NIGHT (MINUTES 
LATER)

A Knight holds Mae at swordpoint. Rube stands with them. 

MAE 
And that is why I murdered my 
father. I am stained with guilt, 
and the stain of guilt seldom 
washes from the soul. 

RUBE
Indeed. 

The crowd ROARS at an unprecedented volume. 

MONTAGE

A) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/JUST OFFSTAGE - CONTINUOUS. Penguin 
pumps his fist like a victorious ball coach. The Bearded 
Woman pats him on the back. 

B) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE/THRONE ROOM SET - CONTINUOUS. 
The curtains close on Rube, Mae, and the Knight. 

C) INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - CONTINUOUS. Frank 
WHISTLES his approval. The Skinners embrace. 

END MONTAGE

INT. NORTHSIDE PARK/BACKSTAGE - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

An overjoyed Rube receives a cold beer from the Bearded 
Woman. He CRACKS it open and finishes it in the blink of an 
eye. The cast avoids Rube like the plague. Penguin approaches 
and pats Rube on the back. 

PENGUIN
You killed out there, Rube. I knew 
you were a star. 

Mae walks over. Visibly displeased. 
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PENGUIN (CONT'D)
What’s wrong Mae? Did Rube steal 
your spotlight? 

She shoots him a dirty glance. 

MAE 
You did great. 

She HUGS Rube. 

MAE (CONT'D)
I just wish we had some reliable 
leadership tonight. 

PENGUIN
Says my usurper. 

RUBE
I think that went great. Did you 
hear that applause? 

Mae puts on a phony smile. 

MAE
How could I miss it? They loved 
you, Rube. 

She turns to Penguin. Her smile shifts to a scowl. 

MAE (CONT'D)
May I speak with you? Privately. 

EXT. NORTHSIDE THEATER - NIGHT (LATER)

Rube stands with the Bearded Woman. He takes a SIP from a 
flask. Frank approaches the pair. Rube takes notice and 
throws the flask behind him.

BEARDED WOMAN
That was mine.

FRANK
Waddell! Hell of a performance. 
That was really something. 

RUBE
Oh? Mr. Newhouse, you were here?

Frank skeptically eyes the Bearded Woman. 

BEARDED WOMAN
I’m going to head out. Good show. 
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She saunters off in the direction the flask was thrown.

FRANK  
That was really something. Did I 
say that already? That was 
exhilarating.  

RUBE
Oh, good. I’m glad you liked it. 

Frank settles himself down. 

FRANK
Connie sent me out to make sure 
everything was on the up and up. 

Rube looks up. Then back to Frank. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Don’t worry. I think this show 
might end up working out for 
everybody.  

RUBE
You think so? 

FRANK
Absolutely. I’ll let Connie know 
your doing good here. You just do 
me a favor. Don’t show up to 
practice in that costume again. 

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE'S OFFICE - DAY

Connie and Frank sit across from each other at Connie’s desk. 

CONNIE 
And you’re certain it won’t effect 
his game? I find that hard to 
believe. 

FRANK
I can’t make any guarantees. 
Especially not regarding Rube, but 
he’s never been much for practicing 
anyway. I don’t see this changing 
anything. Connie, this is a net 
positive. He’ll be the most famous 
player in the league. 

Connie mulls that over. He pulls his pipe and a pouch of 
tobacco from his coat pocket. Frank waits patiently while 
Connie packs the pipe. 
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CONNIE
I trust your judgement. 

Connie LIGHTS a match, IGNITES the tobacco, and smokes. 

FRANK
And the business with Mr. Skinner?

CONNIE
I like it. Good work. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/PENGUIN’S OFFICE - DAY

Rube takes a seat across from Penguin. 

RUBE
Mae said you wanted to see me.

Penguin takes a deep BREATH. 

PENGUIN
I’m sure she did. 

(Beat.)
You did great at the show. Really. 
The people loved you. 

RUBE
You said it yourself. I’m a star. 

PENGUIN
I did say that. See, you did such a 
great job that I’ve decided to move 
you to the Special Show. 

RUBE
The Special Show?

PENGUIN
That’s right. With Guinevere and 
the other unique acts. 

RUBE
Guinevere?

PENGUIN
Your drinking buddy. You know her. 

Penguin pretends to stoke his nonexistent beard. 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
Anyways. Our Animal Tamer went on 
the run from the law, so you’ll be 
filling his slot for us. 

(MORE)
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Now, you had mentioned something 
about wrestling alligators. Was 
that true? 

Rube cracks a toothy smile. Penguin looks disturbed. 

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS’ LOCKER ROOM - DAY

Ossee, Andy, Eddie, John, and a few more players huddle 
together, passing around a flyer. Andy LAUGHS. 

ANDY
This is too good. Two dumb animals 
duking it out. I’ll be in the front 
row. 

JOHN
This can’t be real. Ossee, did you 
know about this?

OSSEE
No. Well, he’s talked about it 
before, but you know how he is. I 
can never tell if he’s serious. 

EDDIE
We’re talking about a guy that runs 
head first into a burning building. 
I’m hardly surprised. 

Frank walks in. 

FRANK
What are you all looking at?

A nervousness falls over the players. 

ANDY
Have a look for yourself. 

Andy waves the flyer at him. Frank comes over and takes it 
from him. Frank looks it over. His eyes widen. 

INSERT IMAGE (FLYER)

An cartoonist’s rendition of a baseball player squaring off 
against an alligator fills the page. It reads, “Rube Waddell 
vs. The King of the Swamp.” 

PENGUIN (CONT'D)
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END INSERT

Frank CRUMBLES the flyer. 

FRANK
Where did you get this?

JOHN
They’re all over town. 

FRANK
Does Connie know?

JOHN
I wouldn't know. 

FRANK 
This is no good. We have to find 
him. Ossee come with me. 

Frank charges out of the room. Ossee trails behind him. 

ANDY 
I don’t see the big deal. Who cares 
if that big goop goes and gets 
himself killed. 

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Ossee catches up with Frank. 

FRANK
Have you seen him today? 

OSSEE
No, sir. I haven't been seeing him 
much lately. He’s been with that 
rich girl. The actress. 

Frank speeds up. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
You think this is real?

FRANK 
I’ve made a horrible mistake. 

He stops on a dime. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Head to his apartment. See if he’s 
there. 
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OSSEE
He was evicted. 

FRANK
Evicted? When did that happen?

Ossee shrugs. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Then go to the bars. Check them 
all. We have to find him. 

EXT. RIVERBANK - DAY

Rube stands at the water’s edge, fishing with a DRUNKEN 
FIREMAN (30s), who appears to have just come from fighting a 
fire. Soot covers both men’s hands. Rube wears a tattered red 
shirt. Several empty beer bottles rest at their feet. 

EXT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKDOOR - NIGHT

Penguin cowers behind the Strongman, who restrains Frank with 
all his might. Frank fights to get past him, but is unable to 
free himself. 

FRANK
Get off me! Let me in there. 

PENGUIN
No guests backstage.

FRANK
Then go get Mr. Skinner. I need to 
speak with him. 

PENGUIN
He’s busy. 

Frank musters enough strength to slip from the Strongman’s 
grip. He charges Penguin and slams him into the wall.  

FRANK
You little rat. You’re going to get 
that boy killed. 

The Strongman spins Frank around and PUNCHES him in the face. 
Frank DROPS. Knocked out cold. 

PENGUIN
Get him away from here. 
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INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER) 

A SWORD SWALLOWER (30s), removes a longsword from his mouth. 
GASPS of pure astonishment come from the CROWD.

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Rube stands with Mae. 

MAE
Are you ready?

Rube nods. 

MAE (CONT'D)
Good. You’re going to do great. 
Plus, I saw the gator. It’s not 
even that big. 

Rube looks disappointed. 

RUBE
It’s not?

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

The Sword Swallower takes a bow. APPLAUSE. He exits stage 
right, passing Penguin, who makes his way to center stage to 
address the crowd. 

PENGUIN
Ladies and gentlemen. Next up, we 
have a very special treat. A 
timeless battle between man and 
beast. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Mae kisses Rube. He BLUSHES. 

MAE
Showtime. I’ll be watching in the 
crowd with my parents. I want you 
to meet them after. 

RUBE
Sure. 
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INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Behind Penguin, four STAGEHANDS (20s), wheel out a caged 
ALLIGATOR. They set down and open the cage. The Alligator 
rushes for freedom. Frightened by the predator, Penguin 
scurries offstage, finishing his speech as he goes. 

PENGUIN
Here we go. I give you tonight’s 
main event. Rube Waddell vs. The 
King of the Swamp. 

Penguin exits. Three of the Stagehands cautiously restrain 
the Gator, while the fourth uses a knife cut a rope off from 
around its snout. They immediately dash offstage. The 
Alligator shows off its teeth and HISSES at the crowd.  

The spectators OOH and AHH at the sight. Rube takes the stage 
holding a rope. They CHEER. The Gator squares up to Rube. 

RUBE
Come here you big ugly lizard!

He charges the Gator head on. The beast widens its jaws, 
preparing to strike. Rube stops five feet away. A bluff 
charge. The Alligator lunges for him. Its jaws SLAM shut. 
Rube sidesteps the attack and dives for its tail. 

He spins it around, jumps on its back, and pins down its 
snout. The gator jerks around, trying to wiggle free. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - CONTINUOUS

Mae and her parents watch with bated breath. 

REGINALD
Now this is entertainment. 

In the row behind them, Ossee, Andy, Eddie, and John watch on 
the edge of their seats. 

ANDY 
Come on, gator. 

Eddie SMACKS Andy. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Rube regains control of the Gator. It HISSES. With one hand 
he holds the jaws shut. The other readies the rope. He 
swiftly ties it and climbs to his feet. 
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The Alligator attempts to flee, but Rube grabs its tail and 
drags it to the cage. A struggle ensues, but he manages to 
push the gator in and latch the cage. He throws his hands in 
the air. Victory. APPLAUSE. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/FRONT ROW - CONTINUOUS

The Skinners CLAP. Behind them, Ossee and John take a 
simultaneous SIGH of relief. Andy looks deflated, as he hands 
Eddie a wad of cash. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACK ROW - CONTINUOUS

Connie gets up from his seat and SILENTLY walks out. 

INT. NORTHSIDE THEATER/BACKSTAGE - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

Everyone swarms around Rube. They fight for a chance to 
congratulate him. Penguin sneaks his way to the center and 
gives Rube a hug. Rube’s right hand drips blood. 

PENGUIN
I can’t believe it! 

Rube breaks loose. He looks at his injured hand. The deep cut 
shows no sign of getting better without treatment. 

STAGEHAND #1 
You’re a monster, Rube!

STRONGMAN
That gator never stood a 
chance.

STAGEHAND #2
That was crazy!

STAGEHAND #3
Hey, you’re bleeding.

Rube escapes from the relentless congratulators. Mae and her 
parents approach. 

MAE
Rube! Come meet my parents. 

She hugs Rube and takes notice of his injury. 

MAE (CONT'D)
Oh, gosh. Let me see that. 

Reginald overzealously SMACKS Rube’s shoulder. 

REGINALD
Hell of fight, soldier. 

Rube puffs out his chest. 
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RUBE
Take it easy. 

MAE
Careful, dad. He’s wounded. 

REGINALD
I’m sorry. I’m all fired up. That 
was a herculean feat. Really 
remarkable. 

Mae takes Rube’s hand and inspects the wound. Reginald 
lightly punches Rube’s arm. Rube stares him down. 

MAE
He’s just a big fan. 

REGINALD
Guilty as charged. 

SOFIE
As am I.  

Rube forces a smile. 

MAE
Let’s get this looked at. 

She chauffeurs him towards the exit. Her parents trail 
closely behind them. Ossee enters. Penguin and the others 
shout their goodbyes. 

OSSEE
Hey, Rube!

PENGUIN
Later, champ!

STAGEHAND #1
See you later, Rube!

STAGEHAND #2
There he goes!

Rube fails to pick out Ossee’s voice over the other SHOUTS 
and general CHATTER. Ossee tries to catch up to Rube. 
Reginald notices and pushes Ossee away. 

REGINALD
Everyone stay back. 

Rube and the Skinners head out the back door. Ossee tries to 
follow them, but Penguin runs up and blocks his path. 

PENGUIN
Who the hell are you? Can you act?
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INT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE’S OFFICE - DAY

Connie sits at his desk. Rube enters the room, ushered in by 
Frank. Bandages cover Rube’s right hand. Frank sports two 
shiners. Two chairs wait for them across from Connie. They 
each take a seat. 

CONNIE
Mr. Waddell. Mr. Newhouse. 

They both respond in a similarly disheveled manner. 

RUBE
Coach.

FRANK
Connie.

CONNIE
I assume that you both know why 
you’re here. 

Rube waves his bandaged hand. Connie takes a deep breath. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Let’s discuss the conditions of 
your last chances. 

An awkward SILENCE follows. Rube and Frank exchange glances. 
Neither is willing to speak first. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
This vaudeville business is 
finished. No more acting. No more 
alligators. No lions. It’s all 
finished. We should all be thankful 
that Mr. Waddell survived this 
whole ordeal.

FRANK
You are absolutely right. 

Connie shoots Frank a look that says, “I did not tell you to 
speak.” Frank sinks into his seat. 

CONNIE
George, I believe your situation 
has changed. You’ve become quite 
the star. I feel the need to 
incentivize you to stick around. Do 
you know what that means?

Rube looks to Frank for the answer. 
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CONNIE (CONT'D)
It means I’m going to pay you more 
money to keep you from taking a 
side gig fighting apex predators. 

Rube perks up. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
You like the sound of that?

RUBE
Sure. Just, how much?

Connie pulls out a pen, scribbles on a notepad, rips of the 
top sheet, folds it, and hands it to Rube. Rube unfolds it 
and takes a look. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
Does this say what I think it does?

Oblivious to the call for discretion, Rube shows the paper to 
Frank, who is taken aback by the number. 

FRANK
That’s a good deal. 

RUBE
I’ll take it. 

CONNIE
Hold on. I have a stipulation. If 
you take that money, you have to 
check in with Frank once a day. On 
road trips, you’ll room with Frank. 
He’ll be there to keep you from 
drinking, disappearing, and 
engaging in any other behavior that 
does not benefit this entire 
organization. 

Frank rolls his eyes. Connie notices.  

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Is there a problem, Frank?

FRANK
No, sir. 

CONNIE
As I was saying, this is a last 
chance for the both of you. You 
need each other. 

Rube throws his arm around Frank, giving him half a hug. 
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RUBE
We can do it. Right, Frank?

FRANK 
Sure. We can do it. Now, Connie. 
You see, I’m just wondering if I’ll 
be receiving a similar pay raise? 

Connie’s cold look puts an end to that line of questioning. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
But either way. 

CONNIE 
Sounds like we have a deal. 

MONTAGE 

A) EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY. Rube stands tall 
on the mound. He winds up and throws a fastball. 

B) INT. RESTAURANT - DAY. Rube and Mae sit together at a 
fancy establishment. They each raise a glass of wine. 

C) INT. HOTEL/HALLWAY - NIGHT. Frank and Rube wrestle over a 
bottle of liquor. Rube wins and runs away. 

D) EXT. FIRE STATION - DAY. Frank drags a drunken Rube away 
from the station while a group of FIREMEN watch. 

E) INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETICS’ LOCKER ROOM - DAY. Rube 
fields questions from three REPORTERS. 

F) INT. STUDIO - NIGHT. Mae watches as a pair of 
PHOTOGRAPHERS take photos of Rube holding a bottle of Coca-
Cola. Their camera flashes POP as he takes a sip. 

END MONTAGE

EXT. BRICK HOUSE - DAY

A team of MOVERS (20s), transport luggage, boxes, and 
furniture into the home. 

INT. BRICK HOUSE/KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Rube and Mae sit at a table. Mae pours a bottle of wine into 
two wine glasses. More Movers work around them. Reginald 
enters the room. 
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REGINALD 
Mae, your mother needs your help 
hanging the portraits in the master 
bedroom. 

Mae looks concerned. 

MAE
She’s hanging them herself?

REGINALD 
No. Of course not. She needs your 
help directing them handymen where 
to hang the portraits. 

MAE
I better go. I don’t want her 
putting that creepy painting of 
grandfather in there. Those eyes.

She quickly exits the kitchen. Rube drinks both glasses of 
wine. Reginald looks around the room, checking out the 
Movers, before locking his eyes on Rube. 

REGINALD
How do you like the place?

RUBE
I like it. Good thing Mae talked me 
into it. Thanks for hiring these 
fellas too. It would have taken me 
forever to move all this stuff. 

REGINALD
No need to thank me, Rube. We’re 
family now. 

Rube does not seem to buy Reginald’s claim. 

REGINALD (CONT'D)
Say, I’ve been hearing you have 
some trouble with the old 
curveball. Why don’t we head out 
back and toss it around a bit? I’ll 
show you how its done. 

RUBE
I didn't know you pitched. 

REGINALD
No. Well, I never really played, 
but I read an article about it 
recently. I think I’ve got the hang 
of hit. 
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He punches Rube in the shoulder. Too hard. Rube’s nostrils 
flare. Reginald fails to see Rube’s frustration. 

RUBE
I don’t think so. I don’t like 
taking no advice from anyone that’s 
not with Mr. Mack. 

Reginald is taken aback by Rube’s refusal. Mae returns to the 
room. Rube grabs the wine bottle and drinks straight from it. 

REGINALD
Can you believe this? The baseball 
player won’t play catch with me. 

Mae takes the bottle from Rube and kisses him. 

MAE 
Go on and play catch with him. 
We’ll have dinner in here by the 
time you finish. 

Rube smiles. He and Reginald exit. 

EXT. BRICK HOUSE - DAY

Glass SHATTERS, as a chair flies out a window. 

SUPER: “TWO YEARS LATER.”

An empty bottle of liquor flies next.

INT. BRICK HOUSE/KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Drunk and enraged, Rube dismantles the kitchen. Mae CRIES in 
the corner. Rube flips the table over. A wooden leg CRACKS 
off. Rube shows no sign of slowing down, as he SCREAMS. 

MAE
Just go!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY (HOURS LATER)

Cy Young stands tall on the mound. He winds up and pitches.
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EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

Ossee swings and misses, as the ball flies across the plate, 
and into the BOSTON CATCHER’s mitt. The UMPIRE pumps his fist 
makes his call.

UMPIRE
Strike three! Out!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY (MINUTES LATE)

Rube nearly loses his balance, but manages to catch himself. 
He winds up and throws. He immediately reels in pain. 

RUBE
No!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - CONTINUOUS

CRACK. The BOSTON BATTER strikes the ball. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK - CONTINUOUS

The ball flies out of the park. The CROWD BOOS as the Boston 
Batter circles the bases. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Rube stretches his throwing arm. He winces. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - DAY (HOURS LATER)

A dozen REPORTERS crowd around Cy Young. He fields questions.

REPORTER #1
Cy, over here!

REPORTER #2
Cy, great game. Quick 
question.

REPORTER #3
Mr. Young!

REPORTER #4
Thoughts on Waddell’s 
performance?

From a distance, Rube watches the frenzy around Cy.  
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INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETIC'S LOCKER ROOM - DAY (MINUTES 
LATER)

Rube walks in. Ossee, Andy, Eddie, John, and the rest of the 
team stand around Connie and Frank. 

CONNIE
We’ll bounce back. Playoffs start 
next week. Treat it like a new 
season. We’ve got a real chance 
this year. You’ve all --

Rube approaches, which distracts Connie.

ANDY 
Not if he’s playing. 

Rube GRUNTS. 

FRANK
Let him finish. 

CONNIE
No. It’s fine. I’m done. You’re all 
dismissed. 

They disperse. Connie walks out in a hurry. Andy puts on his 
straw hat. Frank looks at Rube with pure contempt. 

FRANK
It’s a miracle that either of us 
are still here. 

Frank leaves.

ANDY
Way to go, Rube. 

He walks away. Rube sits on the bench. One after another, the 
players leave, until only Rube and Ossee remain. 

OSSEE
What happened out there? That was 
horrible, man. 

Rube shrugs. 

OSSEE (CONT'D)
You don’t know? Get it together 
man. 

Ossee walks out. 
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RUBE
Got to get it together. 

INT. BRICK HOUSE/ENTRYWAY - NIGHT 

Mae, her parents, and two POLICE MEN (30s), anxiously watch 
the front door. Something BUMPS into the other side. 

MAE
Sounds like him.

Reginald steps forward. The door handle TWISTS. 

REGINALD 
I’ll handle him. 

The door OPENS. Rube, visibly inebriated, walks in. 

RUBE
What the hell’s going on here?

REGINALD
I’m putting an end to your terror. 
This family gave everything to you. 
Look how you’ve repaid us. 

Rube looks to Mae. 

RUBE
What’s he going on about? Why did 
you go talking to him?

MAE
You left me no choice! You’ve 
become dangerous, Rube. 

REGINALD
You are to collect your things and 
leave. These men assure me that 
they will swiftly arrest you, 
should you decide to behave like 
yourself and cause a scene. 

The Police step forward. 

POLICEMAN #1 
You won’t be in any trouble, so 
long as you get your things and 
leave here peacefully. 
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RUBE
What does that mean? You can’t kick 
me out. I’m not going anywhere but 
my bed. 

REGINALD
I told you, boys. Might as well go 
ahead and lock him up like the 
animal he is. 

Rube pushes Reginald. 

REGINALD (CONT'D)
What did I tell you? 

Rube grabs Reginald by the collar and lifts him off the 
ground. Reginald kicks at Rube. Sofie GASPS. 

POLICEMAN #2
Hey, now. 

MAE
Rube! No!

Reginald flails. Rube SLAMS him to the ground. Reginald 
manages to land a right hook on Rube, before the enraged 
drunk unleashes a barrage of uninhibited HAYMAKERS. 
Reginald’s face quickly bloodies. Mae turns away. 

SOFIE 
Stop him!

The Police drag Rube off of Reginald. They struggle to keep 
him constrained. Rube SCREAMS. 

RUBE 
Get off me. 

Reginald gets up on his feet, but immediately falls back 
down. Sofie runs to him. Rube elbows Policeman #1 in the gut. 
He doubles over. Rube slings Policeman #2 in the wall. THUD. 
He sprints out the front door. 

MAE
No!

INT. PHILLY SALOON - NIGHT (HOURS LATER) 

Rube, sporting some fresh battle scars, drinks alone at the 
bar. An ELDERLY BARTENDER (70s), watches Rube with tired 
eyes. He pretends to wash a glass. 

77.



78.

ELDERLY BARTENDER
Last call, pal. We’re closing up.

EXT. PHILLY SALOON - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

The recently wounded Policeman #1 and Policeman #2 stand 
outside the bar. Three more OFFICERS stand behind them. Rube 
walks out. Despite his drunken state, he recognizes the men 
and seems to know exactly what’s coming.  

POLICEMAN #2
We’ve been waiting for you. 

He steps up and viscously WACKS Rube over the head with his 
nightstick. Rube DROPS.

DREAM SEQUENCE:

EXT. WEST SIDE PARK - NIGHT

Madge watches, as Rube and Ossee play catch. Rube throws the 
ball high into the air. It EXPLODES into a raging inferno. 
Rube watches in horror as Ossee and Madge spontaneously 
COMBUST into columns of flames. 

INT. LOG CABIN - DAY

Wood CRACKLES, as flames consume the space. A YOUNG RUBE 
(12), wearing overalls, sporting a bowl cut and a fearful 
expression, falls onto the cabin floor. 

YOUNG MADGE Maguire (12), similarly horrified and dressed for 
farm work, suddenly appears, and calls out to Rube. 

YOUNG MADGE
George!

He runs towards her. She BURSTS into flames. 

EXT. OIL FIELD - DAY 

Black smoke bellows up from a BLAZING oil well and fills the 
red sky. HORSES and FIREMEN flee battle the inferno. Young 
Rube rushes towards the action, until he BURSTS into flames.

END FLASHBACK
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INT. JAIL/JAIL CELL - DAY

Rube sleeps on a bench. A GUARD (40s), obese and disheveled, 
rakes a baton across the outside of the cell’s bars. 

GUARD
Wake up, Waddell. Your bails been 
posted. 

Rube wakes up in a daze. 

RUBE
Leave me alone, jerk. 

GUARD
Did you hear me? You’re getting out 
of here. Get up. 

Rube waves him off. 

INT. JAIL/FRONT LOBBY - DAY (MINUTES LATER)

Frank Newhouse stands alone. A metal door, towards the back 
of the room, swings open. The Guard leads Rube out. 

GUARD
Alright. You are free to go. 

He heads back through the door, shutting it behind him. 

RUBE
Hey, Frank. 

FRANK
Come on. We’re going to see Connie. 

EXT. JAIL - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

Rube and Frank walk out the front door. 

FRANK
I hate that it came to this. 

RUBE 
Sure. Me too. 

Rube wanders away from Frank. 

FRANK
What are you doing? We’re going 
that way. 
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He points in the opposite direction. Rube sprints off. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Hey! 

He takes off in pursuit. Quickly realizing he has no chance 
of catching up, he gives up. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Damn it. 

EXT. CARNIVAL - NIGHT

Rube drunkenly wanders around a carnival. The festivities 
seem to be coming to a close, as the crowd of GUESTS grows 
thinner and thinner. PARENTS pull their children away when 
Rube walks by. 

An EMPLOYEE (20s), a lanky, young man, standing behind a 
booth for the pitching game, calls out to Rube. 

EMPLOYEE
Hey, big fella. Want to come test 
your arm strength? 

EXT. CARNIVAL/PITCHING GAME - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

A group of STREET KIDS (8-12), watch as Rube rockets a 
baseball at a tower of milk bottles. CLINK. CLINK. CLINK. The 
tower collapses. One of the Kids tugs at Rube’s shirt. 

KID #1
Hey, mister. Can I get a toss?

Rube tosses him the ball. He proceeds to reach into his 
pocket, pull out some cash, and toss the money on the table 
in front of him. The Employee scoops up the cash. 

RUBE
Let ‘em play.

Rube saunters off. 

EMPLOYEE
Alright. Everyone can get one 
throw, but that’s all. You aren't 
supposed to be in here without 
tickets. 

The kids CHEER. He goes to reset the milk bottles. 
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EXT. CARNIVAL/SANDWICH BOOTH - NIGHT (MINUTES LATER)

Rube steps up to a booth topped with a sign that reads, 
“Biggest Sandwiches in Philadelphia.” The SANDWICH MAKER 
(40s), a man with a face for making sandwiches, holds his 
hand out to stop Rube in his tracks. 

SANDWICH MAKER
Come on. We’re closing up. 

RUBE
Let me get one. 

SANDWICH MAKER 
Get out of here. You’re drunk.  

Rube reaches across the table and grabs him by the collar. 

RUBE
Make me a sandwich. 

EXT. VICTORIAN HOME - NIGHT (HOURS LATER) 

Rube KNOCKS on the door to Connie’s house. He holds a five 
foot long sandwich under his arm. A moment passes. He KNOCKS 
again. A second later, the door swings open, and Connie Mack 
pokes his head out. 

CONNIE
Waddell? It’s three in the morning. 

RUBE 
Hey, coach. 

Connie comes out and gently closes the door behind him. 

CONNIE
What the hell are you doing here? 

Rube shrugs. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
What is that?

RUBE 
A sandwich. 

CONNIE
A sandwich? 

RUBE
Biggest in Philly. 
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CONNIE
Wonderful. 

Connie takes a seat on the stoop and encourages Rube to do 
the same. He does. 

RUBE
Want some?

CONNIE
No. Thank you, but no. What are you 
doing here? You woke everyone up in 
there. 

RUBE
I’m sorry about that, Mr. Mack. 
Should I go tell everyone I’m 
sorry?

CONNIE
No. That’s alright. 

RUBE
I can. 

CONNIE
Really. No. 

RUBE
Alright... I was just around, so I 
stopped by. 

CONNIE
Interesting timing. I heard you 
gave Mr. Newhouse the slip earlier. 

Rube takes a big bite from the sandwich. Connie waits for his 
reply. Rube responds while CHEWING. 

RUBE
I wanted to say something about 
that. Frank is a good guy. 

CONNIE
Sure. 

RUBE
It’s not his fault he can’t keep up 
with me. He’s just not very quick. 

Connie nods in agreement. 

82.



83.

RUBE (CONT'D)
See, I know you worry about me. I 
know that’s why you make him follow 
me around. Just don’t get mad at 
him. 

CONNIE
I don’t worry about you anymore, 
George. 

RUBE
Really? You think I’m going to be 
alright? 

Connie LAUGHS. 

CONNIE
I wouldn't dare speculate about 
your future. That seems like a 
fools errand. You’ll do what you 
want to do. Regardless of anything 
else. Won’t you?

Rube thinks that over. 

RUBE
I guess so. 

CONNIE
I do still need you, George. 

RUBE
You do?

CONNIE
We’ve got the White Sox next. They 
really struggle against southpaws. 
If we win that, odds are we’ll play 
New York in the World Series. They 
have the same problem. You’ll be 
the difference maker. 

Rube smiles. 

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Are we good here?

RUBE
I think so. 

Connie stands. 
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CONNIE
Finish your sandwich then get out 
of here. 

Connie enters his home, CLOSING and LOCKING the door behind 
him. Rube takes another bite.

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER’S MOUND - DAY

Rube throws heat. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/HOME PLATE - DAY 

A WHITE SOX BATTER swings and misses. The call BELLOWS out 
from the UMPIRE. 

UMPIRE 
Strike three! Out!

INT. COLUMBIA PARK/ATHLETIC'S LOCKER ROOM - DAY (HOURS LATER)

Connie and Frank watch as players celebrate. Rube dances on 
the bench. Ossee and John CLAP along to his moves. Eddie 
calmly smokes a victory cigar. Per usual, Andy watches Rube’s 
antics with disdain. He sets his straw hat on his head. 

RUBE
Give me that. 

Rube snatches the hat off Andy’s head. He puts it on his own. 

ANDY
That does it. 

Andy tries to jump up on the bench. Rube pushes him down. 

RUBE
Look at me. I’m Straw Hat Andy.  

A few player LAUGH at Rube. Andy infuriates. Again, he tries 
to get up on the bench with Rube. Ossee stops him. 

OSSEE
Rube, give that back to him. 

RUBE
Come on, Ossee. It’s a party. We’re 
going to the World Series!
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He tips the straw hat, like a cowboy. Having had enough, Andy 
makes his way onto the bench a throws a right hook. He 
misses, but the act rips Rube out of his celebratory state.  

FRANK 
Settle down over there!

Andy tackles Rube off the bench. 

EDDIE 
Oh!

OSSEE
Knock it off!

Too late. They wrestle for a moment, before getting to their 
feet and exchanging BLOWS like heavyweight boxers. Andy 
KNOCKS the straw hat off Rube’s head. Rube lands a left HOOK 
Ossee tries to pull Rube away. Eddie grabs for Andy. 

CONNIE
Stop it!

Rube KNOCKS Ossee to the ground. Andy breaks away from Eddie 
just long enough to charge at Rube. A horrible mistake. Rube 
delivers a devastating left. SMACK. Andy DROPS. Rube jumps 
atop him and delivers a few more PUNCHES. 

FRANK
Get him off!

CONNIE
That’s enough!

Rube SCREAMS, as Ossee, Eddie, and John rip him away.  

CONNIE (CONT'D)
Get him out of here!

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK - DAY

BOOS come from the CROWD as three New York Giants’ BATTERS 
circle the bases. 

SUPER: “1905 WORLD SERIES.”

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/PITCHER'S MOUND - CONTINUOUS

Eddie Plank sulks on the mound. 
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EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/STANDS - CONTINUOUS

Rube sits in the bleachers amongst a group of rowdy Giants 
FANS. He stares blankly at the field, while those around him 
CHEER and CLAP. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK - CONTINUOUS

The entire GIANTS roster gathers at home plate. They dog pile 
atop the last Batter to touch home plate. 

SUPER: “GIANTS DEFEAT THE ATHLETICS IN FIVE GAMES.”

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/CONNIE'S OFFICE - DAY

Connie sits at his desk, smoking his pipe, and fielding 
questions from a FANCY JOURNALIST (30s), waspy, inquisitive, 
and on Connie’s last nerve. 

FANCY JOURNALIST
And how about Rube Waddell? We 
didn't see him at all in the 
series. Rumor is there was an 
altercation with Andy Coakley? 

CONNIE
I wouldn't characterize it that 
way. There was some roughhousing. 
Not a fight, but Waddell injured 
his shoulder.  

INT. PHILLY SALOON - DAY

Rube sleeps at the bar. The Elderly Bartender SMACKS the 
table, jolting Rube into consciousness. 

EXT. COLUMBIA PARK/BACK GATE - DAY

Frank stands outside the gate like a security guard. Rube 
approaches. Frank holds up his hand, encouraging Rube to stop 
in his tracks. 

FRANK
Hold on, Rube. We need to talk. 

RUBE
Hey, Frank. Sorry I’m late. 
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FRANK
There’s no easy way to say this, so 
I’m just going to come out and say 
it. You’re cut. The team is moving 
on without you. 

Rube mulls over the news. 

RUBE
Where’s Mr. Mack? Did he tell you 
to say that?

FRANK
It was his decision, Rube. 

RUBE
Can I talk to him?

FRANK
No. I don’t think that’s going to 
happen. 

RUBE
Well, can I just come in and say 
goodbye to everyone?

FRANK
No. I’ve been told not to let you 
through the gate. 

The stare at each other. Frank postures for self defense. 

RUBE
Alright. 

He looks around, unsure of what to do. 

RUBE (CONT'D)
So, I should just leave?

FRANK
I think that would be for the best. 

RUBE
Alright. See you late. 

He walks off the way he came. 
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EXT. KENTUCKY FARMHOUSE/FRONT PORCH - DAY

Rube, now thoroughly out of shape, sits on a rocking chair, 
drinking a beer, with his THIRD WIFE (20s), similarly past 
her prime, dejected, and unfit. THUNDER rumbles for a distant 
storm cloud. Rube looks out into the yard. 

Aside from a long dirt road running parallel to the house, 
nothing man made disturbs the natural scenery. 

SUPER: “KENTUCKY.”

SUPER: “1914.”

Rube stands up. 

RUBE
Do you hear that?

THIRD WIFE
Hear what? 

Another THUNDERCLAP.   

THIRD WIFE (CONT'D)
That storm?

RUBE
Not that. 

EXT. KENTUCKY FARMHOUSE/YARD - CONTINUOUS

A distant SIREN becomes audible. Rube walks off the porch and 
into the yard. The SIREN grows louder, as a fire engine 
barrels down the road towards the house. It slows down near 
the home. It’s tires kick up dust, as it comes to a stop. 

Rube approaches the vehicle. A FIREMAN (30s), opens the 
driver’s door. 

RUBE
You boys need some help?

FIREMAN
Yes, sir. A dam burst in the next 
town over. It’s already flooding. 
We need all the able bodies men we 
can get. 
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EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY (MINUTES LATE)

The fire engine barrels towards the heart of the storm. 
Lightning dances across the sky. Rube hangs of the back of 
the vehicle with an enormous smile. THUNDER. 

MONTAGE 

A) INT. STORE - DAY. Flood water seeps into the store and 
pools across the floor.

B) EXT. KENTUCKY RIVERBANK - DAY (HOURS LATER). RAIN beats 
the ground, as Rube, a team of FIREMEN, and a group of 
VOLUNTEERS stack sandbags to block the rising water. 

C) INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT (HOURS LATER). Water rises halfway 
up the walls. Furniture floats across the room. Rube wades 
through the room carrying a frightened DOG. 

D) EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT. Rube carries a SENIOR CITIZEN (80s), 
soaking wet and sickly, through knee high water. 

E) EXT. SKY - NIGHT. Lightning cracks across the night sky, 
illuminating the massive storm clouds. THUNDER. 

F) EXT. KENTUCKY RIVERBANK - NIGHT (HOURS LATER). Rube stacks 
sandbags. THUNDER. Rube collapses. 

END MONTAGE

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Rube lays in a hospital bed. A NURSE (30s), a plain looking 
woman, wearing scrubs, checks Rube’s temperature. His Third 
Wife sits next to the bed. The nurse removes a thermometer 

NURSE
Your temperature is still high. How 
are you feeling?

RUBE
I’m alright. 

He COUGHS. 

NURSE
Well, like I said, pneumonia can be 
tough. We’ll keep you here for at 
least another night. If you have 
any questions, let me know.  

An OFF DUTY FIREMAN (30s), a tall man, wearing his uniform, 
enters the room. He looks to Rube with tired eyes.  
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OFF DUTY FIREMAN
There’s the hero. 

Rube smiles. 

RUBE
Hey. 

OFF DUTY FIREMAN
I wanted to come thank you on 
behalf of the entire department. 
You saved people’s lives last 
night. 

He approaches Rube’s bed. They shake hands. Rube COUGHS. 

SUPER: “GEORGE “RUBE” WADDELL PASSED AWAY ON APRIL 1ST, 
1914.” 

Rube and the Fireman share a LAUGH. 

CONNIE (V.O.)
On that day, The Colorful Life of 
Rube Waddell came to an end. 

FADE OUT.

SUPER: “WADDELL WAS INDUCTED INTO THE NATIONAL BASEBALL HALL 
OF FAME IN 1946.”

SUPER: “CONNIE MACK WENT ON TO WIN THREE WORLD SERIES 
CHAMPIONSHIPS WITH THE PHILADELPHIA ATHLETICS. HE WAS 
INDUCTED INTO THE NATIONAL BASEBALL HALL OF FAME IN 1937.”

FADE TO BLACK.
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