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EXT. PEGGY'S COVE - DUSK

The bus pulls up to the edge of a peninsula. A red and white 
lighthouse towers over the group. Its red lamp is lit and 
circles the space, illuminating both the white-capped waves 
and the soaked group of players. The surf crashes against the 
coast.

Coach RICHARD TURNER (50's) - ex-athlete's build - and the 
team file off the bus and approach the lighthouse. When they 
reach it, Richard motions for them to stop.

RICHARD
What's next is simple but 
important. I don't give a damn 
about what you've done. I don't 
care about your tapes or your 
Youtube fan videos. All I'm going 
to care about is what you show me 
from now until the end of camp, or 
until you're cut. Now, this lovely 
structure has fifty five feet of 
stairs that I want all of you to 
get familiar with. When you reach 
the top, take off any team gear 
you're wearing, and throw it into 
the ocean. 

This is met with confusion but Richard silences any critics. 

RICHARD
Oh, and whoever's last to the top 
is cut. On my whistle.

Richard enters the lighthouse and before long peers out from 
it's precipice.

The players crowd around the door, jockeying for position.

JASON (18) - a 6'4" mountain - finds JIMMY (20) - temperament 
of a chocolate lab - in the crowd. They don't see Aaron.

RICHARD
Ready! And!

He exhales into the whistle. They run.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - SAME

The staircase winds in a tight spiral that makes flat out 
speed impossible. 

Jason muscles his way past a slower player and rounds the 
bend.
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Next he sees Jimmy struggling to pass a man built like a 
bowling ball. Jimmy slips, but Jason grabs him before he can 
fall. 

Together they outflank the bowling ball and continue. 

Richard watches the first players reach the top. They fling 
their hoodies and jackets through the open lookout. 
Illuminated by flashes of red.

Jason and Jimmy near the summit. They struggle to get around 
an increasing number of fallen bodies in their path.

Then they see the source of the carnage.

One rotation up, they see the man in the BOSTON JACKET. He 
swings wildly at Aaron as he tries to pass. 

They keep their distance for as long as they can but the 
others are catching up.

The Bostonian swings and Jason moves out of his way just in 
time.

Jimmy tries the same but has no luck. The man stumbles. Jason 
seizes the opportunity. 

JASON
Jimmy! Sub him!

Jimmy doesn't think twice. He charges and ducks just as Jason 
throws every last pound he has into the hit. 

The Bostonian falls sideways, then flips over Jimmy's lowered 
back.

But collides with Aaron.

They keep climbing, but the thud they hear is proof enough 
that they're in the clear. They don't realize Aaron was a 
part of the hit.

Jason rounds the last corner, hops onto the platform, pulls 
off his sweater and hurls it over the edge.

It falls, floats, and is engulfed by the sea.

The ring of balcony at the top of the lighthouse is full of 
players now.

Jason and Jimmy can't find Aaron. They watch the stairs
waiting to see who will emerge.

Nothing, nothing, until...
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Aaron.

He overcomes the top steps, drags himself to the edge and 
hurls his hat over.

The Bostonian enters. Richard shakes his head. The Bostonian 
descends in disgust.

The red lantern whips around the group, each face illuminated 
for a split second. Soaked, bloodied, focused.

Richard studies each of them.

RICHARD
You look like hockey players. Maybe 
that's as close as the resemblance 
gets. We'll see tomorrow.

He dismisses them with a nod.

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE - NIGHT

The players file out of the building towards the BUS. Jimmy 
puts an exhausted arm around Aaron. Jason looks up. Richard 
still stands at the top, looking down on them.

Waves flop the discarded shirts, hats and hoodies against the 
shore.


