
We have two riders Adrien 
Niyonshuti and Gasore Hatekega... 
Sorry for mispronouncing that. One 
is a Tutsi, the other, Hutu, two 
ethnic groups who have fought each 
other for decades. Today, they ride 
together for the greatest honor of 
all, representing their nation at 
the Olympics. 

People huddled in cafes, eyes to screens, ears to radios. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
Who can forget the gruesome 
pictures coming out of Rwanda in 
‘94. This country is in desperate 
need to shed its image of genocide. 
Can they do it with these two 
riders? And with their coach, Jock 
Boyer who many remember for being 
the first American to compete in 
the Tour de France or for his epic 
fall from grace. 

Jock shows up in sunglasses.  Cameras flashing. 

BOB ROLL (FILTERED)
I simply don’t think they can pull 
it off, Phil. You have to remember 
cycling’s really just a pastime 
sport here. 

A glove slips on a hand, smooth.  Adrien. 

BOB ROLL (CONT’D)
Hosting the qualifiers to begin 
with is so huge for the country. My 
guess is the Rwandans are happy 
just to get to ride alongside these 
world class cyclists.

Cleats snap to pedals, angry.  Gasore.  We’re at -- 

THE START LINE 

JOCK
All good? 

ADRIEN
Yes, coach. 
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BOB ROLL (FILTERED) (CONT'D)



JOCK
Remember don’t expose yourselves 
too early. Save that energy back 
slipstreaming. These guys are 
sneaky and they’re gonna try to 
draft off you. Stay together, 
control the pace. Good?  

ADRIEN
Yes, coach. 

JOCK
Good. I’ll see you at the top. 

He turns around.  

ADRIEN
Hey, coach? 

JOCK
Yeah? 

ADRIEN
Thanks.  

Jock goes, touched.  Climbs his motorbike, slips his helmet.  

Adrien scans the competition.  Riders everywhere holding 
talismans, hands to heaven, petitioning the cycling gods.  

A chopper slicing the sky above them.  

We HEAR the signature SOUND of an army of bikes racking.  
Adrien, pure focus, doesn’t even see the flag --

And we’re off.  Tires spin, launching like missiles.  

Knifing by 0-30 as we blink. 

Quickly, a chain gang forms, webbing a breakaway.  

Adrien isn’t worried, setting the pace, eyes roving the track 
ahead, calculating, as -- 

The breakaway group starts the hostilities, slipping -- 

Rims GRIND on the asphalt, trailing sparks.  Fortune laughs 
at a few already skinned on the road. 

Gasore, getting in on the act, flanking Adrien.  They trade a 
look -- they’re in this together. 

21 seconds behind the last survivor of the initial chase 
group led by A WHITE SOUTH AFRICAN.  
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Trying to ride them off his wheel.  

Trying to turn the books around a hairpin curve.  

He needs 8 seconds.  

Adrien signals.  Gasore retreats to engage the battle behind. 

Jock, motorbiking ahead, seeing  

The South African, kicking again. 

Adrien on the horizon, riding like a man possessed.  

Gasore out of the saddle in his typical style throwing 
tactical accelerations in counteroffensive, closing the door.   

Giving Adrien more edge. 

The chopper hovers above seeing the gap close between Adrien 
and The South African jersey. 

A personal battle now, the race is a sideshow. 

They fall into a brief drop coming up on the climb and -- 

The mother of all curves -- 

Crowd shouting them through the extremely steep summit as 
riders hug the left side of the road --

The face of The South African.  It’s hurting him.  Looking 
over his shoulder into Adrien for any sign of weakness.

But Adrien pushes past the pain barrier.  Vicious 
acceleration.  He’s going.  He’s gone.  A massive attack. 

A stare right into the face of the South African as he takes 
the glory away, dropping him up the incline.

Adrenaline pouring.  Stamping out the venomous tempo he’s 
dictated from the start. 

Crowd getting deeper by the inch. 

3 MILES to the finish line, he can reach out and touch it. 

He changes gears fast, too fast, and the unthinkable happens:

His chain fractures and snaps in half.

He stops, breath suspended, as the South African blows past.   
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INT. SCREENING LOUNGE - DAY 

The rest of Team Rwanda watches monitors with mouths open. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
What a disaster. Rwanda on the road 
to the moment and Niyonshuti just 
lost his chain.  Just shattered -- 

BOB ROLL (FILTERED)
His teammate’s in the back building 
tactical defense to get his man 
forward, there’s no way they’ll 
catch South Africa now. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
And where is the service car? 

BOB ROLL (FILTERED)
This looks like the end of the 
journey for Rwanda. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
And what a journey it was!

EXT. ROAD RACE - DAY 

Jock, ready to eat his cell phone: 

JOCK
Where are you? Get here now.  

ANGLE, SERVICE CAR - MOVING 

Faustin, toiling up an incline.  

FAUSTIN
I’m trying, boss. 

He floors it but the old car chokes up the steep summit.  

FAUSTIN (CONT’D)
Damn you!

ANGLE, ADRIEN 

kicking his bike.  Crowd around him silent, dreams crushed.   

Gasore rounds a curve and sees him.  Adrien waves him onward.

A split-second decision.  Gasore engages brakes, leaps off 
his bike and hands it to Adrien.  
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GASORE
Go.

Adrien, reluctant.  

GASORE (CONT’D)
Superman.

A final beat of eye contact, beyond words, and Adrien is back 
in the saddle.  

INT. SCREENING LOUNGE - DAY 

Rafiki, Abraham gaping at the TV, at each other in disbelief. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
Remarkable what we just witnessed, 
Rwanda back in the race.   

BOB ROLL (FILTERED)
With 5 km of mountain and a 60 
second loss, there’s just now way.  

EXT. ROAD - DAY 

Gasore watches Adrien disappear around a bend.  Jock 
acknowledges Gasore’s sacrifice, hops back on his motorbike.  

It starts to rain.  

Adrien is extremely uncomfortable on Gasore’s customized 
bike.  The seat, too high, but he’s done this before in 
another race for his life.

Jock rides alongside, hands him a wrench.

BOB ROLL (FILTERED)
Looks like he’ll have to adjust his 
seat on the go. 

PHIL LIGGETT (FILTERED)
Just look at his face, crippling 
pain, Bob. You gotta wonder, where 
does the power come from? 

BOB ROLL
Impossible. 

PHIL LIGGETT
Impossible is nothing. 

Seat adjusted, Adrien sets his tempo, out like a shot.  
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But the remaining cyclists are far, far up the mountain.

RAIN, pouring in sheets now.  Feels like 1994 as we climb 
with Adrien into the mist.  

The air gets colder, riding past volcanoes, the sky lower and 
darker.  A shiver of pain works its way up to his head. 

His body, yelling out for surrender. And Adrien tries to go 
faster still. Climbing all over his machine, riding on guts 
through a tunnel of noise, the people willing him on. 

Riders ahead are darting silhouettes in the fog.  

And the HOLLER of people distends into LOW EERIE HOWLS.

A fast roll of memory plays like a silent film: 

-- His Brothers, taking him on his first ride.  

-- His Father, looking up at him from the sewing machine. 

-- Godfrey, smiling. 

-- Rafiki, racing together, laughing. 

-- Jock embracing him. 

FAUSTIN’S VOICE (V.O.)
Don’t race to forget. Race to 
remember. Only then you will reach 
what is beyond hope.  

And for the first time since the genocide, the headaches 
disappear.  He rides free.  

For a mile he climbs like that, floating alone between the 
front group and the main pack.  

Salvation opens in the tiniest of gaps, and from somewhere 
beyond the grave, he unleashes the last of his power --   

Chasing the lead.  Claiming the mountain.   

Just as he begins the long descent to the finish -- a 3,000 
foot drop -- the rain crashes down.  

At 60 mph it stings and the fog thickens.  Shouldn’t be able 
to see a thing.  For a moment it seems that all of us and the 
climber we are chasing will go straight off into the abyss. 

And Adrien is trying to go faster still. 
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