
EXT. YANKEES SPRING TRAINING CAMP- TAMPA, FL.- DAY 

The Yankees brass are watching William field some self- pitched 

ground balls at third base. He's effortlessly collecting them 

one by one, and tossing over to first. There are 4-5 reporters 

sitting in the stands jotting in note pads and on laptops. The 

manager PHIL TAYLOR whispers to the coach that is hitting the 

balls to Will. 

PHIL 

Yank one down the line. 

The coach nods and proceeds to fire a shot right at the third 

base bag. Will reacts like a pinstriped panther, springing and 

diving headlong toward the small round projectile, his glove 

cutting off its path with a decisive "thwap". He scrambles to 

his feet and fires a laser shot across the diamond to the first 

baseman. The team claps and offers up waytogoes and attaboys 

all around. 

PHIL (CONT'D) 

All right let's grab some bats. 

After a few of his team mates take their turn, William is next 

to bat. Batting coach AL GIANFRANCA is with him. He's old, 

Italian, tough, and grouchy. But he loves baseball and the guys 

who play. 

AL 

Now listen. Just relax up there. No 

one is expecting much from you right 

away. This isn't so much a tryout as 

an experiment to see how your 

recovery is going. From your 

fielding, I'd say pretty friggin' 

good. But hitting...take your time. 

I'm no psychology doctor but I 

imagine you got some emotional shit 

still going on up there in your 

cranium after that hit you took. See 

how it feels first time back in the 

box. Take it slow. It will be fine. 

WILLIAM 

What was I batting back then, Coach? 

AL 



Two eleven. 

WILLIAM 

Can't get much worse than that right? 

PHIL 

DOBBS! Ok kid, you are up. 

William smiles at Al who smiles and shakes his head and gives 

him a friendly smack. 

AL 

Friggin' kids... 

William steps up to the plate. He takes a moment to settle in 

and get comfortable. Everyone is watching and hoping. William 

indicates that he is ready with a nod to the pitcher, who winds 

and delivers.  

Something happens.  

We see the delivery from William's perspective- the ball is 

slow, large, looming. A 90 MPH lightning bolt reduced to a gently 

tossed beach ball.  William can see the rotation of the ball, 

the path it has taken, and will take. He can read the brand name 

and logo as if it were in his hand.  We can count the rotations 

along with William, and see the angles of the laces. We see a 

telling bluish glint in William's eye.  The ball is now within 

striking range. It's like hitting a golf ball with a tennis 

racket. The ball park is not nearly large enough to contain the 

force of Will Dobbs' mighty return. All heads follow the soaring 

arc of the balls path. The reporters are standing, too stunned 

to write. The team is  silent as the ball settles to rest on 

the ground far past the left field fence. A swell of cheers 

grows. All eyes are on William. 

WILLIAM 

Maybe I should get beaned more often. 

The team laughs and cheers. 

PHIL 

All right, back to it. Richie give him 

another. 

The pitcher delivers. Same result. A deafening crack sends 

another ball into oblivion. The team goes crazy. William is 

happy, a bit shocked and exhilarated.  He's not sure what's 



going on- but he likes it. The team is laughing and dancing and 

celebrating. Yankee Owner TED BEASLEY addresses them from a seat 

in the stands. 

TED 

Ok all right everyone relax. William 

ate his Wheeties in the off season. 

Back to work. 

The pitcher delivers. Once again, William effortlessly knocks 

it far over the wall. The guys are laughing and hooting in 

amazement. Phil, now with a serious look, nods to the pitcher 

to go again. He does. The ball leaves the yard again. Phil nods 

again. Another pitch, another homer. William just stares in 

disbelief. The team's exhilaration turns to stunned amazement 

then silent confusion. The reporters, who have now left the 

stands and are at field level are in a state of amazements as 

well. They start frantically writing in their note pads. Some 

have their phones out. STAN GREENWOLD from the POST breaks the 

silence. 

STAN 

What. The. Fuu.. 

AL 

(to the reporters) 

All right, outta here! You guys! Time 

to go! 

STAN 

Wait, you can't... 

AL 

The hell I can't. Get out! 

He starts grabbing the braver and/or slower of the reporters 

by the collars and hauling them off the field.  

STAN 

Hey! You can't...Have you ever heard 

of the Bill of Rights? Freedom of the 

press?! The US Constitution?! 

AL 

I don't know about the Constitution 

but you are going to have a hell of 

a case of constipation trying to get 



my foot out of your ass if you don't 

get it out of here, right now! 

The reporters scurry off to their cars. 

STAN 

We are going to find out. We will find 

out what's going on here! 

AL 

Get out you little geeks! 

Yankees Owner Ted has left his seat and joins his Manager Phil 

on the field. He nods to Phil and makes a motion to the bull 

pen area where the pitchers are practicing. Phil nods an 

affirmative response. 

PHIL 

Hanson! Get over here. 

The manager calls the ace of the team, ZACH HANSON, over to pitch 

to William. An assistant brings a basket of 15 balls to him. 

Hanson sets, winds and delivers. 14 times. 14 balls are launched 

out of the park. Hanson picks up the last one and instead of 

pitching it, throws it to the ground and storms off. William 

and the team stand silently, not sure what to do. 

PHIL (CONT'D) 

Nobody fucking tells anyone- got it? 

 


