
INSPIRATIONAL MARCH MADNESS COACH

By Brittany Tomkin

INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY

COACH stands in the center of the locker room surrounded by

college students in basketball uniforms, including LUCAS,

ANTHONY, CAMARO, BANJO, JIMBO, and ZAK. They all look glum.

COACH

Alright, guys. It’s half time. I

know we’re losing by a lot. Like,

an embarrassing amount. There is

absolutely no way we’re gonna make

it into the March Madness brackets

this year. But we can still get

ourselves out of this. Hands in

everyone. On three, we walk out of

this locker room, stand tall, and

forfeit this game!

COACH puts his hand in. The team hesitates.

LUCAS

Coach? Uh...you serious, man?

COACH

I owe it to ya to tell the truth.

It’s completely impossible for us

to come back from this. We’re down

seventy-five points. That’s a lot

of points, in basketball numbers.

And we’re up against Duke. Duke!

We. Have. No. Chance! So what do we

do? We face this like the real men

we are: sneak back onto the team

bus and drive into the night.

The team murmurs in agreement.

LUCAS

No! We can’t just quit.

ANTHONY

Are we really that hopeless?

COACH

Hopeless? Were we hopeless when

Jimbo, our best point guard, broke

his entire body? Yes.

Pan over to JIMBO, who sits on a bench in a full-body cast.

(CONTINUED)
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COACH

And Banjo!

BANJO looks up.

COACH

You don’t know how to tie your

sneakers. You’re eighteen years

old. It’s completely vexing to me.

BANJO

I’m nineteen.

(Realizing)

Oh, that’s worse.

COACH

Zak, you genuinely seem to believe

that curling up into a ball in the

middle of the court makes you

invisible. Camaro, you’ve somehow

managed to gain weight this whole

season. I’ve never seen someone run

so much and have it affect his body

so little. And Anthony. You’ve got

an average amount of heart. Every

time you’re on the foul line, I

whisper in my head, "You can’t do

it Anthony. You can’t do it!" And

then you don’t.

ANTHONY stands up proudly.

ANTHONY

Yeah. We can’t do it. We can’t do

it!

COACH

That’s the spirit! You can’t do it.

No matter what life throws at us,

specifically if it’s a basketball,

we still have our hopelessness.

Come on everyone, ’forfeit’ on

three! One, two, three-

EVERYONE EXCEPT LUCAS

Forfeit!

LUCAS stands, pissed off.

LUCAS

No! This is so wrong! If we quit

our big game against Duke,

I’m...I’m off the team!

(CONTINUED)
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COACH

Now you’re getting the hang of it!

LUCAS storms out of the locker room.

COACH

You future could depend on quitting

in this moment. One day, you can

tell your children, "I once almost

didn’t play in March Madness." How

almost cool is that?

REF enters, holding a basketball.

REF

Coach, one minute to play-

ANTHONY puts his hands on his hips and turns to REF.

ANTHONY

We’re not gonna play the second

half of this game. We’re

gonna...quit.

REF

My god. That’s genius.

REF slow claps. The rest of the team eventually joins him.

Inspired, the whole team puts their hands in.

COACH

Forfeit on three! One! Two! Three!

EVERYONE

Forfeit!

CAMARO

(Chanting)

For-feit! For-feit! For-feit!

Everyone chants "For-feit!" and excitedly runs for the

locker room exit.

COACH

Yeah! Now, who knows how to hot

wire a school bus?

CUT TO BLACK


