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LEGEND OF TARZAN BROMN -- A Native Anmerican Hero

BACKGROUND AND SYNOPSI S

This visual story is based on true events in the life of

ELLI SON MYERS " TARZAN' BROWN, a Narragansett |ndian runner
from Rhode | sl and, who conpeted in the Boston Marathon and
A ynpic Ganes during the 1930s. This was the gol den age of
t he Boston Marathon wth a cast of nenorable characters --
of which the nost colorful and larger-than-life was Tarzan.

Ellison's tribal name was Deerfoot, but he becane | abelled
Tarzan by contenporary runners and journalists, who considered
the Indian a maverick and wild man who lived in the woods

and possessed a physique rem ni scent of Johnny Wisnuller,

who hit the screen as Tarzan in 1932. Press described the
runner: nuscled as the best of the ancient Roman gl adi ators
and yet with the soft and sinuous curves of a G eek god.

As described by Boston Marathon historian Tom Derderi an:
Brown was regarded by nost as a freak -- undisciplined and
uncontrol |l able, a child of nature, an awesone natural talent --
and if he won or lost it was because of his unalterable
nature. Thus, as an Indian with physical gifts, he would
never get personal credit for what he acconplished. It was
expected he could run -- he was an Indian, after all -- so

he got no credit for character, courage or work ethic. |If

he succeeded it was because he did what his handl ers prepared
himto do, |ike a thoroughbred racehorse. Wen he failed,

it was his own fault, because he was "just an Indian."

O hers -- including marathon-expert Jerry Nason of the Boston
G obe, who called Brown "the nost fabul ous, nobst fantastic
man ever to run in the Boston Marathon" -- recogni zed the
Native American as a well-spoken and intelligent enigm

Al'l agreed Tarzan was a marvel ous individual -- sonetines
doing his training in barroons and getting in some wild braw s
in the process -- his life full of entertaining adventures.

Opening with the funeral after Brown's tragic death at age
60, back-story then traces his early running and i npoveri shed
youth. The main story concentrates on events from 1935 to
1939, as Ellison battles runners on the roads of Boston,
racismby the white society, alcoholism and even Nazis in a
Berlin bar -- spurred on by a desire for respect and "a truck,
so he could earn a good living." Throughout, Ellison rel ates
with a cast of characters based on real people, including a
crusty coach naned Ti ppy, devoted wife Ethel, pressman Nason
t he marat hon runner anong marat hon runners, Johnny Kell ey,

as well as track-imortal Jesse Omens and even Frank Sinatra.
The story finishes at the begi nning: show ng an unl ucky and
sad end to a man who had becone a | egendary chanpi on runner
and inspirational hero to Native and white people alike.

Few in the world of today -- even in the running conmunity --
know of Tarzan Brown, but his is a story deserving to be
retold... And renenbered.



LEGEND OF TARZAN BROMN -- A Native Anmerican Hero

A Screenpl ay Based on a True Story
By David Gary W son
SUPER. ON BLACK

Where today are the Pequot? Were are the Narragansett, the
Mohi can, the Pokanoket, and many other once powerful tribes
of our people? They have vani shed before the avarice and
oppression of the white man, as snow before the sumer sun.

-- Tecunseh, Shawnee warrior and prophet
FADE | N:
| NT. A FUNERAL HOME -- DAY
SUPER: A TRUE STORY -- WESTERLY, RHODE | SLAND -- 1975

THE ROOM |'s hundreds full, with people standing in the back --
actually overflow ng out onto the street. PANNI NG the room --
sol emn faces, young and ol d, American Indian and white, sone
sobbi ng openly. Several in the front row are in Narragansett
tribal dress. A plain coffin up front, beside it a picture

of a shirtless young Native Anerican man -- a nagnificent
bronze physi que and good features under an eagl e-feat her
headdress. A handsone | ate-50s Native man, ATMORE STANTON,

is addressing the assenbly with a EULOGY:

ATMORE
As | |l ook around this room | know
many of you think of ELLI SON TARZAN
BROM as a | egend -- Deerfoot of the
Nar ragansett, a chanpi on runner who
was a wld and col orful character
Vell... he was nore than that. He
was the kindest man you coul d ever
know, and everyone was his friend..
even if maybe they weren't, he thought
they were. Oh yeah, to lots of people
he was m sunderstood. Just that
clowm Tarzan, or... mllion-dollar
|l egs and a five-cent head... scatter-
brained red-skin... ©Ch yeah, we
heard it all... didn't bother him
though. And it wasn't true. Sissy,
hi s daughter, says he read nore than
anyone she ever saw. If he ran outta
books, papers, encyclopedi as --
anything -- he would start readin’
| abel s, like what's witten on a
bottle... Anything. He liked to
keep his m nd busy.

PANNI NG t he room as Atnore speaks. Sone are smling with
noi st eyes, others serious and one man sobbing | oudly.



ATMORE ( CONT' D)

Ellison could be cutting wood. ..
and you'd see himlook up at an eagle
or at sonethin' in the woods. Then,
he'd put the ax down and you woul dn't
see himfor a while. It could be a
few hours or maybe two days...
Now, | know a |ot of you are angry
ri ght now about what happened. .

(pause)

SOVE NATI VE AMERI CAN FACES in the room have stern, tight
features. A man shuffling in back, one hand clenched in a
fist, takes a quick pull froma flask in the other hand.

ATMORE ( CONT' D)
Well, ETHEL wants you to know, there's
nobody to blame for what happened to
her husband. The famly doesn't
want no retribution or trouble
started. Far as we all know, it was
a... just a tragic accident. E, he
never held grudges agai nst anybody,
white or Indian, and he woul dn't
want any of us to either. He lived
through a tinme when | ndians were
treated badly -- worse than now. He
never really got the respect or |ucky
breaks he deserved... but he al ways
stayed cheerful, even when he was
down. Sure, Ellison was down
sonetinmes, but never out. Mostly,
he was a survivor, taking each day
as it cane, keeping his hunor and
seei ng the best in everything.

At nore pauses to wi pe an eye. He coughs and conti nues.

ATMORE ( CONT' D)
My cousin Ellison was ny best friend
my whole life. He was a hero to
Ethel and his famly and me and to

many of you too. Indian and white.
And the real reason he was such a
fast runner... his heart was just

way bigger than everyone el se's.
(enmotion breaks through)
W'll all mss himso very nuch.

Atnore takes a seat in the front row, and is conforted by
famly. A NATIVE PASTOR takes the pul pit.

PASTOR
Now, before we free Ellison's spirit
to run with his ancestors, please
help us to celebrate his life as we
listen to a song he was known to
enj oy.



3.

A VINYL RECORD, a 33 L.P., spins on a turntable. The needle
pl aced on the disk is corrected sonewhat as sound sputters
from speakers. A song, "My Way", by FRANK SI NATRA, resonates
over the room

SI NATRA (V. Q)
And now, the end is near, and so |
face, the final curtain. M friend,

"Il say it clear, I'll state ny
case, of which I"'mcertain. 1've
lived, alife that's full, |'ve
travel ed each and every hi ghway.

But nore, much nore than this, | did
it ny way.

As the song plays, the roomis panned again, show ng w de
reaction fromsmles to sad faces to outright crying.

CLOSE to a PICTURE BOARD near the back of the room a sequence
of images of a Native man at the peak of his athleticism

SINATRA (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Regrets, |I've had a few, but then
again, too fewto nmention. | did,
what | had to do, and saw it through
wi t hout exenption. | planned, each
charted course, each careful step
al ong t he byway,
But nore, nmuch nore than this,
| did it ny way.

(OPENI NG CREDI TS as Sinatra continues)

SINATRA (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Yes, there were tines, |'msure you
knew, when | bit off,
more than | coul d chew.

But through it all, when there was
doubt, | ate it up, and spit it out.
| faced it all and | stood tall, and

did it nmy way.
EXT. FUNERAL HOVE -- A BIT LATER -- LATE- SUMVER DAY

Pal | bearers in Narragansett tribal dress exit the hall,
carrying the coffin to a waiting hearse. A drum beats and
Native singers wail a tribal song. The famly followwth
bowed heads. As the hearse pulls away and peopl e continue
to file fromthe hall, a lean white man in his 60s touches
the armof an elderly stout white man as he passes. Both
are dressed simlarly in older-fashion sports jackets, a
loud tie and a w de-brimed hat on the stout man.

JERRY (1 EAN MAN | N 60s)
Excuse ne, | think I know you. Aren't
you Tippy... Salerno? The coach?



TI PPY
Haven't been called "the coach" in a
long tinme. But I'mTippy. And you
are. ..

JERRY
Jerry Nason -- haven't seen you in
ages. Good to see you again.
(offers his hand)

TI PPY
(takes it)
Nason... Yu' know -- | renenber yuh
of course. The marathon witer...
Yer with the Herald, right?

JERRY
Boston d obe actually. And | retired
| ast year.

TI PPY
Ckay, well it's all the sane to ne,
yu' know.
(snorts | oudly)
Yuh here for a story? | got lots of
stories.
JERRY

|"mretired. And |I'm here out of
respect for a great man.

(pause)
Anyway, think all the stories about
Tar zan have already been told. You
know, | followed himfor years --
since way back when you first started
working with him | renmenber we
tal ked toget her about hi mway back
when.

TI PPY
Yeah... | remenber. Yuh showed a
lot of interest in him

JERRY
| kind of felt |like one of his
pronoters soneti nes.

TI PPY
Well, he sure didn't need a whol e
lotta pronotin' -- did a pretty fair
job of that hinself, yu know.

JERRY
He was an unforgettable character,
that's for sure.

Tl PPY
A wonder ful piece a work tuh behol d.



JERRY
Yes sir. Crude and undi sci plined..
And such a beautiful runner. Poetry.

TI PPY
(noddi ng)
What a runner. Best damm, purest
runner | ever saw, yu' know.

JERRY
Yes, | have to say he was the nost
fabul ous... the nost fantastic man

ever to run in the Boston Marathon.
And that was back in the gol den age
of Boston -- wth guys |ike KELLEY
and PAWSON and COTE. . .

Tl PPY
All great runners sure, but the Indian
was. . .
(i ntense)
More than that.
JERRY
(noddi ng)
Absol utely.
Tl PPY
That ki d had amazing ability,
yu' know. .. Uncanny endurance. Right
fromthe first tine | laid eyes on

him | knew he was sonethin' special.
Al together different than anyone
el se -- before or since. Wth these
mar at honers of today, yu' know, there
ain't none of "emthat could conpete
with himand do the things he did.
Not one of 'em

(pause, snorts)

TIPPY'S EYES... CLOCSER

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Yu' know. .. nust be about 50 years
ago | first laid eyes on that kid...

CLOSER. .
DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD IN 1925 RHCDE | SLAND -- M D AFTERNCON

A NATIVE MAN in his prime is running, striding easily and
wi th graceful |ong-distance form He passes sone small

t ar paper houses, where several Native kids are playing near
the road. A small figure begins followng the runner -- it
is 11-year-old ELLI SON BROAN: bronze-ski nned, sinuous and
wel | -proportioned, with fine features under |ong dark hair.



ELLI SON
Hey Uncl e Horatio, where you off
runnin' to?

HORATI O STANTON gl ances back -- the boy is about 100 feet
behi nd.

HORATI O
Ellison. 1'mon a training run
Gonna neet up with ny coach up at
t he Shannock ball field.

ELLI SON
Can | conme?
HORATI O
Sorry Ellison, not this tinme. It's

too far and I'mrunning too fast for
you to keep up.

ELLI SON i s picking up his pace, closing sone distance.

ELLI SON
What did you say, Uncle Horatio? |
like running -- think | can keep up.
HORATI O

Go back hone and play wth Atnore.

It's nearly sixteen mles to Shannock --
al nost two hours of running. That's
way too far for a kid.

ELLI SON
How we gonna get back? Can | get a
ride in a notorcar with you?

HORATI O
(shaki ng his head)
Bye bye Ellison. [|'m picking up ny
pace now.
ELLI SON

So how far we runnin' again?
EXT. BALLFI ELD AT SHANNCCK -- LATER AFTERNOON

TWO MEN are engaged in conversation as they watch a bal

gane froma small set of uncrowded bl eachers. One of the
two, a stout man of thirty wearing a w de-brimed hat, snorts
as he inspects his pocket watch.

OTHER MAN
VWhat're you -- late for dinner, Tippy?

TI PPY
Na, gotta keep ny eye on the tinme
here, yu' know.

( MORE)



TI PPY (CONT' D)
Pretty good Indian runner |I'm handling
should be comng in any tinme. Got
himrunnin' all the way in from

Westerly.
OTHER MAN
Westerly? That's a fair chunk of
road. ..
(pause)

Hey, if you're here, how do you know
what time he left, or even if he

left at all? ThemIndians sure ain't
known for their punctuality -- know
what | mean?

TI PPY
Ch, he'll be here. This guy's one
of the good ones. Horatio Stanton..
Chi ef Horatio Stanton.

OTHER MAN
Ch yeah -- fast runner, huh?

Tl PPY
Good runner, a natural, yu' know --
like a lot of Indians. And | got
himstickin' to his training -- no
firewater allowed. Expect big things
outta hi mone of these years at
Boston, yu' know.

OTHER MAN
Ah, Tip, yer wastin' yer tinme --
trainin' savages. Don't got the
heart and brains tuh win races.

Tl PPY
Yeah? Ever hear a Tom Longboat ?
Ful | - bl ooded I njun. Anyway, | kinda
like workin" with em-- can't be
runnin' nyself with these stubby
| egs, yu' know. And hel pin" em out
makes nme feel good, yu--

CRACK!I'!  THE SWEET SPOT OF A BAT ON A BASEBALL

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Here we go!

Full attention is back on the ball gane, as a batter has hit
a long ball and several runs are being scored.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD THROUGH FOREST -- THAT MOVENT
A YOUNG DEER stands on the road, ears up, startled by the

sight of a man running around a curve toward it. The deer
slowy starts to trot down the road, away fromthe runner.



HORATI O
(closing the distance)
On Your Left!

The deer, nore startled, veers off the road toward the cover
of trees, stopping to watch the man run by and away. Then
the animal's attention is diverted to a smaller figure com ng
around t he bend.

ELLISON S P.O V. -- spotting the deer as he rounds the curve.
Slow ng to a wal k, he approaches the ani nal.
ELLI SON
Hey little fella. | won't hurt you.

EXT. SHANNCCK BALLFI ELD -- LATER

TIPPY'S P.O V. fromthe bl eachers spots Horati o Stanton
running up toward the ball field.

TI PPY
Here cones Chief Snoking Feet now.
Time tuh go feed himsone hero
bi scuits, yu' know

OTHER MAN
(1 aughs)

EXT. ROAD BESI DE BALLFI ELD -- MOVENTS LATER
Ti ppy, snoking a large cigar, claps Horatio on the back.

Tl PPY
Good running Chief. How the feet
doin' this tine?

Horatio bends to pull off one of his shoes, a heavy-I| ooking
bl ack boot.

HORATI O
Bl eeding I think. Damm shoes are no
good for nothing. Say -- you got an
extra one of those?

Ti ppy hesitates, then reaches into a pocket and hands Stanton
a cigar.

Tl PPY
Yeah, guess these things won't make
yuh faster, but at least they can't

hurt yuh. ..

(beat)
Just keep eatin' |ots of eggs and
gettin' lots of sleep -- like I told

yuh, yu' know?



HORATI O
What ever you say, you're the boss.
(i nspects the cigar)
Hey, we gotta go back and find ny
nephew. Damm kid was runnin' right

behind ne -- alnost all the way from
Westerly.

TI PPY
VWat? Yer tellin' me sone kid ran
all the way from Westerly -- and |

ain't never heard of him before?
You been holdin' out on ne, Chief?

HORATI O
No.

Tl PPY
How ol d? Must be over 16 if he can
run over 15 mles with the |ikes of
you.
(relights cigar)
Anyone handlin'" himyet, yu know?

HORATI O
Rel ax Tippy. He's only about 10 or
11 -- you got lots of tine.

Tl PPY

(disbelief to excited)
WHAT? Ten or 11 years old -- really?
| gotta see this kid. Cnon, let's
go find him-- c¢'non let's go.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD THROUGH FOREST -- A BIT LATER

A CAR, early 1920s Ford, slows to a stop, its notor popping
as it shuts down.

| NT. CAR
TI PPY
(at the wheel)
Wl | ?
HORATI O
This is where | | ast saw hi m behi nd

me. There was a deer on the road so
he probably thought he could bring
it honme for a pet... Yeah, there he
is, in those trees over there.

EXT. I N TREES BESI DE THE ROAD.

ELLISON is swnging froma | ow branch, nmaki ng whoopi ng noi ses.
Ti ppy and Horati o approach, both still snoking cigars.



TI PPY
(softly, neant to
hi msel f)
Like a little Tarzan.

HORATI O
What ?

Tl PPY
Ch, just sone guy | seen in one of
t hem pi cture books. Plays with
monkeys, yu' know. You learn howto
read, yuh'll know about hi mtoo.

Ti ppy apprai ses the young Ellison as the youngster drops
fromthe branch, landing lightly on his feet just in front
of the two nen.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
What's yer nanme, son?

ELLI SON
Ellison.

HORATI O
Hi s Narragansett tribal name is
Deer f oot .

Tl PPY

Deerfoot, huh? Yu know, with a nanme
i ke that, no wonder yer a runner.
Nothin' runs |like a deer. Hey son
yer Uncle tells nme you want a ride
in a notorcar; | suppose we got room
for yuh.

ELLI SON
GOOD. My feet hurt.

HORATI O
VWl come to the club

Tl PPY
Okay kid, here's the deal. Yuh get
yer ride honme today. Eat |ots, get
lots of sleep. Don't go runnin' no
15 mles every other day... But run
around | ots when yer playin' --
yu' know what |'msayin'? How old
are yuh, anyway?

ELLI SON
El even, sir.

Tl PPY
Come see ne when yer 16
( MORE)



TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Yuh'll be old enough to run in A A U.
conpetition races by then... Maybe
yuh' Il make me forget all about this
bum vyer uncle.
(playfully punches
Horati o' s shoul der)
Just kiddin', Chief -- you were
| ookin'" real good comn' in today.

EXT. PORCH OF A TARPAPER CABI N, WESTERLY -- DAY

An attractive but stressed woman, appearing | ate-30s and of
Mexi can descent, stands on the porch, |ooking out to the
road in front.

MRS. BROWN
Ellison. ELLI SON.  You cone home
now

YOUNG ELLI SON i s seen, running down the road, right by and
past the porch -- another young Native boy in pursuit.

MRS. BROMN ( CONT' D)
ELLI SON! ELLI SON MYERS BROMN! You
cone back here, COVE BACK HERE NOW I
SAY!

Ellison continues as though he hasn't heard. The follower
stops, | ooks back toward the porch. He is |ighter-skinned
and taller than his quarry -- seens rather awkward.

MRS. BROWN ( CONT' D)
ATMORE! You tell Ellison to cone

back NOW

ATMORE
But Ms Brown -- we're in the niddle
of a game! It's his turn to be King

Philip, so | hafta kill himfirst!

Ellison stops, turns to | ook back at Atnore. CLOSE to

Ellison's narrowi ng eyes -- so dark brown they appear bl ack.
ELLI SON
You'll have to catch ne first white
man! Ha Ha!

(cuts into woods)

ATMORE
(taking up the chase)
You' re DEAD, Ki ng!

Ms Brown shakes her head in frustration, then smles as she
turns and stoops to pick up a toddler girl watching from
j ust behi nd.



MRS. BROMW

Now GRACI E, you don't go taking after
t hat m sbehavi ng brother of yours --

no no.

Hol ding the child close, she wal ks off the porch, around to

t he back of the cabin,

follow ng the sound of choppi ng wood.

A NATIVE MAN, slimearly 40s, |ooks up and | ays down his ax

as she approaches and

puts down Gracie -- who runs gleefully

to her father's waiting hands.

BRYAN, t hat

MRS. BROWN ( CONT' D)
son of yours don't cone

when he been call ed.

BRYAN

That's 'cause he's a boy, not a dog.

MRS. BROMW

You're very funny, M Brown, 'cept |

ain't |aughi

n' .

(then she | aughs)

BRYAN

So what do you need himfor?

MRS. BROMW

| don't hafta need him.. | just

want himto

(1 aughs)

cone when | call

BRYAN

Aw, they're just playin', anyway.
Them ki ds get so wrapped up havin
fun, half the tinme they can't even

hear you.

' Cause t hey
(pause)

MRS. BROMWN
ain't listenin'.

Hey, tell me sonmething... W0 was
this King Philip again? Was he a
white king or an Indian king? Having
trouble renenbering things lately.

BRYAN

(patiently)
Like I told you before, he was a big

chief, so bi
King Philip

g they called hima king.
uni ted our people 300

years ago, beat back the Waunpeshau,
the white man. ..

(puts Gracie down,

pi cks up the ax)
...before they finally got the best
of himand sent himto the Happy
Hunti ng G ound.

( MORE)



Smling, Bryan thunps his chest,

BRYAN ( CONT' D)
All the stories end |like that --
white man wins, red man i s a conquered
nati on.
(shrugs)
How di d you Mexi cans nake out?

MRS. BROWN
| just don't know if those kids should
be playin' that the Indians al ways
have to | ose... | know this is a
world for the white man...

BRYAN
Hey, | heard soneone say once that
ganes imtate life...
(shrugs)

W m ght not get to win, but the
nost inportant thing is to survive.
So maybe we don't get nuch respect
fromthe white man, we just gotta

respect ourselves... renenber who
we are -- and have sone fun
(beat)

Even if we gotta get a job in this
crazy white man's worl d.

(shrugs again)
Besi des, they can take our |and but
not our hearts -- and we carry the
true land in our hearts...

resunes choppi ng wood.

I NT. A ONE- ROOM SCHOOLHOUSE, WESTERLY -- DAY

w nks at his daughter, and

A young, serious-I|ooking school marm stands at the front of

t he cl ass.

Native children are at their desks,

intently with pencils on paper. THE TEACHER sur
charges, then spotting sonething amss, starts d
toward the mddl e of the classroom

M SS FRANCI S
ETHEL? ETHEL WLCOX -- what are you
doing sitting behind Ellison? Again.
That is not your proper seat, young
| ady, nowis it?

A TINY G RL, about seven, shrinks down in her se
smrking Ellison turns full around to |augh at h

ETHEL
(shrinking even | ower)
No Mss Francis. Sorry Mss Francis.

The teacher arrives at Ellison's desk.

wor ki ng
veys her
own a row

at as a
er plight.



M SS FRANCI S
El i son, please turn around young
man.

Ellison turns back to his desk, where -- close up -- it is
reveal ed he has apparently been drawi ng an el aborate picture:
an eagle flying over a pack of running wolves. The draw ng
is detailed and lifelike.

M SS FRANCI S ( CONT' D)
(spotting the artwork)
Ellison Browmn! Now what in God's
good heaven is that?

ELLI SON
(little smle)
My mast er pi ece?

M SS FRANCI S
Vell, it is supposed to be your a-
rith-me-tic.

M ss Francis snatches the picture fromEllison's desktop
then refocuses her attention on the girl behind.

M SS FRANCI S ( CONT' D)
Now, Mss WIlcox, you will return to
your proper seat, and we will have
no nore of this... foolery with the
seating plan. Do | make nyself clear?

ETHEL
Yes M ss Francis.

The teacher, holding Ellison's drawi ng, studying it, spins
and wal ks toward the front of the room Ellison turns to
smle at Ethel as she takes her proper seat two rows over.
Cat ching his | ook, she smles back, then discreetly bl ows
hima kiss. There is stifled |laughter from another girl,
cutting off as the teacher abruptly turns around to face the
cl ass.

| NT. SCHOOLROOM -- A LITTLE LATER

CLANG CLANG CLANG M SS FRANCI S, standing by her desk, is
waving a small but effectively noisy bell -- the seated
children exploding instantly up and, with excitenent, toward
t he door.

M SS FRANCI S
Now children -- let's have sone order,
pl ease! ELLI SON, stay behind, |
would i ke to have a word with you
young man.

El I i son exchanges a | ook with Ethel as she hesitates in the
bottl e neck of exiting children, before being the last to
| eave.



Ellison lingers by the desk as his teacher seats herself.

M SS FRANCI S ( CONT' D)
Now El i son. ..

She funbles with sone papers, pulling his wildlife draw ng
out, inspecting it before holding it up to its creator.

M SS FRANCI S ( CONT' D)
You know, this is very good work --
the best drawing |I've ever seen from
an 11-year-ol d.

ELLI SON
You can keep it if you want.

M SS FRANCI S
| don't recall saying you could have
it back to give it away... but thank

you.

(slight smle)
|"minterested... did you copy it
fromother pictures? | don't recal

seeing any quite like it in our books.

ELLI SON
| did copy it fromsone pictures,
but | keep themin ny head. From
things | see in the woods.

M SS FRANCI S
Real ly? Well Ellison, you should
keep on drawi ng, keep practicing. |
t hi nk you could soneday be a very
fine artist if you work at it.

ELLI SON
Thanks. | like to draw, but I'm
gonna be a fanbus runner when |I'm
ol d enough. Uncle Horatio says |
got born with magic feet.

M SS FRANCI S
Well, | think you should renmenber
you have other gifts as well. It's

very difficult for Indians to nake
anyt hing of thenmselves in this world.
| think if you keep practicing your
artwork, soneday people m ght pay
money for it.

ELLI SON
So, maybe | got nagic feet and nagic
hands?

Ellison inspects his palns and sm | es.



M SS FRANCI S

That shoul d be "maybe you have"..
magi c feet -- not "got". But
Ellison...

(now sternly)
Pl ease refrain from practicing your
artwork during arithmetic. Do
make nyself clear?

ELLI SON
Yes M ss Francis.

EXT. MAIN STREET -- WAKEFI ELD, RHODE | SLAND -- DAY
YOUNG ELLI SON and his cousin, Atnore, are beside a young

BLONDE BOY; the trio have their noses pressed up against a
wi ndow. The sign above says "WAKEFI ELD EMPORI UM'.

BLONDE BOY
| can't believe you' ve never been
inside. 1've been in lotsa tines,

even without ny dad. Cnon, |'l]
show you all the good stuff in there.

| NT. WAKEFI ELD EMPCRI UM -- MOMENTS LATER

Ellison and Atnore follow the bl onde boy as he | eads t hem by
previ ously unseen treasures.

ATMORE
Hey, this is great... So much stuff
to ook at all at once.

BLONDE BOY
Ain't seen nothin' yet -- wait'll

you see all the penny candy up at
t he counter.

A Bl G MAN behi nd the counter | ooks down at the three hurrying
up to inspect the candy sel ection.

Bl G PROPRI ETOR
HEY -- You kids! Get outta ny store!
NO | NDI AN KIDS ALLOWNED in here -- |
gotta sign up sonewhere.

BLONDE BOY
(reaching in his pocket)
It's okay, MR JOHNSON, they're with
me. An | got noney. Five cents.
(hol ds out his palm

VR JOHNSON
You can stay. But not if you're
bringin' in Indian kids. Now...
(red-faced angry)
Go on -- SCRAM QUTTA HERE NOW



Ellison is frozen in the glare of the fierce proprietor.

CLOSE to Ellison's dark eyes -- no fear as they
narrow. . .
ATMORE
(grabbing Ellison)
Cnmon El, let's go!

At nore yanks Ellison to notion, the two scranbl

door.

EXT. PORCH OF BROMNS' WESTERLY CABI N -- DAY

I T 1S FOUR YEARS LATER. CLOSE UP, a newspaper
Mar kets CRASH -- Wall Street PANIC! The paper
Provi dence Journal, the date is Cct 29, 1929.
col | apses forward to reveal Bryan Brown behind
onto his lap as he picks up a plain coffee nug.
close by is Horatio Stanton, snoking a big ciga

slightly ol der and thicker

HORATI O
So anything else goin' on in the
worl d, Bryan -- besides all that

gl oom an' doom everyone keeps tal kin
about ?

BRYAN

Yeah, these funny papers in here are
good.

(chuckl es)
There's this new one about sone fella
lives over in Africa with big apes.
Gets hinsel f around by swi ngin' on
vi nes through the jungle.

HORATI O
Li ke that son of yours.

BRYAN
(1 aughi ng)
Yeah, kinda like Ellison.

HORATI O
He's runnin' pretty fast now you
know. Faster than nme -- at least in
the short haul. Lotsa energy.

BRYAN
Yeah, one of the neighbors was just
bitchin'. Said Ellison keeps chasin'
his animals around -- guess his cows
were too tired to stand up for
mlkin'.

begin to

e toward the

DI SSCLVE TQO

headl i ne: Stock

is the

The paper

it, laying it
Sitting

r -- | ooking

in the m ddl e than when | ast seen.



Horati o | aughs.

HORATI O
Them nagi ¢ feet could take hima
|l ong ways. | nean, he could becone

nmore than just another fast Indian --
really make sonethin' of hinself.

BRYAN
Yeah, maybe. But you know runnin’
ain"t a way to put food on a poor
man's table. Indian or white.

HORATI O
Hey, nobody's ever gonna get rich
fromrunning. Anyhow, It's nore
| ove than noney that pushes a man to
W n races.

BRYAN
(shrugs)
Can't eat | ove neither.

HORATI O
Well, you know what | nean though.
El wants to go get trained by Tippy
next year. Tip can help himlots.

BRYAN
Yeah... Can't hurt if it settles
hi m down sonme. Boy's got |otsa spunk
just gotta learn to listen a bit now
and t hen.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD THROUGH WESTERLY WOODS -- DAY

TEENAGE RUNNI NG ELLI SON, stops md-stride in his tracks as
he hears a young girl calling after him

GRACIE (V. Q)
ELLISON. Wit for me, ELLISON

ELLI SON turns to see the small figure of his little sister,
Gracie, trailing behind. He watches as she closes the
di st ance.

ELLI SON
Not this tinme, Gacie, I'"'mon a
training run. You can't keep up.
Ellison resunmes running down the road -- accel erati ng.

GRACI E, | ooki ng exasperated, stops. Panting. She | ooks
| ongingly down the trail after her brother.



GRACI E
(still panting)
OKAY... You can go... By yourself..
TH' S TI ME.

ELLI SON -- striding gracefully and effortlessly ahead. He
runs with his chin up, his head tilted slightly to his left.

ELLISON S P.O V. -- A young deer darts across the road just
in front, disappearing into the forest. Ellison veers off
course, followng its trail

EXT. IN THE WOODS -- A MOMENT LATER

THE DEER pauses to | ook back at its pursuer, then resunes
flight.

ELLISON S P.O V. -- giving chase, |eaping over deadfall and
dodgi ng trees, actually closing the distance... Then..
Ellison trips over a log, plowing to a stop -- face first
into ground noss. The chase has ended. Slowy... he picks
hi msel f up, shaking his head, spitting out noss fragnents.

ELLI SON
(calling after deer)
OKAY. YOU WN THI'S TI ME. NEXT TI ME
IS MY TURN. | AM DEERFOOT OF THE
NARRAGANSETT! YOU RE JUST A DEEERRRR

Smling, Ellison turns and jogs back toward the road.
EXT. SHORELI NE OF A POND -- EVEN NG

TEENAGE ELLI SON and his cousin, Atnore, are wading in the
pond, shoul der deep and about 15 feet apart, slowy making
their way toward shore. Each has his top hand just above
water, controlling a pole, the bottom hand apparently hol di ng
t he subnmerged part of sone contraption. As they reach
shal | ower water, the honenade seine net they are pulling
begins to reveal itself.

ELLI SON
Ckay Atnore, start curling in alittle
nore toward ne, don't wanta | ose any
big ones this tine.

ATMORE
Sure feels heavy, bet there's sone
real lunkers back in the net already
for sure.

ELLI SON
Bottons been really draggin' in the
muck, probably full of all kinds of
shit.

Ten feet fromshore, at knee depth, pulling gets easier as
the two boys corral the makeshift seine in to the small beach.



Qui cker now, they reach the water's edge and eagerly but
carefully bring the bottomof the net to the land. The | ower
center of the net reveals... mud, rocks, |eeches, a bottle,

a boot, and a few small fish flapping silver just as they
slip out the back through tears in the material.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
Damm. Stupid holes. Shit.

ATMORE
| think we need a stronger net.
ELLI SON
You t hi nk?
ATMORE
Yeah.
ELLI SON

Well, hard to get anything better
than potato bags -- didn't think
they'd rip. But | can fix it.

ATMORE
Fi gured you can.

Bot h boys begin wi ping at the nud coating their |egs from
t he knees down, under their soaked rolled-up pants.

ELLI SON
Let's count bl oodsuckers... | got
four on ny right leg, oh five -- bet
| got nore than you

ATMORE
No fair -- | was rubbing "emoff in
t he water.
ELLI SON
No wonder you're so slow, shit brain
ATMORE
Shit-brain yourself.
ELLI SON
Me first, you last. | got nine
| eeches -- | wn.
ATMORE

SO?

Ellison throws a handful of nud and | eeches at Atnore, who
deflects the attack just in time with his arm

ELLI SON
Good refl exes, Atty.
( MORE)



ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
kay, let's prop this thing up to
dry and get outta here. W can fix
it tonmorrow and clean this | ake out.

The two friends stretch out their potato-sack seine net,
propping it between two trees.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
Race yuh honme -- 1'll give you a 50-
count head start.

ATMORE
NO -- that's not enough. Besides,
you al ways cheat.

ELLI SON
Ckay, 1'll count to 100 then.
Starting NOW One... two... three..

Atnmore turns and sprints away.
ATMORE
(yel l'i ng back)
DON' T CHEAT THI S TI IVE!

ELLI SON
DON' T HAVE TO -- 17 18 19 20..

I NT. A HOUSE | N CHARLESTOMWN, RHODE | SLAND -- DAY

TI PPY SALERNO, cigar in nouth, is about to open the door as
soneone i s knocking |oudly, over the sound of driving rain.

Tl PPY
Ckay, okay, hold yer horses,
yu' know... I'magettin' it.

Ti ppy opens the door to reveal a rain-soaked Ellison Brown,
who stands shivering, nmaking no attenpt to cone inside.
Ti ppy stands quietly for a nonment, neasuring the teenager.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)

So? Yer 16 now, are yuh? Kinda
ski nny, even for an I|ndi an.

Ellison just nods his head.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Yuh run here, kid?

Nods again. Hopeful smle.
TI PPY ( CONT' D)

So? Yuh gonna be worth takin' on?
Gonna make nme proud one day?



ELLI SON
Maybe 1'I1... make us both proud..
nmore' n just one day. Maybe two days.

TI PPY
(armused -- snorts)
kay... Well, let's get yuh inside
for some grub. Hope yuh |like eggs.
Then I'Il get yuh hone, and we start
yer trainin' with ne tonorrow.

ELLI SON
Thanks, M. Sal erno.

TI PPY
Don't thank nme, yu know. Thank the
Lord for making yuh a fast Indian.
And thank yer uncle for bein' such a
bum Cane in 25th or somethin' in
Boston | ast year -- he tell yuh that?

Shaki ng his head as he turns around, Tippy hides a smle
fromEllison.

EXT. FRONT OF TIPPY'S HOUSE -- THE NEXT MORNI NG

TI PPY, standing on his front porch, inspects his pocket watch
as a car slows to a stop in front. Qut fromthe back junps
Ellison, waving at the car as it drives off; he then hurries
up to the porch

Tl PPY
Yer late, yu know, kid. Rule nunber
one: don't be |ate.

ELLI SON
(flashing smle)
Sorry M. Salerno, took ne awhile to
hitch a ride.

Tl PPY
If yer runnin' in a race, yu' know,
and yer late -- yuh lose! And don't
say sorry. | get sick of hearin'
that -- so that'll be rule nunber
t wo. Got it?

Ellison nods sol emmly.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
And call ne Ti ppy.

ELLI SON
(big smle again)
So when do we get started, Tippy?



Tl PPY
Ri ght now, yu'know, right around the
back. Got sonmethin' to show yuh

Ellison follows Tippy around back of the house, revealing a
huge pile of unsplit firewood. The coach steps up to the
pile and picks up an ax, offering it to Ellison.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Yer first assignnent: let's see how
much of this wood yuh can get split
in an hour. Then, we'll see how
much yuh can split in the next hour.

Ellison takes the ax and gazes solemly at the woodpil e.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)

By then, yu know, it'll be lunchtine.
ELLI SON
(hopeful)

After lunch?

TI PPY
It's a big pile, kid.

The coach turns and starts wal ki ng away.

TI PPY (CONT' D)
Don't worry, kid, | got eggs for yer
[ unch.

EXT. BESIDE A LARGE WOODPI LE -- DAY

ELLI SON I's swinging an ax. TWACKI He |ooks up as his father
conmes around the corner of what is revealed to be the back

of the Browns' cabin -- Ellison has been splitting wood in
hi s own backyard.

BRYAN
Hey Ellison, blisters gettin' any
better?

Ellison lowers the ax, lets it drop to the ground, inspects
hi s hands, then shows the palns to his dad.

ELLI SON
Pop, | got blisters on ny blisters!
BRYAN
They heal. Turn to callus -- sign
of a man.
ELLI SON
Pop, all I do is chop wod! | do it

all day for Tippy, then | have to
conme home an' do it here too.



BRYAN

(shrugs)

Fall's comng... Wnter ain't too
far after that. Wod don't split
itself -- you'll toughen up. How s
the runnin' going?

ELLI SON
Running? 1'mtoo TIRED to do any
runni ng.

BRYAN

Too tired to help me go check ny
trap Iine?

ELLI SON
Now?

'(big grin)
Ckay, let's go.
Ellison charges past his smling father.
Dl SSOLVE TGO
EXT. BACK OF Tl PPY'S HOUSE -- TWO YEARS LATER -- DAY

ELLI SON I S CHOPPI NG WOOD, quickly and powerfully. There is
a small pile of unsplit logs next to a very large pile of

split firewood. Ellison is bigger, nuch nore grown-up | ooking

t han when | ast seen; at 5 9", 145 | bs, he is nuscul ar but
not overly so -- dark-skinned, sleek and sinuous. Shorter
hair accentuates his finely chisel ed features.

TIPPY (O.S.)
Leave sonme for tonorrow, sport. W
gotta save some energy for yer run
to Hope Vall ey!

Ellison, flashing a big grin, tosses down the ax and charges
past Tippy, who smles as he sucks on his trademark cigar.

EXT. BESIDE A Cl NDER TRACK, EMPTY BLEACHERS -- DAY

Ti ppy stands by the track, stopwatch in one hand, cigar in
the other. Ellison is alone on the ringed surface, striding
swiftly around the final curve -- running barefoot.

HORATI O (O S.)
Hey Tippy, Sorry I'mlate.

Ti ppy gl ances back as a smling Horatio joins him Both nen
then watch Ellison charge up the final straightaway.

TI PPY
Late. Yah, you were nmaekin' that too
big a habit yer |last few races --

yuh bum
( MORE)



TI PPY (CONT' D)
(chuckl es)
Hey, yu' know, yer favorite nephew
sure ain't gonna be late this run

Ellison zoons past the two nmen as Tippy, overly dramati c,
clicks his watch

TI PPY ( CONT' D)

(excited)
Four m nutes... 24 seconds! By
hi nsel f -- and bar ef oot !
HORATI O
Yeah... Well, it is easier to run

fast with | ess weight on the feet.
But of course for a marathon, gotta
have shoes... Biggest eneny for a
di stance runner is them damm shoes.

Ellison, slowed to a jog, turns and heads back toward the
two nen.

TI PPY
Ahhh, shoes won't hurt hi mwhen
enter himin Boston next spring.
He's got all the tools to be a great
mar at honer -- speed and endur ance.
And pretty bright too, yu' know, for
an Indian. No offense, Chief.

Tippy turns to Horatio, prodding the Indian's once-flat belly
with the unlit end of his cigar.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Yu' know, | expected a |lot nore outta

you than that... 23rd place back in
' 28, Chief.
HORATI O
Hey, | finished 18th, and under three
hours, Ti ppy!
TI PPY
Yeah well, 23rd, 18th... It's al
the sane tuh ne, yu know. Wat's
the difference -- yuh |ost.
(snorts)

A beaming Ellison joins them

ELLI SON
How fast this tinme, Tippy? Felt
really strong. D d | break four and
a half?



TI PPY

Cl ose enough, kid, close enough.
But, yu' know, speed ain't yer problem
When yuh run the Legion race in
Medf ord next week, yuh gotta
remenber. .. hol d- back, hol d-back
Right till the very end -- yu' know?
Don't go tryin' to run away from
everyone right fromthe start.

(beat)
Li ke Last tine.

Ti ppy playfully nudges Ellison, who has been absorbing the
| esson, noddi ng his head.

EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- RHODE | SLAND -- DAY

ELLI SON and HORATI O are running side by side. The pace is
quite strong, but the two athletes converse easily, though
Horatio is laboring a bit. EIlison surges slightly ahead,
his shirtless bronze torso glistening in |ight sweat.

HORATI O
C nmon, hold back El, too fast -- you
just wanna run easy now till the
marathon. And this'll be your | ast
| ong run.

ELLI SON

How far we goin?

HORATI O
| don't know. Tippy said over two
but under three hours for sure.
Maybe 18 to 20 mles. W' Il turn
around in a bit.

ELLI SON

So what's the farthest you ever ran?
HORATI O

Twenty-six mles, 385 yards, exactly

a marathon -- that's enough for ne.
ELLI SON

Tell me again why it's that | ong.
HORATI O

You nean, why it's exactly that

di st ance?
ELLI SON

Yeah, the one about the A ynpics.
HORATI O

Okay, well... \When they had the

A ynpi c Marat hon in Engl and, they
( MORE)



HORATI O ( CONT' D)
had to nake the race start in front
of some castle so the Queen's Kkids

could watch it. Then... the ending
had to be right in front of the Queen
watching in the stadium So... it

just worked out to be that long --
26 mles, 385 yards.

ELLI SON
But this is the United States. W
don't got no queens.

HORATI O
(shrugs as he runs)
They just wanted to keep the marathon
runs always the sane di stance after
that. Make it standard.

ELLI SON
Ckay. Now tell ne the one about the
Greek guy that died after running.
" Fee- uh-sonet hi ng".

HORATI O
Yeah, "Pheidippi-- sonething". He
was the first marathon runner. Had
to run back a long ways to tell the
ot her G eeks about sonme enem es they
conquered. So he...

ELLI SON
(i nterrupting)
Yelled "rejoice, we conquered the

bad guys" -- then he dropped dead.
Yeah, | renenber.
HORATI O
So, why'd you ask?
ELLI SON
Way' d he die?
HORATI O
| don't know.

(pause)
Maybe running all that way in heavy
arnor killed him

ELLI SON
How far did he run? Twenty-six mles,
385 yards?

(grins)

HORATI O
NO, of course it wasn't exactly that

far.
( MORE)



HORATI O ( CONT' D)
Thi s was hundreds... maybe thousands
of years ago. | don't know how far
he ran. He probably didn't know
ei t her.

ELLI SON
After he dropped dead, bet he didn't
know anyt hi ng.

(big grin)

HORATI O
CKAY, far enough, tine to turn around.

The runners turn and head back down the dusty road, Ellison
surging slightly ahead.

EXT. HOPKI NTON, MASSACHUSETTS -- STARTI NG LI NE OF THE BOSTON
ATHLETI C ASSCCI ATI ON MARATHON -- APRIL 1934 -- LATE MORNI NG

A |l arge group of runners -- about 150 -- are preparing

t hensel ves behind the starting banner of the race. Sone are
runni ng on the spot, others are flexing thenselves, self-
massaging legs, in various last-mnute, pre-race rituals.
Spectators line the start area. Froma raised platform the
B. A A RACE ANNOUNCER addresses the crowd.

B. A.A. ANNOUNCER (0. S.)
Ladi es and gentl enen, wel cone to the
1934 Boston Athletic Association
Mar at hon Footrace. Today, we have
runners fromall over the east coast
and fromas far away as Canada.
Pl ease give these fine young nen the
appl ause they so deserve as they
prepare to run the amazing di stance
of 26 mles, 385 yards, ending in
the city of Boston. Runners..
Pl ease prepare yourselves for the
start.

Spectators appl aud, and runners acknow edge the crowd as
they step up to the starting line. Al athletes are dressed
in simlar running apparel for the period: racing vests, or
singlets, displaying various club insignia, wth | arge-bl ock
nunbers pinned to their chests.

B.A A ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Anong t he outstanding athletes we
have with us today, we have the
def endi ng chanpi on, from Paw ucket,
Rhode I sl and, LESLIE PAWSON... Les,
pl ease step forward and say hello to
your supporters..

Cheers and Appl ause.



B. A. A, ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
W have SEVEN-time w nner, CLARENCE
H. DEMAR. .

Louder Cheers.

B. AL A, ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
W al so have, from Canada, the second-
pl ace finisher fromone year ago..
DAVE, uh... KOVONEN. ..

A runner with a maple |leaf on his vest steps forward and
waves to the appreciative crowd.

B. A A. ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
Ladi es and gentlenmen, |ast year this
man had to sell his shoes right off
his feet after the race, so he could
afford to travel hone.

Back in the crowd of runners is Ellison Brown, wearing a

di stinctive running singlet -- home-sewn from scraps of cloth
of every conceivable color all pieced together. Bouncing up
and down, he seens happy and eager to begin racing. Beside
Ellison, a runner tugs at the multicolored fabric.

RUNNER
Hey Chief, what's with the crazy
quilt -- your nother make this?
ELLI SON
(proudly)
Yeah, leftovers from sone of her
dr esses.
B. A A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Runners... Take your marks... Get
set...
CUT TGO
AN COLD RI FLE FI RING | NTO THE SKY
CUT TGO

THE CROAD OF RUNNERS surging forward, jostling for position

as spectators roar their approval. Well back in the beginning
stage of the race, Ellison stands out in his nulticol ored
vest .

EXT. FRAM NGHAM RAI LROAD STATI ON -- BOSTON MARATHON COURSE - -
EARLY AFTERNCON

A smal|l group of runners passes by, including the Canadi an,
Komonen. Cars, filled nostly with press, follow al ongsi de
the | ead runners, reporters jabbering to each other and taking
notes. A few notorcycle cops and sone bicycles cruise nearby.



Onl ookers |ine the course, cheering the racers as they go

past. A long string of runners follow in the wake of the

| ead pack. After about 25 athletes pass by, Ellison appears --
waving to the crowd, he seens to be thoroughly enjoying his
experi ence.

ELLISON S P.O V. -- People are stepping out of the crowd
onto the road, holding up cups of water and offering orange
slices as runners pass by.

ELLI SON
Anybody gi vi ng out soda pop?

RUNNER BESI DE ELLI SON
(sweating, panting)
You're... having too nuch fun... |I'm
wor ki ng harder... than you. Wy
don't you go try to... catch the

| eaders?

ELLI SON
Not yet. M coach, Tippy, he wants
me to hol d-back, hold-back till the

|l ast few ml es.

EXT. SLIGHT HI LLS ALONG BOSTON MARATHON COURSE -- NEWON - -
M D AFTERNCON

Ellison, alternately jogging and wal ki ng, stops to renove
hi s shoes.

CLCSE to a foot -- a ness of broken blood blisters.

ELLI SON
(muttered to self)
Magic feet...

Shaki ng head, he carries the footwear as he resunes running,
barefoot -- leaving a trail of blood. H s pained expression
i nproves after he casually tosses his shoes to sone onl ookers.

| NT. BUSY PRESSROOM OF THE BOSTON GLOBE -- DAY

JERRY NASON, a |ean young d obe reporter, sits at a desk
pecking sem -rapidly at a typewiter, glancing to and from
hi s notes as he works.

JERRY'S P.OV -- CLCSER to text as it forns on the paper.
The reporter's voice narrates as he types.

JERRY (0. S.)
Though this year's race was won by
Dave Kononen, a flying Finn from
Canada -- with | ocal boy, JOHNNY
KELLEY, valiantly com ng in second --
a colorful story was transpiring
back in the pack

( MORE)



JERRY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Dressed in his "vest of many col ors”
ran a poor Narragansett Indian from
Rhode |sland, naned Ellison "Deerfoot"
Brown. Early in the race, he ran to
the prom se of his name, proudly
with chin up, as beautiful in stride
as any racehorse. He finished the
race with bl oody bare feet, in 32nd
pl ace. Miscled |ike the best of the
anci ent Roman gl adi ators and yet
with the soft and sinuous curves of
a Geek God... Deerfoot |ooks like
he woul d be nore at hone in the
jungles of Africa than the streets
of Boston. This reporter wonders if
"TARZAN' Brown will return next year
to once again challenge the m ghty
mar at hon.

-- By Jerry Nason
DI SSOCLVE TO

EXT. HOPKI NTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTI NG LI NE -- LATE
MORNI NG

SUPER: ONE YEAR LATER -- APRIL, 1935

Runners are mlling about behind the start banner, making

| ast-m nute preparations. Spectators and supporters interact
with athletes; reporters with note pads out are querying
runners and taking notes. Ellison Brown sits cross | egged
by the roadside, again wearing the nmulti-fabric singlet.

B. A A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Attention Al Runners. It is ten
mnutes till noon, please begin noving
to the starting line.

Runners nove closer to the start, exposing Ellison, sitting
stoically and expressionless. A young pressman notices the
| ndi an and appr oaches.

JERRY
Hey, | renenber you, hard to forget
that outfit. 1'mJerry Nason --

with the dobe. Mentioned you in a
story last year.

El i son | ooks up at Nason.
JERRY ( CONT' D)

Say, shouldn't you be getting ready
to run? Race is set to start.



ELLI SON
| remenber. M coach told ne you

called me "Tarzan". Now |ots of
peopl e are calling ne that.
(grins)
| don't m nd.
JERRY
Wel |, Tarzan, how are you going to

run this year? Don't think you'l
get a nention this tine if you cone
in 32nd.

Ellison slowly gets to his feet and stretches.

ELLI SON
Last year | was just here for al
the fun, and besides, ny feet weren't
t ough enough. Got nore callus this
time -- sign of a man.

Nason jots a quick note on his pad.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
You witing this down? Okay, this
year could be a surprise for people.
" mgonna run as fast as | can, for
as long as | can... But don't tel
Ti ppy -- he's ny coach.

B. A A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Ladi es and gentl enen, wel cone to the
1935 Boston Athletic Association
Mar at hon Footrace. Pl ease show your
appreciation to all these fine young
at hl etes representing clubs throughout
the U S. A and even Canada. ..
Runners, please prepare for the start.

Ellison starts toward the crowd of racers.

JERRY
Well, good hunting, Tarzan. Have a
good race.

The | ndi an runner | ooks back at Nason.

ELLI SON

If I wn, maybe you can wite in
your paper that nmy victory is to
honor nmy nother's spirit. She passed
away, just a few days ago. So I'm
wearing this shirt she nmade from her
dresses. ..

(tugs at the fabric)
...to renmenber her. Even though
| ast year | sorta got |aughed at.



Nason says nothing as Ellison noves away. ANOTHER REPORTER
conmes up behind Nason, claps himon the back.

REPORTER
Vell Jerry, Spring's here for sure.
The saps are running.
(1 aughs, shaki ng head)
| love that line. Wote it first,
yuh know t hat ?

JERRY
Don't kid yourself. Takes a rugged
athlete with plenty of guts to run a
mar at hon.

REPORTER
Well, if you ask nme, they're al
just a bunch of working-class oddbal
freaks.
(shrugs)
Me, I'd rather be coverin' baseball.

The pressnen nove up to a better position for view ng the
start.

B. A. A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Returning to this year's race, we
have def endi ng chanpi on, Dave Konobnen
from Canada. Dave had to drive
t hrough a snow stormto get here
just in tine...

Sone appl ause.

B. A A ANNOUNCER (O. S.) (CONT' D
Second- pl ace finisher |ast year, a
| ocal florist, Johnny Kelley...

Significant crowd reaction for |ocal favorite Kell ey.

B. A A ANNOUNCER (V.O ) (CONT' D)
Ret ur ni ng once agai n, SEVEN TI ME
w nner, Clarence H Demar..
Cl arence. .

Mor e appl ause and cheeri ng.

B.A A ANNOUNCER (O S.) (CONT' D)
Ckay gentl enen, prepare to start and
have a good race!

ELLI SON, back in the pack of runners, feels someone pulling
at his singlet.

RUNNER BEHI ND ELLI SON
Hey, | heard yer squaw nmade this.



ELLI SON' S DARK EYES NARROW as the STARTI NG RI FLE EXPLODES.
The Indi an runner has an explosive start hinsel f, weaving
and pushing past human obstacles to the | ead pack of the
early race.

A dimnutive, fair-skinned man in his late twenties, JOHNNY
KELLEY, pulls up beside Ellison. Waring a small shanrock
on his singlet, Kelley's eyes twinkle as he smles, alittle
crookedly, at his neighbor.

JOHNNY
Hey, lots of tine to give it the
| eather later on. Jeepers, this is
a marathon, not a mle race, son.

Ellison doesn't | ook over at Kelley.

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
You've got a nice running gait there,
fella. Say, | recognize you, you're
that Tarzan fella -- ran barefoot
| ast year, didn't yuh?
(offers his hand)
"' m Johnny Kel | ey.

El i son shakes hands with Kell ey.

ELLI SON
| hate shoes -- these ones are foot
killers. Wen are you white nen
gonna i nvent sonething useful..
i ke special shoes for running?

JOHNNY
Got news for you, ny friend -- they
al ready make 'em Wearing 'em nyself
for the first tinmne -- SST.AR
Streanmines. Hey, you gotta get
sonme. They're lighter weight and
white instead of black -- supposed
to absorb 38% I ess heat.

Anot her runner pulls up on Kelley's other shoul der.

NEW RUNNER ( PAT)

Hey Kel, last year | started a
marathon with a dollar bill in ny
shoe... Wien | finished, | found

ten di nes there.

J OHNNY
Heard t hat one before, PAT.

ELLI SON
s it supposed to be lucky to put
nmoney in your shoe?



JOHNNY
No Tarzan, it's a joke.

ELLI SON
Oh.

Wth a little smle, Ellison picks up his pace and separates
fromthe two nen.

PAT
Guess he didn't |ike ny hunor.
JOHNNY
Don't worry, he'll be back. |[If he's
a typical Indian runner, he'll burn
hi msel f right outta fuel... Besides,

he ain't wearing S.T. A R Streaniines.

EXT. A 1934 STUDEBAKER PRESI DENT (MOVING -- EARLY MARATHON
COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNCON

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

Nasson, scribbling in his notebook, chats w th anot her
reporter.

JERRY
Who just dropped out -- that Kononen?

OTHER REPORTER
Yeah, heard he m ssed a night of
sl eep driving down from Canada t hrough
that blizzard.

JERRY
What happened to Pawson? Haven't
seen himthe whol e race.

OTHER REPORTER
Ah, he's way back, he's not fit this
year .

JERRY
Kell ey sure | ooks fresh. | got him
pegged to w n.

OTHER REPORTER
Yeah, he | ooks good all right. Heard
he's on a special diet, |ots of

pr ot ei n.

JERRY
He told me he's taking glucose pills
this time too -- sone scientists

said they'd help the last few m|es.

OTHER REPORTER
And he's got those new special shoes.



EXT. SLIGHT HI LLS ALONG BOSTON MARATHON COURSE -- NEWON - -
M D AFTERNOON.

ELLI SON -- struggling to hold his formas the race wears on.
He runs virtually alone, out of contact with runners ahead
and behind. Sone onl ookers tap hands lightly as he goes by.

CLOSE to Ellison's hal f-closed eyes..

CLOSER .. into the dark eyes..

ELLISON S P.O V. -- A VAGUE, BLURRY I MAGE | S FORM NG . .

THE | MAGE -- a ghostlike apparition hovers lowin the sky
ahead. Evolving supernaturally, the image fornms into the
features of Ellison's nother... Her expression radiates with

what could be proud | ove, as she nods her head slightly...
CLOSE TO ELLISON' S EYES -- brimmng with tears..
ELLI SON S MOTHER (V. Q)
You honor ne. Show t he Waunpeshau
your warrior heart will not give up.
THE APPARI TI ON fades into sonething shapel ess, indistinct...
TEARS are stream ng down Ellison's cheeks as he runs on.
ROADSI DE -- AS ELLI SON PASSES
OLDTI MER
(to his buddy)

See that? That's the marathon.
He's in so nuch pain he's got tears.

BUDDY
Yeah? 1'd be cryin' too if | was
seen wearin' that patchwork rag he's

got on.
EXT. AMLE OR SO UP THE COURSE -- A BIT LATER

Ellison, jogging dowmn to a wal k, stops and renoves his shoes.
He tosses themimredi ately aside as he resunes joggi ng,
barefoot, leaving a trail of blood. There are few other
runners in view, as sonme onl ookers cheer and shout
encouragenent. At |east one heckl es.

ONE ONLOCKER
C mon Tarzan! Only five mles left!

HECKLER
Hey, you're still the first Indian.

El I i son acknowl edges the spectators with a small wave, as he
pi cks up his pace slightly.



ELLI SON
Anybody got any soda pop?

Sonmeone steps onto the road, holding out a bottle.

ONLOOKER W TH BOTTLE
You |i ke orange soda?

ELLI SON
Yup, that's ny favorite.
(takes it)

Thanks, buddy.
EXT. FINISH LI NE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- A LITTLE LATER

O ficials, press, coaches and spectators surround the finish-
line area. A B.A A official on a scaffold | ooks down the
course through binoculars, while an announcer addresses the
crowd.

B. A A.  ANNOUNCER
Ladi es and gentl enen, the first runner
is now heading for the finish... and
it is... Kelley. Johnny Kelley is
about to win his first Boston

Mar at hon!
JOHNNY KELLEY'S P.O V. -- the finish banner in sight, Johnny
t akes one qui ck gl ance over his shoulder -- there is no

pursuer to be seen. Johnny smles, then suddenly cl utches
his stomach and slows to a stop

He bends over and vomts several tines, straightens and
crosses hinself, then runs through the finish.

EXT. RAI SED PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FI NI SH - -
LATER AFTERNCON

JOHNNY KELLEY, wearing a laurel weath, a wnner's gold nedal
around his neck, holds a bouquet of flowers as he addresses
the crowd bel ow.

JOHNNY
Who coul d believe this? Jeepers --
a florist running 26 mles to get a
| aurel wreath! Well, | just want
you all to know what a swell feeling
this victory gives ne. You can win
every five and ten mle race in New
Engl and, but nobody really repects
you till you win the B. A A Marathon;
this one's as big as basebal |!
know this glory will be over in a
few days, so | intend to really enjoy

it
( MORE)



JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
I'"d like to thank ny coach, Fred
Faller, my trainer, Angus MacDonal d,
my doctor, Kenneth Tilotson, and of
course my parents --and everyone who
supported ny win today! Thank-you
to the Boston Athletic Association --
you fellas are great. God be
willing, | hope to conme back here
for many years to cone.

THE CROAD BELOW KELLEY' S PLATFORM -- CHEERS AND APPLAUDS

CLOSER IN -- ELLI SON, watching as Kelley waves to the
onl ookers bel ow.

ELLI SON
(to anyone |i stening)
Next year, with better shoes, maybe
that' Il be me up there.

A MAN beside Ellison glances at the Indian, then leans to
hi s opposite nei ghbor's ear.

MAN BESI DE ELLI SON
Now t hat woul d be sonething... Indian
giving a victory speech to a bunch
of white nen.

EXT. DOMNTOM BOSTON STREET CORNER -- THAT EVEN NG

ELLI SON, wal ki ng al one, cones to a corner pub; he hesitates,
then enters.

| NT. BOSTON CORNER PUB -- MOMENTS LATER

The atnosphere inside is loud and celebratory. Ellison is
at the bar, a beer already in hand, when he hears a famliar
voice calling a famliar nane.

JOHNNY (O S.)
Hey! You -- Tarzan! C non over and
j oin us.

El i son gl ances over at Johnny Kelley, sitting at a nearby
table; wth Johnny are a dozen nen and wonen -- chatting,
| aughi ng, drinking and snoki ng.

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
C nmon, don't be shy, always room for
anot her runner.

As Ellison hesitates, Johnny gets up fromhis chair -- too
qui ckly for the evening after running a marathon -- grinmaces
dramatically, then shuffles over and slaps the Indian on the
back. Wth tw nkling eyes and crooked grin, the smallish
Kell ey could easily be cast as a | eprechaun.



JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
®o000 -- wouldn't want to hafta run
for it right now, that's for sure.
Hey, good race today, son. C non

join us, I'mbuying drinks tonight.
ELLI SON

Good race yourself. You won. |

| ost.
JOHNNY

Hey, where'd you end up comng in?
Jeepers, when | passed you after
Wl | esl ey, sure |ooked like you were
wearin' a few dinmes in your shoes.

Kell ey laughs at his new twist on the old joke. Ellison
smles politely.

ELLI SON
| cane in 13th... Faster than | ast
year, anyway. Maybe by next tine |
can figure out a way to get ne sone
of them fancy white shoes.

JOHNNY
Hey, trust ne, they help. Mst of
the top runners are wearing 'em now.
Only trouble is, they cost seven
dollars and 50 cents a pair. A fella
up i n Peabody takes 16 hours to custom
make 'em for yuh

ELLI SON
(shaki ng his head)
That's a | ot of noney for shoes.

JOHNNY
VWll, you' re young and fast, you'l
just hafta go get yourself sone
sponsors. Say, you do any of the
Legion race circuit?

ELLI SON
Ran a few | ast year.

JOHNNY

Wth your speed, you don't really
need good smarts to win sonme of those
shorter races... Inpress a few of
the right people -- Bingo, you get
sponsored. And, play your cards
right, you're gettin' top appearance
money -- all paid under the table.

(wi nks)
Ten bucks cones in handy for expenses.



Kell ey puts his armaround Ellison, |eading himback toward
his table. The support doesn't hurt Kelley, who has been
enj oyi ng cel ebratory drinks for hours.

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
Anyway, trust nme, takes nore than
just fast shoes to win a marathon.

We'll go run a few races together
this summer. Maybe you can rabbit
for nme... Now, c¢'non, |'m buyin

you a dri nk.

EXT. SHORELI NE OF NARRAGANSETT BAY, RHODE | SLAND -- COCL
SUMVER AFTERNCON

TI PPY SALERNO St ands on the the beach, well back fromthe
water's edge. There is a breeze comng in off the bay.
Tippy's attention is on a small figure up the shoreline,

grow ng larger as it approaches. CLOSER -- it becones Ellison
"Tarzan" Brown. Nearer Tippy, the runner cuts away fromthe
water, running right up to stop in front of his coach
Ellison's face displays his utter displeasure.

ELLI SON
(points at bare feet)
Ti ppy! MW feet are frozen and sore,

and this is not training... this is
sonme kind of... torture.
Tl PPY
(patiently)
The idea, yu know, is for it not to
be confortable... The idea is for

the sun and the sand and the cold
and the salt to work together to
t oughen up them baby-soft feet...
Yuh need | eather feet tuh protect
yuh fromyer shoes, Kkid.

ELLI SON
What | need, is better shoes. Like
Johnny Kelley has -- SST. AR
Streani i nes.

Tl PPY

Better shoes won't help yuh run a
smarter race... Better shoes won't
stop yuh fromgoing out too fast...

(shrugs)
Better shoes will conme in tine, kid.
First, yu know, we gotta get yer
feet tanned up so yuh can win us
sonme races.

Ti ppy notions back to the bay with his cigar.



TI PPY (CONT' D)
Now... Tinme to run back the other
way. And try to keep yer feet nore
in the water this tinme. Trust ne,
yu' know, | been at this a long tine
al ready, | know what |'mdoin'.
Bef ore yuh can be a chanpion, gotta
get chanpion's feet.

As Tippy watches, Ellison turns and trots toward the bay.
TI PPY ( CONT' D)
(to hinself)
Good kid, yu know. Hard worker.
| NT. ELLI SON'S VERY SMALL BEDROOM -- WESTERLY -- DAY

ELLI SON |'ies stretched out on his narrow bed, reading a pulp

magazine: the title is "Tarzan And His Mate". His sister
Gracie's face peeks into the open doorway.
GRACI E

Ellison, Ellison. Ethel's here.
Did you forget about your date?

ELLI SON
(puts magazi ne down)
Hey, don't you ever knock?
(sitting up)
And it's not a date.

GRACI E
Your sooo funny. There's no door to
knock on -- hafta have a door before

you can knock, silly.
EXT. PORCH OF BROWNS' WESTERLY CABI N -- MOMENTS LATER

ETHEL, waiting on the porch, wearing a yellow dress, | ooks
perky and pretty at 16. She lights to a warmsmle as Ellison
conmes out the door.

ETHEL
H , handsone hero.
ELLI SON
(smling back)
H Ethel. Unh, wanta go for a wal k?
ETHEL

Sure. You | ook nice.

Ellison | ooks down at his somewhat ragged shirt and cut-off
pant s.

ELLI SON
Uh, so do you



Ethel and Ellison step off the porch together, close but not
t ouchi ng.

GRACI E
(peeki ng out the door)
If it's not a date -- then what is

it? And can | cone?

Ethel turns a little crossly toward Ellison, who is turning
to glare back at G acie.

GRACI E ( CONT' D)
Just ki ddi ng, have fun!

Ellison and Ethel wal k, al nost touching, along the road.

ETHEL
Your sister's so cute.

ELLI SON
Yeabh. Cut e.

ETHEL
So, where we goi ng?

ELLI SON
| don't know...
(beat)
Hey, | know. Want to pet a deer?

ETHEL
Sur e.
(smles shyly)
|

And want to pet a Deerfoot too.

Ellison grins.

EXT. IN THE WOODS -- A LITTLE LATER

ELLI SON i s just ahead of Ethel, one arm stretched across her
body; he barely turns and puts a finger to his nouth,
not i oni ng sil ence.

ELLI SON AND ETHEL'S P. OV -- A young deer just 50 feet ahead
is feeding on a fresh sapling.

ELLI SON very slowy takes a short step forward. CLOSE UP

his foot gently... touches the ground wth the outside front
first, the rest of the foot slowy... conpressing behind.
Slowy... and gently... his weight is transferring to his

front leg. Ellison nods softly to Ethel, who carefully noves
a leg forward. As her foot touches the ground, there is a
tiny sound of a cracking tw g.

THE DEER stops feeding, its ears rotate slightly -- then the
ani mal gracefully bounds ahead, disappearing into sone
foliage.



ELLI SON
Hey, not bad, Ethel. W were getting
cl ose.

ETHEL
Any closer, | was worried it could
hear ny heart beating.

ELLI SON
(grins)
| could hear your heart beating.
Renmenber, the closer you get, the
sl ower you go. Everything' s gotta
sl ow right down, even your heartbeat.

ETHEL
How cl ose have you cone? You haven't
really petted one, have you?

ELLI SON
(1 ooks at her -- pause)
Al nost .
ETHEL
This was fun. Thanks for bringing
ne.
ELLI SON
Sure. Next tinme we'll get closer.
(1 ooks away)
Now. .. uh, wanna go for a soda pop
down at Sammy's? | do sone odd jobs
for him-- he pays ne with sodas.
ETHEL
Ckay. If we can take the | ong way.
(sml es)

ETHEL' S HAND reaches to find Ellison's. ELLISON | ooks down
and then over at Ethel, smling back at her.

EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- RHCDE | SLAND -- MORNI NG

A CAR slows to a stop at the side of the road. EIIlison Brown,
tote bag in hand, runs up and clinbs in the back.

I NT. CAR -- A MOMENT LATER

ELLISON S P.OV. -- two nen are in front.
DRI VER
How far you going, kid?
ELLI SON
Up to Boston. I'mcatchin' a ride

fromthere to Fitchburg for a race.



DRI VER
| can take you as far as Pawt ucket.
That's where we're headed.

ELLI SON
Sure. Thanks.

EXT. CAR -- MOVI NG DOMWN THE ROAD
EXT. A ROAD -- QUTSKI RTS OF 1935 BOSTON -- LATE AFTERNOON

A CAR MOVI NG up the road, slows and pulls over beside a
waiting Ellison Brown; he opens the back door and gets it.

I NT. CAR (MOVING -- A MOMENT LATER

Another man is in the back seat with Ellison. Johnny Kell ey,
beside the driver, turns to face the back.

JOHNNY
So, gentlenen, this is the Deerf oot
hi msel f, Tarzan Brown. Tarz, this
is ny coach, FRED FALLER up here,
and that there's FRED BROANN Seni or
in the back with you. He's runnin
tonorrow s race too. Don't think
you two are related -- at |east, you
sure don't look it to ne.

ELLI SON
Yeah, | don't think so.

Fred Brown holds up a freckled arm

FRED BROMN
Not much chance.

ELLI SON
| know Brown's nostly a white nane,
but 1've got lots of cousins not as
dark as ne.

He holds his armnext to Fred Brown's
ELLI SON ( CONT' D)

| get really brown fromrunnin' out
in the sun with no shirt.

FRED BROMN
No chance -- we're not rel ated.
A few beats of silence.
ELLI SON

Hey, thanks for bringing ne al ong.
I"mreally happy to be goin' up there
with you fellas.



FRED FALLER
So, who you got handlin' you, Tarzan?

ELLI SON
Ti ppy. Tippy Salerno. He used to
coach ny uncle, Horatio Stanton.
Unc's a really good runner, you fellas
probably heard of him

FRED FALLER
| know Tippy. He'll keep you in
l'ine.
(sml es)
Yuh know?

ELLI SON
Yeah, he does. And he's trying to
get me to not eat so nany potatoes.

FRED FALLER
He's right about that -- |lowstarch
diet is what's best for running.
Stick to neat and eggs.

ELLI SON
| can really eat a lot. Wen | get
a chance to.

FRED BROVW
Hey, what runner can't?

J OHNNY
You guys ever see Pawson eat? |If he
ran as fast as he eats, he'd never
| ose a race.

FRED BROWN
Kel, you'd give hima good run for
his noney in that departnent.

FRED FALLER
Now Tar zan, Tippy's probably got you
running fromthe front. That's the
best way for you Indian runners --
just hafta do what cones natural for
you people. Never see too many
| ndi ans com ng from behi nd.

JOHNNY
Except maybe in the novies -- with
t omahawks.

Ellison | aughs with the other three.

ELLI SON
That's right, | just like to run as
fast as | can go.

( MORE)



ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
But Ti ppy, he always says hol d- back,
hol d-it-back. Soneday |I'll stay
fast right till the end of the Boston
Mar at hon.

JOHNNY
And I'll be right there, ready to
kick by you at the very end -- just
after your shoes cone flyin' off!

Everyone | aughs again at that.

EXT. YYMC A -- FITCHBURG MASSACHUSETTS -- EVEN NG
FRED FALLER S CAR pulls up in front.

| NT. CAR

FRED FALLER
Ckay boys, get your gear and you can
get settled in here. 1'll go park
the car around back. There's a place
down the street with good grub, and
we can all have a night cap afterward.

I NT. FI TCHBURG TAVERN -- NI GHT

Ellison, Johnny, and Fred Brown sit at a table, drinks in
front. The roomis about half full, many listening to a
slight young man crooning to a piano's acconpani nent.

JOHNNY
You know, when you stop and listen,
that kid's gotta good voice. Bad
dresser though, that winkled suit's
way too big for him

FRED BROMWN
Hel luva way to make a livin' --
travelin' and hustlin' to sing in
snoky taverns all over the place.

JOHNNY
Yeah, bartender says he's from way
down in Jersey sonepl ace.

ELLI SON
| like the way he sings. Maybe 1'I
stay here all night listening..
Long as they stay open, an' | got
sonethin' to drink

FRED BROVW
Not a good i dea.



J OHNNY
Yeah, there's a tine for fun and a
time for business. Qur business is
putting on a good show for the people
out watching us race tonorrow.

ELLI SON
"1l give "ema good show.

J OHNNY
Yeah? Well then | suggest we go get
sonme shuteye so no one gets
di sappoi nt ed.

ELLI SON
C nmon Johnny. It's still early. |
gotta have one nore drink for sure.
Why don't you fellas just stay for
one nore drink with nme?

JOHNNY
Wiy do | get the feeling, if you
have another drink, we'll never get

you outta here?

ELLI SON
Hey, c'non, just one. \Wat're you,
afraid to have fun?

JOHNNY
No. It's aten-mle race tonorrow,
not a stroll in the park. W al
need our sleep to be ready for that.
FRED BROWN
Kelley's right, Tarzan. Tinme to
call it a night.

Kell ey and Fred Brown get up to | eave.

ELLI SON
Ckay, you boys do whatever you want.
Me, I"'mstayin' for one nore. And
t hen naybe one nore after that.
JOHNNY
Have it your way then, but you'll be
eating ny dust for sure tonorrow
ELLI SON
Johnny boy?
JOHNNY
Yeah, Tarz?
ELLI SON

You gets in ny way tonorrow, |'l|
run right over yuh



JOHNNY
Ah, c'non Fred, let's |leave him
He's hal f-drunk already sure as shit.

Kell ey and Fred Brown wal k away fromthe table.
ELLI SON

(annoyi ng razz)
Hey Johnny boy, | hear your nommy

callin" you. "Bedtinme Johnny --
JOHNNY, you cone honme to bed this
instant!"”

Johnny's ears are turning red but he doesn't turn around.
| NT. FI TCHBURG TAVERN -- TWO HOURS LATER

Ellison is at the sane table, several enpty beer bottles in
front of him He appears drunk and di shevel ed, as THE SI NGER
addresses the few patrons left in the tavern.

SI NGER
Well folks, I'mdone for the night,
thanks for listening. |'mjust
starting out, but |I'm hoping to make
a career out of nusic -- singing's
what | love. |If you |liked what you
heard, |'d sure appreciate you telling
sonme friends...

El i son stands up, wobbly, appl audi ng.
ELLI SON

Hey! You Sing Real Good. DON T
STOP -- KEEP GO N

SI NGER
Why, thank you, sir. | will keep on
singing, but not tonight. I'mall
finished for this evening. Thank

you.

Ellison is cheering and clapping loudly, then puts his fingers
in his nouth to whistle shrilly.

SI NGER ( CONT' D)
Good night folks. Thanks again -- |
truly do appreci ate your appl ause.

Don't forget -- ny nanme's Frank
Si natra.
EXT. FRONT OF Y.M C. A. -- LATER, SAME NI GHT

Ellison is knocking and pulling on the | ocked front door, a
beer bottle in his other hand. Finally giving up, he takes
a pull fromhis beer, then staggers away. Spotting a nearby
bench, he struggles to reach it... sets down his beer..
Stretching out on the bench, his body goes notionl ess.



EXT. FRONT OF Y.M C. A -- MORN NG DAYLI GHT

ELLI SON' S EYES -- they open and i medi ately squi nt agai nst
t he brightness of norning sunshine. Hands shield his eyes
as he rolls away, and... falls off the bench, grunting as he

hits the ground. Pulling hinself back onto the bench, he
sits for a nonent, shaking his head. Spotting the beer bottle
still standing, Ellison picks it up and finishes the contents.

EXT. STARTI NG LI NE OF FI TCHBURG LEG ON RACE - - LATER MORNI NG

Johnny Kelley and Fred Brown flex, stretch and bounce up and
down just behind the start banner, as do several dozen ot her
runners. A little back of the crowd, Ellison Brown sits
with arms and | egs crossed, his head bowed.

ANNOUNCER (O S.)

(froma platform
Wel conme to the Fitchburg Legion Ten-
Mle Footrace. | ampleased to
announce that entered in today's
conpetition, we have defending
chanpi on, from Pawt ucket, Rhode
| sl and, Les Pawson. LES!

Appl ause fromthe sparse crowd.

ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
We al so have, from West Medf ord,
Massachusetts, the current Boston
At hl eti c Associ ati on Mar at hon
Chanpi on, Johnny Kell ey.

More polite appl ause.

ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
W would like to thank all these
dedi cated athletes for entering and
wish themall... Godspeed. Now
remenber, this is a |oop course, it
wi Il finish back here at the start.
Runners, prepare to race..

The runners crowd the starting line. Kelley and Pawson shake
hands as they stand front and center of the pack. WelIl behind
them ElIlison stands up, shakes his head a few tines as he
nmoves to the back of the |ineup of racers.

ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
Runners, ready... Set...

A PISTOL FIRES I NTO THE AIR

The throng of runners gallop forward, Kelley and Pawson
| eadi ng the way. ..



EXT. AROUND FI RST CORNER -- FI TCHBURG RACE COURSE -- MOVENTS
LATER

KELLEY and PAWSON are still at the head of the pack, beginning
to separate thensel ves.

ELLI SON BROM suddenly energes fromthe crowd behind, giving
chase to the | eaders.

EXT. FURTHER ALONG RACE COURSE -- LATER

ELLI SON SURGES past Pawson, noving up to Kelley's shoul der.
Looki ng over, surprised, Kelley pulls ahead, arns punping
furiously.

EXT. START/FIN SH LINE -- LATER

ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Ladi es and gentl enen, the | ead runner

is closing to the finish line... it
iS... nunber twenty... seven. That
is... Ellison Tarzan Brown. Tarzan

Brown is going to win, he is well
out in front. No one can catch him
now

ELLI SON strides swiftly toward and through the finish,
breaki ng the tape, then jogs onward a few strides. Two race
officials nove to his aid as Ellison stops and bends at the
wai st, hands on his knees. As he begins vomting generously,
the officials recoil with haste. JOHNNY KELLEY, crossing

the line ten seconds after Ellison, appraises the vomting
Indian with a | ook somewhere between disbelief and admration,
tenpered with a little disgust at the display of vomting.

ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
Fol ks, we have an unofficial tine
announced as... 53 mnutes, 14 seconds --
that will be a new course record. A
new course record by Tarzan Brown.
|'ve just been told he's a full-
bl ooded | ndi an, born in Alton, Rhode
| sl and.

I NT. FRED FALLER S CAR -- BETWEEN FI TCHBURG AND BOSTON - -
LATER THAT DAY

Fred Fall er glances back at Ellison Brown, fast asleep in
the back seat, a big loving cup clutched to his chest.

FRED FALLER
VWell, Johnny, you were right about
one thing. W're bringing the trophy
back with us today.



JOHNNY
C nmon coach, | got what what | cane
for -- 15 doll ars appearance noney
and a good speed workout. Tarzan,
"1l give himcredit, he ran fast --
there was no catchin' himtoday.

FRED FALLER
You shoul da seen the ook in his
eyes conmng up to the tape -- like a
wol f closing in on a sheep.

J OHNNY
Yeah, but all that bl azing speed
won't win a marathon. It takes

tactics and good judgenent too. You
know I got lots of that.

FRED FALLER
Hey, who's the coach here anyway?
But you're right, good Indian runners
is same as thoroughbreds. Handle
‘emthe right way and they m ght run
sone good races for yuh. Hardest
thing about training 'emis just
getting '"emto do what they're
supposed to do. Brains just ain't
organi zed right.

The coach gl ances qui ckly over his shoul der again at the
sl eeping Ellison.

FRED FALLER ( CONT' D)
Hey, just in case you ain't really

snoozing, | don't nmean no harm..
Your brain's just different, that's
all. You people are better suited

for stuff |ike hunting and fishing.
CLOSE to ELLISON, snoring softly and peacefully.
Dl SSOLVE TGO
| NT. A SMALL ROOM -- M DDLEBCRO, MASSACHUSETTS -- DAY

ELLI SON sits at a table, conposing a letter. H's voice
narrates as he wites.

ELLI SON (V. Q)
Dear Gracie and Little Sister N na

t oo:
Looks like spring is finally here at
Lake Assawansett, but we still got

sonme snow in the woods. M running's
been goi ng real good, but sonetines
| feel nore |ike sone kind of
sal esman, selling nmyself -- or what
( MORE)



ELLI SON (V. Q) (CONT' D)

| can do -- to people so they can
help ne. Since |I've run sone good
races, | get to stay up here and

train because | got sponsored by

sonme rich nmen from Provi dence. Tippy
said I'll get extra coaching from
Jack. That's M Farrington, the
Rhode Island A A U chief. He's in

charge. It's pretty good, all | got
to dois run lots and run fast, but
| get to eat all | can eat. Steak

and eggs and |lots of vanilla sodas.
They even got me some new runni ng
shoes -- S.T.A R Streanmines, just
the sane as Johnny Kelley has. M
and both ny feet are real happy about
that. And besides running, | been
meeting |lots of people, and staying
out of trouble. Mst of the tine.

Ellison stops witing and stares into space.
DI SSOCLVE TO
| NT. A SALOON -- ELLISON S RECENT PAST

ELLI SON, bellied up to the bar, sips at a beer, a few enpty
bottles in front on the counter. He turns his head as a
| arge hand grasps his shoulder. A VOCE with the grasp

MEAN- AND- ANGRY MAN (O. S.)
(deep and unfriendly)
So yer the fast Indian we keep hearin
about, eh? Well, how fast are yuh,
Tonto? Bet yer not so fast between
four walls now, are yuh?

ELLISON S P.O V. -- Spins full around to expose a nean and
angry | ooking face above a very | arge, nuscul ar body.

MEAN- AND- ANGRY MAN' S P.O V. -- Ellison's dark eyes narrow.
| NT. SALOON -- MOMENTS LATER

Ellison is ducking punches thrown by the nean and angry nan,
counter punchi ng back, the blows having negligible effect on
the big nman, who grins w ckedly as he backs the Indian into
a corner. ..

Ellison grabs a chair and quickly smashes it over his
opponent's head. The nean and angry nman sl unps unconsci ous
to the fl oor.

ELLI SON
Yeah -- |"'mpretty fast.

DI SSCLVE BACK TQO



I NT. SMALL ROOM I N M DDLEBORO -- ELLI SON' S PRESENT

Ellison resumes witing.

ELLI SON (V. Q)
...Hope you are all well. | really
m ss you both and of course | mss
Ethel too. Gacie, please tell Ethel
| mss her the nost... But sonehow
| can't see you doing that. Gve ny
| ove to Pop.
Your Brother, Ellison

(pause)
Ps. The Boston Marathon is in three
weeks, | hope you can cone wat ch.

Ch, ps.ps. They say the wi nner gets
to go to the Aynpics in Germany.

ps. ps.ps. | hope sonme of you get to
come wat ch because this year 1'Il be
the w nner.

EXT. HOPKI NTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTI NG LI NE - -
LATE MORNI NG

It is close to start tine for the narathon;

APRI L --

runners are m xing

with press, handlers and well-w shers. Jerry Nason spots
Johnny Kell ey noving around behind the start-1ine,

| ooki ng for soneone.

two ot her

menbers of the press.

JERRY
Hey, our defending chanpion. Feeling
up to the chall enge of anot her happy
Patriots' Day, Johnny?

JOHNNY
Oh, hello Jerry. Well, 1've trained
really hard this year, as you know.
My fitness is better than | ast year.

JERRY
Do you think | ast year taught you to
be a nore patient runner? That was
a bit of a problemfor you before,
t hi nk.

JOHNNY
Yeah, definitely you have to be
patient to win here. And | think
dealing with you fellas hel ps ne out
in that departnent.

(grinning)

ANOTHER REPCRTER
How was your recovery from Medford
Johnny? And how s the stomach feeling
t oday?

Nason seizes his opportunity,

apparently
as do



JOHNNY

Hey guys, | feel great, never felt
better. |'mexpecting to wn -- |
will confess | want this one very

badly. Last year was a taste,
sure want a spot on the dynpic team

Reporters scribble in their notebooks as Johnny talks; a few
nore press arrive, creating a small scrum around the popul ar
runner.

NEW REPORTER ( JACK)
What about other challengers this
year? Anybody you plan to keep an

eye on?
JOHNNY
No sir, | don't plan on running
agai nst any particul ar opponent. |
know this course well, so really I'm

runni ng against tine itself. You
can wite that in your papers if you
like.

REPORTER JACK
Vell, you certainly sound confident,
not overconfident are you?

JOHNNY
Junpin' jeepers -- c'nmon Jack, what
kind of answer do | give to that
one?
JERRY
Kel... The Indian, Ellison Brown,
has been running well. You know him --
what are his chances of a good result?
JOHNNY
Hey... Tarzan's a | ovable character,

ain't he? Never has a bad word to
say about anyone. Far as running
goes, he's fast as lightning, but we
all know tactics are nore inportant

than raw speed -- it's a marathon,
after all.

(trying to | ook through

the scrum

kay fellas, I'mtrying to find ny
dad here. See you at the finish.

Kel | ey pushes through the circle. As reporters disperse,
one nudges Nason.

REPORTER JACK
Get a load of this. Here cones Chi ef
Crazy Horse and his tribe.



Indians in full tribal dress are approaching. Horatio Stanton
and Bryan Brown, wearing feather headdresses, flank Ellison,
clad in a "Providence Tercentenary" running singlet.

JERRY
Now t here's a good interview for
you.

Jack the reporter rushes into the Native entourage's path.

REPORTER JACK
Hey Tarzan, Kelley says you're gonna
burn yourself out in the hills.
What doya say to that?

The I ndian procession stops as one. Ellison's eyes narrow
as he | ooks at the reporter.

ELLI SON
Kelley can get lost. I'll lick him
i ke a postage stanp.

The procession continues onward; the reporter turns to Nason.
REPORTER JACK

Crazy Injun. Doesn't he know he's a
100-t o-one | ong shot ?

JERRY
Yeah, well, | got himpicked to w n.
CUT TO
CLD RI FLE FI RING | NTO NOON SKY
CUT TO

MOB OF RUNNERS RACI NG FORWARD FROM THE STARTI NG LI NE

EXT. STUDEBAKER (MOVI NG -- EARLY MARATHON COURSE -- EARLY
AFTERNCON

THE CAR slows as it pulls alongside Johnny Kelley, running
strongly and al one. The Studebaker hunms to the sounds of
Kelley's slapping footfalls and |ight crowd noi se.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

NASON scri bbles on his pad. Spectators lining the road begin
cheering nore loudly. The driver |eans over to Nason, yelling
to be heard above the crowd.

DRI VER
Kelley's race. He's gotta be our
| eader, no one else in sight ahead.

Just then a MAN ON THE COURSE steps up to the passing
St udebaker.



MAN ON COURSE
(yel l'i ng)
HEY, what're you followi ng himfor?
The I ndian from Rhode |sl and passed
by here a couple of m nutes ago!

JERRY
We're follow ng the wong guy!
Tarzan's way out in front -- we've

got to nove up ahead.
EXT. STUDEBAKER -- ACCELERATI NG AVAY FROM KELLEY
EXT. FURTHER UP THE RACE COURSE -- LATER

ELLI SON BROMAN, running powerfully, the street lined with
cheering spectators. The studebaker and a notorcycle cop
crui se cl ose behi nd.

Ellison passes a small group dressed in Native tribal costune,
sone poundi ng on druns.

NATI VE SPECTATOR

(yel l'i ng)
YER THE WARRI OR!

He runs past a pocket of pretty girls, who smle, wave and
whi sper to each other -- eyes stay fixed on his backside.

But Ellison acknow edges no one as he runs past, eyes narrow
and focused.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

Nason is watching Ellison, running strongly, close to the
car. Another reporter, Jack, |leans to Nason's ear.

REPORTER JACK
He's smashed all the checkpoi nt
records and he's al nbst four m nutes
ahead of Kell ey.

JERRY
(noddi ng, yelling)
At this pace, he's got tine for a
dip in Friske pond, and at Natick
he'd still be out in front!

JOHNNY KELLEY, RUNNI NG PONERFULLY BY FRAM NGHAM RAI LWAY
STATI ON

ELLI SON BROAN, RUNNI NG THROUGH NATI CK TOAN CENTER

KELLEY, RUNNI NG POAERFULLY THROUGH NATI CK TOMN CENTER - -
M NUTES LATER

As the crowd roars, Kelley increases his speed, punping his
arnms harder and starting to breathe heavier.



| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

JERRY
(to Jack)
Looks |i ke Tarzan's sl ow ng down a
bit. W aren't far fromthe Newon
hills, that's where the real race
begins, at 20 m | es.

KELLEY -- STILL RUNNI NG PONERFULLY AND FAST
But sweating and breathi ng hard.

Kell ey's coach, Fred Faller, steps onto the course just ahead
of the runner, passing himsone water.

FRED FALLER
You' re cl osing, Johnny. Less than
two m nutes ahead. You can get him

Kell ey drops the water and punps his arnms even harder -- he
is alnobst sprinting.

BROMWN -- SLOW NG FOR WATER

Ellison takes his time drinking before tossing the enpty cup
aside. As he continues running, he is noving considerably
sl ower than the pursuing Kelley.

KELLEY -- RUNNI NG HARD AND FAST
KELLEY'S P.OV. -- Brown is visible not far ahead.
| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

Nason and the others inside have a great view of the closing
gap between the two runners.

REPORTER JACK
(into Nason's ear)
Kelley's got him He'll catch him
right at the top of this last hill.

JERRY
Brown hasn't | ooked back once. He
has no idea what's com ng.

KELLEY'S P.OQ V -- CLOSI NG TO JUST BEH ND BROMN

Kel | ey noves up beside Brown, |eans over and pats himon the
butt.

JOHNNY
Ni ce running, Tarzan, but time for a
real man to take over
El i son gl ances over at Johnny, surprised, as Kelley noves
into the | ead.



ELLI SON
Hey, where'd you cone fronf

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG JERRY NASON

Jack | eans to Nason's ear, but still has to yell to be heard
over the cheering spectators.

REPORTER JACK
VWhat did he say? Kelley said
somet hi ng.

JERRY
| don't know. But Kelley |ooks |ike
he's about ready to bl ow a gasket.
And Tarzan's barely sweating -- he's
been pl ayi ng possum

EXT. TOP OF THE NEWION HI LLS -- A MOMENT LATER

FAVORI NG ELLI SON BROM runni ng just behind Kelley. Brown's
skin is dry, his breathing deep and quiet. Kelley is drenched
w th sweat and gasping for air.

CLOSER, Brown's eyes becone narrow slits. Suddenly, he surges

past Kelley -- the gap between the two nen grows quickly.
Trying to respond, Kelley appears hel pless... suddenly
pathetic. H's head bobs in panic -- as Brown's floats away.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- THAT MOVENT

REPORTER JACK
What happened? Kelley's falling

apart!

JERRY
Tarzan broke him At the top of
that hill. 1t broke Kelley's heart.

CLOSE to NASON S PAD as Jerry jots a note, his pen in unison
with his brain and his voice.

JERRY ( CONT' D)
(to hinself as he
jots)
Heart break Hi |l

EXT. A FEWM LES FROM THE FINI SH LI NE -- LATER

ELLI SON BROMN i s now runni ng ungracefully and sl ower,
appearing to be losing control over his |legs. Suddenly he
veers to one side, nearly staggering into the path of an
oncom ng car.

THE CAR S HORN BLARES!



| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG DRI VER -- THAT MOVMVENT
THE STUDEBAKER HORN BLARES as the oncom ng car passes.

DRI VER
(pointing to his head)
| DI OT'! They oughta ban cars from
t he road!

REPORTER JACK
Ww. That was cl ose. | don't know
if Tarzan can hol d on.

JERRY
He's lucky there's no one cl ose
behi nd.

ELLISON. A smle on his face as he slows to a wobbly | og.
CLOSER to his LOAER BCODY, a wet stain is formng on his white
shorts, as a streamof urine trickles down one | eg.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- THAT MOVENT

REPORTER JACK
My God, is he peeing hinself?

ELLI SON. A man carrying a bucket steps up beside him douses
the Indian with a bucket of water.

ELLI SON shakes his head and, refreshed by the shower, begins
runni ng again, nore or less in a straight |ine ahead.

EXT. FINISH LI NE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- A BIT LATER

From a scaffold above, an official ains his binoculars down
t he course.

SCAFFOLD P.O V. -- a distant runner is revealed intermttently
runni ng, wal ki ng and jogging toward the finish banner.

B. A A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
W have the | ead runner now
approaching the finish... It is the
| ndi an, Ellison Tarzan Brown...
Ladi es and gentl enen, no one w ||
catch him His tribe calls him
Deerfoot, we |like to call him Tarzan.
TARZAN BROWN will win the Boston
Mar at hon!

ELLI SON BROMN crosses the finish line. Looking very tired,
he is surrounded by race officials. Press rush to take his
picture as he is wapped in a bl anket and handed sone water.

RACE OFFI Cl AL
(patting Brown's back)
Fi ne runni ng, son. Congratul ations,
you' re the chanpi on



Ellison is exhausted and still catching his breath.

ELLI SON
Thanks... It's the shoes... S T.AR
Streanmlines... They hel ped nme w n.

EXT. MARATHON COURSE -- LESS THAN A M LE FROM FI Nl SH LI NE - -
THAT MOMENT

JOHNNY KELLEY Is wal king -- |ike a bal ance-inpaired drunk.
Hi s eyes are glazed and his face shows his conplete
exhaustion. Cheering onlookers urge himto the finish.

ONLOOKER
Come on, Johnny, you're al nost there --
you can still hold onto fifth place.

As Kelley tries torun, it is with the stunbling shuffle of
a broken, depleted athlete.

EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FI NI SH - - LATER THAT
AFTERNCON

Ellison "Tarzan" Brown, crowned with a |aurel weath, a nedal
shining on his chest, smles as he | ooks over the crowd

gat hered below. Beside Ellison is an official of the Boston
At hl etic Associ ation.

B.A A OFFI C AL
(to Ellison's ear)
Ckay, Tarzan, this is where you get
to make a speech.

ELLI SON
What should | say?

B. A A OFFICl AL
Say what ever you want.

The official applauds lightly as he steps away from El | i son.
Ellison hesitates, then steps forward.

ELLI SON
Well. ..
(pause)
| guess you white people can't say
after this that the only good Indian
is a dead I ndian.

Silence in the crowmd. They are waiting for nore fromEllison,
but he is done.

Panni ng expressionl ess and puzzled faces, then the few
costuned Indians in the crowd cheer and beat their druns.
Scattered nervous and hal f-hearted appl ause follows from
sone of the white people.



EXT. MAI NSTREET -- WESTERLY, RHODE | SLAND -- DAY

ANOTHER CROAD -- a gathering of several dozen people, nostly
Native Indian, cheering and waving as a car pulls up. A

smal

band plays in the background.

ELLI SON BROM energes fromthe car, dressed in a suit, stil
wearing his laurel weath. Smling as he takes in the

wel conme, he waves back as he shows off the chanpion's neda
around hi s neck.

ETHEL W LCOX rushes up to Ellison, giving hima hug. Gacie
waits her turn behind.

ETHEL

VWl come hone, handsome hero.
ELLI SON

Ww, this is real swell.
ETHEL

You're great. |'ve m ssed you.
ELLI SON

| m ssed you too.

Ellison | ooks over at Gracie

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
And you too, Gacie. C non.

G aci e hugs her brother.

GRACI E
There's a surprise for you after it
gets dark. Bet you can't guess.

ELLI SON
Bet | can -- but give ne a hint?
GRACI E
No... Ckay, it's loud... And they
have it on the Fourth of July.
ELLI SON
Fireworks? Really? Ww Told you
|'"d guess it.
EXT. IN FRONT OF SAMMY' S DI NER -- WESTERLY, RHCDE | SLAND - -
THAT NI GHT

Ellison and Ethel |eave the diner, wal king dowmn the poorly
lit street. Ethel takes Ellison by the hand.

ETHEL
Lots of stars out tonight. | |ove
bei ng out under the stars.



ELLI SON
Me too.

A few beats of silence.

ETHEL
Ellison... how long are you staying
this tinme?

ELLI SON
(shrugs)

Coaches say | should rest up for
awhile. Then they want nme to get
ready for the dynpic Ganes.

ETHEL
The A ynpics? But Horatio told ne
they won't even pick the teamtil
after sonme race next nonth. You
don't know for sure you'll be picked.

ELLI SON
Yeah, that's the A A U Chanpionship
i n Washi ngton. Sone people said |
shoul d have to run it to prove that
Boston wasn't just |ucky.

ETHEL
Lucky? Even | know you can't wn a
mar at hon with | uck.

ELLI SON
Luck hel ps.
(shrugs again)
Anyway, Coach Farrington told ne not
to worry. He'll nmake sure |I'mon
t he team

A few beats of silence as they wal k slowy.

ETHEL
Cermany is so far away. And maybe
if you wwin the AQynpics, you'll get
a job far away fromhere. They say
an dynpic gold nedal can buy al nost
anyt hi ng.

ELLI SON

| never want to get a job in sone
factory sonepl ace.

(stops, |ooks at Ethel)
| can make a living right here, no
one better at catching shellfish
than me. And |I'm good working with
nmy hands.



ETHEL
You are. And you |l ove these woods.
It's like they're part of you.
adore seeing the | ook on your face
when you' re headi ng out to check
your traps.

More sil ence, nore wal ki ng.
ETHEL ( CONT' D)
| love it here too. Can't inmagine
[iving anywhere el se.

More wal ki ng, nore sil ence.

ELLI SON
Et hel, do you still want to get
married? | nean, to ne?

ETHEL

O course. You and nobody el se --
you know t hat.

ELLI SON
"Cause | was thinkin'... Let's get
married now. |'ll be 22 after the
Aynpics -- that's old. Let's just
get married now.

ETHEL
Now? Like, tonorrow, or in a few
weeks?

ELLI SON
Tonorrow woul d be good... O maybe

next week, so we have time to tel
everyone to cone.

(smles)
They'I'l all want to nmake it a big
party.
ETHEL
Before the A ynpics is a really good
i dea.
(pause)
| love you, Ellison Myers Brown.
ELLI SON
| love you Ethel... Brown. Hey,

li ke the sound of that.

ETHEL
| always |iked the sound of it.

A few beats of silence. Ethel stops.

ETHEL ( CONT' D)
Sweet heart ?



Ellison just | ooks at

her.

ETHEL ( CONT' D)

Now... | think... this is where
you' re supposed to kiss ne.

Ellison and Ethel kiss, a nice |long drawn-out kiss under the

stars.
ETHEL ( CONT' D)
(softly)
You' || always be ny handsone hero.
EXT. MAIN STREET -- CHARLESTOMWN, RHODE | SLAND -- DAY

El i son Brown wal ks by a barbershop, slowy, |ooking through
t he open door. The barber sits in his chair, reading a

newspaper -- no one el

se there. ElIlison takes two steps

past the shop, stops and gl ances around. There is no one
el se on the street. He turns and wal ks into the shop.

| NT. BARBERSHOP

H Jimmy, it

(behi nd

ELLI SON
s me, Ellison.

I MWY
paper)

Hel | o Tar zan.

ELLI SON

Ji mry, do you think you could give
me a haircut today?

JI MWY

(1 oweri ng paper)
Conme on Tarzan. You know better.

No cuts for

| ndi ans in ny shop.

ELLI SON

| know, | know. But, well... | gotta
| eave for the A ynpics tonorrow. ..

So | was thi

nkin' maybe you coul d do

it just this one tine.

JI MWY

(brightens)

Hey, | know, | was just readi ng about
that in the paper here. That's gonna
be sone adventure for you -- going
all the way to Germany.

ELLI SON
Yeah, |1've been really |ooking forward
toit.

JI MW

You gonna w

n?



ELLI SON
Sure gonna try.

JI MW
Yeah... Well, sure wish | could
hel p you out, son, but you know what
people are like. Soon as | cut one
I ndi an's hair, soneone'll hear about
it and next thing you know, everyone's
conpl ai ni ng.

ELLI SON
yeah.

JI MWY
Sorry, but | got a business to run.

Ellison turns and goes through the open door.

JI MW (CONT' D)
Hey, good luck in the Adynpics --
bring honme the gold!

Ji mry resunes readi ng his paper.
EXT. A SH P, THE MANHATTAN -- LEAVI NG NEW YORK HARBOR -- DAY
EXT. UPPER DECK -- THAT MOVENT

ELLI SON, clad in navy blazer with white trousers, is at a
stern railing, watching the slowy shrinking New York skyline.
Stretching his arnms back, one hand reaches to the back of

hi s head, stroking the hair against the grain, feeling the
bristle of a new haircut. A voice behind him

JOHNNY (O S.)
Hey, if you changed your m nd on
going, there's still time to swm
back to land. If you swi mas good
as the other Tarzan.

Ellison turns to face Johnny Kell ey and anot her nman.

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
Tarz, you renmenber BILLY McMAHON
don't you?

Ellison nods, smling with the other two.

ELLI SON
H Billy. | renenber the paper said
sonething |i ke you, "took up the
white man's burden of chasi ng down
the Indian" at Boston. | |iked that.

BI LLY
And | didn't catch you. You Iliked
t hat too.



JOHNNY
Hey, let's not tal k about that day,
fellas. Jeepers, | don't have a
particularly fond nenory of making
like an Indian the norning after the
nor ni ng before payday.

ELLI SON
Payday -- what's that? You sayin
white man give us Injuns jobs?
(1 aughi ng)

BI LLY
(1 aughs too)
Yeah, when | passed you, Kelley, you
wer e al nost going faster sideways.

Ellison is |aughing harder, slapping his knee.

JOHNNY
(NOT | aughi ng)
Ckay-okay. Let's go check out the
grub on this boat. 1've got a swell
idea to eat lots before we all start
gettin' too seasick

The three marat honers wal k of f together.

EXT. UPPER DECK, THE MANHATTAN -- ON THE ATLANTIC -- A FEW
DAYS LATER

Ellison, Johnny and Billy are running |aps around the stacks
above the deck. Kelley and McMahon run side by side,
chatting, as Ellison |lags just hehind.

McMahon gl ances back at the Indian, turns to Kell ey.

BI LLY
What's he, practicing tactics or
sonethin', Kel?

Kel | ey | ooks back at Brown.

JOHNNY
C nmon Tarzan, pick it up. You usually
run out in front, you're making ne
nervous back there.

ELLI SON
It's not arace and it's not even
fun.

Bl LLY

O course it's not fun. Who ever
heard of runnin' for fun?



JOHNNY
Hey, it's a long trip across the
Atlantic -- we owe it to our country
to stay in shape.

ELLI SON
This nakes ne feel |ike sone kind of
zoo animal, running around in a cage.
We shoul d be resting up instead.

BI LLY
| bet the Finns are training hard
ri ght now.

ELLI SON
Yeah -- on solid ground.

JOHNNY
Don't make ne laugh... Can't run
when | | augh.
(1 aughs anyway)

BILLY
"' msaving ny |aughing for the tal ent
show tonight. Listening to you sing
shoul d be worth a I augh, Kelley.

JOHNNY
Hey, | sing like I run -- like a
chanpion. You fellas wll find o--

Just then the ship, which had been on a cal msea, absorbs a
rogue wave and lists to one side -- sending the three runners
crashing into each other and onto the deck |ike bow ing pins.

INT. SHI P'S DI NI NG COVWPARTMENT -- ON THE ATLANTI C -- EVEN NG

JOHNNY KELLEY is up on a stage, singing "You Are My Sunshi ne"
to the large cabin with its tables of Aynpic athletes and
officials, transfixed. ELLISON Brown and BILLY McMahon are
seated together at a back table.

JOHNNY
(finishing up)
You'll never know dearrr, how nmuch |
| ove youuu... Please don't take ny
sunshi ne awayyy.

As Johnny finishes, all in the room applaud w th enthusi asm
Kelley sang well -- in tune, with great natural tone.

CLOSE I N TO ELLI SON AND BI LLY

BILLY
Ckay, guess | gotta eat ny words,
Kelley sings |ike a canary... or

nore |i ke Bing Crosby. He nust've
been in a choir.



ELLI SON
You goi ng up?

BILLY
You kidding ne? |f Kelley sings
like a canary, | sound like a rea
mean Crow.
KELLEY -- still onstage, enjoying his nonent.
JOHNNY
THANKS everyone. | loved doing that.
Wo's next? Conon... Anyone? How
"bout you, JESSE -- why not give it
atry?

Kell ey gestures toward a table of black nen near the front,
CLOSE to JESSE OVENS flashing a big grin as his well manicured
head shakes vi gorously.

ELLI SON AND BI LLY

BI LLY
Tough act to follow, that one.

ELLI SON
"' m goi ng up

BI LLY
Real ly? W gotta listen to sone
| nj un pow wow nmunbo j unbo?

ELLI SON
(stands up)
No, | got a good one. My Pop taught
me all the words -- hope | renenber
‘em

ELLI SON MOVI NG toward the st age.

J OHNNY
CKAY, | ooks |Iike we have our next
performer... Tarzan Brown.

ELLI SON j unps up beside Kell ey

JOHNNY ( CONT' D)
VWhat' re you gonna be singin', sport?

ELLI SON
"' m doing "Take Me Qut To The Bal
Gane." Want to stay up and join ne,
Johnny?

JOHNNY
You're on your own with that one,
son. HERE S TARZAN, FOLKS.



As Kel | ey abandons, Ellison | ooks over the audience.
ng, loudly and fairly conpetently, starting
with the original first verse:

He begi ns singi

Then. . .

By this point,

ELLI SON

Kati e Casey was basebal | nad,
Had the fever and had it bad;
Just to root for the home town crew,
ev'ry sou Katie blew On a Saturday,
her young beau called to see if she'd
like to go, To see a show but M ss
Katie said "NO, I'll tell you what
you can do:"

(then the refrain)
TAKE ME OQUT TO THE BALL GAME, TAKE
ME OQUT WTH THE CROMD.
BUY ME SOME PEANUTS AND CRACKER JACK

ELLI SON AND AUDI ENCE
| DON T CARE | F | EVER GET BACK
LET ME ROOT ROOT ROOT FOR THE HOME
TEAM |F THEY DON T WN I T'S A SHAME,
FOR IT'S ONE, TWO, THREE STRI KES,

YOU RE QUT! AT THE OLD BALL GAME.

I NT. SHI P'S DI NI NG COMPARTMENT -- LATER

ELLI SON BROMN, wearing an eagl e-feat

her headdress,

nost of the audi ence have joined in singing
t he chorus known by every Ameri can.

IS posing

for a picture with a taller man, m | er GLENN CUNN NGHAM
Elli son beans as canmera flashes. The two shake hands.

ELLI SON

Thanks, that was a big honor for ne.
GLENN

Hey, ne too.
ELLI SON

Uh, denn, you' re the Kansas Flyer,
the greatest mle runner of al

time... M, I'mjust a poor I|ndian.
GLENN
Vell, Kellie tells nme you' ve got the
nost beautiful stride and nost
potential in the marathon he's ever
seen.
ELLI SON
Kellie said that? What did he say
next -- like nost Indians, |I'll never

anount to anythi ng?



GLENN
(smling)
Sai d not hi ng but good things.

ELLI SON
Johnny's a great fella -- | really
like hima lot. And he sure thinks
a lot of you. Told nme the story
about you gettin' your |egs burnt
when you were a kid and how t hey
said you' d never even wal k again. .
(pause)

Say d enn, you gonna be the first
mler to run under four m nutes?

GLENN
(1 aughs, shaki ng head)
That's a |l ong ways off for anyone,
Tarzan. Sonme people still think
it's an inpossible barrier.

ELLI SON
But you knowit's not. And you're
only a few seconds away fromit.

GLENN
Soneday, four mnutes wll be
broken... but not anytine soon.
Those are very |long seconds to | ose.
ELLI SON
Vll... | think, in our lives, we'll

see people run way under four --
maybe under 3:50.

GLENN
(noddi ng)
| hope so. And under 2:20 for the
mar at hon.

ELLI SON
(1 aughs)
Hey, those are sone tough mnutes to
| ose. And way too many of 'emfor
this |Injun!

A few nore athl etes have gathered around, waiting to have
pictures taken with Ellison in his headdress.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
Anyway, it was really swell talKking
to you.

GLENN
Yeah, nme too, Tarzan. Hey, what
grade did you reach in school ?



ELLI SON
Fi ni shed sixth, but never got through
sevent h.

GLENN
Hrmm coul d've fooled nme. You ain't
dumb, chum
(taps his head)
See yuh, Tarz.

ELLI SON
Thanks, denn. Geat neetin' yuh.
(pause)
Okay now... Who's next to get their

picture taken with the fierce Indian
warrior? Step right up

EXT. UPPER DECK -- M DDLE OF THE ATLANTI C -- STORW DAY

Ellison leans on a railing, |ooking ahead over the bow as
the ship crashes though large rolling waves. A voice behind.

VO CE (O S.)
Hey, sonmeone crazy enough to be out
here. Mnd if | join you?

Ellison | ooks over as a black nman -- a hat pulled down, coat
collar up against the fierce elenents -- joins himat the
rail. Just then a wind gust blows the hat fromthe man's

head. Ellison turns as the man, with catli ke qui ckness,
retrieves his hat before it can be blown far across the deck.
Just as quickly, he slides back in beside Ellison.

JESSE OVENS
Man, |'mholdin" onto this thing
fromhere on. Some kinda weat her
ain't it?

ELLI SON
| recognize you. You're Jesse Onens,
the sprinter. They say you're gonna
win a bunch of gold nedal s and set
records.

JESSE OVENS
Hey, right now I'mjust thinkin
about us gettin' there. And keepin'
br eakf ast down every nornin'.

ELLI SON
of fers his hand)
Ilison Brown. Al nost everyone

(
' m E
s nme Tar zan.

cal
JESSE OWENS
(graspi ng the hand)

Hey, | know -- | heard you sing.
( MORE)



JESSE OVENS ( CONT' D)
You're a brave man. CGotta say, you
know I got no idea how you fol ks run
t hose marathons. Me, | get tired
just drivin' that far in a car --
crazy stuff.

ELLI SON
| don't know, | just do what cones
natural, | guess the sanme as you.
JESSE OVENS
Wll... Way | figure it, you win

one gold nedal in the marathon, it
should be worth three or four of

t hose other ones. I'msayin I'd
take my hat off to you... 'cept I'm
just holding on to it right now,

t hank- you- very- nuch.

ELLI SON
| don't knowif | can win a gold
medal, but | knowif | don't sl ow
down, no one can catch ne.

JESSE OVNENS
Well, | don't know nothin' about
runnin' no marathon -- though | think

not slowin' down probably hel ps.

But | do know one thing. The A ynpics
only cone along every four years, soO
you gotta make the nost of your
opportunity when you get it. And,

if we can win us sone gold nedals --
peopl e gonna renmenber us for a |ong
tinme... You want to be renenbered

100 years from now?

ELLI SON
(shrugs)
GQuess it's better to be remenbered..
than forgotten

JESSE OVNENS
Then don't sl ow down.
(pause)
Hey, I'mgoing below -- it's crazy

bei ng out here. W can tal k about
runnin' that Nazi propoganda down
Htler's throat another tinme. N ce
nmeeti ng you, Tarzan Brown.

EXT. BERLIN CLYMPI C STADI UM -- OPENI NG CEREMONI ES 1936
CLYMPI C GAMES -- DAY

The stadiumis filled wth cheering thousands as | egi ons of
A ynpic teans march patriotically onto the track, foll ow ng
their countrys' fl ags.



H gh above the field, above the famliar O ynpic synbol of
Iinked rings, hangs the | ogo of the Nazis: a solemm eagle
perched on a swasti ka. ADOLF H TLER and associ ates wat ch
froma box nearby. A band is playing Beethoven's N nth
Synphony, "Ode To Joy". The atnosphere is one of |oud,
excessively mmjestic pageantry.

Ellison Brown marches proudly with the American team beside
Kel l ey and McMahon, all wearing period team uniforns, navy
bl azers with white trousers and fl at-topped boater hats.

CLOSE IN to the three Anmerican nmarat honers.

BILLY
This is really sonethin', ain't it,
Kel ?

JOHNNY

(wth noi st eyes)
|'ve never felt nore proud to be an
Aneri can.

El i son says nothing as his head swivels to take in all the
si ghts and sounds of the awesone event, but his smle and
waves to the crowd display some of the joy he is feeling at
being part of the historic world spectacle.

A LI TTLE LATER

A TINY FIGURE of a man, wearing a little white skirt and a

bl ack vest, finishes clinbing stairs to Hitler's view ng

box. CLOSE IN, Hitler smles, as SPIRIDON LOU S, 63-year-
old Geek winner of the first Adynpic marathon, bows slightly
and presents the Nazi |eader with an olive branch.

CUT TO
JOHNNY KELLEY'S MO ST EYES -- THAT MOVENT

JOHNNY
Who coul d' ve imagined... Spiridon
Louis, winner of the first Aynpic
marathon -- |'Il never forget this
moment as long as | |ive.

EXT. DOMWNTOM BERLIN -- N GHT

ELLI SON wal ks al one along a lively street, taking in sights

and sounds offered by the German culture. He stops outside

a tavern, listens nonmentarily to the lively nmusic frominside --
before entering.

| NT. BERLIN TAVERN -- A MOVENT LATER

As Ellison approaches the bar, a bartender | ooks up, raising
hi s eyebrows expectantly.



BARTENDER
Quten abend. Ja bitte?

ELLI SON
Un, you have beer? | like ein beer..
Bitter.
BARTENDER
(noddi ng)
Ah, das bier.

Ellison takes a stool at the bar, |ooking around as the
bartender returns with a beer. A band, conplete with an
accordi on, plays period German nusic, with nany patrons

ent husi astically singing along. The atnosphere is festive.

Ellison takes a sip fromhis beer, then a |long pull.

ELLI SON
Hey, this is good -- very good beer.

BARTENDER
(smling and noddi ng)
Bitte schon

LATER

Ellison still sits at the bar, several beer bottles nowin
front of him

The tavern door opens and in wal k four young bl ack-uni fornmed
Nazis. Ellison watches as they wal k past himand take seats
at a nearby table. Sonme of the other patrons gl ance nervously
at the Nazis and nost who were singing reduce their volunme

or stop altogether. The four nen confer at their table as a
wai tress takes their order. One of the Blackshirts |ooks
curiously over at Ellison, who acknow edges the | ook by

rai sing his beer toward the Gernman.

A LI TTLE LATER

THE BAND i s about to begin a new set. One of the Nazis yells
sonmething to the nusicians, who confer briefly, then start

pl ayi ng a sonber German hymm. The four Blackshirts all begin
singing along, with great passion if poor tone, raising |arge
mugs of foany beer in time with the nmusic. As the Nazis

gl ance around the room sonme of the other bar patrons join

in the singing.

After listening to a few bars, Ellison joins in singing the
chorus, mmcking the German lyrics as he raises and sw ngs
his beer back and forth with the song. As his actions becone
increasingly animated, all four Nazis take notice of him

begi nning to scow back in his direction. One by one, the
four stop singing. The band reaches the end of the hym,

but Ellison continues with the chorus, having fun with his
best inpression of German song. The four Blackshirts stare
at Ellison wth stone faces.



Aware of the attention, the Indian stops singing, bows to
hi s audi ence, then spins his stool back to the bar.

THE FOUR NAZI S confer, then one, a tall blonde, stands up
and wal ks over to slide onto the stool next to Ellison. The
bl onde Nazi turns toward the Indian, who is drinking his
beer and staring straight ahead.

BLONDE NAZI
Sprechen zi e Deutsch?

ELLI SON
(turning toward)
No thanks, |I'm Anerican. But | do
i ke your beer.

BLONDE NAZI
Ahh... Dwe US A -- a Yankee.
Ckay. | speak English quite well,
actually. | spent sonme tine in

London.
Hi s eyes neasure Ellison for a few seconds.

BLONDE NAZI ( CONT' D)
You have very dark skin. Are you
part Negro? O Anerican Indian -- a
Cher okee, perhaps?

ELLI SON

(noddi ng)
Yup, I'miIndian all right. But it's
not like in the novies..

(then nockingly sl ow)
There's... Mre... Than... One...
Tri be.

(shakes his head)
What is it about the Cherokees?

Ellison turns away and takes a long pull on his beer.

BLONDE NAZI

You are here for the Aynpic Ganes?
ELLI SON

That's right. I'mhere to put on a

good show for your "Doichland" peopl e.
["'mrunnin’ in the marat hon two days
from now.

(points at his beer)
This stuff seens to help nme run better
for sone reason

BLONDE NAZI
Ahhh, you are an athlete, and an
I ndian. Like Jim Thorpe... or perhaps

nore |i ke Tom Longboat .
( MORE)



BLONDE NAZI (CONT' D)
What do you think of our wonderful
facilities? The Reichssportfeld is
sonmet hing of which we are all very
proud.

ELLI SON

(shrugs)
Ni ce enough place. But if |I hafta
be honest, nobst of us Anericans think
it's all just a bunch of propa..
prop-agation? Prop-aganda -- that's
the word. To nake Hitler | ook good
to all you people over here.

BLONDE NAZI

The Fuhrer has done a magnificent
j ob ensuring all preparations were
made with perfection, and that Germany
wel conmes the entire world with open
arns.

(shakes his head)
| think you are privileged to cone
and see for yourself the achi evenent
of our Aryan nati on.

ELLI SON
(srmug smle)
Your Aryan nation? | find it kinda

funny, the way you folks like to go
around acting |ike you're so much
better than people |ike ne.

BLONDE NAZI
People like you? Well... It is a
fact that we are nore advanced --
Darwin hinself said so. And | ook at
how your people were living before
t he Europeans cane. You coul d not
even invent the wheel on your own.

ELLI SON
The wheel ? Well... we didn't need
the wheel ... Because there weren't
any roads -- didn't seemto need
themthings either till the white

men canme. Besides...

(hol ds up his pal nms)
| know | can do just about anything
wi th these hands.

BLONDE NAZI
(shaki ng his head)
You are just... what we call der
dumkopf. | will not debate with a

f ool .
( MORE)



BLONDE NAZI ( CONT' D)

(stands up to | eave)
But, if | can give you sone advice,
you shoul d understand that our tasty
Deutch beer is nmuch stronger than
what you drink in Amrerica. Perhaps
you shoul d be advised to return to
the AQynmpic Village and prepare for
your race.

ELLI SON
Ckay... \What do you want ne to say?

He stands up suddenly, just as the blond German steps away.
Ellison straightens his right armup high in a theatrica
sal ute.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)

HEI L H TLER
BEER fromthe bottle still in Ellison's hand spills out,
sonme wetting the Nazi
BLONDE NAZI
(frozen in his tracks)
You are... nocking nme? You are..

| nsul ting us.

The other three Nazis, interested spectators to this point,
get up fromtheir chairs.

ELLI SON sets down his beer, his eyes narrow ng.

ELLI SON
No, | am.. Challenging you. I
don't like being called stupid..

dunb- cops!

(raises fists)
Now, let's see if your Aryan bl ood
is red |like everyone el se's.

THE BLONDE NAZI hesitates, then steps into Ellison, sw nging
wi th an uppercut ainmed at the head. Ellison deftly bl ocks
the punch with his left forearm then connects to the Nazi's
head with a hard right. The bl onde man goes down hard to

t he ground.

THE THREE OTHER BLACKSHI RTS charge wildly at Ellison, the
first planting his face right into the Indian's hard fist --
he drops as well. The third, a big man, |lunges in, pounding
Ellison in the stomach, then pinning himin a bear hug agai nst
the bar. The big Nazi spins himaround, where the fourth
assailant delivers rapid blows to Ellison's chest... then
goes for the head, m sses, hitting the bigger man, who

rel eases the Indian. Ellison kicks the fourth man in the
crotch, finishing himwith a blow to the head as he doubl es
over in pain. The other fallen Germans are up and back at
Ellison.



When the big man grabs the Indian from behind in another
bear hug, the others overwhel mEllison with blows till he
sl unps unconsci ous.

ELLISON is on the floor, absorbing kicks, when several GCernman
police rush through the door

BLONDE NAZI
(steppi ng back, arns
out)
Genug. Ich bin voll.

He | eans forward over Ellison.

BLONDE NAZI ( CONT' D)
Seens you' ve chosen a jail cell over
the Aynpic Village -- not a w se
choice I'mafraid. Viel glueck
Cher okee.

W ping blood spilling fromhis nose, the blonde Nazi spits
on the fallen ElIlison.

I NT. A BERLIN JAIL CELL -- DAY

ELLI SON, his face showi ng cuts and bruises, stands with his
hands on the bars of his cell door, listening to the sound
of approaching footfalls and voi ces.

A UNI FORMED GUARD appears in front of Ellison's cell, followed
by several nmen wearing suits. One of the nmen is Johnny
Kel | ey.

ELLI SON
About time you guys showed up, Kelley.
The food in here is terrible.

JOHNNY
Just keep quiet, Tarzan. |'m here
to make sure you don't say the wong
thing to these people. They can be
alittle sensitive.

ELLI SON
Ckay, | just want to get out of this
j oi nt.

OLDER MAN

(1 ooks in charge)
We're taking you back to the vill age,
son. The Germans don't want an
international incident nmade out of
this any nore than we do.

The German guard opens up the cell door. Ellison steps out
and shakes the ol der man's hand.



ELLI SON
Thank you sir.

OLDER MAN
Vell, | don't mnd telling you, one
of ny coll eagues suggested we | eave
you in here to | earn sonme discipline.

(beat)
Just run well tonorrow afternoon and
you'l |l make us all happy.

The ol der man pats Ellison on the back as they | eave the
cell area.

EXT. BERLI N CLYMPI C STADI UM - - AFTERNOCON

Fifty-eight runners are on the track, |arge nunbers pinned
to their racing singlets; sone nen are stretching, sone
junping lightly on the spot, going through pre-race rituals.

OLYMPI C ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
Achtung! Attention! The marathonl auf
will start nonentarily. Al runners
are to line up behind the starting
l'ine.

ELLI SON BROMWN, sitting cross-legged on the side of the track,
gets up slowy, noves toward the pack of runners |ining up
just ahead. A voice diverts his attention. It is Jesse
Onens, calling over fromthe infield.

JESSE ONENS (O S.)
Tar zan. Tar zan Br own.

O/NENS is quickly over to grasp Ellison's arm

JESSE OVENS ( CONT' D)
Just wanted to wi sh you good | uck
nmy friend. Renenber, your race starts
right where mne did, same starting
line exactly as the sprints. O
course yours is |onger.

(grins)

ELLI SON
(grinni ng back)
Yeah, just a little.

JESSE OVENS
May the Lord be as generous to you
as He was to ne.

ELLI SON
Thanks Jesse. | feel real strong.
JESSE OWENS

Bring home the gold, Tarzan. For
yourself. Don't slow down.



As Onens retreats, Ellison jogs up to insert hinself in the
tight crowd of marathoners, finds Kelley and McMahon, squeezes
in beside them

BI LLY
Nice of you to get let out of the
clink in tinme for the race, Tarzan.

ELLI SON
Wul dn't mss this for anything,
Billy.

Kel | ey and McMahon are both wearing white wool racing
singlets, large race nunbers blocking the U S. A cresting.
Kell ey tugs at Brown's nunber, 754, pinned to his shorts.

JOHNNY
Hey -- good idea yer coverin
sonething | ess inportant than the
Stars 'n Stri pes.

(grins)

ELLI SON
Aw, these shirts are too hot an
scratchy to wear on a warm day.
Gonna |l ose mne after we get started.

JOHNNY
Hey, not a bad plan, this thing feels
i ke sandpaper. But not wearin' it
seens kinda unpatriotic, Tarz.

BI LLY
| guess the advantage goes to the
| ndi an, huh Kel ?

JOHNNY
Now renenber fellas, today we're a

team CGodspeed to both of you.

ELLI SON
Kel |l ey boy, you gets in ny way today,
"1l run right over yuh
(1 aughs)
Ckay, good luck to you fellas too.

Kel | ey, McMahon and Brown shake hands and ready thensel ves
for the start.

CRACK OF A STARTI NG PI STOL
THE TI GHT PACK of runners is quickly into full stride, noving

down the track, looking |like one flow ng creature from hi gh
in the stadium As the runners circle the track:



EXT. BERLIN CLYMPI C MARATHON COURSE - -

AFTERNCON

RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
Wel conme, listeners, to the first
ever |live radi o broadcast of an
A ynpic marathon. Thanks to the
marvel s of nodern technol ogy, this
race is actually being shown on
screens in special halls throughout
Germany on what sonme are calling
"the wave of the future", an amazing
i nvention known as tel-e-vision.
Incredible as it nmay seem | adies
and gentl enen, sonme expect television
to soneday becone al nbst as comon
as radio -- sone day far in the future
| would think. And now, as the
runners circle the track where the
great Negro Jesse Omens immortalized
himself in wnning an incredible
four gold nedals, it is a warm
afternoon here in Berlin. After one
and 3/4 laps, the race will continue
outside the stadiumonto the
Havel chausee, neandering through the
streets of Berlin before ending back
on the track wwthin this magnificent
facility. It is estimated that close
to one mllion people will be |ining
the streets to catch a view of these
A ynpians in their quest for glory.

TEN KI LOVETER MARK - -

A RUNNER strides along, his head covered by a white kerchief,
foll owed a short gap behind by a second unidentified runner.
Then there is another gap before Ellison Brown,
vest, conmes into view, running confortably. The
l'ined by German sol diers and spectators.

INT. SAMMY' S DI NER -- WESTERLY, RHODE | SLAND - -
MOVENT (BUT MORNI NG ON THE U. S. EAST CQOAST)

A SMALL GROUP, nostly Native, are clustered arou
Bryan and Gracie Brown, Horatio and Atnore Stanton, Ethe
Wl cox Brown, and even Ti ppy Sal erno are there,
attentively.

RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. Q.)
Just past the six-mle mark in the
A ynpi ¢ marat hon, ZABALA from

Argentina is still the |eader.
Portugal's MANUEL DAI'S continues to
run well in second place. It has

just been reported that Tarzan Brown,
fromthe United States, has put on a
surge and noved into third spot,
about 85 seconds behind Zabal a. ..

sans scratchy
course is

AT THAT

nd a radio.

l'istening



A LOUD CHEER drowns out the broadcast, as the excited
listeners wave their arns in the air.

EXT. BERLIN CLYMPI C MARATHON COURSE -- 25 KI LOVETER MARK - -
LATE AFTERNOON

The RACE LEADER, ZABALA, runs past the marker. A short

di stance behind, an Asian runner passes a third,
unidentifiable man. There is a fair gap till the next runner
beconmes visible, running strongly in fourth, just ahead of a
f ew pursuers.

CLCSER on the bare-chested fourth runner, it is Ellison.

AHEAD -- there are sone corners on the course; the runner in
front of Ellison turns right, then just ahead is directed
left by a POLICEMAN in the center of an intersection.

ELLISON s P.O V. -- as he turns right, then sees the policeman
ahead, who has tenporarily diverted his attention away from

t he approaching direction. Ellison puts his arnms up as there
is no clear indication whether to turn left or run straight

t hrough the intersection.

ELLI SON
(conf used)
Whi ch Way? VWH CH WAY?

Hi s speed forcing himto make a decision, Ellison picks
straight, running past the inattentive policeman.

SEVERAL ONLOCKERS AT ONCE
NEINl  NEIN STOP! STOP!

As people yell, the policeman starts blowi ng his whistle and
wavi ng Ellison back, at the same tine directing the next two
runners arriving at the corner to turn left. Ellison |ooks
back in confusion, then stops conpletely... before turning
and running back to the point of error. He stops again and
throws up his arnms in frustration, before continuing to run
in the proper direction. But as the Indian surges hard ahead,
he grabs at his | ower abdonen.

I NT. SAMW'S DINER -- A BIT LATER

Quiet. No cheering, just concentration and concern on faces
gat hered around the radio.

RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. Q.)
Li steners, past the 18-mle mark of
t he marat hon, there have been sone
dramati c devel opnents. The | eader,
Zabal a, had col | apsed at sone point
and is now struggling to get back
into the race. The new | eader is
SON from Japan, followed closely by
HARPER from Great Britain.

( MORE)



RADI O ANNOUNCER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Zabala is still in third, though
hurting, followed by COLEMAN of South
Africa. Next are all three nenbers
of the Finnish team then a sizeable
gap till the next athlete...
We have just had a report that Tarzan
Brown, the Indian runner fromthe
United States, has either been
di squalified or has dropped out of
t he race...

Panni ng the group: sonme hands go up over faces, sone are
exhaling, a few groaning, Gracie and Ethel are starting to
cry. Horatio stands up, shaking his head.

HORATI O
(to hinmself or anyone)
Damm. | thought he was gonna do it.
But it was just too good to be true.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. SH P'S DECK -- APPROACH NG NEW YORK -- DAY
ELLI SON BROMN at the bow railing, |ooking out at the

approachi ng New York skyline. Kelley and McMahon join him
Kell ey puts his armaround the Indian's shoul der.

BI LLY
Hey that | ooks good, don't it? Al nost
hore.

JOHNNY

Hone, yeah. \Were we get to explain

one nore time to the press and al

our friends how we choked and screwed
up at the Aynpics. Al ways sonething
to |l ook forward to.

BI LLY
Hey, you've got nothing to hang your
head about, at |east you finished --
unlike us two buns. And Tarzan,
well, at |east you were up there
chal l enging for the | ead nost of the
race.

ELLI SON
Yeah? Well don't forget, |'mjust
an Indian runner -- all natural
talent, no brains and heart -- so
t hey probably didn't expect ne to
W n anyway.
(grins)

Kell ey slaps Brown on the back -- a little too hard.



All

JOHNNY
We'll never forget you're an I ndian,
Tarzan, don't worry about that. And
you forgot to say lazy -- that's
another thing they like to say about
you I ndians, you're too |azy conpared
to us hard-workin' Irishnmen.

BILLY
Lazy and undi sci plined runners.
Don't forget about undisciplined.

ELLI SON
Hey, you | ooked kinda | azy comng in
18t h, Kell ey.

JOHNNY

At least | stayed on the course and
finished! Hey, you know there's a
story goin' around you got busted
fromthe race for stopping to wet

your throat in a German beer hall.

And all | heard about it fromyou

that day was "too tough for ne today."

ELLI SON

Kel l ey boy, if you hadn't been so
far back you m ght of seen... Anyway,
"Il tell yuh what really happened.
First, | got directed off the course.
Then after | get back in the race, |
gets this terrible pain in ny gut.
So, | lay down to try to stretch it
out, and sonebody tries to pick ne
up just as this car goes by. Then
this guy yells out: "Qut! You're
out of the race -- you are
disqualified!™ Not my fault -- |
never asked for help. That's exactly
what happened, but don't matter now
anyway. | just had a bad race, sane
as you guys.

(1 ooks away)
Maybe | just need sone tinme away
fromrunning for awhile.

JOHNNY
(nudgi ng McMahon)
See Billy, just like a lazy Indian.
Soon as things go wong, they quit.

ELLI SON
Hey -- we don't quit till after we
get our first paycheck! At |east,
according to you white folks as an
excuse not to hire us.

three | augh at that.



JOHNNY
Seriously, Tarz, you're a great
runner, but you don't train properly.
You coul d be even better than you
are if you just worked harder at
it... And yuh gotta lay off the booze.

ELLI SON
Ah c¢' non, you know better than that,
Johnny, | train just as hard as you..
when | feel like it. And | sure
don't feel like it right now

Johnny puts his armaround Ellison..

JOHNNY
Maybe you just need a hug.

...tries to headl ock the Indian.

ELLI SON
(squirmng free)
Get lost, Kelley.

JOHNNY
Anyhow fellas... Just renmenber that
line they told us at the start of
the Aynpics. "The inportant thing
is not to win, but to take part...
just as the nost inportant thing
about life is not to conquer but
struggle well."

BI LLY

And you believe that stuff?
JOHNNY

Vell... No, | like to wn.

I NT. SMALL MEDI CAL CLINI C -- CHARLESTOMWN, RHODE | SLAND - -

DAY

ELLI SON sits shirtless on an exam ning table, as a stethoscope
is nmoved over his chest. A DOCTOR exam ning Ellison steps

back, picking up a chart.

ELLI SON
So, what's wong with nme, Doc?

DOCTOR
It's what we call an inguinal hernia.
The good news is it's somewhat
reduci bl e. You should recover fine.

ELLI SON
And there's bad news too?



DOCTOR

No nmore running for you this year.

(jots on the chart)
I f you' ve had this since the A ynpics,
it's no wonder you didn't finish the
race. Now you've got to be carefu
or it mght reoccur and you'll run
the risk of infection.

ELLI SON
What about fishing? | plan on doing
| ots of that.

DOCTOR
Just meke sure all the fish you catch
are small ones. No heavy lifting --
no runni ng. Now, go hone and get
sone rest.

El i son nods and sm | es.
ELLI SON
There's no bad news, Doc. | was
pl anni ng on taking sonme tinme away
fromrunni ng anyway.

Ellison is still smling as he stands up and heads out the
door .

DI SSOLVE TGO
MONTAGE -- TO M D-1930S JAZZ
Ellison with Atnore Stanton, fishing at a pond.

Beam ng Ellison holding a crying baby, beside happy Ethel in
a hospital bed.

Ellison in a boat, pulling up a net full of shellfish.
Ellison and Horatio Stanton, jogging down a country road.

Smling Ellison doing stonemason work on a wall, carefully
fitting a rock in place.

Wear i ng hi p-wadi ng boots and with a catch of fish in hand,
Ellison arriving home to Ethel and new baby waiting on the
por ch.

El i son runni ng down a road, |ooking faster and stronger
t han when jogging wth Horatio.

Ellison hitchhiking, tote bag in hand; a car slowing to a
stop as Ellison runs up to get in.

DI SSCLVE TO



EXT. FINISH LI NE OF THE YONKERS MARATHON -- DAY
ELLI SON BROM runs in to break the tape at the finish Iine.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q.)
And the wi nner here at the New York
Mar at hon Chanpi onship i s Tarzan Brown
from Rhode Island. This is Tarzan's
first race since he failed at the
A ynpics, and he is obviously back
in fine form..

ELLISON S P.O V. -- at the finish, as he turns and waits for
the second runner to cone in. It is Billy McMahon, a few
seconds behind. ElIlison hugs himas soon as he crosses the
I'ine.

ELLI SON
Great race Billy, you really pushed
me there.

BILLY

(still w nded)

... believed you... when you said..
you were out of shape.

ELLI SON
Hey Billy, can you do ne a favor and
pick up ny trophy for me? |[I'll get
it fromyou later. Right after
get ny noney, |'mleaving for New

Hanpshire -- gonna try to make
tonorrow s race.

BILLY
You know... just when | start thinking
you' re not just another crazy
I ndi an... you prove that's exactly
what you are. |It's inpossible to
run two marathons a day apart. And
st upi d.

ELLI SON
Yeah, well, Manchester prom sed ne
16 bucks for show up noney; poor
Indian like ne can't pass that up.
(grinning)

And, | got sonething to prove to al
t hose people callin' ne a quitter
and nmeki ng j okes about ne gettin’
lost in Berlin. 1'll nake 'em eat
their words.

BILLY
(shaki ng his head)
You're crazy, Tarzan. |It'll be your
funeral. Dead |Indians got no use

for noney.



EXT. FINISH LI NE OF MANCHESTER MARATHON -- NEW HAMPSHI RE - -
THE NEXT DAY

A MAN | ooks through binoculars froma tower above the finish.

MAN W TH BI NOCULARS
kay, | see the first runner com ng
in... it's nunber four...

MAN S P. O V. THROUGH BI NOCULARS shows nunber four, ELLI SON
Brown, eyes squinting, struggling toward the finish.

MAN W TH BI NOCULARS ( CONT' D)
Looks like he's got a big lead, can't
see anyone cl ose behi nd.

A RACE ANNOUNCER besi de himnoves to a m crophone.

RACE ANNOUNCER
Ladi es and gentl enen, the | ead runner
is nearing the finish, and it is
Tarzan Brown, the Indian from Rhode
| sl and.

ELLI SON jogging in across the finish Iine.

RACE ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
Let's give this fellow |l ots of
appl ause. Incredible as this my
sound, |'ve been told this is Tarzan's
second full marathon in 24 hours.
He arrived this norning just in tine
to race, hitchhiked here after w nning
yesterday's Yonkers Marathon. Ladies
and Centlenen, this is truly an
ast oundi ng achi evenent in athletics!

Ellison wal ks beyond the finish line, ignoring the

congratul ations of race officials and press. Wth a pai ned
expression, the exhausted runner drops to one knee, clutching
his | ower abdonen. Then he rolls to the ground in agony.

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. A HOSPI TAL ROOM -- LATER
ELLI SON lies, shirtless, on an examning table. H's doctor

turns fromview ng a chart and nmakes sone notes; he | ooks
wi th concerned expression at his patient.

DOCTOR
Now what we've got here son, is a
doubl e inguinal hernia... Nowthis

is areally serious condition; you
m ght have died if they hadn't brought

you in here.
( MORE)



DOCTOR ( CONT' D)
You had better listen to ne this
time when | say -- slow down.
(slowy, patiently)
No More Marat hon Running This Year.
Under st and?

El I i son pushes up on his el bows.

ELLI SON
Yes sir. | plan on doing |ots of
fishing, no running.

DOCTOR
(shaki ng his head)
Just renenber: doubl e nmarat hons | ead
to double hernias. You... Have...
To... Let... The Body... Heal.
You're not indestructible. Do you
under st and me?

ELLI SON
(suitably concerned)
Yes sir, | do. And thank's Doc.

EXT. THE BOSTON MARATHON -- NATICK -- WARM APRI L AFTERNOCON
SUPER: 18 MONTHS LATER

JOHNNY KELLEY and LES PAWSON | ead a small pack of runners
through the village, as the voice of Jerry Nason narrates
his report of the 1938 edition of the race.

JERRY (V. Q)
The 1938 Boston Marathon proved to
be a battle between PAT DENG S of
Bal ti nore, and past chanpions, Les
Pawson of Pawt ucket, and Johnny Kell ey
of Medford. In the end..

EXT. BOSTON FI NI SH LI NE - - LATER
LES PAWSON crossing the finish line, arnms raised in victory.

JERRY (V. Q)
...1t was the personable Pawson's
turn to win, his 2:35 cl ocking just
ahead of second-pl ace Dengis and
t hird-pl ace Kell ey.

PAWSON i s assisted and congratul ated by officials and well
wi shers as he wal ks through the finish area.

JERRY (V. Q) (CONT' D
A popul ar chanpi on, Pawson is unlike
many marat hon runners, in that he is
wel | - grooned, well-spoken, polite

( MORE)



JERRY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
and intelligent. One fornmer chanpion
who did not fair so well in today's
race.. .

CUT TO
ELLI SON BROAN RUNNI NG LABCRI OUSLY BESI DE A LAKE

JERRY (V.Q)
...was Tarzan Brown, who finished
more than an hour slower than his
Wi nning time in 1936.

ELLI SON sl ows down and, gl ancing over at the nearby water,
suddenly waves to the onl ookers, veers off the course toward
the water's edge.

JERRY (V. QO ) (CONT' D)
Apparently the warm weat her got the
best of Tarzan, or perhaps the nature-
| oving Indian could not resist the
calling of the scenic Lake Cochituate.

ELLI SON di ves into the | ake and swins out from shore, stopping
to tread water

ELLISON S P.OQ V. -- looking back and wavi ng at perpl exed
runners and spectators along the race course.

JERRY (V. Q) (CONT' D
To his credit and unlike the A ynpic
Mar at hon, Tarzan did eventually finish
the race. However, nany observers
feel this former chanpion is now
sinply fulfilling his true calling --
that of shiftless and carefree |ndian,
forgoing the white man's ways to
live like his forefathers. |, too,
must wonder: have we seen the end of
running glory for the talented but
unpr edi ct abl e Tarzan Brown?

Dl SSOLVE TO
EXT. SALOON -- CHARLESTOAN, RHODE | SLAND -- DAY
Tl PPY SALERNO approaches the entrance to the bar.
| NT. SALOON -- A MOVENT LATER

I NSI DE, Tippy |ooks around the nostly enpty room as a radio
pl ays soft jazz.

TIPPY'S P.OV. -- spots Ellison Brown, perched at the bar, a
few beer bottles parked in front. Approaching... Tippy taps
t he sl unped backsi de of the Indian.



TI PPY
Can | buy yuh a drink, sailor?

ELLI SON
(barely turning)
Ti ppy. How d you know I'd be in
here?

TI PPY
According to ny sources, yu' know,
you're here a | ot these days --
drinkin' like a fish. But what makes
yuh think I was |ooking for yuh?

ELLI SON
Nice and quiet in here this tine of
day. | like torelax with a beer

and t hink sonetines. ..

TI PPY
Ckay Ellison, Horatio told nme yuh
said maybe yuh wanted ne to help
out a little, yu know, with yer
training. | also heard yuh ain't
gettin' handl ed by anyone el se right
now, yu' know.

ELLI SON
Handl ed? Most people seemto think
|'"'mdone with racing. One guy said
it was a shane |'m broken down and
used up, sonething like that.
(shrugs, sips beer)
Hey, listen to this, Tippy. The

song on the radio, | like this one.
HEY RI CK, TURN UP THE RADI O, WLL
YA?

Rl CK, behind the bar, obligingly turns the radio volune up a
notch. There is a very early Frank Sinatra song, "Al O

Not hing At All", with the Harry James Band, crooning from

t he speaker.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
| really like the way this guy sings,
he's real good. They said his nane
is... "sonmething" Sinatra. This
song keeps getting stuck in ny head,
but I don't mnd. Just Listen..

Tippy listens for a couple lines, as Ellison intermttently
joins in singing the lyrics.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
(singing along softly)
...half a love... never appealed to
me... if your heart... never could
( MORE)



ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
yield to ne... then I'd rather..
rat her have nothin' at all..

TI PPY
Al'l or nothing at all, hnmm ..
Yu' know, makes ne think of yer
runni ng, maybe. ..

ELLI SON
(getting into it)

...1f it's love... there ain't no
i nbet ween. . .

Tl PPY
Yer either all out... O nothin'.
What do you think, Ellison?

ELLI SON
...why begin and cry for sonething
that... mght have been..

(pauses si ngi ng)
| don't think much when I'm i stening
to this song, | just relax and go
sonewhere peaceful... [It's |ike
when |I'man hour into a good run. |
can nove outside ny body and just
wat ch nysel f.

TI PPY
kay. . .
(pause)
But | nean, what do yuh think about
yer runnin? Are people maybe...
Yu' know, right about you? Do you
t hi nk yer done wi nning races?

ELLI SON
| don't care what peopl e say about
me -- nost of themdon't know ne.
They think they do, but they don't.
Let 'em say whatever they want.
(shakes his head)
| just don't see why everyone is so

surprised | live like an Indian..
(beat)
"' m an | ndian.
TI PPY
A fast | ndian.
ELLI SON
(abruptly back singing)
...and if | fell... under the spel
of your call... | love this part!
(fingers snapping)
| would be... be caught in the

undert ow. . .



Tl PPY
A fast Indian. And, yu' know, one
t hat doesn't answer ny questions.
Are yuh finished with racing or do
yuh still wanta w n?

ELLI SON

(bobbi ng his head,

not just to the nusic)
| can still run fast -- faster and
| onger than anyone else. But if you
want to help ne wn sone nore races,
"Il listen to you. | always did
what ever you told nme to do, and it
wor ked.

As Sinatra's voice pauses, there is a long instrunental track,
allowing Tippy nore of Ellison's attention.

Tl PPY

Hey, c'nmon, yuh didn't always listen --
and | wasn't always right, yu' know.
At Boston in '36, yuh proved yuh can
run away from everyone. They al nost
caught yuh, but they didn't.

(relights his cigar)
El i son, yuh've got the greatest
conbi nati on of speed and endurance
|'ve ever seen in a human bei ng.
But | don't think yuh've reached yer
full potential. Yu know... | can
help yuh with that.

ELLI SON
Ni ce speech, Tippy. But | just wanna
know one thing. Do you respect nme?

Tl PPY
Hey -- didn't | just say that? O
course | respect yuh. Everyone
respects yuh as a runner. Wat yuh've
al ready acconplished is anazing..

But, yu know... You can do nore.
ELLI SON
Ckay... This is what 1've been

t hi nkin" about.
(pauses to drink)
| just told you | don't care what

people say -- | don't. And | joke
around with Kell ey and sone of them
guys about Indian stuff -- that's
all kiddin" around. | think we all
respect each other, that's why it's
okay. But... Sone things just get

me pi ssed-damm nad.



TI PPY
(noddi ng sl ow y)
So yer saying yuh want nore respect
fromwhite people.

ELLI SON
Tippy, | had to go to New London to
get ny last haircut. 1In Charlestown

and Westerly, they say: "W don't
cut your kind of hair here.”" And |
say, "Wy not? M hair's as good as
yours." Yeah | want nore respect --
that stuff hurts... gets ne steaned.

Tl PPY

(noddi ng faster)
AHA.  Yu' know, | knewit. | knew
all along, yuh run to get the respect
of the white man -- first tinme yuh
admtted it to nme though, yu' know.
VWll, son, win Boston again... set a
worl d record, and Anmerica wll respect
the hell outta yuh!

ELLI SON
(shaki ng head)
| don't think so. Wen | wn, it's
because I"'mthis gifted Indian runner.
When | lose... It's because |I'm
just an I ndian.

Tl PPY

But it's always better to be a w nner!
DAWMN. We've got sonethin' tuh prove
here, yu' know The best way to get
respect, yu' know, is get back up off
t he canvas and punch the crap outta
the guy that put yuh there.

(relights cigar again)
VWhich is why we start tonorrow.
Yu' know? All it's gonna take is
| ots of steak, eggs, and sleep. And
lots and lots of mles.

(claps Brown's shoul der)
Yu' know we' || get yuh back in shape,
Chanp.

ELLI SON
Ckay Tippy, but first... how about
that drink you prom sed ne?

SI NATRA (V. Q)
(finishing up)
All... or Nothinn" at ALLL...



EXT. A ROAD -- JUST QUTSI DE CHARLESTOWN -- DAY

A YOUNG BOY, TOMMY -- perhaps 10 or 11, riding a bicycle --
gl ances over his shoul der as a voice fromjust behind:

ELLI SON (O S.)
Hey Tonmy, you're pedaling pretty
hard... took ne awhile to catch up

ELLI SON, running, pulls alongside Tomy.
Tomry focuses ahead over the handl ebars, pedaling harder.
ELLI SON ( CONT' D)

Haven't seen yuh for awhile -- ready
for a race to the next pole?

TOMW

Nope. Not today.
ELLI SON

Gettin' chicken? Cuz | always w n?
TOMW

Nope -- ain't chicken. Pa just don't

want nme talkin' to you no nore.
When | told himl was sorta friends
with Tarzan Brown -- he got all nad.

Tomry eases up a little on the pedaling.

ELLI SON
Vell... we don't need to talk to
race. Your pop don't |ike nme, huh?

TOMMWY
Not just you. M/ pa hates I|Indians.
Says you're worse than niggers..
cuz you think you own the |and that
white fol ks worked hard tuh get. Pa
says we won the war.

ELLI SON
(shrugs)
That's what white nmen keep sayin'.
TOVMW
Tarzan... You a drunk? Pa says
y' are.
ELLI SON
A drunk? Hvmm.. Well, | like to
drink... sonetines | drink |lots.
(beat)
But sane as | like runnin' and

sonetinmes | run too hard. Anyhow,
you shoul d be able to beat a drunk
to the next pole.



TOVMMY
Well. ..
(1 ong pause)
Ckay -- let's go!

Tonmy, suddenly pedaling with wild urgency, races away...
CUT TO

ELLI SON -- PULLI NG EVEN AND EDGE NG PAST TOMMY JUST BEFORE
FLASHI NG PAST THE POLE

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. HOPKI NTON, MASSACHUSETTS -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTI NG
LI NE -- LATE MORNI NG

SUPER: APRIL 19, 1939

The sky is dark for near noon -- a northeastern storm has
blown in wet snow and sleet. Athletes, supporters, and press
take shel ter agai nst nearby buildings. Some of the press

are in a huddle, conparing racers' odds.

FI RST REPORTER
| don't know guys, |'ve still got
Pawson picked as the favorite. He
was 56 mnutes for the Brighten ten-
mler, and this ugly weather should
only help him

JERRY
Yeah, but he was nosed out in that
race by Tarzan.

FI RST REPORTER
So? That's ten mles. The Indian
won't even be a factor in the ful
di stance. He's washed up -- does
all his training nowin bars | hear.

JERRY

That m ght be true. |1've heard he's
been in sone terrific barroombraws --
probably make a hell uva welt erwei ght.

(pause)
But what about Syracuse? He broke
the course record up there, and that's
16 mles.

SECOND REPORTER
So what're you sayin', Jerry? You
got himfavored to win or to place?

JERRY
Hell no, | wouldn't figure him as
anyt hing but a | ong shot.

( MORE)



JERRY ( CONT' D)
Too hard to figure out, and never a
good tactical runner. | think WALTER
YOUNG is the guy this year. And Pat
Dengi s m ght show wel | today.

FI RST REPORTER
What about Kel |l ey?

SECOND REPORTER
What about hin? This is his first
race this year, | heard he's not in
shape. |'m keeping ny eye on Cote,
t he Canadi an.

JERRY
That's right -- he won at Medford,
and he's in great condition. But
remenber fellas, this is the Boston
Mar at hon. Look at this weather.
And there's a partial eclipse today --
coul d get even darker. Anything can
happen.

FI RST REPORTER
What ' s happening now i s |'m headi ng
into the Lucky Rock Manor for a cup
of nud before we head up the road.
You guys comn'?

JERRY
You fellas go ahead, 1'll join you
in a few m nutes.

NASON S HEAD ON A SW VEL has caught a glinpse of Tippy

Sal erno, ever-present cigar between collar pulled up against
t he weat her, headi ng alone toward his car further back down
t he road.

Nason qui ckly intercepts.

JERRY ( CONT' D)
M... Salerno? Jerry Nason, the
G obe. | hear you're back working
W th Tarzan Brown.

Tl PPY

(turning to | ook)
Nason? Oh yeah, yu' know of course
recogni ze yuh. Wat d' yuh wanta
know about Tarzan? Don't worry,
yu' know, | can prom se he won't be
divin' intuh no | ake this year!
Weat her's not fit fer ducks, ain't
It.



JERRY
Your boy's been running well again
so far this season. Just wondering
if he's fit enough to go the distance.

Tl PPY
Hey Nason, yu' know, he's fit as a
fiddle, that's fer sure. But yuh
know how hard it is to figure out a
mar at hon... W should all know how
it's gonna conme out by the hills.

JERRY
The hills usually do tell the tale.

TI PPY
Yu' know, | can tell yuh one thing
"bout Tarzan. It'll be all or nothin
at all.

JERRY
Huh? Wat are you telling ne -- are

we expecting another lightening start?

TI PPY
Nah. | don't know. That's just,
yu' know, sone song he keeps in his
head sonetinmes. It's this Sinatra
guy on the radio -- good singer,
yu' know, yuh gotta listen sonetine.
But that's kinda how Brown runs: al
or nothin' at all.

(trys relighting cigar)

To be perfectly honest... | got no
i dea what's gonna happen today. But
yu' know what? | gotta go -- got him

back stayin' warmin ny car till the
start.
(turns away)
JERRY
Ckay, well... tell Tarzan good | uck

fromme, wll you?

TI PPY
(wal ki ng of f)
Nason, yu' know what, he'd rather
have yer respect than yer | uck.

JERRY
(cal l'i ng back)
HEY, THAT TOO -- you gotta respect a
man gi ves you the stories Tarzan's
gi ven ne!

CUT TO



OLD RI FLE FI RI NG | NTO SKY

THE RACE | S UNDERWAY. Early on, Ellison is well back in the
pack, wearing his famliar "Westerly, RI1." singlet, nunber
189 pinned to the chest.

| NT. STUDEBAKER, (MOVING ON THE COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
Nason scri bbl es notes, glancing at runners just outside.

Les Pawson is running close to another runner, Wlter Young.
Just ahead of both is an I NDIAN RUNNER -- but it is not

El I i son Brown.

Nason | eans over to Jack, the reporter next to him

JERRY
Who ever expected to see an I ndian
| eading -- other than Tarzan?

REPORTER JACK
(yel l'i ng back)
Kell ey and Brown are wel |l back.
Either they're both running smart or
just not fit enough to keep up.

JERRY
Nei t her one of those two ever run
what | would call "smart".

EXT. FURTHER BACK THE COURSE -- THAT MOVMENT

In the mdst of a small pack of runners, Ellison Brown runs
besi de Johnny Kelley. Pawson and Young are practically specks
in the distance.

FAVORI NG ELLI SON

JOHNNY
Ckay Tarz, we're five mles in.
This sonme ki nda new strategy, or are
you just slow |like nme today?

ELLI SON
(narrow eyes ahead)
Just holdin' back, still too early
to go.

JOHNNY
(breat hi ng harder)
Well, don't hold back on ny account...
|"'mno threat this year... can feel
themextra five pounds.

ELLI SON
(alittle smle)
You soft an' lazy Irish.
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JOHNNY
(1 aughi ng)
Jeepers, don't make ne | augh..

EXT. NATICK -- A LITTLE LATER

ELLI SON i s pulling up behind Pawson and Young. (The ot her
I ndi an has dropped back.) The Studebaker cruises nearby.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG NASON

REPORTER JACK
(into Jerry's ear)
Hey, how cone Tarzan's wearing 1897?
Don't the top runners usually get
| ow nunbers?

JERRY
Yeah, | noticed that at the start.
Apparently, he was the last one to
pay his entry fee -- had to borrow
the buck fromthe starter -- so he
got the last nunber. There's exactly
189 entries this year.

ELLISON S P.OV. -- He is pulling right up beside Pawson and
Young.

PAWSON
(gl anci ng at newconer)
Wel conme aboard, Tarzan. Feel free
to break the wind anyti nme you want.

YOUNG
| think the wind's at your back,
Les.

PAWSON

[t's swirlin'.

ELLI SON silently surges slightly ahead. Breathing deeply,
he appears very confortable with the pace as he takes the
lead in the wind and driving sleet.

YOUNG
| s he always so chatty?
PAWSON -- calls out to Ellison as the Indian noves further
ahead out of normal earshot:
PAWSON
Hey -- | ooking good, Tarzan, nice
runni ng!
(then to Young)
Don't worry, let himgo. He'll slow

down by Newton. We can work together
torein himin wll before the finish
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YOUNG
| don't know, he | ooks pretty strong
ri ght now.

PAWSON
Trust me, we'll catch him

EXT. NEWION HI LLS -- LATER

THE STUDEBAKER crui ses beside Ellison Brown, who is running
powerful ly, staring ahead with narrow, focused eyes. RAIN
is comng down in sheets.

| NT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORI NG NASON

REPORTER JACK
He's still got a big lead, can't see
anybody com ng up behind him.. yet.

JERRY
Yet? \What do ya nean -- yet? Tarzan
| ooks uncatchable to ne.

EXT. BOSTON, WTHIN SIGHT OF THE FINISH LI NE -- LATER

ELLI SON BROM is still running swftly and easily, staring
t hrough steady rain toward the distant finish banner. He
sl ows sonmewhat, turns and gl ances behind... Then, slow ng

virtually to a stop, he turns again and takes a | ong | ook
behi nd him

ELLISON S P.O V. -- There is no one in sight behind, just
wind and rain. He turns back toward the finish, focuses on
t he banner as he resunes running and strides toward victory.

FI'Nl SH LI NE

ELLI SON crosses the line, surrounded by officials, p
and press, all in hats and raincoats. An official drapes a
small tarp over Ellison as he slows to a wal k.

B. A. A OFFI Cl AL
2:28:51! That's the world's best
time this year, son! You're the
fastest marathon runner in the worl d!

EXT. BOSTON -- FIN SH LI NE AREA -- LATER

JOHNNY KELLEY, | ooking rain-drenched and exhausted, spots
Ellison being interviewed by the press. He cuts through to
congratul ate the chanpi on

JOHNNY
(clutching Ellison)
Hel | uva race, Tarzan! The way you
hel d back early on showed a | ot of
patience. D dn't think you had it
in you.



ELLI SON
Thanks, Johnny.
(W nks)

EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON
AFTERNGCON

Light rainis still
wearing a |aurel

B.A A official
m crophone to the chanpion.

ELLI SON
well... Last tine |
sonme of you m ght
sonet hing |ike,
be a dead Indian to
| ndi an". ..

Pause.

ELLI SON
Well. ..
speeches, but |
that |ots of people
today that |
| ndi an.
Wl |,
wr ong.
bit,
fast as |
dead. Well... | di
And | want to thank
back hone who still
Ethel... ny famly,
Ti ppy Sal erno --

t oday |
My pl an was

sprinkling.
wreat h and chanpi on' s nedal

of wet flowers as he surveys the crowd assenbl ed bel ow
besi de Ellison steps back,

remenber |
"you don't have to

Panning sm | es and sone | aughter

then run ny head off
could go till |
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AOd Indian trick.

MARATHON FI Nl SH -- LATER THAT
Ellison "Tarzan" Brown,
hol ds a bouquet

A
relinqui shing the

was up here,
sai d

be a good

sonmething |ike that.

in the crowd.
( CONT' D)

"' m not good at making
just want to say

wer e saying before

was kind of a dead
Br oken down and usel ess.
proved all

t hose peopl e
just to wait a

go as

dr opped
dn't drop dead.
all the people
believed in ne...
and ny coach,

t hey hel ped nme do
the work to get back up here.

" Cause

it takes a lot of work to run a fast

mar at hon. . .
(pause)

APPLAUSE and SOVE CHEERI NG i n
Native representation.

ELLI SON

Even for a fast

| ndi an.
the crowd, not just fromthe

( CONT' D)

| never tried to use ny running to
say I ndian people can be as good as

white people...
say that.
me alittle nore,
l'ma fast Indian...
an Anerican too...
be who | am
Narragansett. And I
and proud | won the
And gl ad |
( MORE)

But maybe |
Maybe you can al

shoul d
respect

not just because

but because |I'm
And I"mproud to

Ameri can | ndi an. ..

"mreal happy
race today...

didn't drop dead too.
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ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
(pause, sparse |aughter
in the crowd)
Now | think |I'm gonna take a break
fromrunning, spend nore time with

my famly... and working to earn a
l[iving. Sonmeday... |'d really like
to buy me a truck... that would be
swell. Well... thanks for I|istening.

After a beat of silence, there is LOUD CHEERI NG and DRUM

BEATI NG fromthe Indian supporters, |ess enthusiastic appl ause
fromthe rest of the crowd. Panned expressions range from
sm | es and noddi ng support to rolling eyes and shaki ng heads.

| NT. BROAWN FAM LY SHACK -- NEAR CHARLESTOMWN, RHCDE | SLAND - -
DAY

ELLI SON sits at the dinner table in the two-roomcabin, with
Et hel and the couple's 18-nonth-ol d daughter. Ethel feeds
the toddler as Ellison eats chicken with his fingers, sucking
bones cl ean as he goes.

ETHEL
El i son, what are you doi ng tonorrow?
Are you going up north for that wood-
cutting job, or is it all finished?

ELLI SON
(l'icking his fingers)
Al'l done.
ETHEL

Did you get paid for it yet?

ELLI SON
Yeah, but | only got 20 bucks.
Shoul da been a | ot npre.

ETHEL
Well, 20 bucks is 20 bucks. Seens
you weren't working at it |ong.

ELLI SON
Ethel, | can sonetinmes get 20 bucks
now just for showing up at a big
race. There were lots of trees to
take out. Seens to ne they shoul da
paid a lot nore than 20 bucks to do
it.

ETHEL
Well, maybe you work so fast, folks
don't know how rmuch noney it's worth
Maybe you shoul d' ve asked for nore.



104.

ELLI SON

No. | know these people. They
woul d' ve just found sone other Indian
to do it then. There's always |ndians
around to work for half the wages of
white nen.

(pi cks up nore chicken)
Anyway, you're right -- 20 bucks is
20 bucks.

ETHEL
Wll... Charlie Adans told nme your
stone work is sone of the best he's
seen. Said you mght find yourself
real busy doing that, once fol ks
start building nore again.

ELLI SON
(shaki ng his head)
| need work right now. \Who knows or
cares what m ght happen down the
r oad.

ETHEL
Well, at |least your running is going
real good. Now everyone is proud to
know you. That should hel p you get

nore wor K.
ELLI SON
It better. Can't eat nedals and
t rophi es.
ETHEL
Sweet heart, you wouldn't even if you
could; I know how proud you are of

wi nning all those races.

ELLI SON
Guess you could eat a laurel weath...
Probly woul dn't taste good though.

ETHEL
Things wll work out -- you know
t hey al ways do.

Ellison pushes his plate away and starts trading smles and
funny faces with his daughter.

ELLI SON
Sure they will. And if they don't...
(big funny face)
We'll make 'em

DI SSCLVE TO
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MONT A -- TO "I1'LL BE SEEI NG YOU' BY FRANK SI NATRA
A d tape of Hitler addressing Germany's mlitary.
New York Tinmes headline: It's War! Hitler |nvades Pol and.
Tape of Allied troops, nobilizing against Nazi Gernmany.
New York Ti mes headline: Japanese Attack Pearl Harbor!
More i mages of World War |1 action.
Ellison, carrying a |lunch box, going to work in a factory.
New York Times headline: VICTORY
Ellison cheerfully doing stoneworKk.

Ellison, wearing hip waders, arriving hone wwth a catch of
fish -- Ethel, baby in arnms, and two toddl ers greeting him

Ellison, |ooking slightly heavier and nore mature, running
strongly down a country road.

Ellison, in a desol ate barroom sl unped over the bar -- head
down on crossed arns, surrounded by a squad of beer bottles.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. TIPPY'S HOUSE -- CHARLESTOMN -- DAY

TIPPY SALERNO, a |little older and thicker than when | ast
seen, noves slowy to open the front door as soneone knocks
| oudl y.

TI PPY
Ckay, okay, hold yer horses, |'ve
got it.

Ti ppy opens the door, revealing Ellison Browmn. The two nen
just |l ook each other in the eyes for a beat.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
Well? Yuh here tuh cut sonme firewood
for nme?

He pokes his cigar in Ellison's belly.

ELLI SON
(sml es)
Hel | o, Ti ppy.
TI PPY
Yu' know, | think yuh could use the
exerci se.
(chuckl es)
Wll, c¢c'nmon in, son. Good tuh see

yuh.
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ELLI SON
Good to see you too.

TI PPY
Ever since yuh noved near Charl et own,
seens like | hardly see yuh. Pl ace
is gettin' too damm big, yu' know?

ELLI SON
| know.

Ellison follows Tippy to his kitchen. Tippy opens the door
of his fridge, fishes through stacked egg cartons..

TI PPY
Have a chair. Think | got a beer
for yuh in here somnwhere. Ah, here

we go.
ELLI SON
(taki ng beer)
Thanks, Tip.
TI PPY

Now where's that bottle opener..
El i son opens the beer with his teeth.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
That can't be good for yuh

Ti ppy takes the chair across.

TI PPY ( CONT' D)
So? Heard yer all done at the defense
pl ant .

ELLI SON
Yeah. Since the war ended they don't
need so nuch of that stuff | guess.
That's okay, | never |iked factory
work. But it put food on the table.

TI PPY
How many ki ds yuh got now -- five,
right?

ELLI SON
Four. | got four Kkids.

TI PPY

Yuh want a cigar?

ELLI SON
No t hanks.
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TI PPY
| meant, yu' know, five kids for Ethel.
Countin' you.
(chuckl es, snorts)
Seen yuh runnin' by a few tines.
Gonna go back to Boston next spring?

ELLI SON
| want to. But | got a long ways to
go to be ready.
(beat)
To wi n.

Tl PPY
(relighting cigar)
Real ly? So yuh wanta w n agai n,

huh?

ELLI SON
Yeah.

TI PPY
Real | y?

ELLI SON
Yeah.

TI PPY

Yu' know, last time | saw yuh run

Boston, yuh showed of f how many hot
dogs yuh coul d eat just before the
start. What'd yuh have -- three or

four?

ELLI SON
Four. | didn't have breakfast so |
was really hungry. | threw up half

way through the race, but | think it
was 'cause of the ice cream al ong

t he way.
TI PPY
Yeah, the ice cream | forgot.
(pause)
Hey... Renenber, yu' know, when yuh

first got ne listenin' to that Sinatra
guy? I'mthinkin of that song,
"All O Nothin" At A"

ELLI SON
Yeah, still |ike that one.

TI PPY
Well, don't take offense kid, but
yu' know, lately, the way | hear yer
drinkin' Iike a piss tank, yuh've
been nore the "nothin' at all" part.



ELLI SON
(noddi ng)
Whole lotta nothin' at all.
TI PPY
Gonna be hard yu' know... to put the
"all" back in yer "nothin". Yuh

gotta be willin' tuh pay the price,
yu' know.

ELLI SON
| have to. There's nothing left for
me to do, | have to win again. And
| want a world record.
TI PPY
Real  y? Yu' know what? -- that's
great!
(relights cigar again)
So... Yuh still runnin' for respect?
ELLI SON
Still can't get a haircut in this
town. Probably never wll.
(shrugs, little smle)
Yeah, it's about respect. But naybe
this time... |1'mrunning nore for
my own self-respect.
TI PPY
That's good enough for ne, sport.
ELLI SON
There's nore.
TI PPY
There usually is.
ELLI SON
If I can win the marathon, maybe set
a world record... mybe |I can get
steady work. If | could just get ne
a truck, | could make a good |iving
around here.
TI PPY

Self respect and a truck. That's
good noti vati on.

ELLI SON
Yeah.

TI PPY
Yeah. Got sone work to do, but
yu' know what? We can win the damed
thing again. And maybe get yuh that
wor |l d record.

( MORE)

108.
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TI PPY ( CONT' D)
(snorts, noddi ng head)
And worl d-record holders drive cars
or trucks. Nice ones.
(smles, sucks cigar)

CLOSE TO ELLI SON' S DREAMY EXPRESSI ON. . .
CLOSER. . .
DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY
A 1946 FORD PI CKUP TRUCK accel erates up the road.
| NT. TRUCK -- THAT MOVENT

ELLI SON' S DREAMY EXPRESSI ON behi nd the wheel as he shifts
gears and pushes the throttle wide open... ...as Sinatra's
voi ce croons "All or Nothing At All"..

DI SSCLVE TO
| NT. BOSTON GLOBE PRESSROOM -- DAY

JERRY NASON, looking a little older and wearing gl asses,
sits typing at his desk. Hi s typing speed has inproved.
CLOSE UP to the text as it forns. Nason narrates his words.

JERRY (O S.)
One of the past chanpions returning
to the 1946 Boston Marathon is Ellison
Tarzan Brown, winner in '36 and ' 39.
Though he hasn't run the race since
pl acing 21st in '43, | am picking
Tarzan as the favorite to win
tomorrow s marathon. Recently |
accepted the Indian runner's
invitation to visit himat his hone,
near Narragansett Bay in Rhode
| sl and. ..

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. BROMN FAM LY SHACK -- DAY

NASON and A CAMERAMAN, wal king up a path through the woods
are greeted by Ellison and Ethel, a few dark-eyed toddlers

in tow. (NASON S VO CE- OVER CONTI NUES as he tours the
primtive Brown accomodati ons.) The caneranman snaps pi ctures.
The two-room shack sits in a clearing, a small brook out

back where Ellison has hand scooped out a |arge basin for
bathing. There is an outhouse nearby with a fl apping bl anket
for a door. A honemade punching bag hangs froma tree branch
two enornous dunbbells sit below -- evidence of the source

of the fanous Tarzan physi que.



110.

JERRY (V.Q)
Tarzan still lives as if the white
man never canme to this country.
Surviving in a small tarpaper shack
with his wife and four children, he
ekes out a living as a part-tine
tree surgeon, stonemason, fishernman,
and handyman -- doing anything to
earn a dollar. Privately, he
expressed sone frustration that his
past marat hon victories have brought
himlittle fame and no fortune, and
that he is still treated with
di scrimnation by the white society.
Now Tar zan says he has been back
training hard and is determned to
again win the Boston Marathon -- in
worl d-record tinme. Hi's objective is
togain alittle financial backing.
"I'f I could just buy nyself a truck,"”

says Tarzan, "I could nmake a good
living around here." A desperate
man, |living on the very edge of

desperation, the Deerfoot of the
Narragansett returns to Boston with
not hing to | ose.

Dl SSOLVE TO
EXT. STARTI NG LI NE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- HOPKI NTON -- NOON
A PACK of runners gathered at the start.
CUT TO
OLD RI FLE FI RING | NTO SKY
CUT BACK TGO

THE PACK of runners surging forward, ELLI SON BROM cl ose to
the front in the early going of the race.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. FINISH LI NE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- M D AFTERNOON
ELLI SON, running slowy... painfully toward the finish banner.

B. A. A ANNOUNCER (O S.)
Now approachi ng the finish, we have
former chanpion, Tarzan Brown. A
good showi ng, but just outside the
top-ten finishers this year... C non
fol ks, give himsonme encouragenent --
he's having sonme trouble. Let's
cheer and help himget to the line.
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EXT. FINI SH LI NE AREA -- MOVENTS LATER

TI PPY SALERNO dr apes a bl anket over a spent Ellison, as the
grimacing Indian tries to walk out the cranps that destroyed
his race.

Tl PPY
Hey, | know yer not happy with 12th,
kid, but yuh showed sone good stuff
not quittin' when yuh cranped up
Yu' know. .. nost runners woul da dropped
out... but yuh slugged it out to the
finish. 1'mdam proud of yuh --
yer not done yet!

(snorts)

ELLI SON
(shaki ng his head)
| don't know, Tippy, | feel |ike I
m ght be done... don't think Il
be back.

TI PPY
VWll, yu know, it's too soon to talk
about that. Just renenber one thing.
| respect the hell outta yuh. Yer
t he best runner |'ve ever seen --

Chanp.

(claps Ellison's back)
Now, tinme tuh get sone rest -- yuh
deserve it. And keep eatin' lots of
eggs -- we gotta keep yer strength
up. Never know what the future holds,
yu' know.

(snorts, sucks cigar)
EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD QUTSI DE CHARLESTOMWN -- DAY

Ellison and Ethel stand on the roadside, |ooking out over a
wooded ar ea.

ELLI SON
Qur great grandparents lived on this
reserve land. Their spirits will be
gui di ng us, helping us build here.

ETHEL
Hope they bring their axes. Seens
like a lot of trees to cut down first.

ELLI SON
That' |l be the easy part. 1|'ve been
saving up ol d used planks and nail s.
There's lots of stuff at the dunp.
But it ain't gonna be easy... building
out of nothing. W need noney.
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ETHEL
The hardest thing for nme is being
away fromthe kids -- losing a hone

is so much harder on them They
just don't understand why we all

can't live together right now... |I'm
worried they'll think we don't |ove
t hem

ELLI SON

(puts arm around Ethel)
Then we better get started. Cotta
get this house built before they al
grow up and want to nove out anyway...

(smling)
And at |east they can stay with
famly. They'll be well |ooked after
till we're done.
ETHEL

(ki sses his cheek)
You al ways nmake ne feel better.
| ove you, handsone hero.

I NT. A PAWN SHOP -- DAY

THE DOOR opens, and Ellison Brown enters the small shop. A
scrawny, rat-faced man behind the counter | ooks up, appraising
Ellison with no expression.

RAT- FACED MAN
So? Ya bring 'enf

ELLI SON reaches into his pocket and |ays the contents on the
counter: two gold nmedals attached to blue and yell ow ri bbons.
The man picks up a nedal, inspecting it closely.

RAT- FACED MAN' S P.O V -- CLOSE to a nedal in his unclean
hands: beautiful, gold-crafted with an eagl e above two G eek
runners, dianond studded and the words "April 19 Anmerican
Mar at hon Boston A.A. First Prize" engraved.

RAT- FACED MAN ( CONT' D)
Ckay.

The man opens up his till, extracts sonme noney, places it on
the counter and picks up the tw nedal s.

RAT- FACED MAN ( CONT' D)
There ya are. One fifty for both of
‘em
Ellison reaches for the nedal s back

ELLI SON
Hold on. You told me 200 bucks.
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RAT- FACE
My buyer |owered his offer.

Ellison hesitates... then lowers his hands to take the noney
instead, stuffs it in his pocket, turns and shuffles out the
door .

EXT. MAIN STREET -- A RHODE | SLAND TOMW -- DAY

ELLI SON and A RIVAL are running hard, side by side. A few
onl ookers lining the street are cheering as they go by. The
ot her runner takes a quick glance over his shoul der.

Rl VAL RUNNER
No one close. Looks like it's you
or me gonna win this thing.

AHEAD, the finish banner is 200 yards away.
ELLI SON
You go ahead. | heard second prize
is a nice wist watch

Rl VAL RUNNER
So? You don't want the wi nner's

trophy?

ELLI SON
Naw. Got |otsa trophies. They turn
bl ack after awhile. | can get sone
money for the watch. One tine | won
a refrigerator but had to sell it

‘cause | got no electricity. You go
ahead, this one is yours.

The ot her runner nods, tips an invisible hat to Ellison,

t hen accel erates ahead toward the finish. The thickening
crowd lining the course cheers and appl auds the deci sive
nove to victory.

EXT. BY A COUNTRY ROAD QUTSI DE CHARLESTOMN -- SUMVER DAY

A small, unconpl eted house -- | ooking patched together out
of used materials -- stands on cleared land. A man is on
the roof, using an ax to nail down bark shingles. d oser,
the man is Ellison Brown, cheerfully whistling a tune --
"The Coffee Song" by Frank Sinatra.

A HAW flies overhead, its CRY causes Ellison to | ook up,
setting down his ax. He watches the bird di sappear over the
trees, then he continues to gaze toward the forest...

ETHEL conmes out the front door -- |ooks up toward her husband
gazing off into the summer heat.

ETHEL
Are you done poundi ng? Muist be
getting hot up there.
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ELLI SON
Done for now Tine for a run

ETHEL
Not too hot to run?

ELLI SON
(rmoving to roof edge)
Never too hot. You know ne.

ETHEL
(1 aughi ng)
| know you. And | |ove you.

CUT TO

EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY
ELLI SON RUNNI NG CLOSE IN, as he tosses away his shirt...

CLOSER.  Chin up, head leaning slightly to his left... his
exprsssion is dreany... eyes squinting against bright sun..

CLOSER. .. I NTO THE SQUI NTI NG EYES... (I N A CREATI VE DREAM.I KE
STATE -- PERHAPS STI MULATED BY ENDORPHI NS, A "RUNNER S HI GH' --
ELLI SON'S M ND BEG NS A SORT OF VIRTUAL "MOVIE"). ..

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. FINI SH LI NE AREA OF BOSTON MARATHON -- DAY
TI PPY has his arm draped over the shoul ders of Ellison.

Tl PPY

Now, tinme tuh get sone rest -- yuh
deserve it. And keep eatin' lots of
eggs -- we gotta keep yer strength
up. Never know what the future holds,
yu' know. . .

(snorts)
Besi des, when yuh do retire from
mar at hon runnin', | got a plan for
how yuh can make sone real noney.
Maybe hel p get yerself that truck

ELLI SON
(turns, all ears)
Huh?

Tl PPY
Yuh heard of sonme guy over in
Connecti cut naned BOBBY CALLAHAN?

ELLI SON
You nmean THE BEARCAT? Yeah, of
course, who hasn't? But nobody calls
hi m "Bobby"... not to his face.
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Tl PPY
Thi nk yuh coul d beat hinf
ELLI SON
In a footrace, of course. 1In a fight --

are you crazy? He's a nonster --
probably outwei ghs ne by 100 pounds.

Tl PPY
Vell | hear he's takin' challengers.
Yuh | ast six rounds with The Bearcat,
yuh make 150, nmaybe 200 bucks.
There's serious noney in the fight
ganme, yu' know.

Ti ppy' s hand reaches to massage Ellison's neck.

TI PPY (CONT' D)
d to train boxers, yu' know.
that different. Yuh need good
instincts and skill... Yuh
he first two already.

L ] r—f'cD

ELLI SON
He's awful big... but | sure could
use the noney...

CLOSE to Ellison's dreany expression..
DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNI NG ELLI SON'S DREAMY EXPRESSI ON. . .
DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. THE ROOF OF THE UNCOWPLETED BROM CABI N -- DAY

ELLI SON GAZI NG (sane dreany expression) toward the forest,
as A HAWK di sappears over the treeline.

ETHEL conmes out the front door and | ooks up toward her
husband.

ETHEL
Are you done poundi ng? Muist be
getting hot up there.

ELLI SON
Done for now Tine for a run

ETHEL
Not too hot to run?

ELLI SON
(rmoving to roof edge)
Never too hot. You know ne.
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ETHEL
| know you. And | know you don't
like running in the heat. You're
training. And | know what for --
Ellison Myers Brown. You're actually
going to fight that bear man in New
London. You'll get yourself killed.

ELLI SON
It's The Bear-cat. And the fight's
actual ly gonna be in Pawcat uck
Tippy's got it all worked out.

ETHEL
(shaki ng her head)
| bet he has.

ELLI SON
(grinning)
Save your betting for the fight.
Don't worry, it'll turn out okay.
We got a good pl an.

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNI NG ELLI SON' S DREAMY EXPRESSI ON. . .

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. BESI DE THE UNCOVPLETED BROWN HOUSE - EVEN NG

Ellison sits with Horatio and Atnore Stanton -- on | og stools
around a fire pit. They are drinking beer (Atnore soda pop)
and | aughing as they share stories.

ELLI SON

Best one was when ny nei ghbor, Ed,
chal l enged nme to a potato-digging
contest. W cleared the whole field
before |I beat him

(1 aughs)
He got so mad for |osing, he bet ne
he could split firewood faster than
ne.

Horati o Stanton, now past 50, holds his thick belly as he
| aughs.

HORATI O
Big m stake that.

ELLI SON
Yeah. He put up a couple face cords
before | beat him Best part was...
it was ny wood we were splittin'. |
was all set for the winter

Al'l three laugh hard at that. Then a pause.
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HORATI O

Now El I'i son. ..

(l'ighting big cigar)
| was talkin" to Tippy about that
fella, The Bearcat, you're gonna
fight next week. Tip says we gotta
hel p find out his weakness so you
stand a chance of lasting six rounds.

ELLI SON
Weakness? Ti ppy never said nothing
like that to ne. Said | just have

to nove around real quick, stay out
of reach for a few rounds, wear the
big guy out. Get ny shots in too.

ATMORE
Maybe that's his weakness -- |ack of
wind. O maybe he's just slow footed.
HORATI O
No, | think Tip nmeans nore |ike how

Goliath had a weak forehead agai nst
that kid wth the slingshot...
Everyone's got a weak spot.

ATMORE
Like that G eek guy -- weak heel.

Ellison reaches for an enpty soda bottle.

ELLI SON
Li ke this soda-pop bottle.

In a second, Ellison has bitten the neck off the bottle --
Spits it into the fire pit. He holds up two fingers close
t oget her. ..

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
The glass is thin with soda bottles..
and there's a weak spot right at the
base of the neck.

HORATI O
That can't be good for yuh

ATMORE
Maybe a good shot to the base of The
Bearcat's neck. Right below the
Adam s apple. Smack -- down he goes.

At nmore makes a hard air punch toward Horatio -- who springs
to his feet and assunes sonet hi ng awkwardly between a
westling and nmartial -arts stance.

HORATI O
C nmon tough guy. | already know your
weak spot -- your whol e body.
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More | aughter -- fades with the scene.
Dl SSOLVE TO
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNI NG ELLI SON'S DREAMY EXPRESSI ON. .
Dl SSOLVE TO

I NT. A TENT ENCOWPASSI NG A PRI M Tl VE BOXI NG RI NG - -
PAWCATUK, RHCDE | SLAND -- EVEN NG

ELLI SON (prizefighter edition) is in one dirt-floor corner
of the ring getting last-mnute intruction fromTippy. In
t he opposite corner, THE BEARCAT, |arge, hairy and nenaci ng,
sits on a stool, glaring toward his opponent. The ring is
surrounded by nmakeshift bl eachers hol ding 150 or nore NO SY
FI GHT FANS.

RI NGSI DE ANNOUNCER (| NTO M CROPHONE)
GOCD EVENI NG fight fans and wel cone
to Pawcat uk. And now, what you have
been waiting for, our MAIN EVENT of
t he evening, a challenge featuring
two worthy adversaries...

HORATI O AND ATMORE are ringside, Ellison's corner

ATMORE
What a nonster. He |ooks tw ce as
big as El.

HORATI O

Bi gger they are, harder they fall.
Just like Goliath and slingshot kid.

RI NGSI DE ANNOUNCER (O. S.)
In one corner, wearing the red shorts,
we have the chal l enger, a 50-to-one
underdog, from Charl est own, Rhode
| sl and, weighing in at 149 1/2 pounds --
TARZAN "THE JUNGLE MAN' BROMN!

LOUD CHEERS AND SOVE DRUM POUNDI NG

RI NGSI DE ANNOUNCER ( CONT' D)
And in the other corner, wearing
bl ack, we have the UNDEFEATED CHAMPI ON
from New London, Connecticut, wei ghing
in at... an even 260 pounds... M
ROBERT " THE BEARCAT" CALLAHAN!

THUNDERQUS CHEERI NG FROM THE WORKED- UP CROWD
RI NGSI DE

SCREAM NG FAN
KILL THE RED- SKI N -- YAAAAAAAA. .
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ATMORE
(above the noi se)
Even the ring announcer's afraid to
call him "Bobby".

RI NGSI DE ANNOUNCER (O. S.)
Ladi es and gentlenmen, the fight wll
be for six rounds or until a knockout
or stoppage at the decision of the
referee for tonights fight, JAKE
MUNRO. Okay here we go, let's make
it a clean fight, and may the best
fighter wn!

I N ELLI SON'S CORNER

Tl PPY
Okay Tarzan, renenber everything |
told yuh. This guys a pal ooka,
yu' know, just keep novin' and don't
do nothin' stupid in the first round.

ELLI SON
Just me being here's not stupid?

Tl PPY
Don't worry Chanp, we'll take this
thing round by round. W can do it.

A RINGSIDE BELL | S HAMVERED -- CLANG ! CLANG !

Ellison and The Bearcat cone out to the center of the ring
and touch gloves. THE BEARCAT' S EYES are raging -- like a
Vi ki ng berserker warrior -- down on his opponent.

THE BEARCAT
| hate Injuns. |1'magonna kill you

THE BEARCAT's P.O V. -- Ellison's eyes narrow.

ELLI SON
Ckay, let's go... Bobby.

THE BELL AGAI N

ELLI SON AND THE BEARCAT are shuffling around the ring, each
| ooki ng for an opening..

THE CROND is already expressing its restless nature.

THE BEARCAT, inpatient, lunges clunsily toward Ellison,
swinging wldly with haymakers, catching only air..

ELLI SON deftly counterpunches back, then bounces clear as
the big man tries an uppercut.

CUT TO
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RI NGSI DE -- HORATI O AND ATMORE

HORATI O
At this rate, The Bearcat'l| punch
hi msel f out in no tine.
CUT TGO
IN THE RING -- LATER (ROUND FOUR)
ELLISON S P.O V. -- A HUGE BOXING M TT EXPLODING into his

face -- BLOOD SPURTS fromthe inpact.

The Bearcat follows with a blow to the mdsection, as Ellison
staggers... another shot to the head snaps it back... the
Indian is in big trouble..

El I i son ducks the next punch as he tries to recover, bobbing
and weaving, but likein sl ow mot i on.

ELLISON' S P.O V. -- The out-of-focus Bearcat noving in
| ooking for a knockout... AS THE CROAD ROARS FOR THE KI LL. ..

THE BELL -- saves Ellison.

CUT TGO
ELLI SON' S CORNER -- MOMENTS LATER
ELLISON' S P.O. V. -- An out-of-focus Tippy.
Tl PPY

Ckay Chanp, yer doin' great. Just

two nore rounds, he's gettin' tired.

We can start |ookin' for the knockout.
ELLI SON S FACE -- nodding. Bruised, puffy and bl oody. One

eye is nearly swollen closed.
THE BELL
RI NGSI DE -- HORATI O AND ATMORE
HORATI O
| think it's tine -- let's do it,
At nor e.

Atnore reaches into a sack. Extracts THE SNAKE and fli ngs
it into the center of the ring, between the two fighters.

IN THE RING -- THE SNAKE'S P.O V. as it hisses, its attention
ai mred up at The Bearcat.

THE BEARCAT
(hi gh pitched)
EEK! -- A Snake. | HATE Snakes!

TO RI NGSI DE
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HORATI O
Qur source was right -- his weakness.
| think this is gonna work.
IN THE RI NG -- BOXI NG GLOVES reach and scoop up the snake..
ELLISON S P.O V. -- as he swiftly BITES the snake in half,

tossing the squirmng pieces in front of his shocked
opponent... who backpeddl es on the snooth clay surface.

RI NGSI DE
HORATI O ( CONT' D)
Like a gauntlet. GCkay, let's go,
Now Tar zan's ready tuh runbl e!
IN THE RING -- "The Jungle Man" is now stal king his quarry.
THE BEARCAT' S EYES -- unsure... beginning to show fear.

ELLI SON JABS with his left then | eaps to rocket his right
into the big man's forehead.

CLOSE TO A G ANT FOOT -- stepping back... onto sliny snake
guts -- quickly skidding straight back and up..

THE BEARCAT crashes face first -- down hard to the fl oor.

REFEREE JAKE MUNRO hesitates... |l ooks to the ring announcer..

RI NGSI DE ANNOUNCER
Not hing in the rul es about snakes.

JAKE MUNRO COUNTS OUT THE BEARCAT... AS THE CROAD ROARS. ..
ELLI SON I S MOBBED BY HI S PECPLE
TI PPY
(huggi ng Ellison)
YUHDDIT -- CHAMP. Al ways knew
yuh had the guts tuh be a boxer!
ELLI SON
Ti ppy... uh, nme and ny face kinda
t hi nk maybe we stick to running.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY

ELLI SON RUNNING -- a smle lighting his features -- as he
pi cks up his pace and begins to fade... into the distance..

DI SSCLVE TQO
MONTAGE -- TO "THAT' S LI FE' BY FRANK SI NATRA
FOOTNOTES OF THE 50s AND 60s -- SUCH AS:
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New York Ti mes headline: War I n Korea | nevitabl el

Tape of Roger Bannister running the world's first sub-four-
mnute mile

Tape announci ng Hool a- hoop Craze sweepi ng Aneri ca.
New York Times headline: Russia Puts First Man I n Space
J.F. K Assassination.
New York Times: AMERI CA FACES WAR AGAI N -- VI ETNAM
Martin Luther King Assassination.
Tape of Bl ack-gloved 1968 A ynpic Protest OF U.S. Racism
Tape of First Lunar Landi ng.
Tape of "Flower Power" and anti-war protests.
FADE QOUT:
FADE | N:
I NT. A HALL I N WESTERLY -- EVEN NG
SUPER: NOVEMBER, 1974
PANNI NG the | arge room seated at tables are over 400 peopl e,
nost Native Indian, young and old. Seated at a | ong head
table are Ellison Brown, now | ooking a fornmer athlete at 60
years, his wife Ethel and a large famly including two sons,
two daughters, two sisters, and 13 grandchildren. Elderly
Horatio -- with cigar -- is there; his son Atnore at a POD UMV
addressing the assenbly. Everyone's dressed up.
ATMORE

Now as you all know, tonight is to

honor our hero, Ellison Tarzan Brown,

and celebrate his recent induction

into the Anerican Indian Hall of

Fame i n Al buquer que. .
Appl ause interrupts.

ATMORE ( CONT' D)
...AND | know you've al ready heard

lots of funny stories -- sone even a
bit true -- but I've got just one
nore about one of his | ast
victories... or maybe | should say
"one of his nobst recent victories",
‘cause he ain't done... not yet...

Mor e appl ause and cheeri ng.
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ATMORE ( CONT' D)
Thi s one happened just a few years
ago when Ellison was al ready past 50

years old... Sorry El, but I think
everyone here knows you're over 60
now, you old fossil! Anyway...

Ellison was just comn' in to Peace
Dal e from Charl estown Pond to sel
sone shell fish..

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. 1969 PEACE DALE MAI N STREET -- DAY

ELLI SON, wearing hi p-wader boots, is carrying a basket as he
wal ks al ong the street...

ATMORE (V. Q)
Now, standing right there on the
street was this South Kingstown High
School track star with his buddies..

(THE VI SUAL)

ATMORE (V. O.) (CONT' D)
...this guy had been braggin' that
he was faster than Tarzan Brown was
in his prime. So now here they are,
face to face... so to inpress his
buddi es, the track star issues a
challenge to Ellison: a race to
downt own Wakefield and back.

CUT BACK TO
| NT. WESTERLY HALL (1974)
ATMORE
O course, we all know how Tarzan
Brown reacts to a chall enge..
Appl ause and cheers.
ATMORE ( CONT' D)
...S0 here's 50-sonet hing-year-old
El, still wearin' his hip waders,
racing off down the road agai nst
this young hot-shot whi ppersnapper..
DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. PEACE- DALE FLASHBACK

The young track star is out in front of Ellison, as they
head around the corner and out of town.
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ATMORE (V. Q)
So the track star's buddies are
waiting there expectin' himto cone
back in way out in front... when
what they see is...

ELLI SON com ng around the bend back into town, arns punping --
sprinting hard despite wearing hip waders...

ATMORE (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
Ellison has got the race w apped up,
so when he sees the jaw droppin'
expressions on the kids watching,

what's he do? Well... he turns around
and finishes the race runnin'
backwards -- all this wearin' hip
wader s.

(VI SUAL)

DI SSOLVE BACK TO
| NT. WESTERLY HALL
LOUD APPLAUSE AND CHEERI NG.

ATMORE
Friends and nei ghbors, I amthrilled
to have the privilege of asking the
newest nenber of the American |ndian
Hall| of Fame to cone up and say a
few words... or LOTS of words,
what ever he wants... But first 1'd
like to say, Thanks El, for all you've
acconpl i shed for yourself and your
people... Everyone here | oves you --
hope you know that. And for being
my best friend for as long as | can

remenber... Thank you! Now Fol ks,
| give you our owmn M Ellison Tarzan
Brown, still and al ways, the Deerf oot

of the Narragansett!
MORE LOUD APPLAUSE, CHEERI NG AND TRI BAL DRUMS BEATI NG
ELLI SON BROMN Strides to the podi um

ELLI SON
Ww, thanks Atnore...
(W ping his eyes)
You told that story so good it gets
me all fired up and makes nme want to
go run agai nst Johnny Kel |l ey again
in the Boston Marathon... Al nost.

Laughter and appl ause. Kelley and Les Pawson are beam ng
froma back table. Ellison's dark eyes search them out.
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ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
Thanks so nuch for com ng, Johnny
boy and Les. It neans a lot to nme
havi ng you both here tonight. |
feel so good, ny heart is singing --
no, not Sinatra..

He pauses for effect and nore | aughter.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
It nmakes ne feel very happy to see
friends | haven't seen in years, an
to share sonme nenories of the good
old days. It's swell for you to get
t oget her and say so many nice things
about nme. Too bad | got DQ d outta
the A ynpics, or maybe |1'd be real
famous. .. |ike Johnny Kell ey.

CLOSE to KELLEY' S BLUE EYES, tw nkling through tears.
ELLI SON ( CONT' D)

Anyway, | never saw nyself as gettin'
old, but | guess you can't stay young
forever... though | sure as hel
tried... And | know back after

stopped wi nnin' races, |lots of people
seened to think I shoul d ve done
better inlife than | did... maybe |
woul d have if 1'd got ne that truck
| al ways want ed. . .

(pauses, dabs an eye)
But all this makes nme think maybe
there's sone things | haven't got
around to sayin' nore than doin'...
Things that should be said to lots
of you... but all I really want to
say for nowis... thanks to all of
you for being part of ny life -- and
making it so much fun...

APPLAUSE AND CHEERI NG Ellison holds up his hands.

ELLI SON ( CONT' D)
BUT... MOST of all, I want to thank
my wife. Ethel, you were beside ne
fromthe beginning... and through
sone tough tines -- you were al ways
there. | know | never said it
enough... But -- | love You! As
much as a man can |ove anything in
this life. 1'"msuch a |ucky nman to
have a whole lifetinme of your |ove.

APPLAUSE, CHEERI NG AND DRUM BEATI NG as ETHEL BEAMS t hr ough
tears of pride and joy.

DI SSCLVE TQO
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EXT. THE WRECK BAR -- WESTERLY -- N GHT
SUPER: AUGUST 23, 1975.
| NT. WRECK BAR

ELLI SON BROM is seated at the bar, a few beer bottles on
the counter in front, each side of himare enpty stools.
The tavern is busy -- nostly wth Anerican |Indian patrons,
but two young white nen are playing pool against two young
Natives. A jukebox is playing "Rhinestone Cowboy" by den
Canmpbell (again -- it was a popul ar song that summer).

Qut of nowhere, a m ddl e-aged Native nman takes a seat beside
El i son, who | ooks over.

ELLI SON
Hey WLLIE, where'd you cone fronf

WLLIE
Nowhere. \Warm ni ght out there.
Just in to wet ny whistle. You by

yoursel f?
ELLI SON
Yeah. Just waitin' for a ride home.
Rel axin' for a bit... Thinkin'.
WLLIE
Hnmmm

VO CES at the pool table are getting | ouder, nore noticeable
as the Rhinestone Cowboy rides into the sunset...

A SHOW
Ellison and WIllie turn to view the devel oping altercation.

| NDI AN POOL PLAYER
You scr at ched.

LONG- HAl RED WH TE POOL PLAYER
| didn't fucken scratch

| NDI AN POOL PLAYER
You scr at ched.

LONG HAl RED VWH TE POOL PLAYER
(heat edl y)
Heard you the first time! Fuck off --
| didn't Fucken Scratch. Learn The
Fucken Rul es!

Wllie turns to Ellison.

WLLIE
You think they'Il fight?
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ELLI SON
Doubt it, unless the hippy's stupid.
This place is full of Indians.

WLLIE
Hmm Don't have to be stupid, just
dr unk.
ELLI SON
| know all about that.
WLLIE
(smle)
Yeah... You used to grow ten feet

tall after you had a few

ELLI SON
Still do.

WIllie chuckles with Ellison.

The | ong-haired pool player tosses his cue down and strides
over to join his buddy at a table close to Ellison and WIllie.
d anci ng over, Long-hair nakes eye contact with Ellison

LONG HAI RED FORMER POCL PLAYER
What the fuck you | ookin' at,
Ger oni no?

Ellison says nothing, but his eyes narrow as he stares, stone-
faced, back at the long-haired man. After a few seconds,

the young man's eyes | ook away, he shakes his head and engages
hi s buddy in conversation, extra-loud "F' words still his
favorite nodifiers. Just then the jukebox starts up -- this
tinme it's "Please M. Please" by Aivia Newton-John.

WLLIE
Those guys are in for trouble if
they stick around here.

ELLI SON
Can't stick around nuch | onger.
Place is closing up soon.

WLLIE
| nmean if they're smart, they'l|
high tail it outta here quick.

ELLI SON
Hey, you driving -- can | get a ride?

W LLIE
(shakes head)
No, but I'msure if you hang around
out front, you won't have any trouble.
Sonebody' Il give you a lift.
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EXT. WRECK BAR -- A LITTLE LATER
A MOB of people loiter outside the front of the pub, spilling
into a lane to a side parking lot. Lighting is poor under a
single street |ight.
I NT. A VH TE CHEVY VAN PARKED IN THE LOT -- THAT MOMENT
A LONG HAI RED MAN i nside slans the driver-side door.
EXT. WRECK BAR -- A MOVENT LATER

THE VAN creeps forward up the lane, is about to turn onto
the street, honks its horn once to disperse the crowd...

But instead... THE MXB is surrounding... closing on the van
Loud Bangi ng on the side of the vehicle

The van creeps ahead into the crowd...

LOUDER BANG NG

The van's notor @uns --

The vehicl e suddenly plows forward through the nob

Yelling and Swearing -- Panic!

The van zoons away, headlights penetrating the darkness.

A man is down on the side of the street. People are kneeling
beside him.. Quiet.

Then. ..
SOVEONE
Hey, it's bad! Sonebody --
CALL AN AMBULANCE
FADE QUT:
SUPER. ON BLACK
| N RESPECTFUL NMEMORY
ELLI SON MYERS " TARZAN' BROWN -- DEERFOOT OF THE NARRAGANSETT
BORN SEPTEMBER 22, 1914 -- PASSED AVAY AUGUST 23, 1975

An A ynpian and two-tinme Chanpion of the B. A A Boston
Mar at hon, Ellison twice raced and won two full marathons
Wi thin 24 hours -- an unprecedented athletic feat.

Ellison was survived by Ethel, two sons, two daughters, and
13 grandchi | dren.

( MORE)
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Friend and rival, Johnny A Kelley, conpleted the Boston
Mar at hon a record 58 tinmes. He won twi ce and finished second
an amazi ng seven tines. Kelley lived to be 97, passing away
in October 2004.

In 1975, the year of Ellison's passing, the Narragansett
Indian Tribe filed a land claimsuit against the State of
Rhode I sl and and several |andowners for the return of

approxi mately 3200 acres of undevel oped reservation | and.

The suit was settled out of court in 1978, with about 1800
acres of land passing to the Narragansett people.

In 1983, the Narragansetts received official reinstatenent
as a federally recogni zed and acknow eged | ndi an Tri be.

Tradi tional Narragansett culture, passed down from generation
to generation, is today as strong as ever anpbng over 2400
tribal nmenbers.

And in today's world, Narragansett nmen and wonen have careers
in every profession;, they are doctors, |awyers, teachers,
cooks, commercial fishernmen, artists, and stonenmasons.

In themlives on the pride and spirit of Tarzan Brown.
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	31	EXT. HOPKINTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- LATE MORNING
	31	EXT. HOPKINTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- LATE MORNING
	32	EXT. A 1934 STUDEBAKER PRESIDENT (MOVING) -- EARLY MARATHON COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
	32	EXT. A 1934 STUDEBAKER PRESIDENT (MOVING) -- EARLY MARATHON COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
	33	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	34	EXT. SLIGHT HILLS ALONG BOSTON MARATHON COURSE -- NEWTON -- MID AFTERNOON.
	34	EXT. SLIGHT HILLS ALONG BOSTON MARATHON COURSE -- NEWTON -- MID AFTERNOON.
	35	EXT. A MILE OR SO UP THE COURSE -- A BIT LATER
	36	EXT. FINISH LINE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- A LITTLE LATER
	37	EXT. RAISED PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH -- LATER AFTERNOON
	37	EXT. RAISED PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH -- LATER AFTERNOON
	38	THE CROWD BELOW KELLEY'S PLATFORM -- CHEERS AND APPLAUDS
	39	EXT. DOWNTOWN BOSTON STREET CORNER -- THAT EVENING
	40	INT. BOSTON CORNER PUB -- MOMENTS LATER
	41	EXT. SHORELINE OF NARRAGANSETT BAY, RHODE ISLAND -- COOL SUMMER AFTERNOON
	41	EXT. SHORELINE OF NARRAGANSETT BAY, RHODE ISLAND -- COOL SUMMER AFTERNOON
	42	INT. ELLISON'S VERY SMALL BEDROOM -- WESTERLY -- DAY
	43	EXT. PORCH OF BROWNS' WESTERLY CABIN -- MOMENTS LATER
	44	EXT. IN THE WOODS -- A LITTLE LATER
	45	EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- RHODE ISLAND -- MORNING
	46	INT. CAR -- A MOMENT LATER
	47	EXT. CAR -- MOVING DOWN THE ROAD
	48	EXT. A ROAD -- OUTSKIRTS OF 1935 BOSTON -- LATE AFTERNOON
	49	INT. CAR (MOVING) -- A MOMENT LATER
	50	EXT. Y.M.C.A. -- FITCHBURG, MASSACHUSETTS -- EVENING
	51	INT. CAR
	52	INT. FITCHBURG TAVERN -- NIGHT
	53	INT. FITCHBURG TAVERN -- TWO HOURS LATER
	54	EXT. FRONT OF Y.M.C.A. -- LATER, SAME NIGHT
	55	EXT. FRONT OF Y.M.C.A. -- MORNING DAYLIGHT
	56	EXT. STARTING LINE OF FITCHBURG LEGION RACE --LATER MORNING
	57	EXT. AROUND FIRST CORNER -- FITCHBURG RACE COURSE -- MOMENTS LATER
	57	EXT. AROUND FIRST CORNER -- FITCHBURG RACE COURSE -- MOMENTS LATER
	58	EXT. FURTHER ALONG RACE COURSE -- LATER
	59	EXT. START/FINISH LINE -- LATER
	60	INT. FRED FALLER'S CAR -- BETWEEN FITCHBURG AND BOSTON -- LATER THAT DAY
	60	INT. FRED FALLER'S CAR -- BETWEEN FITCHBURG AND BOSTON -- LATER THAT DAY
	61	INT. A SMALL ROOM -- MIDDLEBORO, MASSACHUSETTS -- DAY
	62	INT. A SALOON -- ELLISON'S RECENT PAST
	63	INT. SALOON -- MOMENTS LATER
	64	INT. SMALL ROOM IN MIDDLEBORO -- ELLISON'S PRESENT
	65	EXT. HOPKINTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- APRIL -- LATE MORNING
	65	EXT. HOPKINTON -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- APRIL -- LATE MORNING
	66	OLD RIFLE FIRING INTO NOON SKY
	67	EXT. STUDEBAKER (MOVING) -- EARLY MARATHON COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
	67	EXT. STUDEBAKER (MOVING) -- EARLY MARATHON COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
	68	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	69	EXT. STUDEBAKER -- ACCELERATING AWAY FROM KELLEY
	70	EXT. FURTHER UP THE RACE COURSE -- LATER
	71	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	72	JOHNNY KELLEY, RUNNING POWERFULLY BY FRAMINGHAM RAILWAY STATION
	72	JOHNNY KELLEY, RUNNING POWERFULLY BY FRAMINGHAM RAILWAY STATION
	73	ELLISON BROWN, RUNNING THROUGH NATICK TOWN CENTER
	74	KELLEY, RUNNING POWERFULLY THROUGH NATICK TOWN CENTER -- MINUTES LATER
	74	KELLEY, RUNNING POWERFULLY THROUGH NATICK TOWN CENTER -- MINUTES LATER
	75	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	76	KELLEY -- STILL RUNNING POWERFULLY AND FAST
	77	BROWN -- SLOWING FOR WATER
	78	KELLEY -- RUNNING HARD AND FAST
	79	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	80	KELLEY'S P.O.V -- CLOSING TO JUST BEHIND BROWN
	81	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING JERRY NASON
	82	EXT. TOP OF THE NEWTON HILLS -- A MOMENT LATER
	83	INT. STUDEBAKER -- THAT MOMENT
	84	EXT. A FEW MILES FROM THE FINISH LINE -- LATER
	85	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING DRIVER -- THAT MOMENT
	86	INT. STUDEBAKER -- THAT MOMENT
	87	EXT. FINISH LINE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- A BIT LATER
	88	EXT. MARATHON COURSE -- LESS THAN A MILE FROM FINISH LINE --THAT MOMENT
	88	EXT. MARATHON COURSE -- LESS THAN A MILE FROM FINISH LINE --THAT MOMENT
	89	EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH --LATER THAT AFTERNOON
	89	EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH --LATER THAT AFTERNOON
	90	EXT. MAINSTREET -- WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	91	EXT. IN FRONT OF SAMMY'S DINER -- WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND -- THAT NIGHT
	91	EXT. IN FRONT OF SAMMY'S DINER -- WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND -- THAT NIGHT
	92	EXT. MAIN STREET -- CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	93	INT. BARBERSHOP
	94	EXT. A SHIP, THE MANHATTAN -- LEAVING NEW YORK HARBOR -- DAY
	95	EXT. UPPER DECK -- THAT MOMENT
	96	EXT. UPPER DECK, THE MANHATTAN -- ON THE ATLANTIC -- A FEW DAYS LATER
	96	EXT. UPPER DECK, THE MANHATTAN -- ON THE ATLANTIC -- A FEW DAYS LATER
	97	INT. SHIP'S DINING COMPARTMENT -- ON THE ATLANTIC -- EVENING
	98	INT. SHIP'S DINING COMPARTMENT -- LATER
	99	EXT. UPPER DECK -- MIDDLE OF THE ATLANTIC -- STORMY DAY
	100	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC STADIUM -- OPENING CEREMONIES 1936 OLYMPIC GAMES -- DAY
	100	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC STADIUM -- OPENING CEREMONIES 1936 OLYMPIC GAMES -- DAY
	101	A LITTLE LATER
	102	JOHNNY KELLEY'S MOIST EYES -- THAT MOMENT
	103	EXT. DOWNTOWN BERLIN -- NIGHT
	104	INT. BERLIN TAVERN -- A MOMENT LATER
	105	LATER
	106	INT. A BERLIN JAIL CELL -- DAY
	107	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC STADIUM -- AFTERNOON
	108	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC MARATHON COURSE -- TEN KILOMETER MARK -- AFTERNOON
	108	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC MARATHON COURSE -- TEN KILOMETER MARK -- AFTERNOON
	109	INT. SAMMY'S DINER -- WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND -- AT THAT MOMENT (BUT MORNING ON THE U.S. EAST COAST)
	109	INT. SAMMY'S DINER -- WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND -- AT THAT MOMENT (BUT MORNING ON THE U.S. EAST COAST)
	110	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC MARATHON COURSE -- 25 KILOMETER MARK -- LATE AFTERNOON
	110	EXT. BERLIN OLYMPIC MARATHON COURSE -- 25 KILOMETER MARK -- LATE AFTERNOON
	111	INT. SAMMY'S DINER -- A BIT LATER
	112	EXT. SHIP'S DECK -- APPROACHING NEW YORK -- DAY
	113	INT. SMALL MEDICAL CLINIC -- CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	113	INT. SMALL MEDICAL CLINIC -- CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	114	MONTAGE -- TO MID-1930S JAZZ
	115	EXT. FINISH LINE OF THE YONKERS MARATHON -- DAY
	116	EXT. FINISH LINE OF MANCHESTER MARATHON -- NEW HAMPSHIRE -- THE NEXT DAY
	116	EXT. FINISH LINE OF MANCHESTER MARATHON -- NEW HAMPSHIRE -- THE NEXT DAY
	117	INT. A HOSPITAL ROOM -- LATER
	118	EXT. THE BOSTON MARATHON -- NATICK -- WARM APRIL AFTERNOON
	119	EXT. BOSTON FINISH LINE --LATER
	120	ELLISON BROWN RUNNING LABORIOUSLY BESIDE A LAKE
	121	EXT. SALOON -- CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	122	INT. SALOON -- A MOMENT LATER
	123	EXT. A ROAD -- JUST OUTSIDE CHARLESTOWN -- DAY
	124	ELLISON -- PULLING EVEN AND EDGING PAST TOMMY JUST BEFORE  FLASHING PAST THE POLE
	124	ELLISON -- PULLING EVEN AND EDGING PAST TOMMY JUST BEFORE  FLASHING PAST THE POLE
	125	EXT. HOPKINTON, MASSACHUSETTS -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- LATE MORNING
	125	EXT. HOPKINTON, MASSACHUSETTS -- BOSTON MARATHON STARTING LINE -- LATE MORNING
	126	OLD RIFLE FIRING INTO SKY
	127	INT. STUDEBAKER, (MOVING) ON THE COURSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON
	128	EXT. FURTHER BACK THE COURSE -- THAT MOMENT
	129	EXT. NATICK -- A LITTLE LATER
	130	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING NASON
	131	EXT. NEWTON HILLS -- LATER
	132	INT. STUDEBAKER -- FAVORING NASON
	133	EXT. BOSTON, WITHIN SIGHT OF THE FINISH LINE -- LATER
	134	EXT. BOSTON -- FINISH LINE AREA -- LATER
	135	EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH -- LATER THAT AFTERNOON
	135	EXT. PLATFORM NEAR THE BOSTON MARATHON FINISH -- LATER THAT AFTERNOON
	136	INT. BROWN FAMILY SHACK -- NEAR CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	136	INT. BROWN FAMILY SHACK -- NEAR CHARLESTOWN, RHODE ISLAND -- DAY
	137	MONTAGE -- TO "I'LL BE SEEING YOU" BY FRANK SINATRA
	138	INT. TIPPY'S HOUSE -- CHARLESTOWN -- DAY
	139	EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY
	140	INT. TRUCK -- THAT MOMENT
	141	INT. BOSTON GLOBE PRESSROOM -- DAY
	142	EXT. BROWN FAMILY SHACK -- DAY
	143	EXT. STARTING LINE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- HOPKINTON -- NOON
	144	EXT. FINISH LINE OF BOSTON MARATHON -- MID AFTERNOON
	145	EXT. FINISH-LINE AREA -- MOMENTS LATER
	146	EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD OUTSIDE CHARLESTOWN -- DAY
	147	INT. A PAWN SHOP -- DAY
	148	EXT. MAIN STREET -- A RHODE ISLAND TOWN -- DAY
	149	EXT. BY A COUNTRY ROAD OUTSIDE CHARLESTOWN -- SUMMER DAY
	150	EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY
	151	EXT. FINISH-LINE AREA OF BOSTON MARATHON -- DAY
	152	EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNING ELLISON'S DREAMY EXPRESSION...
	153	EXT. THE ROOF OF THE UNCOMPLETED BROWN CABIN -- DAY
	154	EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNING ELLISON'S DREAMY EXPRESSION...
	155	EXT. BESIDE THE UNCOMPLETED BROWN HOUSE - EVENING
	156	EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- RUNNING ELLISON'S DREAMY EXPRESSION...
	157	INT. A TENT ENCOMPASSING A PRIMITIVE BOXING RING -- PAWCATUK, RHODE ISLAND -- EVENING
	157	INT. A TENT ENCOMPASSING A PRIMITIVE BOXING RING -- PAWCATUK, RHODE ISLAND -- EVENING
	158	RINGSIDE -- HORATIO AND ATMORE
	159	IN THE RING -- LATER (ROUND FOUR)
	160	EXT. A COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY
	161	INT. A HALL IN WESTERLY -- EVENING
	162	EXT. 1969 PEACE DALE MAIN STREET -- DAY
	163	INT. WESTERLY HALL (1974)
	164	EXT. PEACE-DALE FLASHBACK
	165	INT. WESTERLY HALL
	166	EXT. THE WRECK BAR -- WESTERLY -- NIGHT
	167	INT. WRECK BAR
	168	EXT. WRECK BAR -- A LITTLE LATER
	169	INT. A WHITE CHEVY VAN PARKED IN THE LOT -- THAT MOMENT
	170	EXT. WRECK BAR -- A MOMENT LATER

