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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 heard 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 PAPER BOY (12), strains his voice, making his 
presence known to a flock of PEDESTRIANS. 

PAPER BOY 
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. 

PAPER BOY (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. 

PAPER BOY (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 TO BLACK.
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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. 
He 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 preforms 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, Rube. 

In the background, the Announcer franticly 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. CITY 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 housefire, 
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)

9.



10.

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. 
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