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INT. DARKENED GYM - NIGHT

A basketball BOUNCES in the otherwise silent gym. BOUNCES 
again. Basketball shoes SQUEAK. VICTOR breaks into a run O/S 
and enters the court at full speed.

NARRATOR
I recruited him. I'd seen him play.

Victor puts up a shot. SWOOSH. Didn't even touch the rim.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
Averaged a double-double.

Victor spins, faking the imaginary opponents out of their 
shoes.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
Role model on and off the court.

SILENCE as Victor takes to the air, his arm fully extended 
for a one-handed dunk. Cameras FLASH in the darkness.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
The ultimate team player. Made the 
winning difference for my team.

And then something changed.

CLANK. The ball hits the front of the rim and Victor falls 
back, unsuccessful.

Victor shakes it off and stands back up, transported to...

EXT. INNER CITY BASKETBALL COURT - NIGHT

An outdoor court. A light rain covers the court. The 
Narrator's tone changes from reading career highlights to 
reading one of Aesop's fables.

NARRATOR
Something--something got under his 
skin. It consumed him.

Another shot. This one doesn't touch the rim either, but it 
doesn't go through the net either.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
He tried. I'll give him credit for 
that.

Victor tries a spin move. The ball bounces off his foot and 
rolls away.



NARRATOR (CONT'D)
But it was a new rush, a new thrill 
for him. He was hooked.
 

The basketball rolls to a small pair of feet. The BOY 
attached to them picks it up. He makes eye contact with 
Victor.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
His focus was gone. Winning was no 
longer his priority.

The boy dribbles the basketball once. Twice. A third time.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
The team player was gone. Wasn't 
willing to invest. Wasn't a winner, 
quite frankly.

The boy walks to the top of the key, still dribbling. He 
dribbles past Victor easily and puts up a shot, banking it 
in.

NARRATOR (CONT'D)
He could've played pro overseas. He 
was good enough. But he made his 
choice, and there isn't any going 
back.

The boy checks the ball with Victor. After two dribbles, the 
boy steals the ball back, putting up another shot,and as the 
ball sails through the air, it transforms into...

INT. CLASSROOM - MORNING

...A crumpled ball of paper, gliding right into the trash 
can. The students in the classroom break out in cheers.

VICTOR
Nice shot! Who's next?

Victor takes the ball of paper out of the otherwise empty 
trash can and holds it out until a girl takes it from his 
hands. She starts to shoot.

VICTOR (CONT'D)
Wait. You've got to deliver first. 

She overexaggerates a sigh.



VICTOR (CONT'D)
Three times nine.

She counts it out on her fingers. A big smile spreads across 
her face.

GIRL
Twenty-seven.

Victor nods and presents the basket to her, like Vanna White 
turning over the letter W, but in a more manly way.

Victor leans back in his chair. On the blackboard above his 
head: "BE A MAN. TEACH."

FADE TO BLACK.


