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COLD OPEN

INT. BASEBALL STADIUM - VARIOUS - DAWN 

Turn-of-the-century architecture sits empty like a famous old 
ship. The sun rises, illuminating all the historical glory. 

Painted red American steel. Grandiose archways fit for the 
1893 Chicago World’s Fair. A REFRESHMENTS STAND with stacked 
buckets marked “NACHO CHEESE.” It’s all very Field of Dreams. 

A SUPER SERIOUS VOICE full of wistful wisdom narrates.  

SUPER SERIOUS VOICE (V.O.)
In the beginning there was wind and 
chaos...

We float into the MEN’S RESTROOM. All old concrete and pipes 
culminating in this holy sanctum’s main attraction: a wall-
length STEEL URINAL, looking like something cows eat from.    

Made of 100-year-old American metal. This aged, communal 
latrine is known as THE PISS TROUGHS.    

SUPER SERIOUS VOICE (V.O.)
Then came baseball.

The CRACK of a line drive sends us into

INT. STADIUM - STANDS - NIGHT GAME - PRESENT

Fans of all types do The Wave. It feels like nature, drifting 
over professional stadium usher SLUGGER (30s, super serious, 
Latino). A samurai soul whose duty is crowd management.

His armor: a straw boater hat, sweater vest, and crisp polo 
tucked into khakis. His goatee, sharp as a katana.

Slugger clocks The Wave’s journey around Sierra Madre 
Stadium, home to the MLB’s oldest team, THE PROSPECTORS. It 
is the kind of ballpark night that makes old men weep. 

The Wave peters out. Slugger speaks into his shoulder RADIO. 

SLUGGER
Beautiful, huh BETO? Makes Aurora 
Borealis look like God smeared dog 
feces all over the night sky.

A voice crackles back.  



BETO (O.S.)
I mean, it’s whatever ay.

INT. STADIUM - OTHER PART OF STANDS - SAME

BETO, (40s, Calm. Latino. Waist-length braid). This Sancho 
Panza to Slugger’s Quixote scopes his own seating area. 

SLUGGER (O.S.)
Beto The Wave is not “whatever.” It 
is a coming together. It is hope.

SLUGGER/BETO INTERCUT

Slugger takes a deep, relaxing breath. He’s at peace. 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Smell that? That’s the smell of 
heritage.

BETO
(sniffing)

Smells like hot dog burps to me.

Slugger continues scanning the crowd like he’s Secret Service 
during an assassination attempt. 

SLUGGER
There you go again with that 
negative attitude. Do you know how 
many people would kill to be in 
your shoes? Thousands- 

BETO 
Is that a thousand people killing a 
thousand other people? Or do the 
thousand people gotta kill just me?

SLUGGER
It’s a expression Beto. Point is-

Something in Slugger’s sights cuts his diatribe short. His 
face hardens at the atrocity unfolding before him:   

A BASEBALL FAN secretly inflates a BEACH BALL. Slugger’s in 
motion, barking into his shoulder RADIO. 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Look alive men, I got eyes on a 
Puffer in Sector 7... 

Slugger weaves closer toward the beach ball offender. 
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SLUGGER (CONT’D)
I repeat, Puffer in Sector 7. 

The stonery white-dude voice of a COWORKER pipes up. 

COWORKER (O.S.)
Uh wait you say stuff just now?

SLUGGER
Dammit Jeremy “uh” yes I did. Get 
your weed-filled head out of your 
shit-filled ass. 

BETO (O.S.)
Dang that beach ball winds up on 
the field we’ll be here all night.

SLUGGER
Oh ye have little faith. Only place 
that ball is winding up is the 
garbage. Or possibly recycling bin. 
Now everyone kindly please shut it-    

Slugger slaps on a pair of fingerless gloves. Velcro secure, 
he zeroes in on his beach ball target.   

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
I got some ushering to do.  

OTHER COWORKER (O.S.)
Shit twenty bucks says Slugger 
chokes.  

COWORKER (O.S.)
Man make it fifty.  

Slugger finger-tests the wind, approaching the culprit..

SLUGGER
Kiss your bus money goodbye then 
boys cuz this shark’s out for blood. 

The Fan’s done puffing up the BALL. Locks eyes with Slugger. 

A STANDOFF: Slugger shakes his head “No.” 

The Fan nods his head “Yes.” Slugger’s eyes go wide.

The Fan swats the Beach Ball and the surrounding crowd roars 
like denizens of a gladiator death match. A savage game of 
keep-away has begun. Slugger keeps his eyes on the prize.  

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Easy girl, come to papa.
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It’s Slugger versus the CROWD, a BEAST of many swatting 
hands. The ball whips this way, then that. Slugger sidesteps, 
spins, hops over railings. The Crowd Beast taunts him.  

The BALL sails right over his head. He leaps, arms grasping. 
His shirt untucks, his belly dips out. The BALL grazes his 
fingertips. He lands hard and falls back onto his butt.  

Phones are out, The Crowd Beast growing rabid: “OOOH...” 

COWORKER (O.S.)
Oh, I’m eating good tonight.

SLUGGER
That’s right laugh it up.  

BETO (O.S.)
Focus Slugger. 

Disoriented, Slugger stands but has lost sight of the BALL. 
The Crowd Beast envelopes him. He scans left, then right. 
Nothing. A fan in SUNGLASSES screams in his face. 

A scene of chaos worse than Saigon.

Reflected in the fan’s SUNGLASSES, Slugger sees the BALL 
growing larger behind him about to tag him in the back of his 
head. He whirls around, the beach ball speeding at his FACE.

RED, WHITE, YELLOW, BLUE - POOM! It smacks with force. 
Slugger stumbles. The Crowd Beast laughs its loudest at the 
alleged victory over Slugger’s dignity. 

OTHER COWORKER (O.S.)
(mocking)

Nice catch there Slugger!

It looks like a defeat for Slugger, until one by one the 
smiles of The Crowd Beast fade. Beto clocks the dying mayhem.

The Baseball Fan who started all this now looks confused: the 
beach ball appears stuck to Slugger’s face. Beto smiles in 
knowing approval, then belts a two-finger whistle.    

Inside Slugger’s TEETH is the skin of the Beach Ball. Air 
escapes through the punctures. Slugger rips the Beach Ball 
from his jaws. The torn patch in his mouth like an enemy’s 
throat. The Crowd Beast boos, but to Slugger they sound like 
cheers.

END COLD OPEN

THE  STADIUM  USHER
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ACT ONE

SUPERIMPOSE OVER BLACK:

“Long is the way and hard, that out of Hell leads up to 
light.”                 

-John Milton, Paradise Lost

FADE IN:

INT. STADIUM - HALLWAYS - LATER 

Janitors sweep up the empty aftermath. Food workers head out. 

INT. STADIUM - MEN’S BATHROOM - SAME 

Slugger and Beto use the almighty Piss Troughs from the 
opening, like this is a daily routine. 

BETO
Estas loco? Home base. It’s 
definitely home base. 

SLUGGER
Sure that’s the obvious answer, but 
you ask me what the true beating 
heart of this Stadium is, I say 
we’re whizzing into it.

BETO
The Piss Troughs?

Slugger taps his nose in affirmation. They move to the sinks.

SLUGGER
Since the dawn of baseball these 
wise sequoias have welcomed fans 
and legends alike, asking nothing 
in return. Unsung heroes. Much like 
us stadium ushers.     

BETO
Didn’t a child fall in these once 
and have to get a spinal tap?

SLUGGER
Indeed. And still, here they stand. 
Humble, defiled and completely 
vital to America’s favorite 
pastime. Also like us stadium 
ushers.    
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A stall FLUSHES and a RICH OLD MAN (80s, fragile) hobbles 
out. He wears a collector’s item of a BASEBALL CAP and full 
1950’s era BASEBALL UNIFORM. Slugger clocks the man’s World 
Series RING.    

OLD MAN
Your pal here’s right. Fellas like 
you deserve better. Much better.

With shaky hands, The Old Man produces a BUSINESS CARD, 
scrawls a phone number on it and hands it to Slugger. He 
takes it with extreme reverence. 

SLUGGER
You’re Gil Pulsifer. Owner of the 
Sierra Madre Prospectors.   

OLD MAN
Me? No, I’m just the bat boy. Be 
nice to own the team though. A 
teenager sure can dream.

Slugger looks puzzled. The Old Man nods at the CARD. 

OLD MAN (CONT’D)
Mr. Terwilliger’s looking for a few 
good pepperbellies to scrub down the 
dugout spittoons. “Get me a couple 
of brownies I can trust” he says. 
That there’s the line to the owner’s 
office if you’re interested.   

SLugger and Beto are gobsmacked at the old-timey racism.

BETO
I think he’s having an episode. Hey 
old man are you having an episode?

OLD MAN
Why if I’m an old man then Cubby 
O’Brien and Elinore Donahue must be 
as dusty as a pair of pharaohs.    

Beto and Slugger stare back blankly. Footsteps approach 
accompanied by a woman’s voice. 

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Gil? Grandpa Gil are you in there? 
If anyone else is there I’m coming 
in and I have mace. The kind they 
use on walruses... 

The expensively casual ANNALISE (30s, direct) enters covering 
her nose. 
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ANNALISE
Grandpa Gil what are you wearing?   

OLD MAN
(to Slugger and Beto)

Yowza this chippy is hot to trot. 

ANNALISE
No I’m ANNALISE. Your daughter in-
law? 

(to Slugger and Beto)
He didn’t give you money did he? 

They both shake their heads “No” like little kids. Annalise 
looks around for the first time, eyeing The Piss Troughs. 

ANNALISE (CONT’D)
Gross. Come on Grandpa Gil. 

She leads him out, her voice trailing out into the HALLs. 

ANNALISE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
What are you wearing? You know the 
folks from the home were coming...   

EXT. STADIUM - HALLS - CONTINUOUS

Slugger and Beto watch Annalise lead Grandpa Gil past her 
Hispanic NANNY who holds their baby.   

ANNALISE
Look who decided to play dress up. 
Hello? Robbie?

Standing by some RETIREMENT HOME ATTENDANTS is Gil’s adult 
son ROBBIE (40s, doughy, Annalise’s husband). He doesn’t look 
up from his smartphone. 

ROBBIE
Hey ya pop. 

The attendants seat his father in a wheelchair. Slugger and 
Beto watch as the old man is wheeled away. 

BETO
The human mind. Always one gene 
away from shitting the bed. 

SLUGGER
If Gil Pulsifer is retiring, then 
who’s taking over the Stadium?
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INT. SLUGGER'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - LATER

Slugger eats an oven pizza, surrounded by a sad amount of 
baseball memorabilia. Slugger empties a bottle of Tapatio hot 
sauce on his pizza.

A SPORTSCASTER on TV drones.

SPORTSCASTER
ROBBIE Pulsifer, son of baseball 
legend Gil Pulsifer has taken over 
as new owner of the Sierra Madre 
Prospectors. His father leaves 
behind a storied legacy...  

SCREEN: ROBBIE holds up a JERSEY like a spoiled kid.

Slugger looks concerned. 

EXT. SLUGGER'S APARTMENT - BACKYARD - MORNING

In usher gear, Slugger exits through his unkempt yard of the 
shared DUPLEX. 

His upstairs NEIGHBOR (50s, nosy) sits on his balcony 
shamelessly clipping his toenails as Slugger ignores the 
neighbor’s presence. 

NEIGHBOR
Incredible! Five years as duplex 
neighbors and still no “hello.”  

Slugger sighs, turns around. 

SLUGGER
I can hear you vacuum and your 
toenails end up in my backyard. 
We’re not exactly blood relatives.    

NEIGHBOR
Don’t know what I expected from a 
man who lets his land go fallow. 

The Neighbor gestures to the unmowed, wild backyard connected 
to Slugger’s lower unit. 

NEIGHBOR (CONT’D)
Up here? Tomatoes, a hammock. 
Little Buddha water-feature. It’s 
nourishing. Down there: death.

SLUGGER
Congrats on your salad temple.
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NEIGHBOR
It’s sad really. Shows me you got 
no ambition. No legacy.  

This statement stops Slugger in his tracks. 

SLUGGER
My work is my legacy. I make 
America’s greatest pastime happen. 

NEIGHBOR
Nope. Try again.

SLUGGER
Oh like you got a legacy?

NEIGHBOR
My kids: teachers, doctors. All 
fixing the world. My youngest is 
this close to curing diabetes. 
That’s what you call a legacy. Not 
playing hall monitor to a bunch of 
sweaty drunks.  

SLUGGER
Good day to you too Toshi. 

Slugger walks off. 

INT. STADIUM - HALLS - PREGAME - DAY

Slugger and Beto walk through the slowly filling halls.   

SLUGGER
Like I don’t know the reason I was 
put on this Earth. From a guy in 
shorts so short his balls are always 
dangling above my head like 
mistletoe. 

BETO 
One, that’s a hell of a image, and 
Two, for a thing to be a legacy you 
have to face, like, big ass 
challenges.

SLUGGER
What do you call the time I smelled 
liquor on the breath of the team 
mascot and told his supervisor?

BETO
Wasn’t he let go like a week later?
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SLUGGER
He sure was. I hear he has a 
podcast now about fringe politics.  

BETO
So you were put on this Earth to 
drive a sick man into the shadows?

SLUGGER
I stopped those teens in the 
nosebleeds from chucking hot sauce 
packets down at the granny who kept 
flashing outfielders. 

Beto gives him a look like “come on.” 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Fine Cesar Chavez what’s your legacy?

BETO
Easy. My death metal band, Creamed 
Corpse. Singing the praises of our 
dark lord is my life’s work-

SLUGGER
Well how good for you. What?

Beto sees IT before Slugger does: the entrance to Slugger’s 
favorite RESTROOM (the one with The Piss Troughs) now walled 
over by a construction PARTITION with the words “Pardon Our 
Dust! New Toilets Coming Soon!”  

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Is this someone’s idea of a sick 
joke?

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. STADIUM - MEETING ROOM - LATER

Lights are down in a staff meeting. Slugger and coworkers 
watch a projected informational VIDEO on a big screen.

SCREEN: 3-D model of a flashy Dubai-level Sports Complex, 
with no trace of the current historic STADIUM. 

BRITISH NARRATOR
...complete with luxury resort, 
shopping center, and five-star 
dining. Come 2019 you’ll be root, 
root, rooting for the Sierra Madre 
Sportsplex. Brought to you by T-
Mobile and Chase Bank. 

The lights come up. A nebbish SUPERVISOR takes the lectern as 
a “talking points” flyer is distributed through the rows of 
employees, all members of the customer service ecosystem.  

Slugger glares. The SCREEN changes to read: “Stadium Patron 
FAQ” 

SUPERVISOR
In your hands is what we can and 
can’t say about the changes that 
will be taking place here. 

SLUGGER
Here’s a “patron FAQ”: who does 
this “Robbie” guy think he is? His 
dad takes ill, and all of sudden 
it’s open season on a beloved 
historical institution? 

SUPERVISOR
Did a patron actually ask you that?

SLUGGER
Hell no. But I’ll tell you one 
thing. We the people of Sierra 
Madre Stadium are not going to 
stand idly by while some interloper 
turns our heritage into a goddamn 
Decepticon. Right everybody?

One person coughs.

SUPERVISOR
Would you like me to file an 
official grievance? 
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SLUGGER
No thanks boss. I’ll do it myself.

Slugger heads for the door. Beto exits after. 

EXT. STADIUM - HALLS - MOMENTS LATER

Slugger storms toward a VIP ELEVATOR, Beto following.   

BETO
Dude all this for architecture? 

SLUGGER
I wish this was about architecture - 
which make no mistake the amount of 
Irish that died building the 
Stadium is astounding. And Chinese. 
This is about the death of culture. 

BETO
Or the birth of a new one. One with 
a three-story P.F. Chang’s. 

 The elevator SECURITY GUARD stops Slugger. 

SECURITY GUARD
Ain’t allowed past this point.

Slugger flashes the Old Man’s shabby business card.  

SLUGGER
Official stadium business. 

SECURITY GUARD
Whatever trash can you fished that 
out of it ain’t getting you past 
me. 

(nodding past Slugger)
Sup Beto.   

BETO
Sup L.

SLUGGER
I have to speak to the new owner. 
It’s an emergency.

SECURITY GUARD
What you running low on those silly 
ass Buster Keaton hats? 

A few BUSINESS MEN flash badges. Guard nods them through.
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BETO
(to Slugger)

Come on, let’s let him do his job.

Slugger gets in the Guard’s face. 

SLUGGER
You tell the men upstairs there’s a 
revolution coming.  

The Security Guard gets right back in Slugger’s face.

SECURITY GUARD
I’ll believe it when I see it. 

INT. STADIUM - OWNER’S BOX - LATER

The most famous of all Owner’s Boxes, part-1950’s era luxury 
suite, part-museum of priceless baseball memorabilia. Old 
baseball bats mounted to walls, cleats in display boxes. 

Annalise balances on a stool inspecting an ORNATE scale-MODEL 
of the Stadium the size of a large cake. It sits atop a 
liquor BAR under oil paintings of former team owners, like 
kings of yore.   

ANNALISE
Babe there’s so much old stuff in 
here. 

She blows dust off it the miniature Stadium, a perfect 
replica of the current one under threat of renovation. The 
Nanny bounces their baby in the background as Robbie has his 
feet up on his new desk. 

The new stadium owner alternates between placating his wife 
and TEXTING with a Mystery Person.   

ROBBIE
(to Annalise)

Just a sec babe. Developers won’t 
leave me alone.   

We see his PHONE SCREEN.

ROBBIE (TEXT) (CONT’D)
The Gold Mine. I’ll be in disguise.

Robbie moves his feet and knocks a few expensive items off 
the desk. Doesn’t bother picking them up.  

13.



ANNALISE (O.S.)
This junk’s going to clash with our 
Bali-theme. Don’t you think? 

ROBBIE
Totally babe.

His phone buzzes a response back. 

MYSTERY DATE (TEXT)
Kinky. Excited to celebrate your 
promotion ;) 

Annalise gets down and comes out from behind the bar.  

ANNALISE
It’s so Rat Pack in here.   

Robbie pockets his phone and sweeps Annalise off her feet

ROBBIE
Yeah?  

ANNALISE
Yeah. 

They kiss and it turns sloppy. The Nanny looks at her feet. 

ANNALISE (CONT’D)
Babe, you’re embarrassing Gloria. 

ROBBIE
Hey, she can always join in. 

ANNALISE
Babe, you’re so bad. 

ROBBIE
What do you say Gloria? 

Gloria turns beet-red. Robbie sets down Annalise. She 
gestures to the portraits of former Stadium Owners.

ANNALISE
Babe just think one day our little 
Tayden will be looking at your 
portrait up there. His daddy’s 
legacy.

ROBBIE
Yeah and all those dinosaurs will 
finally see what true vision is. 

Robbie’s phone buzzes and she wanders off. Robbie checks it.  
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ANNALISE (O.S.)
Everyone wants a piece of Robbie P.

MYSTERY DATE (TEXT)
The Gold Mine, 9pm. Here’s what 
I’ll be wearing...

SCREEN: Photo from the neck down of a FEMALE in LINGERIE. 

INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT

The Gold Mine. Warmly-lit MINE-SHAFT theme. Lanterns, wood. 
Slugger and Beto in a BOOTH. Slugger’s on his phone, gripping 
the BUSINESS CARD way too intently. 

Beto screws around on his own phone. Slugger’s call goes to 
voice mail.  

DESK VOICEMAIL
You got the desk of Robbie P. 
Thanks for your patience during 
this exciting time. Ciao! [BEEP]

Slugger ends call and flings Business Card. 

SLUGGER
Already digging in his slimy 
tendrils. 

BETO
Hey look-it this app makes you 
sound like that one fool from Saw 
IX.   

Beto speaks into his phone. It sounds LOW and GARBLED.

BETO (CONT’D)
“I want to play a game...” 

SLUGGER
Beto, Jigsaw wasn’t a “fool” he was 
a master manipulator. I’m in a 
state of crisis over here and 
you’re downloading funny apps - aw 
shit what’s your sister doing here?  

Beto’s vegan sister MARISOL (20s, cooler than you) rushes 
toward them, with a tote full of books.  

BETO
(with murder-voice app)

I invited her. 
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SLUGGER
If her vegan ass starts lecturing 
me about chicken fingers I’m gone. 

BETO
She has a degree in- what’s it 
called Marisol?

Marisol dumps her books on the table. 

MARISOL
Historical preservation law. 

(clocks Slugger’s food)
You know those chickens suffered.   

BETO
Thought she could help see if 
there’s a way to save the stadium. 

MARISOL
There’s not. Too much money 
involved: The City, The League.

SLUGGER
Cool, great meeting.  

MARISOL
But, I found something that’ll blow 
your tiny minds. I’m talking once 
in a lifetime discovery. Like nuts-

Slugger handles a book titled Myths, Legends, and Folklore. 
There’s a mystical weight. 

Marisol leans in, serious. The lantern-light gives her 
presence a supernatural gravity.  

MARISOL (CONT’D)
In this trade you hear stories, mostly 
bullcrap. But this. This is the real 
deal.   

Marisol grabs the book and slams it open to a certain page. 
Heading reads: The Treasure of Sierra Madre Stadium.   

There’s a spread on the Stadium’s construction a century ago. 
A side-cut graphic of the STADIUM shows a secret tunnel 
network leading to an underground chamber full of TREASURE.

Slugger eyes the information suspicious yet slightly 
hypnotized. 

MARISOL (CONT’D)
Treasure! Legit buried treasure. 
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BETO
No way...

SLUGGER
(shakes himself out of it)

Poor gullible Marisol. I’m afraid 
you’ve fallen for sports history’s 
most persistent hoax.  

MARISOL
By all means. I only have a degree 
in this stuff. 

SLUGGER
Gladly. When the Stadium was first 
built workers found some haunted 
tunnels leading to cursed Spanish 
gold stolen from the natives, the 
precise location of which was lost 
to history blah blah blah. Right?

MARISOL
Half-right. 

She spins her LAPTOP around, cued to an outdated WEBSITE. 
Visitor Counter, lame animations etc.  

SCREEN: A blog post titled “My Uncle and The Golden Curse.”

SLUGGER
What a professional website. Ooh 17 
whole visitors! 

MARISOL
Shut up and prepare to be wrong. 
This guy’s uncle was part of the 
crew that found the tunnels.   

SCREEN: A blanketed old NATIVE MAN addresses the camera. 
Ceremonial drums play. Behind him, a log-cabin background. 

NATIVE MAN
...S.I. Haverbrook, the man who 
built the stadium believed in 
Victorian Spiritualism and 
Mesmerism. So when his workers 
warned him about the curse lurking 
within the tunnels, he heeded their 
wisdom and sealed the entrance. But 
it was too late.

SLUGGER
Cool cool very believable so far.
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MARISOL/BETO.
Shhh!

NATIVE MAN
Haverbrook began acting strange. 
Talking to himself. Not eating. 
Some say it was madness, but the 
workers feared it was the curse. 
The possessed man ordered clues 
built into the stadium. Passages to 
the underworld which he documented 
meticulously in a green book, a 
book that to this day resides 
somewhere in the Stadiu- 

The video cuts out with an unearthly SHRIEK. 

BETO
Orale.

SLUGGER
Big wow, indigenous peoples are 
great at the oral tradition. 
Probably pulled that out his ass. 

Marisol slides over a PHOTO from Sports Illustrated (1950) of 
the Old Owner Gil Pulsifer in his OWNER’S BOX looking dapper 
and young, a BOOKCASE behind him. 

She hovers her PHONE SCREEN over the BOOKCASE. 

MARISOL
Yeah?

Zooms in like a magnifying glass to reveal a GREEN BOOK. 

SLUGGER
You found a old photo of a green 
book. Quick Beto call NatGeo! 

MARISOL
This one’s from last week.

She shows another PHOTO. It’s New Owner Robbie Pulsifer, 
recreating his dad’s pose with none of the class or poise. 
Marisol zooms, and BAM - same GREEN BOOK. 

BETO
(excited, socks Slugger)

Dude! Dude! 

Slugger winces, still unimpressed. 
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MARISOL
Don’t know about you guys, but I’m 
damn curious what’s in that book.

SLUGGER
Count me out. If these truly are 
the last days of my beloved 
stadium, I’d rather spend this time 
reflecting on its majesty, not 
rummaging through its guts like 
some back-alley cadaver thief.

(beat)
Besides, you got about as much 
chance getting in that Owner’s Box 
as the Whidbey Loggers do of 
winning the pennant. 

Marisol stares back blank. 

BETO
They’re a bad team. 

MARISOL
Ah. Well, suit yourself then. More 
treasure for us.  

Marisol and Beto clink glasses. Slugger doesn’t return Beto’s 
excited smile. 

EXT. DIVE BAR - SIDEWALK - LATER

Beto waves goodbye to his sister far off. Slugger broods. 

BETO
Los Goonies represent! 

Marisol throws up a peace sign disappearing around the 
corner. 

MARISOL
You know it bro.

Beto turns to Slugger, who has his hands in his pockets.  

SLUGGER
Dammit left my keys.  

Slugger moves to go back in as Beto stops him. 

BETO
Hey. Señor Mopes-A-Lot remember all 
that shit you talked about legacy? 

(MORE)
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What if the reason you were put on 
Earth was to find this treasure?  

SLUGGER
(shoves past)

The stadium is the treasure.  

INT. DIVE BAR - BOOTH - MOMENTS LATER 

A WAITRESS cleans their booth. Hands Slugger his KEYS (with 
baseball key chain). 

WAITRESS
Psychic.  

SLUGGER
Thanks. 

Slugger turns back around and smacks right into a curly-
haired DUDE in sunglasses, spilling BEER on the two of them.  

DUDE
Jesus watch where you’re going.   

SLUGGER
Sorry. 

DUDE
Yeah sorry doesn’t pay the dry 
cleaning bill...

The Dude moves past him to the BAR, where an Escort awaits.  

WAITRESS
(nodding to the lady)

Her Tuesday. 

Something about The Dude draws Slugger closer. The Dude gifts 
The Escort a GREETING CARD. She opens it, approves of what’s 
inside, and leads her date past Slugger to the door.

A nearby TELEVISION plays the day’s sport’s news.      
SCREEN: Robbie P. and FAMILY waving from The Owner’s Box. 

The Dude looks EXACTLY like Robbie P. only in disguise. A 
light bulb explodes in Slugger’s head and he grips his PHONE.

EXT. DIVE BAR - SIDEWALK - MOMENTS LATER

Slugger bursts out and scans the area seeing Robbie and his 
date enter a LYFT. Slugger tries snapping a pic but fumbles 
his phone and it crashes apart. The Lyft leaves. 

BETO (CONT'D)
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He runs through TRAFFIC reassembling his phone, barely 
reaching his motorcycle. The Lyft turns. Slugger PEELS out.

EXT. CITY - ROAD - SLUGGER’S MOTORCYCLE - SAME

Slugger tails them, negotiating traffic. Horns honk, drivers 
curse. He stays on them into the OUTSKIRTS of town, stopping 
near an aqua MOTEL made of NEON ILLUMINATED BUNGALOWS.

Slugger kills his engine and parks in the shadows. The couple 
exits the car, and head toward a designated bungalow. 

EXT. MOTEL - BUNGALOWS - GROUNDS  

The Escort playfully removes Robbie’s sunglasses and WIG. He 
chases after and - SNAP! Slugger, now hiding behind some 
CARS, photographs the moment. Robbie looks toward the NOISE.

SLUGGER
(to self)

You messed with the wrong stadium 
usher, “Robbie P.” 

Slugger checks his pic. Very incriminating and unmistakable. 
The LIGHT from his PHONE attracts a passing NIGHT MANAGER.  

NIGHT MANAGER
Hey! You better not be that guy 
whose been beating off on my 
guest’s tires!

Slugger’s like “WTF” - when a flashlight BEAM lands near him. 
Robbie looks over. Slugger squeezes under a CAR. Faster 
footsteps. The Escort pulls Robbie inside. Closer footsteps.

The flashlight dances after Slugger, who barely crawls out 
the other side and slinks off. The Night Manager is left 
alone in the parking lot, baffled. 

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - PARKING LOT - LATER

Slugger parks. The SOUND of a landline RINGS... 

INT. LIQUOR STORE - ELECTRONICS AISLE - CONTINUOUS

Slugger selects a pay-by-the-month PHONE. 

21.



DESK VOICEMAIL (V.O.)
You got the desk of Robbie P. 
Thanks for your patience during 
this exciting time. Ciao! [BEEP]

Meanwhile at the REGISTER, Slugger slams down cash for the 
BURNER PHONE like a winning poker hand. 

INT. STADIUM - ROBBIE’S OFFICE - DAY

Robbie’s on his DESK PHONE, staring at his mobile screen. 

SCREEN: The illicit Escort pics. 

ROBBIE
You’re absolutely crazy. No way I’m 
stopping development. 

INT. SLUGGER'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - SAME

Slugger’s under an official Prospector’s blanket, with his 
phone on SPEAKER. From the screen we see he’s using the Saw 
IX Jigsaw Voice-Altering App that Beto showed him earlier. 

SLUGGER 
(garbled voice)

Guess little Robbie P.’s getting 
his ass tossed to the wolves then.  

SLUGGER/ROBBIE - INTERCUT

ROBBIE
No. Wait. 

SLUGGER
That’s right. Time you recognized 
you’re dealing with a master-

A vacuum NOISE above Slugger’s room drowns out his voice. 

ROBBIE
A what? A Mapper? 

SLUGGER
A MASTER. You’re dealing with-  

The vacuum NOISE gets louder. Slugger flings off his blanket, 
and goes inside his CLOSET.

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Master, master, master! You’re 
dealing with a master. Damn.
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ROBBIE
Clearly.  

SLUGGER
Hey I know sarcasm when I hear it. 

ROBBIE
Fine. Deal. I’ll call off the plans 
for development. 

SLUGGER
And?

ROBBIE
And start be reopening those gross 
old urinals to show I’m serious... 

SLUGGER
The Piss-Troughs! And they’re not 
gross, they’re the beating heart of 
the stadium. Do this and your 
secret is safe.  

Line goes dead. Robbie slams the desk phone in it’s cradle. 
Then does so several more times. 

ROBBIE
Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit!

Robbie looks wild-eyed and desperate. Like a cornered animal.

INT. SLUGGER'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME

He emerges from the CLOSET, victorious. His voice is normal.

SLUGGER (V.O.)
Immediate are the acts of God...

INT. STADIUM - HALLS - MENS RESTROOM - CONTINUOUS

Workers remove the CONSTRUCTION partition. Slugger leans 
against a pillar, offering a smug salute as they leave. 

SLUGGER (V.O.)
...more swift than time or motion.

INT. INDIAN CASINO - FLOOR - NIGHT

Cigarette-stenched neon bummer. Robbie, frazzled sits with a 
expensive looking SATCHEL at the KENO bar, on a phone call. 
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ROBBIE
No Mr. Abibi nevermind my 
announcement I still wish to do 
business. I just have to review 
plans. Of course I trust you. 

Robbie notices he has gum stuck to his dress shoe, and leans 
down with a napkin to clean it off. 

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
Just give me a few days to review-

Robbie lays eyes on the COWBOY BOOTS of someone who just took 
a seat beside him. 

Robbie’s eyes travel up to the owner of said boots: a white-
haired MAN (60s, maybe the devil) in a Stetson with a 
dangling turquoise earring. 

He smiles a wolfish grin revealing a gold tooth. Slot machine 
lights make it look like he’s got actual fire inside his 
eyeballs. 

This man is THE FIXER. He clocks Robbie’s unease. 

THE FIXER
Easy pilgrim I won’t bite. Not 
enough meat on you. 

(beat)
Now tell me about this problem of 
yours. 

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. INDIAN CASINO - FLOOR - NIGHT - LATER

The Bartender pours The Fixer a tequila. Robbie speaks up. 

ROBBIE
Vodka tonic on the rocks-

The Bartender walks off, ignoring Robbie. 

THE FIXER
Ain’t your folk here son. This 
here’s the underworld. 

ROBBIE
What’s that make you?  

THE FIXER
The Devil. Or an angel, depending 
on who’s paying. 

Robbie shoves over the SATCHEL. The Fixer looks at the insane 
amount of CASH inside.  

ROBBIE
So what now?  

THE FIXER
Now, is the part where I tell you 
what I tell everyone before 
unleashing the forces of Hell: come 
clean. Easier for everyone.    

ROBBIE
Sure I’ll just let my wife divorce 
me for half my empire.

THE FIXER
Son I been at this awhile and I’ll 
tell you true, it’s revenge you’re 
after. Not matrimony. Heck your wet 
little pee-wee proved that. 

ROBBIE
Listen asshole- 

The Fixer brandishes a huge hunting knife. Robbie freezes. 
The Bartender glances back, continues about her work. 
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THE FIXER 
(referring to his knife)

This here’s Bess and she’s been at 
this awhile too. My one and only.

Robbie’s eyes scan from Bess The Knife to a necklace with a 
HUMAN EAR around The Fixer’s neck. 

THE FIXER (CONT’D)
So: someone don’t want you 
building. Business rival. Maybe one 
of them history hippies. But then 
you got them old toilets.

ROBBIE
“The Piss-Troughs.” 

The Fixer slaps his knee and chuckles. 

THE FIXER
That tells me it’s a regular. A 
fan. Employee. Now I ain’t keen on 
hunting in a haystack of fans so 
we’ll start with your workers.  

ROBBIE
Great what do you need? Social 
Security numbers? Addresses? 

THE FIXER
Shoot no. We have ourselves a work 
party. Show them how much Robbie P. 
appreciates the common man.       

ROBBIE
A party? For those assholes?

THE FIXER
Sure. Shake hands with Joe Stadium 
Worker. Anyone seems squirmy, we 
know where to start digging. 

The Fixer flashes his gold tooth and stands with the satchel. 

THE FIXER (CONT’D)
Now where’d you say you met that 
soiled dove?

INT. STADIUM - EMPLOYEE BREAK ROOM - DAY

Coffee. Microwaves. Slugger rolls up all cocky, inserting 
himself in a convo involving Beto and some coworkers.
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SLUGGER
Y’all talking about the bathrooms?   

COWORKER
No.

SLUGGER
First he’s renovating, then he’s 
not. Make up your mind “Robbie P.”  

BETO
Guess dude had a change of heart. 
I’m happy for you man I know how 
much those piss troughs meant to 
you. 

OTHER COWORKER
(sarcastic)

Yeah those urinals are the real 
“beating heart” of this stadium.   

The room chuckles.

SLUGGER
Well maybe to some people they are. 
Maybe someone pointed that out to 
Robbie P’s big dumb face and now he 
knows who really runs things around 
here. 

Everyone looks at him weird. 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Hypothetically.  

SUPERVISOR (O.S.)
Well you can ask him yourselves. 

The Supervisor comes through, and fixes a FLYER to the 
bulletin board. It reads: “Employee Appreciation Party in the 
Owner’s Box. Meet Robbie Pulsifer!” 

SUPERVISOR (CONT’D)
And attendance is mandatory. Mr. 
Pulsifer feels it’ll create a real 
“workplace community” if he knows 
each and every one you by name.  

Beto’s on his phone. 

BETO
Oh man Marisol’s gonna love this. 

Slugger’s face drains of blood.
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SLUGGER
Beto I’ve made a terrible mistake.

INT. DIVE BAR - LATER

Slugger sits across Beto and Marisol in a booth.  

SLUGGER
It was a crime of passion. I was 
intoxicated by the power. Please 
let me go with you guys.

MARISOL
I’m about to intoxicate his ass 
with my foot. 

(to Slugger)
My one ticket to an amazing 
discovery, and you go and put the 
House on red alert? Do you have any 
idea how hard it is for a woman of 
color to distinguish herself in the 
field of treasure hunting? It’s 
almost unheard of! It would’ve been 
ME, that one chick from the 
Uncharted spinoff, and Dora the 
goddamn EXPLORER. That’s it!       

SLUGGER
I know, I know but if I skip this 
work party it’ll make me look more 
suspect.  

Beto looks down at his beer. 

MARISOL
And have your marked-ass stinking 
up our spot with that shady guilt? 
Hell no.   

SLUGGER
Fine then. Ditch me and I’ll draw 
attention to your book heist.  

MARISOL
YOU OILY LITTLE SNAKE!

Patrons seated at the BAR gawk at this outburst. A white-
haired COWBOY (The Fixer), specifically catches Beto’s eye.   

SLUGGER
Okay you’re right, that’s low even 
for a wretch like me. 

(MORE)
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I just - you go through life 
watching people get theirs. You 
tell yourself “my time is coming,” 
then you say, “at least I’m part of 
something bigger.” Pretend it’s all 
good. Then someone like Robbie P. 
comes along and takes away your 
last shred of purpose, and rubs it 
in your face. That you’re not part 
of anything. You’re at the bottom 
and They’re at the top, and that’s 
how it’s always been, and always 
will be. I guess if I look deep in 
my own heart that’s why- 

A full glass of BEER soaks his face, courtesy of Marisol. 
Beto on the other hand seems moved. 

BETO
Bro you don’t got to get all Tupac. 
It ain’t you against the world. 

SLUGGER
Who knows. Maybe this is the reason 
I was put on this Earth. To lose.  

MARISOL
Apparently. 

BETO
Mari if Slugger is a target then at 
worst he’ll draw attention off you.

SLUGGER
That’s true, he’s right. 

MARISOL
Ugh. Fine. Screw this up for me 
though, and you’re prison fish.

BETO
(to Slugger)

That’s as nice as you’re gonna get.

SLUGGER
Thank you. Everyone make peace with 
your loved ones and keep your head 
on a swivel. Because we’re headed 
into the belly of the beast. 

Slugger locks eyes with Marisol. 

SLUGGER (CONT'D)
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EXT. ROBBIE'S MANSION - NIGHT

A remote swank hillside home.

INT. ROBBIE’S MANSION - ENTRY WAY 

Annalise comes in the door carrying a box of raw jewelry 
supplies, talking on the her phone.  

ANNALISE
The orders go out Friday, Diego.

She spots Robbie’s keys, sunglasses, and PHONE on a table.

ANNALISE (CONT’D)
I’ll call you back.

INT. ROBBIE'S MANSION - BATHROOM - SAME

Robbie’s on the toilet, thousand yard stare. He’s snapped out 
of it, overhearing his wife arrive home. 

INT. ROBBIE'S MANSION - ENTRY WAY - SAME

Annalise looks around, the coast is clear. She explores the 
PHONE’s contents. Her face drops at what she sees. The toilet 
flushes. Robbie pads down.  

ROBBIE
Yo Babe-

Annalise stares back tearful. The Nanny glares up at him, 
shielding his baby from the drama.   

INT. STADIUM - HALLS - NIGHT

The night of the Employee Party. Slugger, Beto, and Marisol 
walk in their party gear. Beto looks sleek, pony-tail bound 
nice. Marisol is fly too. Slugger’s style is more Staples 
Manager. 

SLUGGER
All things considered I got to say 
I’m still pretty jazzed to finally 
check out the Owner’s Box.  

MARISOL
Keep it in your pants fan boy.

The SOUND of a JACKHAMMER grows louder. Slugger races ahead. 

30.



BETO
Oh no.

INT. STADIUM - MENS RESTROOM - SAME

Robbie in a crooked party hat JACKHAMMERS the Piss Troughs 
out of the wall. The STEEL URINALS drop in a cloud of dust. 
Just as Slugger arrives in the doorway.  

ROBBIE
Ocupado!

Robbie shoves past. Marisol and Beto catch up, Marisol 
displays a video on her phone.

SCREEN: A flashy Sports Show, displaying the Escort pics. 

SPORTS HOST
...Pulsifer shocked fans with the 
disclosure of an extra-marital 
affair in a now famous Twitter 
rant...   

BETO
Motherfucker pulled a Sia. He 
leaked the photos himself. 

MARISOL
...just like Sia. There goes your 
leverage.

Slugger stumbles to the fallen urinals. Drops to his knees 
like a war vet looking at his best friend’s guts. 

SLUGGER
What did that monster do to you?

By the VIP ELEVATORS leading to the PARTY Beto clocks The 
Fixer observing each entrant scrupulously. His fiery eyes 
burn into Beto.  

BETO
Get out here and hi-five me.

SLUGGER
I...I can’t. 

BETO
That guy was at the bar. Do it.

SLUGGER
(to Piss Troughs)

Good night, sweet prince. 
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The Fixer watches Slugger emerge from the RESTROOM, and hi-
five Beto. The Fixer walks off toward the party. 

INT. OWNER'S BOX - EMPLOYEE PARTY - MOMENTS LATER

Staff mingles. Robbie tends BAR pouring tequila on the lips 
of his dad’s OIL PORTRAIT. Marisol and Beto prop Slugger up. 
A Coworker wears an OLD JERSEY. 

COWORKER
This guy’s just giving away 
priceless heirlooms.  

BETO
Shut up Jeremy. 

Far off, Robbie tosses out collectible BASEBALLS willy-nilly.  

ROBBIE
A gift to my wonderful employees!

SLUGGER
He’s disrespecting heritage.    

Marisol clocks the BOOKCASE. Where the TREASURE JOURNAL 
should be stands a group of INSTA-MODELS and BUSINESS BROS.  

MARISOL
Alright, make sure this one doesn’t 
go all “Christ in the Temple.”   

BETO
Via con dios sis.  

Marisol disappears into the crowd. Slugger watches his 
coworkers all laughing at Robbie wearing a MITT on his face 
and shoving his hands in some historic CLEATS.   

SLUGGER
Sycophants. Yes men. Not a backbone 
in the lot of them. 

BETO
But notice how they’re having a 
good time. That needs to be you. 

SLUGGER
Or I could gouge his eyes out, that 
might be fun.   

ROBBIE (O.S.)
You two! Come share a drink with 
the boss man! 
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Robbie points directly at them with a OLD BASEBALL BAT.

SLUGGER
We’re good thanks. 

ROBBIE
Nonsense, I want to meet all my 
loyal employees.

Beto shares a look with Slugger. 

BETO
Batter up.

INT. STADIUM - OWNER’S BOX - BOOK CASE - SAME

Marisol tries to get a view of the area blocked by the Biz 
Bros and Insta-Models to no avail.    

BIZ BRO #1
So I was like, uh “Don Qui-NO-te”

MARISOL
Ha ha. So right. So true. 

INSTA-MODEL #1
We’re good on hors d’ouevres thanks. 

BIZ BRO #1
Wait take this.  

He hands Marisol some trash. They return to conversation. 

MARISOL
Hey I heard “Robbie P.” wanted to 
take some “snaps” with you guys.

INSTA-MODEL #1
Really? OMG!

BIZ BRO #2
Out of my way. 

They shove out from the SHELF, exposing the GREEN JOURNAL. 
Holy shit, it’s really there! Marisol reaches for it, when-

THE FIXER (O.S.)
A fellow fan of the written word.

She covers by grabbing a random book next to the Journal.
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MARISOL
Yes uh “Moneyball.” It’s a real 
page-turner. About...stats. 

THE FIXER
More of a dime store adventure 
fella myself truth be told.  

The Fixer smiles, flashing his gold tooth. 

INT. STADIUM - EMPLOYEE PARTY - BAR - CONTINUOUS

Robbie digs through liquor bottles while Slugger and Beto 
wait.

ROBBIE
Lemme guess: tequila!

SLUGGER
(stiff)

It’s like you read my mind. 

He forces open a glass case and removes ancient SHOT GLASSES. 
To Slugger they twinkle with the wonder of the ages.  

ROBBIE
Victors drank of these...  

Robbie SHATTERS them on the floor and smiles wildly.

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
And now they’re dust. 

He turns to get more shot glasses. Beto leans into Slugger.

BETO
It’s a test. Don’t give in. 

Robbie pours all three of them new SHOTS.  

SLUGGER
Out with the old, in with the new.

ROBBIE
When I’m through with this place 
it’ll be a veritable pleasure 
palace. I’m talking Kubla Khan.

SLUGGER
Hey a king needs his castle. 

They down the drinks.
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ROBBIE
Go ahead, smash it. Feels good to 
put the past behind you. 

Beto cuts him a look. Slugger hesitates, shuts his eyes, and 
smashes the historic glass. Robbie cheers.

INT. EMPLOYEE PARTY - BOOK CASE - CONTINUOUS

Marisol clocks The Fixer leaning his hand by The Journal.

THE FIXER 
Shame what this guy plans to do to 
this lovely piece of history. Hope 
these at least find a good home.

He absentmindedly picks up The Journal. Marisol gestures 
toward his earring to draw away attention. 

MARISOL
Oh hey I really love 
your...jewelry. 

The Fixer’s attention moves away from the Journal in hand. 
Marisol tries not to stare too hard at the mythical book. 

THE FIXER
Thank you. Keeps me true. You got 
something that keeps you true? 

MARISOL
Uh. My cat. There’s just something 
about the way she looks at me. 

THE FIXER
In the bad ol’ days they believed 
cats were the Devil’s watchers. 
That they saw inside your soul. 

He swigs his drink. And sets down the Journal.

THE FIXER (CONT’D)
Nice chatting with you...Marisol.  

He leaves. Her eyes go wide - how did he know her name? She 
watches him disappear into the crowd, then returns her gaze 
toward the Journal.

INT. BAR AREA - CONTINUOUS

Robbie fucks around with the very old baseball bat. Slugger 
and Beto still hostage. 
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ROBBIE
Some folks get so caught up in 
nostalgia. It’s pathetic. 

SLUGGER
Got to admit though, some things 
are truly timeless.

Beto elbows Slugger. Robbie pauses, narrows his eyes.  

BETO
Ah! What a joker. Man he’s funny. 

ROBBIE
What’d you say your job was again? 

SLUGGER
Stadium Usher. 

Robbie practices swinging the bat. 

ROBBIE
The little guys with the hats. 

SLUGGER
Yeah the little guys with the hats.

Swings at Slugger’s face, stopping shy. He doesn’t flinch. 

ROBBIE
I like you. Here. Take this.  

Slugger takes the BAT. Robbie stands on the counter behind 
him, and gets down the mini-STADIUM model above the BAR.  

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
Always hated this. My dad loved it. 
Like he loved those damn urinals.  

Slugger snaps to attention at the mention of his recently 
desecrated Piss Troughs. Robbie sets the mini-Stadium down on 
the bar.   

ROBBIE (CONT’D)
Always wanted to smash it.

SLUGGER
You do the honors. 

ROBBIE
No. I want you to do it.

Slugger holds the bat. All eyes are on him. Time slows.
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SLUGGER (V.O.)
Who overcomes by force...

The Crowd Beast is rabid. The Fixer watches. Beto nods. 
Slugger raises the bat. Robbie looks ravenous. Slugger brings 
the bat down through the mini-STADIUM. 

SLUGGER (V.O.)
...hath overcome but half his foe.

It explodes in a shower of pieces. The Crowd Beast cheers. 
Robbie beams. The bat drops to the ground. 

EXT. STADIUM - EMPTY PARKING LOT - A FEW DAYS LATER

A BULL-DOZER raises the PISS-TROUGHS over a DUMPSTER. Rubble 
spills in before them. A WORKER calls to the Driver.    

WORKER 
Ho! Hold it!

The Driver does. A MYSTERIOUS FIGURE in a baseball cap, 
sunglasses, and BANDANA offers CASH. The Worker calls off the 
dozer. Close-up, we see it’s Slugger. 

PRELAP: a WHISTLED version of “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.”

INT. MARISOL’S APARTMENT - READING NOOK - SAME

The whistled BASEBALL SONG continues. 

Beto paces in the background as Marisol studies the Green 
Journal, stops and looks up at Beto. 

The WHISTLING goes on...

EXT. SLUGGER'S APARTMENT - BACKYARD - DAY 

Neighbor steps out on his balcony to see Slugger finally 
mowing the LAWN. Slugger WHISTLES the last BARS of “Take Me 
Out to the Ball Game” and stands proud over his newest 
installation: 

The Piss Troughs are now repurposed GARDEN PLANTERS, filled 
with soil and looking nice. Slugger calls to his Neighbor. 

SLUGGER
What can you expect from a man who 
lets his land go fallow, right? 

The Neighbor nods impressed, heads indoors. 

37.



As he leaves the back GATE swings open. In a blur Marisol and 
Beto run in. Marisol grabs the SHOVEL and begins emptying 
SOIL from the Piss-Trough Planters. 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
That took me all morning!

BETO
(out of breath)

It’s real... 

Beto shoves the Journal in his hands. Marisol now smashes 
apart the “planter.” Slugger holds the Journal in a daze.

BETO (CONT’D)
It’s really really real. Like REAL-

SLUGGER
Beto you’re babbling, you’re not 
making any sense-

Slugger’s eyes land on a PAGE with a very old SKETCH of The 
Piss Troughs. The drawing indicates a FALSE PANEL built into 
them...   

MARISOL
I told you...

Marisol’s now wedged the shovel-tip into a crack in the Piss 
Troughs, trying to snap it all the way off. It almost gives. 

BETO
That fool had no idea! We played 
his ass. 

The SIDING pops off, and Marisol flips it over. Marisol uses 
her sneaker to scrape off dirt revealing a series of carvings 
that stun all three: 

MARISOL
How’s that for a hoax?

SLUGGER
Son of a gun. 

It’s a TREASURE MAP, showing PASSAGES that lead below the 
STADIUM all terminating at a SUN ICON. 

SLUGGER (CONT’D)
Looks like we got ourselves a 
treasure hunt. 

THE END
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