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INT. BLACK VOID

Indecipherable, secret symbols are written onto the screen,
morphing into our alphabet (and credits). These seemingly
ancient petroglyphs write over the letters, etching onto the
back of a cave...

EXT. SUBURB - ECU GAMEBOY SCREEN - DAY

...1ln a VIDEOGAME. TWO FIGHTER OPTIONS spin on the split-
screen: A NINJESS with weapons; and a JUJITSESS with nothing
but skill. The player selects the Jujitsess.

VOICES (0.S.)
Graham Cracker/Graham Cracker!
Cracker!

WIDER REVEALS the Gameboy and the player, GRAHAM CRACKER.
Hooded in a too-big sweatshirt and black Chuck Connors
astride a BMX, hard to tell but probably 16 or 17. An empty
McMansion dwarfing his silhouette, he pockets the device like
a cloaked gremlin and rolls down, joining his TWO FRIENDS.

EXT. PLANO, TEXAS - MCDEVELOPMENT

SPOKES, TIRES and FEET are flying down pavement, racing a
well-worn path with urgency. Rocks fly. Wheels jump curbs
and catch air with the exuberant ease of BMX-ERS.

The road becomes a construction site: equipment, dirt and
materiale. THE THREE BOYS bike the uninhabited McMansion
development towards a near-completed construction and into...

EXT. EMPTY' SWIMMING POOL

...a giant, empty swimming pool. Tires skidding across the
surfaces and marking the newly-poured concrete. Graham
Cracker watches at the pool's edge. FRBNK and POOT taunt
playfully.

FRANK
(re: GC)
What’'s the point of a new horse if
ya not gonna ride it?

POOT
Come on - let’‘s dent that shit.

In the DISTANCE, SKATEBOARD WHEELS arriving. Poot is pissed.
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POOT
This casa is not su casa. No way.

GC'S POV: as a group of OLDER SKATEBOARDERS arrive at the
pool near the giant water slide. It’'s a stand off. STUSSY,
head skater, is unmoved. ;

STUSSY
Way way. Get out.

POOT
There‘re six other empty pools.

STUSSY
That aren’'t as deep!

POOT

This spot’s a bust, cause it’'s
totally my boob.

STUSSY
Off the roof, onto the slide and
into the pool stays.
WIDER reveals the proposition. 1It’s fucking insane.

POOT
We don‘t have helmets.

A COHORT'S helmet is tossed to Stussy.

STUSSY
We got an extra.

Nobody moves. From nowhere, Graham Cracker grabs the helmet.
A

I/E. MCMANSION/MCMANSION POOL - SIUMLTANEOQOUS

MOVE WITH GC and STUSSY: racing inside the empty McHouse.
Follow them up the stairs through the incomplete second
floor, out to a terrace and up onto the roof.

ON the BOARDERS and X-ERS clearing the pool, CAT-CALLING and
positioning for a view.

FRANK
Lemme use your phone.

Poot reluctantly hands Frank his phone.
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POOT
It’1l be done by the time anyone
gets here.

FRANK

I'm not calling anyone.
(opening phone)

I want to take shots. Of the

blood.

ON TOP OF THE ROOF, Stussy and GC as they pause before their
descent.

STUSSY
Me first.

They share a competitors stare. Stussy skates off the roof.
Onto the water slide and into the pool for a mild hematoma
wipe. Scary, but pulled off.

FROM THE POOL, ON GC looking impossibly tiny on the roof.
GC’'s POV: Looking down on them. It’‘s a nauseating angle
even without the height. We see Frank holding up the camera
phone eagerly.

Slowly GC rolls back and forth, getting his wheels in
position. And..

TIME PLAYS TRICKS as we fly through the air with GC.who pulls
a full before landing on the water slide...

THE KIDS freaking out and WHOOPING ENCOURAGEMENT.

.propelling the bike intoc a catapult off the board, adding an
unrequired' back-flip before landing...clear over the pool and
straight towards...the new home....and into

.+.a brand new cathedral-height, sliding-glass door that
leads from house to pool.

ON POOT ready to vomit from anxiety. Frank shooting it...
ON PHONE CRMERA, the images flickering on the little screen.

BEHIND SLIDING GLASS WINDOW as the bike sails towards this
showpiece of the McMansion.

ON SOME KIDS hustling for cover.

SLO-MO on Graham Cracker shattering the plate glass,
careening towards, then into, then through, the dry wall.
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ON GC hitting the ground and rolling like it’s second nature.
ON GC’'S BIKE embedded in the drywall. Stuck.

GRAHAM CRACKER
Woops. .
GC tries pulling it out, it’s stuck. SCREAMS, HOOTS, and
HOLLERS in b.g. as Frank and Poot peek through what used to
be sliding glass. Frank is laughing hysterically.

POOT
(re: bike)
Gots to go —-- leave it.

Poot runs to the front door. Frank tries pulling the bike
out of the drywall. It ain’t moving.

ON POOT opening the front door and, now the ALARM goes ape
shit? Frank yanking at GC‘'s bike again and falling on his
ass, Poot’s phone flying.

POOT
Daaaaaaamn!!!

Now, they’re scared. Poot scrambling for his phone as Frank
and GC scatter at warp speed.

OVERHEAD SHOT of the McMansion clearing: KIDS on boards,
bikes and feet scattering out in every direction like an
exploding teenage firecracker.

EXT. MCDEVELOPMENT - MOMENTS LATER

HUMAN BdDYiHIP—HOP AUDIO #1: AUDIO UP of HEARTBEATS, FEET and
MUMBLING woven into a rhythm (like the Nike b-ball
commercials).

Mayhem as the trio splits up. The sound of PANTING and
HUSTLING slowly including the sound of FIVE-0, yo. SIRENS.

HANG WITH GC running, running from behind we’'re following
feet flying furiously. The THUMPING of DIRT and HEARTBEAT.

TIGHTER, pulling off hood and sweatshirt. Tossing excess
clothes in some bushes and rushing out into the street,
revealing a cop car cruising slowly behind.

CoP (0.S.)
(BULLHORN)
You’‘re pushing it, Haley.
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PAN UP THE BODY, revealing Graham Cracker in a brand new
light. A twinkle in the eye. Some joy at getting caught. We
are up close and unhooded for the first time, and he is
actually a very adorable, Avril Lavigne-esque, l7-year-old
she. Meet HALEY GRAHAM.

FREEZE FRAME ON HALEY RUNNING. SUDDENLY THE SCREEN CLICKS
DOWN LIKE A FILM STRIP TO BLACK.

HALEY (V.0.)

Okay, this isn‘t the first time
I‘ve made out with the law. We've
had kind of an ongoing flirtation.

FILM STRIP FREEZE FRAME OF Haley running and getting tackled
in a mall, outside a TOYS R US.

HALEY (V.0.)
We've been on some dates. Broken
up and gotten back together.

FILM~-STRIP STUTTER FRAMES OF:

- Haley slinking around a corner, hiding something under her
hoodie.

- Haley pulling a Gameboy out of her Hoodie: success!

HALEY (V.0.)
And I'm not making any excuses for
the fact that things haven’t worked
out between us.

- Haley sneaking around another corner and...returning the
unopened Gameboy to its spot on the shelf, and pulling her
own out of' her back pocket.

HALEY '
And - don't get me wrong - it's
been great knowing it’s there if I
need it.

— SECURITY GUARDS lecturing a mournfully nodding Haley. They
let her go, and as soon as she turns the corner she’s rolling
her eyes like ‘what dorks.’

FILM STRIP FREEZE FRAME of Haley holding up her BOOKING
NUMBERS, facing forward, covered in dirt and wreckage.

HALEY (V.0.)
But, honestly? Until now, I haven’'t
been ready for anything steady.
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- And profile right. Followed by profile left. FLASH.

INT. POLICE STATION, TODAY - CONTINUOUS
Haley handing female OFFICER FERGUSON her booking numbers.

HALEY
That’s a long number for a girl my
height.

OFFICER FERGUSON
Seven is a charm, huh, Haley?

HALEY
You’‘re not counting the three times
you let me go, I guess.

OFFICER FERGUSON
Your dad says hello, by the way.
(worried)
He wanted me to tell you he’s not
coming.

Haley gamely covers her startled reaction.

HALEY (V.0.)
But people change. And I felt like
maybe I was really ready to commit
to a more serious...courtship.

The SOUND of a GAVEL takes us to black.

INT. JUVENILE COURT
‘ |l

Reveal Haley sitting before JUDGE WESTREICH, who is casually
studying the file.

JUDGE WESTREICH
Haley Graham, Haley Graham, Haley
Graham. Seven incidents in two
months. You‘re in it to win it,
eh, Haley?

DA, LAUREN POWERS rises.

MS. POWERS
Looks to be about fourteen thousand
in property damage. That's an
estimate, your honor.
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{fﬁﬂ Haley'’'s father, BRICE GRAHAM - standard-variety repressed,
entitled, big-buckled Texan contractor - coughs.
HALEY
(off his cough)
Like he can’'t afford it.
Haley's exhausted mother, ALICE DEFRANK, looks like she
hasn’‘t slept in years as she struggles with a TWO-YEAR OLD
and FIVE-MONTH OLD TWINS.
ALTICE
Jesus, Haley, quit it.
HALEY
You first, Mom.
BRICE
Save it.
HALEY
You could‘ve saved all of us and
given a shit.
Everyone heard that. The Judge restrains a smile.
O JUDGE WESTREICH
Or that.
(distracted)

Where did this happen?

MS. POWERS
The Crestlake.

The Judge Pauses.

JUDGE WESTREICH
(2 +2= )
The Graham Development? I don't
suppose she has permission to run
amok amongst the bulldozers?
(to Brice)
Mr. Graham?

BRICE
Permission isn’'t a word Haley's
found a use for, your Homnor.

The Judge snorts. He is a bit confounded by the following:
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JUDGE WESTREICH
Haley. Are you aware that despite
the fact that your father sued your
mother for custody and won, he is
petitioning to have you place
outside his care? '

HALEY
When did he care? I missed that
part.
(defiant)
Trust me, your Honor. It's mutual.

ALICE
We’ll take her, your honor.

BRICE
Over my dead body.

JUDGE WESTREICH
Your attorney can familiarize you
with the remedies available to you,
Mrs...
(scanning)
DeFrank.

Haley's parents get uncomfortable. Haley’'s mom scoffs,
juggling the twins. The Judge is sympathetic to Haley.

JUDGE WESTREICH

So “your people” here have come up
with two options, and I'm going to
let you decide.

(scanning)
Texas Military Academy is one
ioption. Or a facility called

(equinting at paper)
VGA.

Haley sits right up with a jolt.

HALEY
Texas Military Academy, your honor.
T™A'’'d be just perfect, thanks.

The Judge nods and writes something down before picking up
his gavel.

JUDGE WESTREICH
(smiling)
Then VGA it is.
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Haley reacts and looks at her parents who are....already
gone.

INT. CAR - NEXT MORNING

A disheveled Haley drives in a car with SUSIE MACK, a case
worker. They pull up to a development monstrosity that can
only be described as devoid of heart, soul, spirit and any
sense of taste. They sit in the driveway.

SUSIE MACK
It’s a three hour drive. Take as
much time as you need.

A MONSTER-TRUCK with a CALVIN & HOBBES decal on the rear
window pulls into the driveway. METALLICA can be heard
BLARING DULLY from inside the cab. Haley's father sits at
the wheel, letting the song finish.

Haley ignores him as she gets out and heads inside.

EXT./INT. GRAHAM HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Haley saunters up to her room UPSTAIRS, we hang on THE
WALL. . .which is lined with GYMNASTICS TROPHIES, RIBBONS and
YEARLY FAMILY PHOTOS of better days...Haley, her mom and her
dad; a unit. The photos stop when Haley is around 12.

INT. HALEY'S ROOM

A thrasher pit. BMX posters. Gear. Crap, more trophies and
ribbons buried under skaterat paraphernalia. Haley pulls a
skateboard off the wall, revealing a Poster-sized image of a
younger Haley as a gymnast..complete with devil horms, a devil
tail, pitchfork, etc. The text reads: Haley Graham, Junior
National Champion. However, she has crossed out the “H" so
it reads “CRAMPION” Another is SIX GIRLS in US colors waving.
It reads, US NATIONAL TEAM. A moustache and soul patch have
been Sharpied onto her face. TRICIA SKILKEN, the oldest of
the athletes, smiles broadly.

Door opens. Her father slowly walks in, closing the door.
HALEY
I'm sorry. I‘m sorry I broke the
window. I didn‘t mean to do it.

BRICE
Yes, you did.
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HATEY
No, I didn‘t. BAnd I'm sorry you
had to see Mom today.

BRICE
This has nothing to do with her and
everything to do with you.

HAT.EY
Why did you go through a custody
thing when you didn’'t even want me?

He can’t take it. He raises his hand and stops himself.

HATL.EY
(holding back tears)
Newsflash: hitting me doesn‘t hurt
Mom. It hurts me.

BRICE
I thought we might make this work,
but I was mistaken.

HALEY
Why can’t you just say it? You
think it‘s my fault Mom left you.

BRICE
Since you knew exactly what was
going on and you did nothing to
stop it --

HALEY
Dad. I didn’t know. I swear.

Her father'starts throwing her stuff in her bag.

BRICE
I worked my ass off so you could
train two thousand miles away with
the beet in the world, and you
repay me how?

HALEY
And if we'd been here, none of this
ever would’ve happened, right?

BRICE
Your mother is out of control and
so are you. I give up, Haley.

10.
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HALEY
You have to try before you can give
up. It‘s in the manual. You
should read it sometime.

Haley’'s father smacks her on the head. ;Haley stumbles,
refusing to register any pain - and you almost believe her.

SUSIE MACK (0.S.)
Everything okay?

Haley answers gquietly; to herself, to her father.

HALEY
No.

Her father walks out. Haley opens her jaw. That hurt.
Haley sadly shoves stuff in her bag and heads out.

INT. SUSIE MACK‘'S CAR - STREETS OF PLANO, TEXAS - DAY

They are driving as Poot and Frank start chasing them on
their bikes. They cruise alongside the moving car.

POOT
Yo, Cracker! What happened? Where
you going?

Haley rolls down her window. Susie shakes her head, but
relents...they pause at a stoplight.

HALEY
Juvey. Outside Houston. TI’ll be
jout soon.

Susie gives a curious look.

POOT
Can we visit?

HALEY
When you bust me out.

Susie gives her another look. Haley'’'s fighting something.
Poot and Frank are completely bummed, but trying not to be.

POOT
You know how I feel about the bust.
Consider it done.

FRANK
Well done. Charred to a crisp.
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Haley starts welling up. The stoplight changes color.

HALEY
(covering tears)
Green means go.

Poot shoves his phone/text messager thréugh the window.
Haley catches it awkwardly.

POOT
Use it if they don’t take it.

: HALEY
But what will you --

POOT
I‘'ll steal my brother's.

FRANK
And I got some really good shots of
your jump on there --

Susie hits the gas as Haley throws her friends the metal
salute through the window.

ON FRANK AND POOT in the rearview mirror, just sitting there,
unable to wave goodbye.

ON HALEY, remembering something and rolling down window.

HALEY
Get my horse back!

ON FRANK AND POOT

POOT
Did you catch that?

FRANK
What? That she‘s totally obsessed
with me?

POOT
Why you always gotta bite my
moment? Did it taste good?

FRANK
Delicious.
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EXT. SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE HOUSTON - MORNING

The building looks like it is giving off toxic rays. TROOPS
of FEET run by with synchronized precision to SCARY MILITARY
FIFE and DRUM CORPS MUSIC. .

INT. VGA DORM - VARIOUS

A CARETAKER opens the door to a grim cinderblock cell. Haley
enters, dropping her stuff. This place blows.

INT. VGA DRILL FACILITY

TIGHT SHOTS of WARDENS pacing as DETAINEES do PUSH-UPS and
ROPE CLIMBING to Beasties “Looking Down the Barrel of a Gun.”

INT. VGA RESIDENTIAL AREA - VARIOUS

ON HALEY IN COMMUNAL BATHROOMS, brushing her teeth, rinsing
her mouth. Re-applying toothpaste to toothbrush and starting
over. Foaming at the mouth.

ON HALEY IN DORM, wrapping her unbrushed hair haphazardly
into a bandanna and trucker cap. Tube-socked feet into
shower sandals. Her regulation shirt and shorts on the bed.

TIGHT ON HALEY'S GAMEBOY, as she stashes it into the back
pocket of her chollo waders like a pistol.

EXT. VGA = OLD FACILITY (OLD GYM) - MOMENTS LATER

ON HALEY'S FEET, opening the doors with a groan and a kick.

INT., VGA - OLD FACILITY (OLD GYM) - CONTINUOUS

FROM INSIDE, we see her figure backlit by sun and dust, in
dramatic silhouette like a teenage gunslinger. She reaches
for some lights, and...

HALEY
Anybody home? Anybody care?

BAM. BAM. BAM, BAM. OVERHEAD LIGHTS flicker to life above
four worthy opponents: VAULT, UNEVEN BARS, FLOOREX and BEAM.
Sun streams through older windows, dust floating through the
air as big, old ceiling fans turn on. Haley is alone.



-
%

STICK IT - 2B 02/11/2005 14.

INT. VGA ELITE TRAINING FACILITY (NEW GYM)

ECU: WEAPONS CHECK. A symphony T-SHIRTS and SHORTS getting
pulled off. ATHLETIC TAPE, DOWEL GRIPS, and CHALK DUST
exploding into the air like gun powder.,

CLOSE ON FINGERS, WRISTS, TOES, ANKLES, FEET, CALVES and
THIGHS of warriors wrapping on their protection for battle.

TIGHT SHOTS of EIGHT ELITE GYMNASTS (12-19} ON VAULT, BARS,
BEAM and FLOOR, working the equipment.

FROM ABOVE we see the whole space: white walls, blue floors,
all business. A state-of-the-art, elite gymnastics training
facility.

REVERSE POV reveals a PLEXIGLASS VIEWING BOOTH where a few
MOTHERS and SOME SULLEN SIBLINGS scrutinize the proceedings.

DOWNSTAIRS, THE ALPHA MALE of the operation, BURT VICKERMAN,
is pacing and surveying his ELITES. Around him swirl IVAN
(Russian, 30‘s) and DORRIE (50°'s), the Assistant Coaches.

INSIDE, THE ENTRANCE DOORS open. HEADS turn. Haley stands
in the doorway, motionless.

HALEY (V.0.)
There is only one thing worse than
having no control over your life.

THREE OLDER ELITES - JOANNE, DEVON and LACEY - share blatant
looks of disgust before returning to their workouts.

THE FIVE YOUNGER ELITES share whispers and looks of
excitement. SLO-MOTION CHECK QUT AS SHE ENTERS....

ON THE ASSISTANT COACHES, noting her arrival with disdain.

HALEY (V.0.)

It’s being forced to live it with
people who hate you. And I was
suddenly the filling in the middle
of an ‘I hate you’ sandwich.

Haley enters and plops down. She immediately starts playing
her Gameboy.

HALEY (V.O.)
Meet the bread.
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SFX: SUDDENLY, the SCREEN OF THE GAMEBOY is SUPERIMPOSED OVER
THE GYMNASTS, TELESCOPING IN and INTRODUCING each gymnast as
if she were a VIDEOGAME CHARACTER.

HALEY (V.0.)
Joanne Charis. Four-time natlonal
champion. Five-time national Haley
hater.

FREEZE-FRBME ON: A whitebread white girl making the bitchiest
priss face you’'ve ever seen. The following STATS type over
her puss. NAME: JOANNE CHARIS. AGE: 18, HOMETOWN: Wichita,
KS; TITLES: A crazy amount of gymnastics titles scroll onto
screen including FOUR-TIME NATIONAL TEAM MEMBER; TWO-TIME
WORLD TEAM MEMBER; INJURIES: insane number of injuries scroll
on; FAVORITE EVENT: COMPLATNING; ZODIAC SIGN: BITCH.

THE FREEZE-FRAME STOPS, and we watch Joanne in action,
putting on her grips and staring at Haley like bullets are
going to fly out of her eyes.

HALEY (V.O.)
You know when you stop being
friends with a kid because they are
a total jerk to you?

FREEZE-FRAME ON: A muscular midget who looks twelve and way
more boy than girl. NAME: LACEY MONAHAN. AGE: 17, HOMETOWN:
Undecided. TITLES: 15th in the World; 5TH in World on Bars;
2nd in US on bars. INJURIES: an explosion of minor and major
gymnastics related symptoms take up the ENTIRE SCREEN.
FAVORITE EVENT: SIGHING. ZODIAC SIGN: LAME.

We UNFREEZE on Lacey in time for her to SIGH. Joanne sidles
up and the duo throw Haley some shade.

HALEY (V.0.)
Gymnastics was that kid to me. And
Lacey and Joanne were its’ best
friends.

FREEZE-FRAME ON: WEI WEI and MINA, 14 and 15 respectively.
NAMES: UNKNOWN. AGES: UNKNOWN; TITLES: UNKNOWN; INJURIES:
UNKNCWN; FAVORITE EVENT: UNKNOWN; ZODIAC SIGN: FRESH MEAT.

HALEY (V.0.)
And a kid like gymnastics doesn‘t
care if you’‘re hurt. Doesn’'t care
if you're tired. Doesn’'t care if
you're sad. It just moves on, and
finds someone new to be best
friends with.
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OTHER YOUNG ELITES get telescoping videogame treatment.

HALEY (V.0.)
Gymnastics is probably the most two-
faced friend you could ever have.

BACK WITH HALEY on her Gameboy. Over it all. ASSISTANT
COACHES IVAN and DORRIE eyeing Haley suspiciously.

HALEY (V.O.)
aAnd the hungriest. It eats kids for
breakfast, lunch and dinner.

TIGHT ON: PURPLE TRACK SUITED LEGS of BURT VICKERMAN striding
through the gym with authority, GYMNASTS sitting up straight
and looking serious as his figure passes them by.

ANGLE ON: VARIOUS PARENTS in VIEWING GALLERY craning their
necks to see Gymnastics Personified.

HALEY (V.O.)
And for the parents who want their
daughters to be grilled gymnasts?
There was only one chef in town.

REVEAL BURT VICKERMAN, where charm and belligerence collide.

The bad mood can‘t conceal his beguiling je ne sais quoi, as
Burt scratches his head with a well-rehearsed incredulity.

FREEZE-FRAME ON: Burt Vickerman. STATS type over his
Signature Glare. NAME: BURT VICKERMAN. AGE: 42. TITLES:
Collegiate Gymnastics 1982-1983; NCAA POMMEL HORSE All-
American 1982-83; Plano Pontiac Mid-Size Salesman of the Year
1987-1989; Head Coach, VICKERMAN GYMNASTICS ACADEMY, 1991~
PRESENT. INJURIES: Dislocated shoulder and torn bicep 1983.
FAVORITE EVENT: WINNING; ZODIAC SIGN: OLYMPIC RINGS.

VICKERMAN

(yelling to gym)
Ladies. Read. My. Mind.

HALEY (V.0.)

Burt Vickerman cooked up the best
barbecued gymnasts West of the
Mississippi.

ON BURT, surveying his domain, pointing to his head.

VICKERMAN
Does my mind say ‘relax’'? Maybe my
mind is saying: ‘slow down,’ or
‘take it easy.

(MORE)
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VICKERMAN (cont'd)
‘* I mean, maybe you can read my
mind and it‘s completely lost. Have
I lost my mind? Is that why you're
staring off into space?

BAM. The terrified GYMNASTS go from half-speed to high-speed.

HALEY (V.0.)
Personally? I wasn’'t a fan of his
sauce.

Coach Vickerman strides over, looming large, extending his
hand, pulling Haley up. The furious Joanne stirs the pot.

JOANNE
What is she doing here?

VICKERMAN
Everyone. Haley Graham has very
graciously come out of...retirement
to train with us. Being out of
shape isn‘t funny, so don’t make
fun of her. Get dressed, Haley.

HALEY
I accidentally burned all my
leotards last year.
{(re: outfit)
Hope this is okay.

It isn’‘t. Vick pauses, deciding he’s going to play along.

VICKERMAN
Fine. You warmed up?

§ HALEY
To you? No.

VICKERMAN
Stretch and join vault rotation.
Let’'s see where you're at.

Haley begins a series of fluid and familiar leg stretches in
the corner, still playing with her Gameboy. She easily but
lazily demonstrates impressive flexibility.

JOANNE
Bail-ey, Bail-ey, Bail-ey.

Haley uses her Gameboy as a mic.

HALEY
(doing Elfie Schlagel
announcer voice)
(MORE)
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HALEY {cont'd)

She’'s not of drinking age, but
Joanne Charis is still drunk on
power. How is that possible, Tim,
and when will she go to rehab?

(doing Tim Daggett)
Well, Elfie, with all those
national championships under her
belt, Joanne Charis thinks she
rules the world.

JOANNE
Had you not bailed on Worlds, we
may have ruled the world, but now
we’'ll never know.

HATEY
If the team had been any good they
wouldn’t have needed my score, now
would they?

Haley leaves Joanne and meanders up to the vault. The GIRLS
look at her, like, is she really vaulting in chollo culottes
and a hoodie? Haley gives the girls the same look in return.

HALEY
You guys are really underdressed.

Haley chalks up and does an exaggerated Will Ferrell-esque
preparation at the head of the vault runway.

MINA
We’'re warming up Yurchenkos.

BROUND THE GYM, the Elite gymnasts are maintaining their
workouts while grabbing glances at Haley's pre-vault ritual.
¥
HALEY
I prefer Tsukaharas. How bout we
get this party started with a full-
twisting butt-a-hara?

VAULT ROTATION GIRLS share a huh? mixed with some awe.
PARENTS ON THE VIEWING DECK, crane their necks to look.

ON HALEY, a stern, focused stare down the runway and a
peculiar bounce/skip step combo before her sprint.

ON THE ELITES, now fully stopping to watch.
ON HALEY, throwing a round-off onto the beat board and flying

backwards onto the vault, sitting on the vault tongue like a
chair, spinning and jumping off with an exaggerated finish.
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ON THE GIRLS, in shock at the flagrant rebellion and
nervously returning to their workouts with the knowledge that
shit and fan are milliseconds from a collision.

ON VICKERMAN, heading with scary calm in Haley’'s direction.

HATEY
I know. My landing was a little
off.

VICKERMAN

Nah. You just need to pick up your
‘run a bit.

Haley smiles. Vickerman leans in smiling, studying
her...then picking her up, throwing her over his shoulder and
carrying her out of his gym. She wriggles.
The OLD ELITES stifle LAUGHS as Joanne squeals with forced,
bitchy laughter behind Vick'’'s back. Vickerman whips around,
pissed...still carrying Haley on his shoulder.
VICKERMAN

Having an attitude and being out of

shape isn’'t funny. Who thought

that was funny?
Joanne - the culprit - points to Wei Wei and shrugs.

VICKERMAN
Gimme 100 V-ups. Wei Wei.

Wei Wei sucks it up, drops and does one hundred V-ups.

ON HALEY, ishooting Joanne a look of disgust from Vick’s
shoulder.

ON JOANNE, smiling contentedly right back at her.
An AUDIBLE RIPPLE of RELIEF floats through the gym.

VICKERMAN
Shut it. All of you. Down. Now.

The girls ALL DROP and robotically join the V-up madness as
Vickerman grabs Haley's knapsack and carries her outta there.

EXT. NEW GYM - CONTINUOUS

Vickerman carries her down the path towards...the 0ld Gym.
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HALEY
Put me down, Shrek.

VICKERMAN
This isn’t the real world. This is
my world. You don‘t have to like
me or like it here, but you do have
to respect it.

EXT. OLD GYM - CONTINUOQUS
Vickerman sits her down on a beam. Haley’s bristling.

HALEY
Respect? Is that how you respect
people? Throw them over your
shoulder and violate their personal
space?

VICKERMAN
Oh, goody, I heard you were like
this, I'm so glad it’s true.

HALEY
Like what? And what is it you’'ve
done to earn my respect exactly? I
missed that part.

Haley nods, rifling through her knapsack for something.

VICKERMAN
We have rules. We have rules for
training, and the reason we have
jrules and coaches is because it’s
gymnastics. And because it’s
gymnastics, you could die. You
could break your neck, back, an
arm, a leg or the whole kit and
caboodle.

Haley fake yawns and checks her nonexistent watch.

VICKERMAN
And while danger and risk is the
reality of what we do? It's
calculated, and it can’t be
calculated if you don’'t respect the
laws. The Laws of Gravity, for
instance.

Vickerman takes Haley off the beam and drops her on the mat.
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HALEY
I'm confused. And your point?

VICKERMAN
I get that you don’'t value your
life. I mean, let’‘s face it;. how
could you appreciate rules that are
meant to protect what you don‘t
value? It's not possible.

HALEY
Oh, it‘’s possible. It’'s just not
likely.

Vickerman nods with flourish.

VICKERMAN
I don‘t particularly care if you
like me or not.

Haley stands up. They face off on either side of the beam.

HALEY
And I don't particularly care if
you like me or not.

VICKERMAN
You don’'t have to like me or like
it here, but try and respect it.

HALEY

I don’'t do one-way streets.
VICKERMAN

i How bout cul-de-sacs? Do you do

those?
Haley'’'s startled. 1Is humor in the house?

VICKERMAN
Avenues? Back alleys? Boulevards,
byways, highways, lanes or
parkways?
(beat)
Thoroughfares?

HALEY
Not if they’'re one-way.

VICKERMAN
Get some reet and be here ready to
work out at ten am tomorrow. Or we
can call the judge. You decide.
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EXT. RUNNING PATH - MORNING

The ELITES sprint by. After a beat, Haley meanders past and
towards the old gym. ;

INT. OLD GYM - MOMENTS LATER

Haley enters the parents’ viewing deck as many YOUNGER
GYMNASTS of various levels take class behind the plexi.

Haley approaches Vick’s office door, listening as he talks to
a parent. She’s hiding, but he sees her.

VICKERMAN
Madison is very gifted. We’'d like
to fast track her towards becoming
an Elite. 1It’s a big commitment --

MADISON'S MOM
But twenty hours a week? She’s
six. I have two other children.

VICKERMAN
We'll have her into the TOPS
program by the time she’s ten.
Junior Elite by age 13. That’s the
gold.

MADISON'S MOM
You mean goal?

VICKERMAN
;Right. I guess when I look at
Madison, I see gold. Olympic gold.

Haley is gagging as Vick seamlessly escorts Madison’‘s Mom out
and ASHLEY'S MOM in without missing a beat.

ASHLEY'S MOM
Hey, Burt. I talked to my husband
and if Carly devoted 20 hours a
week at seven, so will Ashley.

VICKERMAN
It’'s a good gold, it really is.
(catching himself)
Did I say gold? I guess Ashley and
gold are becoming synonymous for
me. Don‘t tell the other parents. I
don’'t want them to feel --
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Ashley’s Mom smiles and seals her lips and winks.

ASHLEY'S MOM
Say no more. Thanks, Burt.

Disqgusted, Haley exits. Vick catches it.and smiles.

VICKERMAN
(to another mother)
Mrs. LeDain? Come on in.

INT. ELITE TRAINING FACILITY
ECU CLOCK reads 9:48am. SILENCE.

ON HALEY'S FOOT filling the frame, surrounded by the entrance
doors to the gym.

WITH A BANG and BLAST OF LIGHT, the door bursts open as THE
ELITES race into the gym. The POV makes Haley'’s foot look
like Gulliver‘s, surrounded by Lilliputians.

JOANNE

Vick! When can we scrap the old
long-sleeved leotards? We need new
ones for Nationals. Every college
will be scouting me.

(to Haley)
Not that you have to worry about
any of that.

HALEY
A new leotard might distract the
ijudges and scouts from your lack of
talent. It‘s a solid strategy.

JOANNE
Gee, Pariah Carey! Wonder why no
one's scouting you for college.
Oh, I forgot! You don’‘t matter.

Joanne leaves. Vick hands Haley a rag and a scraper. They
start wiping the chalk bowls and scraping the bars down.

HALEY
That she can even say the word
college is an indictment against
the whole institution.

VICKERMAN
Hey, fillibuster? No one cares.
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Handing her an empty magnesia wrapper.

VICKERMAN
More chalk, please. Storage closet.

HALEY .
Is that where you hide the candy?

All the ELITES turn around longingly on the word ‘candy.’

VICKERMAN
Back to work, ladies. If you are
‘'not going to work out, you are
going to work. Now. Big pack.

AT THE STORAGE CLOSET

The Elites workout, Joanne on beam. Devon and Lacey work
flip-flops with consecutive layout step-outs. DORRIE, the
unfeminine and angry assistant coach, MOANS.

DORRIE
Pretty feet, pretty feet, point
them hard and win the meet!

Haley holds up the wrapper to Dorrie who points to the
storage room. Haley pulls the handle. Locked. Haley sits.

ON WEI WEI and MINA, doing oversplits on stacked mats.
Dorrie adjusting hips as necessary while eagle-eyeing Joanne.

ON JOBNNE doing her routine, and Haley watching. Joanne
dismounts a simple single-tuck with cowboyed legs.

i JORNNE

Deja jealous, Haley? Bring back
memories? We trained together with
Chris for - how long?

HALEY
That’'d be too long.

JOANNE
And he‘d give me so much attention
that you couldn’‘t take it? So
rather than deal with it, you
decided to take matters into your
own hands, didn’t ya?

HALEY
You were getting a lot of attention
because you sucked, Joanne.
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JOANNE
If memory serves, sucking was your
specialty, Bailey. Some of us
didn’t need to sleep with the coach
to get attention.

DORRIE
Ladies! Pointy feet, not pointy
words. Pointy words are mouth
turds!

The ELITES all have their mouths open. Haley turns to the
girls.

HALEY
Don‘t believe everything you hear.
The truth is actually much, much
worse.
{heading to the beam)
But not as bad as Joanne's pre-
school beam routine.

Joanne scoffs. Dorrie tries to calm Haley.

DORRIE
Easy. I choreographed that routine.

Haley starts jumping around and stretching.

HALEY
Your secret’s safe with me.
(adjusting beat board)
Since I'm so jealous of Joanne, I
memorized her routine already.
]
JOANNE
I don't think you’re in shape.

HALEY
And I don’‘t think you can think.
I'm two years out-of-shape and I
can do this in my sleep.

Without blinking, Haley mounts the beam like Joanne.
HALEY
Why do a risky flight mount when
you can get on safely?

Haley mimics Joanne’‘s safe routine throughout: it is the
paragon of lame gymnastics choreography.
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HALEY

(to lame hand moves)
Then we have some finger-flicking
good choreography.

(into butt stick-out) :
The classic butt shelf, followed by
some choreographic dust bunnies -
useless bits of fluff that get us
from Point A to Point B and induce
the urge to vacuum.

Haley launches easily into the moves she describes. Joanne
is looking around, like, is anyone 