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INT. CAR- DAY 1

SAM (mid-20s) pulls in to their parking spot. They get a
calendar notification about baseball practice in 10 minutes.
They sigh and swipe it away. They turn off their car and grab
their things.

INT. APARTMENT- DAY

Sam limps into their apartment wearing a knee brace.

Sam's friend, CHARLIE (mid-20s), is sitting on the couch
reading a book.

Charlie looks up at Sam.

CHARLIE
How was 1it?

SAM
It was alright. Doctor says I'm gaining
a bit more movement in my knee, but it's
still a long road to recovery.

CHARLIE
Well that's good. Right?

SAM
Yeah. I guess so.

Sam takes a deep breath and walks towards the couch.

CHARLIE
I drove past the baseball fields earlier
today.

SAM
Yeah?

Sam sits on the couch.

CHARLIE
They had a sign looking for volunteer
coaches. They need three for a
tournament on Friday, but they only have
two. I guess one of the coaches bailed
last minute or something. You should
sign up for it.

SAM
Me? You think?

CHARLIE
Yeah why not?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

SAM
I'm a baseball player, Charlie. Baseball
players play baseball, not coach.

CHARLIE
Well I don't know if you knew or not,
but you're not really in a position to
play much baseball.

SAM
But I will be. Soon.

Sam gets up to grab a blanket.

They take a step with their injured leg and they have a
sudden burst of pain.

Charlie helps Sam sit on the couch.

Sam grabs a pillow and elevates their injured leg on the
coffee table.

CHARLIE

(sigh)
Ever since the injury I can tell you've
been dying to get back out there. But,
you can't wait until you're better
because the reality of the situation is
that we don't if or when that will
happen.

(beat)
Am I wrong?

SAM
No. You're not wrong.

CHARLIE
Then why the frown?

SAM
I just...

SAM (CONT'D)
I don't think that I can be of much help
to anyone in my... current state.

Sam gestures to their leg.

Charlie frowns.

CHARLIE
Why would you say that? You can be of so
much help.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2)
SAM
Well, not really. I can barely even
walk, let alone play baseball.

Charlie stands up.

CHARLIE
Come here. I wanna show you something.

Charlie gestures for Sam to come along and walks out of the
living room. Sam follows suit.

INT. BATHROOM- CONTINUOUS

Charlie positions Sam in front of the mirror.

CHARLIE
Look.

SAM
(confused)
What? My hair?
Sam adjusts their hair.
CHARLIE
(laughing)
No, silly. It's you.

SAM
I don't get it.

CHARLIE
Look closer.

Sam walks closer to the mirror. Sam looks at their face for a
second and then looks at Charlie with a perplexed and
concerned look.

SAM
Are you feeling okay?

CHARLIE
Yes, I'm fine.

Charlie points to Sam's head.

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Look!

Sam looks into the mirror again.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Your injury didn't affect your brain.
You still have all your baseball
knowledge in there somewhere.

SAM
So? What are you suggesting?

CHARLIE
I'm suggesting that you go out there and
coach some baseball. You don't need to
play baseball to give advice or to
motivate.

SAM
I'm just not ready for this part of my
life to be over.

CHARLIE
It's not over. You're just starting the
next chapter. Instead of playing
baseball, you'll be raising the next
generation of baseball players.

Sam sits in silence for a second. They look back and forth
between Charlie, their knee, and the mirror.

SAM
Alright. I'll do it.

Charlie jumps up and down, cheering.

SAM (CONT'D)
But don't think this is anything

permanent.

CHARLIE
Yeah, yeah, yeah. That's what they all
say.

Charlie skips out of the bathroom.

CHARLIE (CONT'D)
Oh you're gonna love it!

Sam lets out a chuckle.

SAM
(to themself in the
mirror)
Coach Sam.
(beat)
Hmm. Has a nice ring to it.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2)
Sam stares at themself in the mirror.
CHARLIE (0.S.)
Come on, Coach Sam. You gotta start
training.

Sam snaps out of it.

SAM
(to Charlie)
Training?

CHARLIE (0.S.)
Yeah. Watching film. No rest for the
injured, as they say.

Sam laughs to themself and leaves the bathroom.

INT. LIVING ROOM- CONTINUOUS

Sam sits down on the couch next to Charlie. Charlie has a
baseball game on TV. Sam gets a text.

SAM
Looks like I made the right choice.

Sam reads from their phone.

SAM (CONT'D)
'Sorry Sam. Since you haven't been to
practice in a while we had to cut you
from the team. I hope you understand.
Wish you all the best in your recovery.-
Coach'

Sam shows the text the Charlie.

CHARLIE
Oh, Sam. I'm soO sorry.

Charlie puts their hand on Sam's shoulder.
SAM
Hey, that's okay. I guess it's just time
to move onto to the next chapter. Right?
Charlie nods.
SAM (CONT'D)

What was the phone number for the team
that needed a coach?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

CHARLIE

I took a picture of the sign. Let me
check.

Charlie takes out their phone and shows Sam the picture.
Sam dials. They take a deep breath.

SAM
(on the phone)
Hi. I saw your sign looking for a new
coach for your tournament on Friday. I'd
like to apply for the position if it's
still available.

FADE TO BLACK.



