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INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - EVENING

Crofton, Maryland. Three middle-aged men sit in the

bleachers of a gym, watching a high school basketball game.

The high school is obviously attended by students from

upper-class families. Everything is shiny and new and the

best that money can buy.

The three men relax with the easiness of old friends who

haven’t seen each other in a while.

SHAWN is a muscular man in expensive--but not

flashy--clothing. His dark hair and olive skin give

testament to his Italian heritage.

TY is a paunchy man. One of those guys that you know has

lived a hard life and has the battle wounds to show for

it. His flaming red hair and smattering of freckles across

nose and cheeks sets him apart from the other two men.

PURVIS is a trim man. While his two companions lean back in

the bleachers, he sits slightly forward, like he wants to

run out onto the court.

SHAWN

God, I can’t believe we were ever

that young.

TY

We were never that young.

PURVIS

Oh, shut it, Ty. Hell, I wish that

I was that young again.

TY

What are you talking about? I bet

we could still outplay any three of

these little punks.

SHAWN

I don’t know, Ty. I’m not sure you

could even run the court once, let

alone for an entire game.

TY

Fine. But I don’t think I would

have to run. We would intimidate

them right off the court. We were

STP, man. The Tri-Captains. The

best players this school has ever

seen.
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PURVIS

I’ve coached players here that

could have given us a run for our

money.

TY

Can’t even let me have my memories.

PURVIS

you can have all the memories you

want. When you remember it

correctly.

SHAWN

Cranky old man.

PURVIS

Shut up and watch the game.

As the three men watch a player sprinting down the court,

the player morphs into 1977’s Ty. Shawn, Ty, and Purvis,

the tri-captains of the team, are all on the court playing

basketball as their teenage selves.

Ty runs the ball all the way down the court, cuts through

the crowd of players around the basket, and scores a quick 2

points with a jump shot just as the buzzer sounds.

The game is over. The tri-captain’s team is running around

whooping and jumping on each other. After a bit, they file

off the court and into the locker room.

INT. LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT

The Hounds are jumping around in the locker room,

celebrating.

COACH

Okay, guys. Gather ’round over

here. Come on, get over here.

The players stop cheering and gather around the coach.

COACH

Great job out there tonight. Ten

in a row!

Shouts and cheers erupt from the players.

COACH

All right, all right. Now, this is

the last regular season game for

(MORE)
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COACH (cont’d)

our three team captains and senior

players. Ty, Shawn, Purvis, you

guys were excellent tonight.

The players cheer the three captains.

COACH

These three are going on to bigger

and better things. But first we

have to win state!

The sounds of the players cheering is deafening in the

locker room.

COACH

Hit the showers! And get plenty of

rest tonight. Practice at noon

tomorrow.

Groans from the players, but still not enough bad news to

kill their spirits. They move into the showers, laughing,

grabbing asses, and snapping each other with towels.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Shawn, Ty, and Purvis walk out of the high school together.

Shawn is 6 foot 3--a muscular young man with arms as thick

as some people’s thighs. Ty is stocky and stands at 5 feet

9. He is the quickest of the Tri-Captains. Purvis is in

the middle at an even 6 feet. His white-blond hair shows his

Nordic heritage. He is lean and athletic, but

strong. Their cars are all parked next to each

other. Shawn stops by his white Civic RS.

PURVIS

Thirty-four points, Ty? Couldn’t

you have left some for the rest of

us?

TY

What? It’s not like you can make a

shot to save your life.

PURVIS

You’re crazy. I’d stomp you in two

pointers any day.

TY

You’re dreaming. Besides, three

pointers are where it’s at. Even

Shawn can make two pointers.
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SHAWN

Both of you are full of it. If you

didn’t have me blocking shots, it

wouldn’t matter which of you could

score more points.

PURVIS

(to Ty)

I didn’t know someone could get

their head that far up their ass.

SHAWN

I’m about to put my foot up yours.

TY

Don’t scare him like that. Anyway,

you guys coming to the party at

Mike’s tonight?

Purvis nods his head.

SHAWN

You know it.

TY

Mike’s brother got him a couple of

kegs.

PURVIS

I heard some girls from St. Mary’s

were going to be there.

TY

Like you’d even know what to do

with a girl.

SHAWN

Let’s get goin’, guys. I’m gonna

go change. Check ya later.

Shawn gets into his car. Ty and Purvis go to their red 1973

Pontiac GTO and black 3-door Datsun B-120, respectively. Ty

squeals his tires as all three drive away.

INT. MIKE’S PARTY - NIGHT

It’s a pretty typical high school party. Lots of people,

loud music, and plastic cups. People are standing around in

groups and sitting together in chairs and on couches.

Shawn walks in.
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MIKE

Hey, the star himself. It’s about

time you showed up. Purvis has

been here about twenty minutes

already.

SHAWN

Ty showed up yet?

MIKE

Not yet.

SHAWN

Surprise, surprise.

MIKE

That guy spends more time in front

of a mirror than a girl. He might

as well just date himself.

SHAWN

I think he would, but he’s got

commitment issues.

Who else is here?

MIKE

Look around. You’ve got eyes. Go

wander. Beer’s in back. Find

yourself a girl or six. I gotta

get back to the music.

SHAWN

Alright.

Mike heads back to the stereo. Shawn moves through the

crowd and into the backyard.


