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FADE IN:
EXT. A CAMPAICN RALLY -~ DAY

54 suburban mall's parking lot -- hundreds of people, lots
¢f red-white—-and-blue everywhere. Signs that say:
TAYLOR/FORRESTER and JIM TAYLOR FOR PRESIDENT. Republican
SENATOR JIM TAYLOR, of Illinocis, in nis late-40's, attrac-
tive, stands on a bunting~draped stage. He speaks in an
incisive rhythm.

SENATOR TAYLOR
We're not a welfare agency £or the
world. I say we put Americans’
hard-earned dollars back inte
America! Yes, I know there is
poverty in India, but that poverty
is not our responsibility, it is the
Indians' responsibility. Let's use
those dollars my opponent wants to
give away for our own good.

Loud‘CHEERs from the crowd.
EXT. A CAMPAIGN RALLY -~ DAY

A narrow side street in an inner city -- thousands of
people. Signs that say: RE-ELECT PRESIDENT PARR and
PARR/GRAHAM, The President of the United States, SAM
PARR, the former Senator from Nebraska, stands on top of
the car. He is 64 years old; his face is craqgy; but,
except for his shock of white hair, he looks like he is in
his mid-S50's. He speaks in a low-key, person-to-person
style.

PRESIDENT PARR
Let's not bog curselves down in the
politics of fear., The Parr Plan For
Progress opens our hearts to the
less advantaged -~ not just here,
but in other parts of the world., We
live in a time of peace and
prosperity. We are a blessed
nation. We are a blessed people.
Let's share our blessings. Let's
not fear genercsity. Generosity is
nothing to fear., Generosity will
only make us richer.

There is loud APPLAUSE from the crowd.
EXT. THE STREETS - CALCUTTA, INDIA - DAY
Deafening NOISE. HMillicns of people in the scyeets,

waving American flags, CHEERING, chanting "Americal
Americal Americal®
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Total chaos == and in the middle of the chaog we glimpse,
scraving aimlessly, some sacred Cows.

A TELEVISION SCREEN

We see the elaborate intro and theme MUSIC for the EES
Nightly Newg with Tom Martin. And then we see MARTIN on
screen: he is in his late-40's; there is a polished sin-
cerity about him.

MARTIN
Ag an estimated three million people
staged the largest pro-American
demonstration in history in
Calcutta, India. a Gallup/EBS poll
shows President Parr with a still-
climbing 28 point lead against
conservative Republican Senatcr Jim
Taylor. There are only thirty days
left in the campaign as the
candidates prepare for their first
debate.

INT. THE PRESIDENT'S BEDROOM - THE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

The President of the United States shuts the set off with
a remote device and grins. Next to him in bed is LACY
MORRCOW == in her mid-~30's, a beautiful woman.

SAM (PRESIDENT PARR)
Twenty-eight peoints! You know what
that means? It means I don't have
to chase that pissant all over the
country.

LACY (smiles)
I thought you liked pressing the
flesh,

SAM
I do.

He locks at her, smiles. She starts getting ocut of bed to
dress. He watches her appreciatively.

SAM
Where the hell are you going?

LACY (smileg, as she dre3ses)
I have a debate to cover in Clesveland

LOMOLroW.
SAM

I'11 give vou a ride on Air Force

One.

LACY (smiles}
You're very nice in bed, Sam --



SAM
I*11 take "very nice’ st mvy age,
thank you ==

LACY (smiles})
But I'm not going to take a chance
of getting that idiot electead
Pregident of the United Stateg.
Besides, there's no future in iz,
Lock what happened tc Donna Rice.

SAM
What happened to Donna Rice?

LACY
Nothing.

She comes to the bhed, klsses him on the cheek.

LACY
Good luck tomorrow. The future
well-being of the Western World
rests in your hands.

He puts his hand on her butt, cups it.

SAM (smiles)
Yes it does,.

She knocks his hand away, smiles, and walks ocut. As soon
as she goes out, JACK HEFFERNAN comes in through another
door. He is in his early-50's, a take-charge kind of guy,
the President's Chief of Staff.

HEFF (upset)
I've been waiting out there for
forty minutes, Mr. President.

Sam gets up ocut of bed -- he wears undershorts -—— goes to
pour himself a drink.

SAM
I'm getting old, Heff. When I was a
kid, I wished I could take more
time. Now I wish I didn't take so

much.

HEFF {grinsg}
It's Taylor. He wants to talk.

SAM
About whae?

BREFF
Beats me. Tomorrow night, before
the debate., Just Jimbo and Victor

Mackey and you and me.

R
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SAM
Tell him o come to the hegel.

BEFF {shakes his head)
Stricely private, no media. He
wants to meet at the hall, 2 halif-
fhour before the debate,

Sam thinks about it a long beat, sips his drink.

SAM
Do you know what he is, Heff? He's
& skunk.

HEFF

That means we can take the meeting,
but we have to watch the smell.

EXT. CONVENTION HALL - CLEVELAND - NIGHT

The President gets out of his limousine in front of
Convention Hall. With him are his wife, EMILY, in her
early=-60's, a well-kept woman:; DOC BARLEY, in his early-
70's, a rumpled man who is President Parr's congressional
liaiscon and one of his oldest friends; and Jack

Heffernan, The President waves to the crowd and, smiling,
is led into the hall by a phalanx of Secret Service and
law-enforcement types.

INT. A MAXEUP ROOM - CONVENTION HALL - NIGHT

Makeup people are working on him. Doc is there and Heff
and Emily, who is knitting and looks bored.

DOC (to makeup guys)
watch the tint, okay? This isn't
Richard Nixon here!l

EMILY
Are we inviting President Nixon to
the dinner for the Indian Vice-
President next month?

SAM (hard)
No!

HEPF
Yes we are, He called me twice
about it last week.

SAM
It took us long enough to get him
out of the White House; I'm not
inviting him back in.

DOC (grins}
Thataboy. Sam.

T



HEFF (plaintive)
He doesn't have anything else to do,
#r, Presidenc. The baseball seasson
is over.

SAM
Why doesn’t he listen to his
tapes? He made enough of 'em.

Doc. and then Heff, laugh.

EMILY
Well, I think that's very mean of
all of you.
{to Sam}

How would you feel if you didn't
have anything to do and you wanted
to come to a White House dinner?

4 Secret Service agent comes in, whispers something to
Beff.

SAM
I wouldn't want to go to a White
House dinner under any .
circumstances.

HEFF
I'm going to have to ask everyone
except the President to leave.

DOC (upset)
What do you mean, I've got to leave?
What the hell's going on?

HEFF
Naticonal Security.

DOC {(starts to leave)
Anytime anybody ever says that, it's
a lie.

EMILY (to Sam, leaving)
Is it a lie, Sam?

SAM (grins)
I'm not going to lie to you, Emily:s
of course it's a lie.

She smiles and is gone with Doc and the makeup people. A
long beat, and then Senator Jim Taylor comes in, Wearing

his debate makeup, with his aide, VICTOR MACKEY. Mackey

i3 a heavvset man in his 480's.

SENATOR TAYILOR
Mr., President.



SAM
Jimbo.

SENATOR TAYLOR
You know Vic Mackey.

SAM
41l too well.

Mackey extends his hand; & beat, and then Sam barely
shakes it. They sit on couches facing each other -- the
President and Senatcr Tavicr in their makeup.

SENATOR TAYLOR {after a beat)
Is this room secure?

SAM
Nothing's secure anymore. Didn'tg
the CIA brief you?

& long beat. Heff looks at his watch.

HEFF
We don't have much time. You better
say whatever it is you've got to
say.

MACKEY (after a beat)
Mr. President, do you remember what
you did two weeks ago Saturday
night?

The President thinks about it.

EEFF (impatient)
What is this?

SENATOR TAYLOR
Do you?

SAM
{after a beat)
Yes. I was at my brother‘'s farm in

Nebraska.

HEFF
I don't get it -- what does this
have to do with ==

MACKEY
You went into the barn, didn't you?

Sam looks at him & long beat.

HEFF {(in disbelief)
The barn? What barn? He went into
the harn? 3o he went into the barcn,
- Te BIE
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MACKEY
We have a photograph, Mr. President.

A long beat. Sam just looks at him, then at Senator
Taylor.

SaM {to Tavicr, quietly)
You sonofabitch.

& long beat, as they look at each other.

HEFF
What photograph? What's going on
here?

; MACKEY {(to Sam)

You withdraw from the race. For
teasons of health. Vice-President
Graham takes your place cn the
ticket.

Sam just stares at them -- Heff stares at Sam.

SENATOR TAYLOR
You've had a brilliant, long=lasting
career. You don't want to turn your
place in American history into a,
into a...

A long beat.

MACKEY
Mockery.

A long beat as they look at each other.

SENATOR TAYLOR
You don't have a choice, Sam.
{he looks at his watch)
We have three minutes,

MACKEY (gets up}
A pleasure seeing you, Mr.
Pregsident.

Sam just sits there as they leave; Heff stares at him,
sees how disturbed he is.

HEFF (gquietly}
Was Lacy out there with you?

& beat, and Sam shakes his head,

HEFF (frantic:
What the hell happened?
{he clears his
throcat: calmer)
Mr. President, will you please tell
me what happened?
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Sam locks at him a2 long beat. A SECRET SERVICEMAN comes
in.

SECRET SERVICEMAR
They're ready., Mr. President.

A long beat, and Sam gets up. He locks very disturbed.
INT. THE CONVENTION HALL - NIGHEHT

The President stands at one lectern: Senator Jim Taylor at
the other. Jim Tayicr looks full of life; the President
looks like he's been poleaxed. Heff and Doc watch Sam
Parr as he speaks.

SAM (haltingly)
Well, I think we can be proud of...
do something we should be proud
of... to conquer despair...
poverty... in other areas... parts
of the globe... in a time of
genercsity... of peace and
prosperity... to admit to our
generosity...

A TELEVISION SCREEN

Tom Martin, the anchorman -- sitting next to him is Lacy
Morrow.

MARTIN
With me now is White House
correspondent Lacy Morrow. Lacy.
this certainly wasn't the
President's finest hour, was it?

LACY
Well, the spin-doctors are trying to
put the best possible face on it,
Tom, but I've certainly seen the
President perform better. He didn't
have any of his natural rhythms. He
had a hard time getting to the
point. It was what I would call a
very flaccid performance.

MARTIN
Ha wag s:tiff -=-

LACY
But disjointed. He may have been
stif€, but the performance was
flacecid and, as we all know, it's
the performance that counts.

A beat: his expression says: What did she say?

MARTIN
Thank you, Lacy.



INT. AIR FORCE ONE - NIGHET

Eves glazed, staring straight ahead, the President sits in
. the darkness, a drink in his hands. Heff sits next Lo

him, staring straight ahead, too. saying nothing. A long
bheat, and then finally —--

SaM
How bpad was 17

HEFF {(after a beat)
I don't kanow; we'll see the numbers
COMOrIow.

Sam says nothing, a long beat, he sips his drink., He
doesn't look at Heff.

SAM (quietly)
I was cut at the farm -- it was my
dad's farm, it’'s Mose's now. It's
where I grew up.

HEFF {losing patience}
I know all that. I'm not asking you
to compose a campaign biography
here. I composed your campaign
biograpny.

A long beat -- Sam sips his drink.

) SAM

I was tired. Connie came in from
L.A. She told me she's getting
divorced again.

HEFF
So what -~ your daughter's getting
divorced again. Wwhat dces that have
to do with anything?

SAM (reflectively)
It depressed me. I didn't raise her
to get divorced all the time. I
don't know what's happening to the
values in this country, Heff.

HEFF (after a long beat)
Mg. President, please --

SAM
I was tired, I was depressed. HMHose
and I started hitting the Jack
Daniel’s. I went inte the barn o
: sleep it off,
5’. {a beat; he smiles)
K I love that barn., I was in there
all the time when | was a kid.
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HEFF {after a long beat)
507

SAM (directly}
So I woke up with & hard=-cn and
poked a cow.

Heff sits there a long beat, doesn't look at him.

HEFF {quietly)
I'm sorey?

SAM {impactient:
I poked a cow. I grew up on a farm,
for Pete's sake. It's as all-
American as the fireworks on the
Fourth of July.

HEFF {(in shock)
¥ou... poked... you mean ~-

SAM
Yeah, I fucked her.

A jong beat, and then Heff closes his eyes.

INT. THE OVAL OFFICE - MORNING

Heff and Doc sit there. With them are: MARK SIMPSON, 34,
yuppie~ish, a Presidential speech writer. BILLY LONG, 48,
a battle-axe of a woman, very plain, the White House Press
Secretary. CLARK CRAWFORD, 72, patrician, distinguished,

a Democratic kingmaker and advisor to many Presidents.

There is a silence in the room. They don't look at each
other, then =--

CRAWFORD
I'm sorry. I cannot accept this. I
do not believe this,

MARK (a2 slight smile}
It is unprecedented, I'll do some
reading, but --

CRAWFORD
I have been advising Presidents
since Franklin. I have sat in this
sffice and discussed a great many...
peccadillces. Mr. Hoover wag very
industrious about bringing them to
our attention. Hut this... thig --

Do
Ah, hell, Clark, he didn't steal any
money, for Christ’s sake.
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CHAWFORD
T wigh he would have!

DoC
You want & crook in the White House?

CRAWFORD
I have many vears cf sxperlience
dealing with those kinds of
problems.

& beat, and the President walks into the room.
very chipper.

SaM
Good morning.

He looks at them, smiles. They avoid his look.
down casually behind his big desk.

SAM (looks them over)
Well, I see you've all been briefed.

A long beat as they avoid his lock.

BILLY (finally)
There is hardly any slippage from
the debate. We lost two points.
We're 26 up. Figure the media will
keep replaying the debate tape for
72 hours; we'll lose, at the max,
four more.

Nobody says anything.

DOC (smiles)
They love you, Mr. President.

A long beat; nobody says anything.

HEFF (hesitantly)
How do you feel, Mr., Presjdent?

SAM
Great. I slept like a baby.

They look at him. He grins.

SAM (guddenly seriocus}
All right. We've got a decision to
consider, but I want to say 2
personal word te you.

He gets up and walks around as he talks; he is
casual and easygoing.

11.

He looks

He sitcs

comnpletely



SAM

I'm just an old country boy, vou
_ know. What happened in that barn
. happens all the time in Nebraska.

It's like going up the water tower
after the senicr prem, it's like
having a beer with ycur dad the day
you turn 18, like going to the
cemetery with a picnic basket on
Memorial Day. I woke up in that
barn and got a little nostalgic

that's all. :
{he smiles)
Maybe [ wanted to feel like I was 14

again.
{a beat; he smilesg}
Maybe I am getting old.

A long beat, and then, finally =-

DOC (quietly)
Like hell yocu are, Sam. Like hell
you are. i

A long beat, and then ==

CRAWFORD (with distaste)
Is it illegal? 1Is -- what you did

. -~ illegal? .
' SAM (casually) o

Sure it is. But if they started.
putting everybody in jail for it,
they'd turn Nebraska into Devil's
Island.

{he grins) Coo
We've got more cowpokes in the -
Midwest than they do in the Rockies,

A long beat, as they consider that.

MARK
I have to ask you, Mr., President --
is what you did -- is it a recurring
problem? 1Is there a history they
can allege ~-

SAM (dismissingly}
I haven't poked one in 50 years.

There is a long pause. Doc stands up sud&anly¢

DOC (emotionally!}
You can't pull ocut, Sam! You
screwved a2 cowi They'll screw-the

country!

i,

A long beat as Sam gsmiles av Doc.
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CRAWFORD
Whae about the photograph?

. DOC (emotionally)
So what 1f they've got ons! What
are thevy goling te do with it? Who's
geing to show the President of the
United States in flagrante on the
Evening News?

BILLY
Whether the networks use it would
depend on how revealing it is., I
don't know about the mechanics of
this, cow-wiseé. How do you...

SAM (smiles)
Very carefully. But if yvou're an
cld-style liberal Democcrat, with
great feeling.

DOC (emotionally)
They're bluffing! We don't even
know if they've really got a
picture!

A long beat, as they consider it.

g. CRAWFORD

%Y What if a photograph doues surface?
What if it does become... an issue,
What is your defense, Hr. President?
That everyone who grows up in
Nebraska does it?

DOC {(emstionally)
Yes! They got chill in Texas,
orange Jjuice in Florida, maple syrup
in Ohio, and cows in Nebraska!

A long beat, as they look at Doc.

BILLY
I suppose we could try to extend our
case to Iowa, Kansas, Uklahoma,
Arkansas ==

MARK
We're never going te be able to make
it as American as apple pie, Billy.

BILLY {after a beat)
I suppose you're right,

_:a_mi

HEFF (suddenly)
Whae difference does it make what he
does in the privacy of his bedrocom
or his barn? Isn't that the kind of
personal freedom we stand for?
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Doc
You're damn right it lg! We can
turn it arcund on the bastards and
make it & civil rights issuel

aAs they think about that, the President's phone RINGS. He
picks it up, listens, then hits a button his desk. The
big TV set in the back of the room comes ALIVE. We see
the anchorman, Tom Martin, on screen --=

MARTIN
In a blistering address to the VEW
Convention in S8t. Louis, Republican
Vice Presidential candidate Michael
Forrester attacked what he referred
to as "a long histery of Democratic
corruption.”

FORRESTER, of Wyoming, is a big, beefy man in his 50°'s.

FORRESTER (on screen)
They're not the party of Roosevelt,
they're the party of Wilbur Mills
and Wayne Hays and Gary Hart and Jim
Wright and Barney Frank. They are
the party of godlessness, harlotry,
and abortion. Are they the kind of
people you want leading your
America?

Sam shuts the set OFF ~-- a long beat.

DOC {(emotionally)
What about Spiro Agnew getting paid
off with his bags full of steaks?
What about Rockefeller dying in the
saddle humping his secretary? What
about that Texas dwarf with his
hard-on, chasing --

HEFF (reflectively)
Why would they bring all that up
now?

A long beat.

CRAWFORD
Do you know what I wish, Mr.
Pregident? Do you know what I
desperately wish? I wish you
liberals would be more canse:vatxv&
in your daily affairs.

SAM (after a beat, smiles )
Then we wouldn't really be liberals.
would we, Clargk?
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CRAWFORD
I've always bellieved in hypocrisy.

SAM (smileg}
Not me.,

DOC (affecrionately)
God bless you, Sam!

HEFF {(after a beat, quietly}
They're setting us up. They're not
biuffing. Theyive got the
photograph.

_ SAM (after a3 beat!
I agree.

He looks disturbed.

HEFF (angry)
I want the CIA and FBI Directors in
my cffice in twenty minutes!

SAM (calmly)
Please make sure they don't abuse
their sanctions.

HEFF (smiles)
Absolutely, Mr. President.

INT. THE OVAL QFFICE ~ AFTERNOON

He sits, alone, turned away from his desk, staring out the
window at the setting sun.

He reaches for his phone, picks it up.

SAM
Where’'s my wife?
{he listens)
I'd like to come up and see her,

A beat, and he hangs the phone up and continues to stare
out the window.

INT. THE LIVING QUARTERS UPSTAIRS - AFTERNOON

Sam walks in. Emily, in her early-60's, ls watching a
painting being hung. Three young women AIDES are with
her. The painting, consisting of a few lines, is8 very
abstract.

THE AIDES
Mg, Presicdent.

EMILY (to Sam}
ft's a Palligo.
({ahe looks at the painting)
I hate it, don't you?
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SAM {zfter a beat)
I sure do. Why are you hanging it
up Lf you hace iu?

EMILY
He'sg from che Third World., He'sg

coming to the dinner for the Indian
Vige-President.

She shrugs.,

SAH {(grins)
Seat him next to Hixon.

She looks at him, the twinkle cf 2 slight smile ==

EMILY
You're awful, Sam.

He looks at her == there 1s a sadness betweern them now.

SAM (smiles)
I know it.
{a beat)
What the hell, I've always been

awful.
They look at each other a beat.

SAM
Can I talk to you alone, Emily?

She looks at him, surprised.

EMILY (to the Aides)
Would you excuse us, please?

The women leave. They look at each other. Sam doesn’'t

know how to begin.

EMILY
I have a reception for the National
Council of the Junior League in 45
minutes, Sam.

SAM
Emily, I'm the President of the
Univted Stateg o=

EXILY
~= And I'm the Firsec Lady, Sam.
You've got your job and I've got
mine. And l've got to be somewhere
in 4% minutes.
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SAM
I knoew you're the First Lady, Emily,
but 1€ I can make time £or you, you
can make time for me, too, can’'t
you?

EMILY (after a beatr, sadly)
You haven't made time for me in
thirty years, Sam.

They lock at each other a long beat.

EMILY
What is it, Sam? Tell me.

He locks at her a beat, then awav.

SaM (with difficulty)
They've got some dirt they're
threatening to use in the campaign.

She says nothing:; he looks at her; her face is a mask.

EMILY (after a long beat)
What do you want from me, sympathy,
Sam? Don't you think that really is
asking too much? I feared the day
would come when one of your...
adventures,... would... I've learned
to seal myself coff, Sam. The
children are grown. They've known
about your little,.. sweetmeats...
for years. Connie, I'm afraid, has
become as promiscuous as you are.
I'm sorry, Sam. I'm sorry for
you... and I'm sorry for me... and
I'm sorry for what it's going to do
toc the country if it gets out. But
that's the best I can do.

SAM {(after a long beat)
I know. I just wanted to give you
advance warning.

EMILY (sadly)
I got my advance warning thirty-
seven years aqgo, the first time I
discovered you were unfaithful to
me. Although I'm sure that if I had
been discerning, I would have
discovered 1t sarller.

A long beat, as they lock at each other,

EMILY (smiles}
Do you remember that little house we
lived in in Chevy Chase when we
firsc came here?
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Be save nothing, lcoks at her.

EMILY f{zmiles)
We were happy there, weren't we,
Sam? [t had that liztle vard in the
back == the kids were little ==
you'd come home from work early,
we'd cock in the back yard...

She trails off.

SAM (guietly)
I remember.

EMILY (after a beat)
I don't know whatever made me think
of it.
{she looks at her watchl
I have to go, Sam.

Be looks at her, nods.

Sam looks

She

He looks at her a beat, looking very uncomfortable --— then

looks

EMILY
Whoe is it ~= that little television
reporter, Sam?

at her a beat, then shakegs his head.

EMILY
Don‘t lie to me, Sam -- at least
we've had that. You've never lied
to me -- it's not a small thing in
Washington.

SAM
It's not her.

at him a long beat.

EMILY (after a beat)
Is there anything else I don't know
about?

SAM (after a beat)
wWhat do you mean?

EMILY
Anything else they can dirty you
with?

makes a2 decision. He just can't bring himself to tell

her.

SAM
NG,
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EMILY (afrer a beat)
You look tired, Sam. Try to rest.
You may not believe 1z, but vou'rs
not & spring chicken anymore.

She smiles at him with feeling -- a beat, and then he
smiles at her. She turns to walk out.

SAM (guietly}
Thank you, Emily.

She doesn't hear it; but then, he said it so softly he
didn't want her to hear it.

EXT. THE TRUMAN BALCONY CF THE WHITE HQUSE - NIGHT

Be sits out on the balcony, a drink in his hand, a phone
next to him. He stares. He picks the phone up. He looks
very tired.

SAM
Can you get my son for me, please?

A long beat, as he waits ==

INTERCUT

~- And we see SAM PARR, JR., a good~locking, easy-going
man in his 40's on the phone in his ranch-style house 1in

Denver.

SAM (very tired)
How's the insurance business?

His smile is forced.

SAM JR. (smiles)
Hey, Dad -- did you get my wire
after the debate? I thought you
were great, Dad.

SAM
I stunk up the joint and you know
itl

SAM JR.

Naw, you were just a little tired,
that's all.

SAM
I certainly am tired, kiddo.

SAM JH. [(after & beat)
Hey, Dad -~ are you ckay?
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SAM {with difficulty}
No, I'm not okay. I wanbt to talk to
you about someching.

A long beaz == he doesn’'t know what to say.
SAM JR.
Lighten up, Dad -- it can't be that
had.

At that moment, Sam's grandchildren, MILLIE, 6, and JOEY,
8, grab the phene from Sam Jr.

MILLIE
Hi, Grandpat! We saw vou on the
TV! You were good, Grandpal

SAM {(with difficulty)
Why, thank you, darling.

MILLIE
You want to talk to Joey? Joey got
a new goldfish. He murdered the
other one.

JOEY (grabs phone)
I did not! I d4id not murder 1it,
Grandpal

MILLIE (grabbing phone)
'Bye, Grandpa! Love youl!l

JOEY (grabbing phone}
‘Bye, Grandpa! Love you!

SAM (emotionally)
I love you, too, goodbye.

SAM JR. (gets phone back}
Sorry. What is it you wanted to
talk to me about, Dad?

Sam freezes -- how can he talk to him now?

SAM (after a beat)
Never mind. Listen, I've got to
go. I've got Gorbachev on the other
line.

SaM JR. (suddenly upset}
Dad! Wait a minute, Dad! There's
nothing going on with the Russiansg,
is there?

SAM
Good night, kidde. 1I°'11 talk to you
later,
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And he hangs up and just sits there, staring out into the
darkness.

EXT. THE ROSE GARDEN - NIGHT

He walks == there are Secret Servicemsen all over the place
trying to be unobtrusive.

NOTE: The Secret Servicemen wear sunglasses whenever they
appear, even at night.

Doc Barley sees him as he is getting into his car. Doc
goes over Lo him. '

DoC
‘What are you doing cut here, Sam?

SAM (lookg disturbed)
I just wanted to get some air, Doc.

Doc walks with him as they head toward the White House
gates with this battalion of Secret Servicemen trying to
blend intg the darkness.

SAM
You know something, Doc? Sometimes
I think I never should have left the
darn farm,.

DOC
Well, just think what shape this
country'd be in if you never
would've lived here.

He gestures toward the White House.

SAM (smiles)
This country's in great shape no
matter what happens. Vietnam.
Watergate, Irangate, Contragate.
Assassinations. AIDS. We're still
ticking.

DOC
If we got through all that, we can
get through Cowgate, too.

Sam looks at him and grins. They keep walking.

0o
Now you listen to me, Sam. I've
whored and pimped and fed at the
public trough in this town for fifey
vears. I saw vou when you firset got
hers,

{MORE}



il

L,

DOC {CONT'D)
You ware so poor, you used o go to
every cocktall parcy in town to £ill
your pockets with hors d'oeuvre so
yvou'd have some dinner. You
remember that? You never ook a
penny in your life, you always had
one ccnsideration: the pecple...
and maybe pussy. I don't care Lf
you hump nDummingbirds, hamsters, and
one-eyed rhinocg. I'm not going to
let you drop out of this race.

A long beat, as they walk.

SAM
I love this country. I don't want
to do anything to hure iz,

DOC
You pull out, Sam -~ you'll hurt
it. That nitwit Vice-President of
yours with his ladi~dah West Coast
ideas doesn't stand a chance against
Jim Taylor and you know it. You
think Jim Taylor cares about the
people? He cares about Texas 0il
and Boeing and the defense budget
and the suburbs. Jim Taylor living
here would make Nixon look like FDR
and Reagan look like Abe Lincoln!
Think about it, Sam!{ You want Jim
and Tammy Bakker lying there
together doing Christ knows what on
that horsehair mattress in the
Lincoln bedroom? Never mind you and
your cow, that's obscene!

A long beat as they keep walking toward the gate.

SAM (quietly)
This country's like a big bus, Doc.
And all the people in it want to
make sure that the man at the wheel
isn't going to go ¢ff the cliff.
What are they gqoing to think if this
stuff comes out?

He and Doc look at each other 2 beat. and then they keep
walking. And the Tourists who are down at the White House
gates at all times during the day and night see the Fresi-
dent now and start to APPLAUD. Secret Servicemen sCamper
2s he stands there and waves as they applaud him.

DOC
There's your ansver, Sam.

Sam looks at him.
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INT. HIS BEDROOM - NIGHT

He walks In. He looks very tired. The room is dark.

LACY
Surprise!

He puts the lights on, sees her under the sheetg. She
wears black lingerie. Lacy Morrow is a very beautiful
woman. He stands there,. looking at her.

SAM {a slight smile}
i'm tired, honey.

LACY (big smile}
Well, get in here, Sam, 1’1l freshen
you up.

He sits down on the side of the bed, looks ar her.

A beat ==
up.

He smiles,
the cheek.,

SAM (gently)
Don't you ever worry that this...
might go public... somehow?

LACY
People wouldn't mind with you.
Everybody knew about JFK. God, Sam,
I'm so sorry I missed JFK, I was
just a baby.

SAM {a little jealous)
Jack had a bad back.

LACY
He had to move very, very slowly.

he smiles at her sort of sadly -- and then gets

SaM
Goed night. I'm going to find a
couch.

LACY

Are you serious? What's the matter,
Sam? Something's the matter, Sam.
I just know it.

SAM
NHothing's the matter.

LACY
Yes there iz. I can tell.
Something was wrong in Cleveland,
toG.

steps closer to her, and kisses her gently on
His hand wanders under the cover for a second.
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SAM
You said I was flaccid == imagine
that, on nationwide TV, vou called
me flaccid. You. OFf all people.
That's a helluva thing to say about
a man.

BEis hand is under the sheet: we can tell he is fondling
her breast.

LACY {smiles)
You're not flaccid now., Sam. You're
the President of the United
States. You deon't want to slieep on
the couch, Sanm.

SAM (to himself, gquietly)
ok boy.

LACY
You're the most loving man I know,

Sam. I sleep better knowing you're
in the White House.

She is guiding his hand.
SAM
I'm the horniest man I know. It's
always been my curse.
She guides his hand lower, starts breathing deeper.

LACY :
And my... and America‘'s... blessing.

SAM
I guess I'm too old for the couch.

LACY
Yes, Yyou are.

And he moves ante the bed next to her.
INT. HIS BEDROOM - MORNING

He is asleep; lLacy is curled around him. Heff and Doc
come storming into the room.

HEFF {very agitated)
Hr, Pregident!

Lacy covers herself up.
SAM

Jesus, Heff, this isn't & damn peep
showi
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HEFF
It's g macter ¢f naciocnal securitcy,
Mr. President!

LACY (getting excited)
Oh my God! It's the Libvans again,
isn'e ie?

HEFF
Out, Lacy! Now.

Lacy gets out of bed, half-covered with the sheet. DOC
ogles her.

LACY
I gan't go, Sam. It's my beat.
They'll fire me.

Sam sits up on the side of the bed in his pajamas, rubs
hig eyes.

LACY
Flease let me stay, Sam.

SAM
Go on, honey. Don't worry, if it's
Khadafi again, I'1ll give ynu your
scoop.

She moves toward the door hesitantly, turns back.

LACY
Do you promise, Sam?
SAM
I do.
LACY

Is it a firm promise?

SAM
Unequivocal.

And Lacy, trailing the sheet, is gone. Doc watches her
leave.

DOC (admiringly)
You've still got the eve, Sami

Sam sriles at him, then looks at Heff, who loocks agitated.

He hands Sam a plain brown envelope. A beat, and Sam
openg it, looks at a photograph -~- but we don't sS@€ 1T,
peat, and then Sam shakes his head and puts it back 1ato
the envelope. They watch him., He stands up, stretches,
and goes to a window, looks ocut.

A
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HEFF
Victory Mackey brought i1t to ay
office. They want an answer in an
houyr, Mr. President. Unless theasy
get the answer they want., they're
going to the media.

Doc
Fuck 'em. Fuck the mediaz!l What are
they gonna do with it? They don't
do cowfucking on the Evening News!

HEFF
It's worse than [ thought. There's
ne frontal nudity, Mr. President.
All you can see is your bare butt,
her bare butt, and the smile on your
face. It looks like it was staged
to make che Evening News.

SAM (after a beat}
All you can see is that I'm standing
behind Elsie.

DOC
How do you know her name's Elsie?
SAM
Every cow we ever had was called
Elsie.
{a beat)
It doesn’'t show me doing anything.
HEFF
I wish it would. Nobody could run

it then.

SAM (turning from window)
I need some coffee.

He walks cut of the bedroom to a sitting rocom. They
follow him -- Heff grabs a phone and orders coffee.

INT. THE SITTING ROOM - DAY

The President looks upset. Doc stands there, watching
him; he loocks calm. Heff comes into the room, very upset.

HEFE®
They want to get down inte the mud,
iet’s get down in the mud! Let's
check Jimbo's esxtra-curricularsi

SAM
I don't get down in the mud, Heff.
I never have and I never will.
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I checked Jimbe cut the day after

. his nomination.

SAM (startled)
You 4id?

DoC
He's clean.

HEFF
Nobody's clean except maybe George
McGovern and he's dead!

SAM
Mo, he isn't.
HEFF
Yes, he is. He died in November of
*72.
DocC
Jimbo jacks-off all the time.
That‘s it.
SAM (smiles)
It figures.
. A beat.
HEFPPF

They want an answer, Mr. President.
What do we tell them?

SAM (nervous)
I need a cigarette,

HEFF {very upset)
If you start smoking again, it's
going to be more controversial than

Elsiel

SAM (upset)
George Bush got away with no
broccolid

DOC (stern})

He's right, Sam.

A phone STARTS going off.

HEFF (upset)
I eold them coffee and Danish, why
. can’t they ever gst the damn order
g righe?

He starts going for a phone -- sees that it's a
RINGING.

2“?@

red aneg
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HEET
Oh, shinl t's the hot linet
ooc
That's all we needed -~ what does he

want?
Sam goes to the phone warily, picks iz up.

SAM

Hello?

{he listens;
Yes, Mike. How are vou?

(he listens}
Well, I appreciate that, Mike.

{he listens)
Well, sometimes these things happen
in our campaigns.

Heff aznd Doc locok at sach other.

SAM (on the phonej
I just got the photeograph a couple
minutes ago myself.

HEFF (to Doc., angrily}
Goddamnit!

DOC (angrily)
I knew it! I knew itl!

SAM (on phone)
That's nice of you, Mike. It really
is. Thank you, I appreciate it,

He hangs up. They stare at him.

SAM
He got it last night already.

DOC
I knew they were behind this.

. SAM
Come on, Doc -- nix on that --

HEFF (upset)
Nixon? What about Nixon?

SAM .
-= We're a2 liberal administration.
We believe in glasnost.

o0 o
I'm a liberall I'm a JFK~-LBJ-Scoop
Jackson Libetal! How the hell did
they get it before we did if they're
not behind 1t?
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HEFF
Spound travels faster than light in
this town, that's how.

SaM
It's dust Cthe KGB. You know how
well-connected they are. Mike was
calling to help. He says they've
got a lot of cowpokes in Hussia,
too.

HEFF ({excited)
Did he poke cne? Will he cop to
ie? We're in the clear 1f he goes
public. His favorable rating is
still higher than Bob Hope's.

A long beat -- as Sam thinks about all of this. He
reaches £or a phone.

SAM (on phone)
Get Senator Taylor for me.

They watch him; what's he going to say? A long beat.

SAM
Jimbo?
{a beat)
No deal.

And he hangs up -- Doc is jubilant:; Heff looks very con-
cerned. .

DOC
God bless you, Mr. President.

Sam and Heff look at each other a long beat. Heff looks
afraid and proud at the same time.

INT. EBS NEWS HEADQUARTERS - NEW YORK -~ DAY

Three men are walking through the labyrinthine newsroom.
ARTHUR SAMPSON is in his 60's, the Chairman of the Board
of EBS, a well-kept, handsome man. ELLIOT KOENER 1s in
his 50's, the head of the EBS news division. wWith them Iis

anchorman Tom Martcin.

SAMPSON
I talked to Max Frankel and Ben.
Trey have their copies. So do CBS,
NBC and ABC.

MARTIN
What are they going to do with it?
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SAMPSCN
They're calling us the same way
we're calling them, to see what
we're going to do with it and what
they're going to do with it.

KOBNER
We're having it analyzed -~ it's &
waste of time -- nobodv's gor the
negative.

MARTIN

Well, it certainly looks like Sam.

SAMPSON
Please. I am not even going Lo
consider the possibility that this
is the President of the United
States engaged in == in -~ without
total., absolute, scientific
verificatcion.

MARTIN (innocently)
Where did you grow up, Arthur?

SAMPSON
Where did I grow up? What does that
have to do with it? I grew up in
Boston. Where did you grow up?

MARTIN (slight smile)
I grew up in Estes, Iowa.

SAMPSON
I don't understand the relevance ==

MARTIN (wiping smile off)
Never mind.

They walk into a small, cubicle-like office. Lacy Morrow
sits there.

LACY (smiles)
Arthur, Elliot -- hi, what a
pleasant surprise -~

Elliot takes a photograph cut of an envelope, puts it in
front of her ~- we don't see the photograph.

Lacy looks at it and breaks ocut in wild, uncontrolled
laughter,

They look at hep, then at each other, then at her again as
she laughs.

SAMPSON
What -« are you laughing about, my
dear?
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LACY
What am I laughing about? It's
. sick... this is supposed to be the
Pregident of the United States doing
it to... & cow?

SAMPSON
Yes it ig.

She starts to laugh again.

EOHNER
Please take a close look ar the
photeograph, Lacy.

She laughs again and then her laugh freezes.

LACY
Are you serious?

MARTIN
We‘re sericus.

LACY
But you can’t be -- this is supposed
tc be...

She trails off, stares at it.

. MARTIN

Is it him?

She looks at Martin.

SAMPSON
Is it he?
MARTIN
Sorry. Iowa.
She stares at them.
LACY

Come on. Come on! I mean =-- really!
Come on, you guys! Are you nuts?

, MARTIN
Look ar the photograph., Lacy.

She looke av all three ¢f them.

MARTIN
tacy, if you don't know -~ nobody

. knows .

& beat -~ ghe stares st Hohner.

A

LACY
What doss thar mean?
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KOHKNER (hard}
You know what it means. It means
we knew about the President's
proclivities. That's one of the
reasons you're covering the White
House.

LACY {cffended)
If I told my friend Gloria Steinem
what you just said to ma ==

KOERER
I said it was one of the factors =-- a
very minor, almost negligible, though
not completely irrelevant... factor.

She stares at fhem.

MARTIN (quietly)
Look at the photograph, Lacy.
Please.

A long beat, and then she looks at the photograph for a
long beat.

LACY {(quietly)
Ooh my God.

She stares at it.

SAMPSON
How do you know, my dear?

LACY (in a whisper)
I've seen... that smile.

She keeps staring at the photograph.

SAMPSON
I see.

INT. A VAST COWPERENCE ROOM - DAY

It is a meeting of the National Security Council. VICE-
PRESIDENT PETER GRAHAM chairs the meeting and sits at the
head of the long, beautifully-burnished mahogany confer-
ence table, He is 44, a good-looking, dark-haired, young-

looking man.

Sitting around the table, with brass nameplaces in front
of them, are:

GENERAL BENJAMIN WOODS -- big, burly, in his 60°s,
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Stafé.

ROBERT HASTINGS -~ thin, almost skeletsl, in his 50°'s,
wearing steel wire~rimmed glasses, the FBI Director.
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ANDREW MARLEY -- thin, almost skeletal, in hig 50's. wear-
ing gold wire-rimmed glasses, the CIA Direcror.

JUSTIN ANDERSON ~= short, bald, priestly, the Secretary of
State.

JOE CARSON -- broad-shouldered, in his 40°'s, black,. the
Attorney Gensral.

DONALD YANUCCI -- horn-rimmed glasses, very tzim;_SG‘sw
the Secretary of Defense.

ABE GOLDMAN -- 50's, fiery, a pepper-pot of a man, the
Secretary of the Interior.

VICE~PRESIDENT GRAEAM
I ve asked you to come here to this
special meeting ©f the council in
the utmost secrecy to discuss the
gravest matter of national security:
the competence of the President of
the United States to govern.

As he speaks, we see that most of the men in this room
don't like him.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
lel you please pass these down?

We see a stack of photographs -- we don't see the photo
itself. As they pass them down, we see their facial reac-
tions: some are cpen-mouthed, some cough, some show no
response, some turn it upside down and back.

The Vice-President and Secretary of State Anderson give

each

other a smug, victoriocus look as the others look at

their photo.

INT.

THE CONFERENCE ROOM - LATER

Everyone just sits there, their photograph in front of

them.

A long beat.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
Who would like to begin?

GENERAL WOODS
Does Sam know vou called this
meeting?

YICE~PRESIDENT GRABAM
Conzidering the matter at hand, and
considering my own constitutional
respongibilities and our pessible
courses of action, I thought it best
not to advise the Fresident.

GENERAL wWOODS
Sam's gonna kick your asst
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SECRETARY OF ETATE ANDERSON (nervous)

I want to make clear that we are not

here to pass on the authenticity of

this alleged incident. We are here

to consider the domestic and global

national security implicaticns posed

by the potential international

dissemination of theze allegations.

GERERAL WOCDS
{to Graham}
Sam's still gonna kick your ass.

A long beat.

GENERAL WOODS
I don't see what the big whoop-de=-
doo is. Sam's always stuck it into
anything that walks. He tied cne on
and... it happens. :

ATTCRNEY GENERAL CARSON
You mean he was drunk? The
President of the United States was
drunk? _ -

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
Well, I'd have to be pretty damn
drunk to do it!

SECRETARY OF séyﬁﬁsz YANUCCI
How much is the President drinking?

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
He's always liked his Jack Daniel's
at the end of the day. EHe's not
joyriding around the ranch like LBJ
did with a six-~pack or crawling
around on his hands and knees with
Kissinger like Nixon did.

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
His drinking has always been a part
of his political strateqy. When he
was in the Senate, he voted with the .
North and drank with the South, and
every bill he cared about got
through.

ATTORNEY GENERAL CARSON
What about the black bhox? HNukez and
Jack Daniel’s don't miz.

GEREBRAL WOODE
Don't worry about the bog. No
President I've ever known even knows
how to cpen it.

That stung everyone a beac,
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ATTORNEY GENERAL CARSON .
There's no evidence that the man in
__ this photograph is the President of
. the United States. There’'s no
evidence of any kind even that thig
photograph is real.

GENERAL WOODS (laughs)
Are you kidding? That's Sam. How
much deo you want to bet that's Sam?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
We are already analyzing the
photograph == the glossy itself., We
den't have the negative, of course,
but we are covertly accive in
determining the photo lab where it
was processed.

~ FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
We are cvertly covertly active in
making that determination.

ATTORNEY GENERAL CARSON
What does overtly covertly mean? -

: 'FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
It means we are not doing what we're
. doing. To put it another way -- we're
3 doing what we're not doing.

ATTORNEY GENERAL CARSON (after a beat)
Observe your sanctions.

MARLEY AND BASTINGS (together)
0f course. .

VICE~PRESIDENT GRAEAM
- The New York Timesg, the Washington
Post, and the networks were
delivered copies this morning.

That stuns everyone. A long beat.

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLIMAN
Whe the hell delivered 'em?

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
We're active in making that
determination.

CIa DIRECTOR MARLEY
E0 agre we.

g. A long beat.
SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON {(quietly)

! think we should c¢onsider asking
the President to resign.
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Vice-President Graham looks llke he is desperately trying
to nide 2 secre: smile.

SECRETABRY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
Are you crazy? In the final month
of the campaign? We'd be nhanding
over the White House to them!

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSOHN
The Vice-Fresident will =-

GERERAL WOODE (to Graham)
The Vice-President’s going to get
reamed worse than that cowt

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (angrtily)
I resent that! I've served in the
Senate, in the state legislature ==

GENERAL WOODS
In Californiat

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
My personal life is clean.

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
Aw, bullshit!

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (offended)
I beg your pardon?

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
You're from California! You think
anybedy in America thinks
Californians are clean? They think
you're from cuter space.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (taken aback)
President Reagan was from California —--

GENERAL WOODS (angrily)
He was from Notre Dame!

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS (after a beat)
Perhaps we‘re overstating the
potential public reaction to this.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
Perhaps we're not.

(angrily)

YICE~PRESIDENT GRAHAM
BPleaze. Thisz ig aberrant behavicri

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
You're the Califgrnian, you should
be the expert on that!
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VICE~-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (angrily!

There is nothing in American history

Lo =

GENERAL WCODS
Come on! We've had politicians

doing it on the Capitol steps, doing
it in the Potomac Basin, doing it in

the Whice House closer --

FBI DIRECTOH HASTINGE
The closet? Who?

CIA DIRECTCOR MARLEY
Harding.

Hastings gives Marley a dirty look.

GENERAL WOODS
Deing it on the way toe the Bahamas,
deoing it on the stainless steel
counter in the Senate cloakroom.
How do you think Nixon got that 18-
minute gap on the tape?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
Nixon? I don't believe it,

GENERAL WOODS
With J.F.K., they had to use triple
chlorine to de-sperm the West Wing
pool.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
How do you know that? That's
confidential FBI info ==

GENERAL WOQDS

So now we've got g politician daing

it in a barn. That cow couldn't
have been any worse than Fanny
Foxxe.

(to General)

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YANUCCI

wWhich cne was she?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
Wilbur Mills,

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YARUCCT

{to General)
You're right.

GENERAL WOODS
You're damn right I'm right!

There is a long pause as they consider this.
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SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON (Quietly)
What about India?

GENERAL WOODE
India? What about India?

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON {(guietly)
Sacred Ccows.

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
Sacred cows? :

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON
Their cows, they're sacred.

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YANUCCI
So they‘re sa ~-= ch, shit.

& long pause. No one knows what to say.

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON
India will break diplomatic
relations with us.

GENERAL WOODS -
They're all Hindust

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON
So?

GENERAL WOODS (grins)
The Hindus'll get pissed, but the
Muslimg -- the Muslims'll love us
for it.

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YANUCCI
We've been seeking ways of reaching
Islam anyway, haven't we?

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON (tentative)
Yeag?

GENERAL WOODS (triumphant;
That‘s what Sam was thinking of. He
was trying to stop terrorisat

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON
I'm afraid I don't understand.

GENLRAL WQODS
It's brilliant! VYou poke a cow; the
Bindus hate vou! The Muslims hate
rhe Hindus. The Hindus hate us, s¢
the Muslime stop hating us.
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SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
The Muslims call their terrorists
off. The world is a better place.
41l because Sam Parr schtupped a
cow. ILt's brilliant. He should get
the Nobel Prize.

SECRETARY QF STATE ANDERSON
Byt zhe Hindus will still nate us!

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YANUCCI
Not if they want to be a part of the
Parr Plan for Progress they won'ti
Net if they want to get some big
bucks from usi

SECRETARY OF STATE ANDERSON
You don't understand. Those cows
are sacred to them, They care more
about their gods than our dollars.

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE YANUCCI {laughs)

You wanna bet? Money talks, cowshit
walksi

GENERAL WOODS
Fuck the Hindus! They don’t have any
terrorists, that's what counts.

SECRETARY OF INTERIOR GOLDMAN
It's eyeball-to~eyeball diplomacy,
at its very best.

There is a long beat -- as people arcund the table start
to smile.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (in defeat)
I didn't think of that.

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE GARDEN - DAY

Sam stands there, horseshces in his hand, with Heff. He
doesn't throw any. He looks shaken.

SAM
My God, what have I done? Sacred cows
and I... Do you know the fondness, the
special affection I have for those
people, those poor, migerable people?

HEFF
I know how you feel about India, Mr.
Pregidentc. Mr. Nizxon had China, Hr.
Carter had Iran, Mr. Reagan had
Nicaragua ==
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SAM
When I was in Congress, I wvant to
Caleucta... one of those damn face-
finding junkets... What I saw there...
ir changed my life.
{a long beat}

Goddamn it.
He throws & horseshoe. It's a pesrfesct ringer.

SAM
Goddamn me to hell.

He throws another horseshoe. Ancther ringer. Heff sees
how upset he is.

HEFF (to conscle him)
I don‘'t think the media is going to do
anything, They still feel bad about
Gary Hart. They're going to feel
guilty about Hart for ancother three,
four years minimum, then they'll
destroy somebedy else. Besides, all
they've got right now is one glossy
photograph. -

Sam throws another horseshoe, says nothing, looks very
upset. It is another perfect ringer.

HEFF
Mr. President -~ if this thing
leaks, it's not going to be a leak,
it's going to be & blowout. It's
not going to be a blowout, it's
going to be the biggest blowout
since Challenger.

Sam throws another horseshce. Another perfect ringer. He
starts walking down to the other end to get the horse-
shoes; Heff walks with him.

SAM
What are you trying to tell me,
Beff?

HEFF

You're going ocut on the campaign
trail this weekend, that's what.

SaM
Ne way.

HEEFF
You go out, you press the flesh, you
let sverybody see you at your down=
home, charismatic best.



SAM (upset}
The polls say I can stay right here,
. They are Reagan's flight '
: controllers, you know. I den't like

vo £ly anymore,

HEFF
If this thing blows, we're going to
need all the stored-up goodwill we
can get.

SAM
If this things blows, Heff, letting
them see me at my dewn-home,
charismatic best is goling o do
about as much good as pocr Hubert
did trying to treat his cancer with
Pepto=-Bismel. What is all that
commotion?

They hear a woman's yelling VOICE. They turn and see Lacy
Morrow trying to get past scme Secret Servicemen a couple
hundred vyards away.

SAM (stares at her)
Oh oh. Trouble...

He waves to the Secret Servicemen and starts heading
g. toward Lacy as she come toward him.

LACY (very upset}
I don't know what to say to youl

He draws her away to a private spot where no one can hear

them.
LACY (very hurt, angry}
(very hurt, angry)
I don't know what to say to you,
Ssam! How could you... with that...
that...
SAM (after a beat)
Are we off~the-record here?
LACY {(quietly, astounded}
What?
SAM (directlyl
hAre we cff-the-record or aren't we?
LACY (after a beat)
We're off the record.
‘. He looks at her a long beat and then he smiles and shakes

his head.
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LACY {hurt)
You don't believe me., S5am? You
think I'd -- trick you?

SaM {gently)
Honey, you can viclate
confidentiality this cne time and
who knows? Maybe vou'd maks more
money than you ever dreamed about
your whele life.

LACY (earnestly)
I wouldn't do that to vou, Sam.

SAM (tenderly)
I know you feel something, Lace. I
feel something, too. But we both
felt that something before and
before that and hefore that -- and
we'll both feel it again and again
and again. So let's not lie to each
other now, honey. Trust me, this
isn't a good moment for it.

LACY (after a long beat)
You're right, Sam.

They slowly smile at each other.

She looks

SaM
I'1l say this: Whatever it is we're
talking about or not talking about,
don't rake it persconally. It
doesn't have anything to do with
you.

at him a long beat.

LACY
You're not going to hold this
against me, Sam, are you? Trying to
talk to you about it?

" SAM
I'm a politician, honey, I always
forgive and forget.

LACY {smileg}
I do, roo.

SAN
Then we've got nothing to talk
about, do we?

42.

She sees a limousine pull up by the horseshce area.
President Graham gets out and talks to Heff.

Vigs-
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LACY (suspicious}
What's he doing here? Is there
someching going on?

SAM {grins}
He {ust came over for his horseshoe
lesson.

He kisses Lacy on the cheek and walks away toward Graham.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
Mr, President.

SAM {(to Heff)
I'd like to confer with the Vicew
President alcne, please, Heff.

Petey Graham looks nervous.

HEFF (slight smile)
Yes, Mr. President.

Heff walks away. Sam goes and picks some horseshoes up,
hands some to Graham, who holds them like he is handling
something distasteful. -

VICE~-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (very nervous}
Mr. President, I'm here to tell you
that I asked the National Security
Council to -=-

SAM (smiles)
I know what you tried to do to me,
Fetey.

He throws. It's a ringer. 1It's the Vice-President's
turn.

VICE~PRESIDENT GRABAM (gulps)
I hadn't thought it cut completely,
Mr. President. I never considered
... ISlam, for example. The
terrorists. The implications. The
ramifications.

SAM
Throw the damn shoe, Petey.

The Vice-President throws., It's a complete migs.

SAM
Do you think I'm just an old cow
who's going to stand around getting
kicked in the flanks. Petey?

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM

An old... cow?
{ MORE)
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VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (CONT'D)
{he clears hig threat:
Ho, sic.

Sam throws. Another ringer.

SAM
You like sea gullsg., Petey?

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (nervous)
Sea gulls, Mr, Presidentg?

SAM
I'm from Nebraska: I like cows.
You're from California: I figure you
must like sea gulls.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
Well, I probably don't like sea
gulls as much as you like cows, Mr.
President.

SAM (grins)
I like sea qulls, too.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (shocked)
You do?

The Vice-President throws. It's another complete miss.

SAM
Nothing pisses off an adult sea gull
more than to see a young chick
sticking his neck out. You know
what happens to the young chick who
sticks his neck out, Petey?

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (swallowing)

No I don't, sir.

SAM
He gets struck dead, that's what.

He throws three horseshoes. One after another: perfect
ringers.

VICE~-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (very nervous)

Mice shooting, sir.

SAM {(grins)
I hope you enjoyed your horseshoe
lesgon, Petey.

{ mervous)

VICE~PRESIDENT GR
Thank you very much, sir.

Sam nods and picks up some more horseshoes; the Vice-
President heads for his lime.
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INT. THE LIMC

He sits in the back, wipes the sweat off his brow, Looks
very nervous. Something SMASHES off the roof -=- it's like
2 bomb, it scares the beijesus out of him.

YICE~-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
What was that?

TEE DRIVER
I don’'t know, sir.

The Vice-President looks cut his back window. He sees Sam
standing there, horseshees in his hand, watching nim.

EXT. THE CAMPAIGN TRAIL

A series cf QUICK CUTS of Sam and Tayler campaigning.
kigsing babies, eating hot dogs, shaking hands, arriving
at airports.

MARTIN (V.0.)
Three weeks before Election Day, the
candidates appeared before crowds of
varying sizes in San Jose, Chicago,
Louisville ==

EXT. A SUBURBAN SHOPPING CENTER

TAYLOR
Let's keep America's eye focused on
Americans!

EXT. AN INNER CITY STREET

SAM
We live in a time of peace,
prosperity, and global goodwill. Our
economy is booming; our unemployment
is at an all-time low. I say we can
afford to be generous.

EXT. A ROTARY CONVENTION

TAYLOR
Is that what you work so hard fer? To
hand your money over to somebody in
Thailand or Guatemala or India?

EXT. SOUTH STREET SEAPORT -~ MHEW YORK

SAM
1 say we can afford to be humanei If
we darve! If we darel
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INT. A LIMOUSINE - NIGHT

Sam sits in the back with Heff and Doc as the motorcade
moves slowly through New York City traffic.

DOC {excited)
Did you see those crowds? God bless
you, Sam, tiey love youl

Heff looks at his watch as the traffic comes to a complete
stop. Sam has a drink in his hand.

HEFF
We should've blocked traffic.,

boC
Sam doesn't block traffic. Nixzxon
blocked traffic, Reagan blocked
traffic, Bush bDlccked traffiec. Sanm
doesn't block traffie.

HEFEF {(upset])
It's the dumbest damn idea you ever
had, Doc.

SAM (quietly)
Circle the wagons, boys.

They look at him: what is he talking about? He is star-
ing out the window in the stopped traffic., They follow
his look. A delivery man is putting on display a long rovw
of tabloids at a newsstand. It is the National Snitch.
The headline says: EXECUTIVE ACTION. Underneath, the
photo of Sam and the cow -- we don't see the photo
clearly.

EXT. AIR FORCE ONE -~ WASHINGTON - NIGHT

As they get off the plane -- Billy Long, the battle-axe
press secretary, and Mark Simpson, the yuppie-ish speech-
writer, are there. Billy hands them copies of the Snitch.
They are heading toward a helicopter, speak over the NOISE

of the chopper.

BILLY

They say they got the phcoto from a
reliable source.

{to Sam)
The First Lady has been calling you,
your daughter has been calling you.
Mr. Gorbachev has been calling you.
and Presidents Nixon and Carter have
been calling.

SAM
Wnat the hell do Nixon and Carter
want?



BILLY
Mr. Nixon wants to talk to you about
stonewalling: ¥Mr. Cartcer w&nts to
. talk about carpentry. The Indian
R Ambassader called to say the Indian
Vice-President can’t come to dinner.

SAM
Shict
EEFF
What about the networksg?
BILLY
Nothing so far, it's just the
Snitch.
MARK

This is bad moijo, Mr. President,
This is very bad mojo. It's
probably going to <¢ost us the dairy
lobby.

They get into the chopper.

INT. THE HELICdPTER

They talk over the NOISE.,.
HEFF

lL.et's wait for the fgedback. We'll
need some input.

DOC (holding Snitch)
We already know about the input.

BILLY
General Woods, Mr. Crawford, FBI
Director Hastings and CIA Director
Marley are already at the QOval
Office.

HEFF (to Sam})
Look == whatever the feedback is ~-
I want to say this right now for the

record.

0oC
What record? We don't want any
record.

HEFF (¢tr Sam}
He can overcose thig ~= z30mehov...
David knocked off Gollath, too.

g.

SAM
Yeah, and all these years later
they're still talking about 1t
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INT. THE OQVAL OFPICE OF THE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

The President and Heff and Doc and Billy and Mark sweep in
-= Clark Crawford, advisor to Democratic Presidents., is
already there with General Woods, chairman of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff, and FBI Director Hastings and CIA
Director Marley. There 1s a tense, crisis atmosphere to

this meeting.

HEFF
How the hell can they have gotten
somebody past the Secret Service to
take that picture?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
It had to be an employee at the
farm. We're active in making that
determination.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
S0 are we,

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
I propose we hit the Snitch's
offices.

FBI DIRECTCOR HASTINGS
You don't have the sanction to do
that anymore!

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
Neither do youl

SAM
A burglary? Don't you quys ever
learn anything?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
We wouldn't use the Cubans this
time, How about those Israelis that
trained the Colombian drug dealers?
We know we can trust the Israeli.

' SAM
Porget itt No! I don't even want
to hear itt

The PHOMNE rings -- Billy picks it up.

BILLY
It's the Fizst Lady.

SBM (rolls hisz eves)
1711 call her backl
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MARK
I've dons some research. In 1702,
Deward Hyde, the governor of New
York, was & transvestite who
presided over the legislature
dressed in drag. There was & 1%th
century congressman in Kentucky who
kept an eleven-year-old mistress.
President Buchanan was homossxual.

GENERAL wWOODS
Now we're talking, Sam! There it
is! So you did a cow, 50 what! Ve
put it inte historical perspectivet

CRAWFORD {(to Sam)
Maybe you should consider a kind of
fireside chat, a Checkers-speech,
90's—-style,.

BILLY
In prime time? What about little
kids? They're still going to be up.

MARK
She's right. They had it tough
enough with Pete Rose.

GENERAL WOODS
Don‘t worry about the kids -- any
kid with a cow in the pasture, it
wouldn't be news to him. The other
kids, they probably already used
their imaginations.

HEFF
Tha kids won't care about this.
Pete Roge hit 'em where it hurt.

The PHONE goes off again -~ but it's the red one.,
line. Sam picks it up.

SAM
BEi, Mike.
{a beat)
I appreciate that, Mike. I'll call
vou back, ockay?

He nangs up.

SAM
Mike thinks this might be the right
E =2 to hold 2 guick summit at Camp
David.

HEEFF
He is a terrific gquy., isa't he?

49.

the hot



SAM
Ee could £ly over, we could ban some
chemical weapons, do some photo~ops -~

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
How about a war? Can't we stars
some kind of limited, rigk-free war
that would distract everybody?

SAM (in shock)
With the Hussians?

HEFF
I don't think Mike'd go that far.

SAM (to Marley)
You want to get people killed just
because [ woke up with & hard-on in
a barn?

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
"War" is too strong. How about some
kind of action, an incursion,
something everybody could get
excited about.

MARK
We could hit some drug dealers
somewhere and do some good at the
same time,

HEFF
Are you all nuts? We can't do
anything like that. This is
Octcber. Everybody's always waiting
for an October Surprise. The cp-ed
page guys would eat us alive.

A long beat.

They loock

DOC
Well, what the hell are we going to
do?

CRAWFORD
We could set up a policy task force.

ar him like he's nuts.

BILLY

It's hurricane season. Mavbe we'll
get lucky. That'd be distracting.

{tew Sam)
You could chopper in, stay overnight
at a shelter, take some disaster
money with you, f£ind some
hospitalized, photogenic babies --
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A pause.

SAM
I'm not staving cvernight at any
shelter.

GENERAL WOODS
Can we seed some tropical
depressiong?

CIA DIHECTOR MARLEY
We don't have that capability.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS (hopeful)
We're working on it.

GENERAL WOODS (hard:d
We can't just sit here! We have zo
take action!

A long beat.

MARK
Can't we get some of the multi-
naticnals to help us? How about
Sony? What about that guy who
invented the Zip Code, can't he
think of something?

GENERAL WOODS (hard)
We've got to do something!

A long beat.

They lock

SAM
Well, I know what I'm going to dao.
I'm tired., I'm going to go to bed.

at him, astounded.

SAM (smiles)
When in doubt, do right. That's
what Harry Truman said.

GENERAL WOODS
We're going to use the bomb?

HEFF (in disbelief)
We can't do that.

SAM
No, we certainly van't. Good night.

And he walks out of the room.
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INT. ARTHUR SAMPSON'S HOUSE - IN THE HAMPTONS - NIGHT

Arthur Sampson, the Chairman of the Board of EBS, with
£lliot Kchner and Tom Martin. A copy of the Snitch is in
front of them.

MBRTIN {angry}
Do you mean to tell me that, with
this thing at every checkout stand
in the country -- we're not going to
say anything about it? We're not
even going to have a reaction o the
fact that it exists?

SAMPSON
It doesn't exist.

MARTIN
It's right here!

He holds it up =-- we see the back page, not the photo.

KQHNER
Nothing exists except a photograph
of dubiocus authenticity and even
more dubious taste. The Snitch
doesn't say who took the photograpa.
All they say is that they've
verified its authenticity and got
the photograph from a "reliable
source.”

SAMPSON
I am not going to accept their
verification, nor am I going to
accept their source., Nor am I about
to accept their standards. This
network will not lower itself to
Snitch standards of journalism.

MARTIN
Arthur, this photograph is going to
be a nuclear explosion in Washington
tomorrow. There are going to be
calls for his impeachment, his
regignation -« this is bigger than
the My Lai photos, Arthur. bigger
than the Zapruder film.

SAMPSON
But none of that is going to happen,
you see, because it doesn’'t exist.
Not unless Max Frankel or Ben or
Roone or Larry Tisch or Ted Turner
of I say that it exists. And we've
been on the phone all night and
agree that it doesn’'t exist.
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HMARTIN
What about the whole country? This
is all anvbody is going to be
talking about,

KOHENER
The country 1s going to be talking
about whatever we're talking abourt.

MARNTIN
Come on, Ellict =--.you know that's
not true. They den't talk about
what we talk about ~=- they listen to
what we talk about, on days when
we're lucky. What they talk about
is what they see in the Snitch.

KOBNER
So?

MARTIN
What do you mean =~- s0? We've got a
responsibility, a public trust --

KOHENER
They talk about Elvis sightings,
toos, den't they?

MARTIN {(after a beat)
Yeah.

KOHENER
But we don't put Elvis sightings on
the Evening News, do we?

MARTIN
This isn't an Elvis sighting,
Elliot.

SAMPSON

For the time being, Tom, that's
exactly what it is.

INT. HIS BEDROOM - MORNING
He is asleep. We hear loud VOICES ocutside the room.

CONNIE (0.8.}
I don't care if he's asleep, [ want
to talk to himi

Sam opens an eye, grimaces.

HEFF (0.8}
Just let me go in and tell him --
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The door swings open.

Sam Jr.

CONNIE {Q.5.}

54,

I'm going to tell him whatever I'm

going to -= he's my --

Connie ls in her early 40's,

the svelte side.

CONNIE
Fatheri! The degenerate!

Sam and Connie stare a3t sach other.

BEFF
I'm sorry, Mr. President.

Hig daughter. CONNIE, is there with

lots of makeup, on

SAM JR. (brightly)

Hi, Dad!

SAM
Hi, Junior. Will you leave
please, Heff?

Heff looks at them, leaves.

CONNIE (loud,

us alone,

enraged}

I have never been so humiliated in

my life!

SAM
I need some coffee,

CONNIE (loud)
How could you rape that poor

SAM

cow?

I didn't rape anybody. I'm a

politician -- I don't rape,
seduce,

I

CONNIE (to Sam)
God, you're such a chauvinist!

You'‘ve always been such a
chauvinist!

SAM

Please. I really need some coffee.

SAM JR. (brightly)

i'1l get it, Dad.

CONNIE (to Sam Jr.)

You're taking his side?

SAM JR.
I'm getting him some coffee.

CONNIE (to Sam and Sam JT.}
You're all aliket ALl of youl
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SAM
Thank you., Junior.

. Sam Jr. leaves. Sam gets up from the bed, putsg his robe
) On.
CONKIE
You're disgusting!
INT. TEE SITTING ROOM

They have moved t¢o the Yellow 8Sitting Room.

SAM (to Connie)
If you wouldn't be leaving ancother one
of your damn husbhands, maybe this
whnole damn thing wouldn't have ever

happened.

CONNIE
It's my fault? This -=- this act?
It's my fault? You commit this...
act... my own father -- and it's my
fault?

SAM

Do you have any idea how much you

depressed me? Your mother and I

have been married 43 years. What's
‘ your record marriage: three years?

He suddenly notices that Emily has come into the room and
is standing behind him.

SAM (after a beat, hesitantly)
Goed morning, emily.

EMILY (after a beat)
Good morning, Sam.

Sam Jr. comes in with the coffee.

SAM JR.
Here's your coffee, Dad. I already

put the sugar in it.
(a beat, brightly)

Hi, Mom.

E¥ILY
#i, Junipr.

SAM (ro Sam Jr.)
Thank vou.

?. A long beat, as they stand there, then --

EMILY (to Sam}
You shouldn't have any sugar, 5am.
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He looks at her a beat, then =-

SAM
I know.

And he puts the cup down. Another long beat. than ==

CORNIE (to Emily}
Sugar? Who cares aboutbt sugar?
{a beat)
How can vou even stand the sight of
him?

EMILY (quietly, after a peat)
I care.

She and Sam locok at each cther a beat.

CONNIE
Well, I den't. As far as I'm
concerned, I don't have a father.

Sam and Connie look at each other a beat.

SAM JR. (Quietly)
Lighten up, will you, Connie?

CONNIE (to Sam Jr.)
What? Maybe you understand what he
did ~-- maybe it runs in the family,
huh, Junior?

SAM
Cut the shit, Connie. Since you
reached puberty, you screwed your way
through the administrative assistants
in the Nebraska legislature, the
freshman congressmen on the Hill, and
at least one~third of the Secret
Service -- not counting your catalogue
of fiancés and ex-husbands.

Connie glares at him.

CONNIE
I don't believe thigs! I don't believe
you!

SAM

The apple ain't gonna fall that far
from the tree, huyh, sweetheart?
You're damn right it rung in the
family.

EMILY {quietly}
Sam, don't.
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SAM

Why the hell nok?

(ke Conniel
I love you, Connie, but that doesn't
mean we can't level once every
twenty years. It hasn't hurt you to
be my daughter. has it? ['ve done
more for your libido than The Pill
and diaphragms and the sexual
revolution combined. If I were vou.
I'd say thank you.

A long beat, and she glares at him, starts to cry and runs
from the room.

SAM JR.
Lighten up, will va, Dad?

4nd he hurries from the rocm after her.
Sam and Emily are left there alone.

A long beat, as they look at each other. Sam loo0OKsS very
sheepish.

EMILY
You lied t¢o me, Sam.

SAM
I don't lie to you. You know I don't
lie to you. I cheat, I philander, but
I don't lie to you.

EMILY
Yes, you did, Sam. I asked you if
there was anything else -~ besides all
the women --

SAM
For God's sakes, Emily -=- I tried to
tell you -- how the hell do you tell
your wife that you...

A long beat, as they look at each other.

EMILY
Do you really think that in my mind
this is the first cow that you...

SaM
It is! Since [ was a kid, anyway...

EMILY
I don't mean that. I mean that some
of your girlfriends coffended me much
more than this cow. I grew up on &
farm, too, Sam. I'm not naive.
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They lock at sach other. A long beat.

EMILY (quietly)
I'm leaving you, Sam..

He looks at her, stunned --

SAHM
Emily, for Pete's sake, Zmily...

EMILY

You've never Lied ro me before, Sam.
I'm sorry.

He looks destrovyed.

SAM
Emily... we're right in the middle of
a campaign, Emily.

They look at sach other a long beat.
Beff comes charging into the rocom.

HEFF
Mr. President, I have to see you right
away!

Sam doesn't even look at him, his eyes still on Emily.

HEFF
It is a matter of national security!

EMILY (smiles)
More lies. Goodbye, Sam.

And she turns and walks out of the room. A beat. and
then ==

SAM (hard, to Heff)
What the hell did you have to lie to
her £or? National securityt

HEFF
We have to get down to the War Room
right away!

SAM (after a beat})
Are you serious?

HEFP
Yesz, zir,

INT. THE WAR ROUM

They walk in -- the place ls deserted.
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SaM (astounded)
Where the hell is evervbody?

HEFF
We rleared the room.

SAM {asztounded:}
You clesared the War Eoom?

BEFF
It clears by itself for the Super
Bowl, vou know. It's dust for a
couple minutes, there's nothing to
worry about.

They get to the end of the War Room ~- a big TV screen is
cn. General Woods i1s there with Deoc and CIA Director
Marley and FBI Directeor Hastings.

On the screen, we see a MAN in his late, late 20's -— he
has a beatific smile on his face. He is sitting in a
chair with bright lights on him -~ there are figures
around him in the shadows.

: THE MEN (together)
Mr. President.

Sam looks at the smiling young man on the screen.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
His name is Jose Noriega.

SAM
That rings a bell.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
Six months ago your brother Mose
hired him as a stableboy at the
farm.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
Bis father was killed at the Bay of
Pigs. He has harbored a lifelong
hatred for libaral Democrats.

The young man suddenly glggles on screen.

SAM
What's he laughing about?

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
We've given him a harmless drug that
will erase his memory for 48 hours.

SAM
You drugged him? You don’'t have the
sanction to drug him,
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FBI DIRECTOR HBSTINGS
Mr. President, he took the
photograph of you in the barn. He
sold it to the Snitch. The Sniteh
rurned it over to Senator Taylior.

GENERAL WOODS
He's the only witness to whatever it
wag that happened in that barn. The
only witness.

SAM
What are you suggesting, EBen?

HEFF
The General s suggesting, Mr.
President, that without & live,
talking witnessg, all they've got is
a shadowy picture that won't ever
make the evening news.

A long beat =--= Sam laughs a nervous laugh.

SAM
Come on, you don't really expect me
to go aleng with this, do you?

pOC (hard)
He's gonna go public, Sam! The
sonofabitch doesn't just want to
make money, he's got a bhigger hard-
on than you had. He wants to fuck

yout
A long beat.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY (quietly)
We don‘t have to... fade him., We
have a drug that we can give him
that will... soft-focus him.

SAM
{hard)
No! Did you hear me? No!
poC

He's gonna ruin you, Sam. You think
T like this kind of stuff? I've
spent my whole life fighting this
kind of stuff. But this guy... Are
you just gonna let him assassinate
you?

The young man suddenly giggles again on screen.



SAM
What did vyou do, brainwash this
guy? You kidnap him, you drug him,
. you clear out the War Room, now you
want to brainwash him into some kind
of vegetable ~=

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
We would not brainwash him, Mr.
President. We are well aware of our
sanctions. He would only have a
minimal amount of very well-focused,
almost pinpoint, memcory impairment
and personality dislocation.

S&M (angrily)
Forget it?

FBEI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
That’'s what we're suggesting he
do. We call it the Eldridge Cleaver
pill.

SAM {(angrily)
No! I'm not going to turn
everything this country stands for
upside~down just because I... I'm
not going to do that, you
understand? End of discussion. Let
Noriega go. Now.

/wII

INT. THE CORRIDOR OUTSIDE THE WAR ROOM -~ DAY
Sam walks angrily away: Doc catches up to him.

DOC

You're committing political suicide,
Sam{ Please. We've had a whole
history of suicidal, death-wish
Democrats, Think about it, Sam.
McGovern, Carter, Mondale, Hart,
Dukakis ~= you're not like those
guys, Sam, are you?

Sam stops, loocks at him.

SAM {hard)
I'm not going to screw up everything
this country stands fort I don't
want to be President that bad.

Do
If you're not willing to screw up
everything this country stands for,
Jim Taylor's going tc screw this
country up so bad no liberal
Democrat will ever have a chance to
s¢rew it up again.

‘,:5&&”\’3-'
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SAM (angrily)
wWhat the hell kind of choice is
rhae?

. He starts walking agein: Doc keeps pace.

DocC
It's a choice between Humphrey and
Nixon, okay? But just remember ~-
Nixon turned out worse than Hubert
ever would have.

SAM (angrily)
Bow do you know thatg?

DoC
Because Hubert already had his
cancer. He would've died in cffice.

Sam stops, looks at him a long beat, and then storms away

angrily.
Heff comes out of the War Room and starts running after
nim.
HEFF
Mr. President!
He turns, stops. Heff gets there, very upset, out of
g. breath. Doc joins them.

HEFF (after a beat)
Mr. President, I don't know how to
tell you this.

DoC
What is it now?. More damn national

security?

HEFF (after a beat)
The First Lady has disappeared.

DOC (after a beat)
It's a plot, I told you that's what it
was. They fix you up with the cow,
they blackmail you, then they kidnap
Emily.

HEFP
She wae at the Mayflower making a
speech; she stopped in the rest room -=

DOC {upset, to Sam}
I don't care what you say! Ilt's the
RAugsiang -~ [ never trusted anybody
with a birthmark in my life! 1It's the
Mark of Caint

;wé\_\-i
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BEFF {urgent}
I've glerced the FBI angd the (I4 ==

SAM (calmly)
Don‘t worry about it.

They gape at him.

SAM
She hasn't disappeared: she's left me,
that's all.

HEFY (awestruck)
She's «= left vyou?

DOC {(crazed)
What for? What'd you do? What the
nell'd she leave you for?

Heff is rolling his eyes -~ he loocks like he is going to
cardiac.

HEFF
This can‘t leak! I mean this ,
absolutely can‘t == can't -- can not .
-= leak!

Ee desperately tries to control himself -~ assumes, half-
way, 4 calm tone.

HEFF
Do you think she's going to come back?

SAM (after a beat)
Heff, I gave up trying to figure emily
out 43 years ago. I can figure the
Russians out. I can figure the Senate
out. I can even, cn rare oceasions,
figure the State Department ocut. But
Emily -- no.

They stand there a long beat.

DOC (frantic)
What are we gonna do?

SAM (angry)
I'm dust the President of the United
States, Doc. How the hell do I know?

EXT. THE GARDEN - DAY

He is throwing horseshoes. He looks very upset. He
throws them so hard he knocks the stake down. He stands
there, fuming. Not far away, he sees a White House main~
tenance truck and, near it, a GARDENER, a black man in his
60°'s, working. He doesn't know quite what to do with
himself, and sort of ambles over to the Gardener .
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SAM
Hot day, lsn't 17

. The Gardener looks at him a long beat, then ==

THE GARDENER
Yes, sir, it sure as shit is.
{a beat)
It sure as shit is you ain't ie?

SAM (deadpan:
Yes, sir, it sure as shit is.

THE GARDENER (grins})
I vote for you. You a good
Pregsident. I'm proud to meet vou.
Can't say that about evervbody lives
here.

SAM {after a beat, smiles)
Thank you. 1It's nice meeting you, too.
{(a beat, seriously)
Will you do me a big favor?

TEE GARDENER (grins)
Yes, sir, I do you any favor you
want!
{a beat; suspicious)
what you want?

SAM
I want to borrow the keys to your
truck.

TEE GARDENER (grins)
Yes, sir.
{a beat; suspicious)
What you want the keys to my truck
for?

SAM
I want to go for a ride.

THE GARDENER (grins)
Yeasg, sir.
{a beat: suspiciocus)
What vou want to go for a ride for?

SAM [(angrily}
I want to get the hell out of here
for a whilei ['ve had ittt

The Gardener thinks about it for a while, then nods,
the keys ocut of his pocket.

gets
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THE GARDEHER
Here vou go.

SAM [ takes them)
Thank vyou.

THE GARDENER
You bring 1t on back now, you hear?

SAM
I will.

And he heads for the truck.

THE GARDENER
¥You watch your drivin’'.

SAM {nods)
You know something? I haven'y
driven in twenty years.

THE GARDENER
You ain't gonna wreck my truck, are
you?

SAM
I promise.

THE GARDENER
Okay. -

And The Gardener goes back to his work.
INT. THE PICKUP TRUCK

Sam gets in -- he sees a straw hat and sunglasses on the
dash and a worker's jacket on the front seat. He puts the
jacket on, the sunglasses, the hat, and looks at himself
in the rearview mirror.

INT. THE PICKUP TRUCK - LATER

at the White Bouse maintenance gate. He pulls up to the
gate. The Guard doesn't even look at him, looks at the
number of the truck and waves him on.

He pulls out into the street hesitantly -- cars pass him,
HONK their horns at him. He moves off into another lane
~-= another car really HONKS at him, cuts him off.

SAM
{bo himself}
Goddamn Republicanst

The other driver gives him the finger. Sam recurns it
angrily and then starts to laugh at himself -- f£irst
softly, and then with a cackle.
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INT. TEE PICRUP TRUCK -~ DAY (LATER}

He is driving, wearing his sunglasses, jacket, and hact.
He sees a series of direction signg -=- the last one says
CHEVY CHASE -- he makes 3 wild left-nand turn, heads for

Chevy Chase.
EXT. CEEVY CHASE ~ LATER

a4 middle-class neighborhood; very similar tract kind of
houses. He drives the truck slowly, looking at houses.

He makes a turn onto ancother street, looks at the houses,
then stops. He shuts the motor off and stares at one. It
is a small house with @ nice little back vard, a Weber
grill in the back, twe little kids -- a boy and a girl --
playing. He stares at the scene a long beat, then turns

away.

There is a red Corvette 2 couple hundred feet down, across
the street, facing him. He stares at the Corvette a long
beat and sees the woman sitting in the driver‘s seat. It
is Emily.

They stare at each other a long beat, and then he gets out _

and walks very slowly, hesitantly, up to the red Corvette.

EMILY
What are you doing here?

SAM (after a beat)
I came out for a drive.

EMILY after a beat)
That's not what I asked you, Sam.

He looks at her a long beat.

SAM
Where'd you get the car, Emily?

EMILY
I stole it.

SAM
You setole it?

EMILY
I came out of the Mayflower. It was
packed in the alley. The keys were
in it, all ready for me.
{a beat)
tt‘s & nice car, isn’'t ig?

SAM (smilesg}
Yes it is.
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They look
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EMILY

I hate those smelly old limousines,
SAM

I do too.
EMILY

Then what 4o we ride in them for
the time?

at each cother a beat., then away.
to say to each other.

EMILY
It's still a nice neighborhnood,
don't vou think?

around.

SAM
Yesg it is.

all

They don't

EMILY (after a beat)
Do you remember? We'd all pile into
our old Nash after dinner and we'd

buy the kids an ice cream cone.

SAM (after a beat)
I remember.

A long beat, and then he blurts it.

SAM
Emily, please don‘t leave me.

EMILY (after a beat)

Because of the campaign?

SAM {after a beat)
No, damnit.
(a beat)

Because we've been together a long

time. Forty-three years, Emily.
Forty-three yearsi

EMILY
I hardly even see you.

SAM (after a beat)
You've always hardly seen me.
That'zs nothing new.

EMILY (flares}

Don't you try any of that political
double~talk on me, Sam Parrl I used
to see you plenty when we lived here
-= of don't you even remember that?
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SAM (after & beatb}
I remember, Emily.

EMILY
Then shut up, Sam.
{a beat}
Blease.

SAM
Okay.

& long beat. They look away from each cthey. Finally --

SAM
Can I ask you something, Emily?

She looks at him suspicicusly. A long beat, then --=
gently., quietly.

SAM
Would you like an ice cream cone?

She looks at him a long beat, deadpan.

They look

EMILY
You're shameless, Sam.

SAM {(a slight smile)
I know.

EMILY (a slight smile}
Absclutely shameless.

at each other warily, slightly smiling.

EMILY
Get in the damn car.
SAM
Can I drive?
EMILY
No.
SAM
Pleage?
EMILY (hard}
N. Q.

SAM
I've never driven one of these
befoare, I've zeen them on TV.

ERILY
I stole it ~= I'm driving it. Get
in the car, Sam, and stop trying to
sweet-talk my vots,
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SAM
Okay, don't make a federal case out

Qf ltg mliy ——
and he hurries around the side and gets into the Corvette.
INT. TEE OVAL CFFICE -~ THE WHITE HOUSE

Heff sits behind the President’'s desk. With him are Doc,
CIA Director Marley, FBI Director Hastings and General
Woods.

GENERAL WOODS
What do vou mean they're... gene?
He's the President of the United
Stares -~- gshe's the Firset -- How can
they be gone? -

BEFF {philosophical)
He's gone. S0 is she.
{he shrugsj
They disappeared separately. I told
him she'd disappeared -- he said not
to worry about it -=- then he
disappeared.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
We checked every nook and cranny in
here. We've determined they're not
here.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
We've made the same determination.

A beat -- they all look at each cother.

DOC (calmly)
He did this in the first Senate
campaign -- we were sixteen points
down -- he found this waitress,

They stare at Doc in disbelief and consternation.

DOC (smiles)
He‘ll be back. So will she. Come
on, it happens. They have an
arqument. First she goes stomping
out. Then he goes stomping out.
It's normal.

They look at him a long beat.

Who's in charge?

I. WOODE (in a whisper)

HEFF (very shaky)
I am.
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GEHERAL WOODS (very loud)
Do you expect me Lo §go to sisep
tonight thinking you're in charge?

DOC {shrugs)
We're all in charge.

They look at each other; they don't like that any better.

DO (smiles:
It's like a plane... we're sort of
On.... automatie piloc..,. for a
little while.

They stare at Doc again.

GENERAL WOOQDS
What if something's happened to
them? What if somebody kidnapped
them?

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
Forget it. Those guys are bears for
publicity. They would have called
the papers already.

HEFF (suddenly very upset)
This can't leak! I mean it! Can not
leak! Can not! A lot of things have
leaked! But this can't leak! This
would be worse than Teapot Dome, Pete
Rose, Watergate, Irangate, and the
cow == combined!

They sit there thinking about that. The PHONE rings.

Heff picks it up. He listens a long beat as they
anxicusly watch him. He hangs the phone up, looks at them
a beat,

HEFF (quietly)
He walked up to one of the gardeners
and borrowed his truck from him,

DOC (very upset])
He doesn't know how to drive
anymoret

& long beat.

GENERAL WOODS (quietly}
You mean to tell me thar the
President of the nited States and
the First Lady are out there
somewhere, separately -~ without the
Secret Service -- gut there with alil

thoge... pecple?
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DOC (grandly}
He can take care of himself with
people. She is people.

GENERAL WQOODS (angry}
She is not people! She’'s a
peolitician's wife, And he's a
politician. He can take cvare of
himself in here and up on the Hill
with other politicians and their
wives. He's a babe in the woods ocut
there!

& long beat.

HEFF {quietly)
So let's £ind them.

He looks at the FBI and CIA guys.

HEFF
Let's see yocu guys do some police
wWOrk.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY {after a
beat)
We really don't have that kind of
expertise.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS (smiles)
No preblem. We do.

Marley gives Hastings an ugly look.
INT. THE CORVETTE - DUSK
The First Lady drives -- they are eating ice cream cones.

EMILY
You are not supposed to have sugar.

SAM (philosophical)
I'm not supposed to do... other
things... either, but I still do
them.

She glances at him -- then steps on the gas, hot=-rcds
around a guy. He looks at her.

SAM
You're pretty good., Emily.

EMILY
I'm going to steal cars more
gften. It's fun.
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SaM
Don't -= please -- we're in enough
trouble already. *

EMILY
You're in trouble, Sam.

S&M (after 3 beat)
Yes I am.

EMILY
What are vou going to do about it?

SAM (afrer a beat)
I don't Kknow.

EMILY
Great. That's a fine attitude,
You're just twisting slowly in the
‘wind, that's whar you're doing.

SAM (hurt)
.You didn't have to use those words,
Emily. You really didn't.

EMILY
Now you listen to me, Sam Parr --

She ROARS around another car, dodges back into traffic.

SAM (alarmed)
Easy, Emily, we don't have any
insurance.

EMILY (hard)
I didn't put up with all the grief
I've put up with in 43 years to have
it end up with the two of us pinned
to a damn cow.

SAM
You weren't there, Emily. You
didn't do anything.

EMILY (hard)
I am not going to just sit arcund
and watch my career end like that.

SAM
Your career? What abogt My career?

EXMILY
Do vou see how inconsiderate you
are? It's always your career; what
about mine? Do you know how hard
I've worked all these years? Do you
know how many hands I've shaken?
{MORE}



MW:I

73,

EMILY {(CONT'D)
Ho wonder I have arthritis. Do you
know how my face has hurt for months
from all the damn smiling I've had
to do?

SAM {after a beac)
I'm sorry, Zmily. I guess I am
inconsiderate sometimes.

EMILY
Well, you just stop being
inconsiderace right now! You owe
me, Sami! Flght the damn bastards!
But get me off of that damn cow!
Ang don't you ever lie to me ever
again!

SAM (after & beat)
I won't. I promise.

EMILY
Don't promise, Sam. You promised
not to raise taxes, too.

SAM
Congress raised taxes.
{a beat)

Okay. I don't promise.

They lock at each other again -~ affection between them.
They are stopped at a red light. A taxi stand is nearby.

SAM (warily)
Can you drop me here, Emily?

She looks at him a beat, then pulls over to the curb. She
looks at him a long beat.

EMILY
Where are you going?

He looks at her a long beat.

SAM {warily}
I'm not going to lie to you, Emily.

They look at each other.

EMILY
I don't want to know, thank vyou very
much.

He smiles, gets out of the car, waves, and turms toward a
taxi ag the red Corverte ROARS off.
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EXT. THE STREET IN CHEVY CHASE - NIGHT

in the quiet, middle=class neighborhood where Sam left the
pickup truck, Heff stands by the pickup with Doc, CIA
Director Marley., FBI Director Hastings. and General Woods,
in full uniform. Neighbors are out on their lawns with
kids, watching, as an army is in the street == cops,
soldiers ~- lights everywhere, & chopper BUZZING low.

GENERAL WOODS {looking
arcund, suspiciocus)
What ktind of neighborhood is thisg?

DOC {looking arcund)
It's just a neighborhood. 1It's
Chevy Chase.

GENERAL WOODS {looking
arcund)}
Is it safe?

HEFF {looks around)
We've cut crime in half.

FBI DIRECTOR HASTINGS
No neighborhood in America is safe.

CIA DIRECTOR MARLEY
You'‘ve got deomestic sanction, we
don't.

They give each other an ugly look.

HEFF
He's got to be around here
somewhers,

GENERAL WOODS (looking
around suspiciously)
What the hell would he be doing
here? This is a neighborhood, for
Christ's sake. What's he doing in a
neighborhood?

DOC
Sam's always liked neighborhoods.

GENERAL WOODS
Maybe there really i3 something
wrong with him.

EXT. TEE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

The First Lady pulls the Corvette te a stop in Eront of
the White House gates -- there are no other cars around.
She gets out, takes a last, longing look at the Corvette.
and walks to the guard’s hut.
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TEE GUARD is loocking down at a sheet cf paper.

EMILY
#ill vou open the gate, pDlease?

The Guard stares at her, keeps staring. BHe starts trying
to speak. He can't.

. THE GUARD
Mefi—m=M=M~iS=ig ==

EXT. A HOUSE APARTMENT? IN GECRGETOWN -~ NIGHT

Sam gets out of the cab: he wears his shades and his straw
hat. The CABBIE is a kid with huge, spiked hair. Sam
nands him a bill, starts t£o walk toward the house.

TEE CABEIE {(calling after
him}
This is 2 hundred dollar bill, pal.

SAM (comes back)
That's all I've got.

THE CABBIE
I can't break this!

SAM
Keep it.

The -abbie looks at him a long beat, then grins.

THE CABBIE
You pulled some kinda holdup, didn't
you?
He grins.

SAM
I just don't usually pay for
anything.

A beat, then the Cabbie laughs. A beat, and Sam grins
with him.

THE CABBIE
Don't worry about it, dude. Us
freaks gotta stick together.

and he drives away.

ShM (after a beat)
Goodbye. .. dude.

And he grins and starts walking toward the house.

P



EXT. THEE HOUSE - HIGHT

He walks up to the door, gets a key from his pockset, opens
it.
INT. THE HQOUSE

Iz's dark. He puts the lights 2n, startcs going up the
Stairsg.

SAM
Lacy? Lacy, honey?

INT. HER BEDROOM

She is in bed in the darkness, 2aking love. They are con
their sides. She hears Sam.

LACY
Ch my God!

He misinterprets it.

HIS VOICE
It's s0 good, it's so goodl

The door opens -- Sam stands there and puts the lights on
and for the first time we see that it is Vice-President
Graham in bed with Lacy.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAEAM
Mr. President!

He is frozen in a... delicate position. So is she.

SAM (after a beat)
I don't believe it.

LACY
This isn't what it lcoks like, Sam!

YICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
It is not, Mr. President!

SAM (getting upset)
What are you screwing him for?
I'm the President.

She disengages herself with.,.. difficulty... and tries to
get her breath back as she speaxs.

LACY
Don‘t... take... it... personally.

SAM (upset}
I'm not taking it persconally, I'm
taking it politically.
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LACY
No, no, no, this isn't political --

SAM
I'm not through yet! It's too early
for you to... premature for you to
develcp... new sources., It's
insylting to me. I didn':z think
you'd ever to this tg me, Lacy.

He looks hurt.

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAEAHM
I certainly don't mean any:thing
political being here, Mr. President -=-

SAM (to Lacy)
Are you trying to tell me this is
just... sex, Lacy? Are you trying
to tell me this isn't a2 premeditated
political action?

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
That's right. That's right. 1It's
sex. It's just sex.

SAM (hard, to Graham)
This is Washington, damnit! There
is no such thing as non-political
sext Don't insult my intelligence!

LACY (after a long beat)
I'm sorry, Sam, I didn't mean to...
there have been so many rumcrs...

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM (very
nervous)
I'm sorry, Mr. President. I didn't
consider the full implications, the
ramifications ~-- it's like the
Hindus, I didn't think -~ I know how
you feel about sea gulls -~

LACY (to Graham)
What are vou talking about?

Vice-President Graham just shakes his head, he 1Looks very
scared.

SAM (after a long beat}
When I'm re-elected to my second
term, Lacy, when you find yourself
without your "informed White House
sources®” -- that's when you're going
to be sorry, Lacy.

LACY
You're not guoing to == withdraw?
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VICE-PRESIDENT CRAHAM
at her;}
I did already.

LACY (locoks at himd
Neoe you =- him.

VICE~-BRESIDENT GRARAM
Ch.

SAM {grins}
You're damn right I'n aot.
{te Vice-President
Graham:}
And when you come toc me after my
. second term and ask me t¢ support
your candidacy =-- buddy boy, I'm
going te remember what you did to me
in this room. '

VICE-PRESIDENT GRAHAM
All I did was screw her. I didn't
mean to screw you! You've got to
believe me, Mr. President!

SAM (after a beat, wearily)

I'm ashamed of both of you.
aAnd he walks out of the room.
EXT. THE HOUSE - NIGHT

He walks out. An unmarked car is standing there.
by it. They look like Secret Servicemen.

A MAN
Can we give you a ride back to the
White House, Mr. President?

SAM
Thanks.

They open the back door for him. He gets.in.
INT. TBE CAR
It STARTS up.

ONE OF THEK
You hwd a lot of people worried
about you, Mr. President.

ShM
Well, sometimes you've just got to
get cut of the house, it starts
driving you nuts.

two MEN
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OME OF THEM (grins)
I know what vou mean, Mr. FPreszident,

-

SAM (smiles)
What are you boys, FBI? CIA?

Py

ONE OF THEM
KGR, Mr. President.

He is a bit taken back by that -- and then he starts to
laugh. They loock a¢ him ané then they start to laugh,
LO0.

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE GATE - NIGHET
He gets out of the car.

SAM
Thanks for the ride -- I hepe I
didn’t make you go out of your way.

ONE OF THEM
It's okay, we didn't have much going
on.

THE OTHER
Anytime, Mr. President. No problem.

He smiles and walks toward the gate. Ee wears his straw
hat and his jacket, but no shades.

TEE GUARD
What do you want, buddy?

S,

Sam doesn't really locok up from what he's doing.

SAM
I want to go home,

The Guard doesn’t lock at him.

' THE GUARD
There's a park across the street --
why don't you sleep it off.

SAM
You want to know someching? [ feel
great! I'm not even tired.

THE GUARD (bored)
I'm going to have to call security,
pal.

SAM (hard)
Cut the shit, damnit, and open the
damn gated

@&‘ﬁi
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The Guard looks up -= he stares, he keseps staring. Sam
tilts his straw hat back on hig head. The Guard starts
trying to speak. He can't,

THE GUARD
Memem=M=0=flg == migs == Mister Pre ==

SAM
Hit the button, will vou, dude?

The Guard hits the button and keeps stuttering and staring
-= the big gate opens and Sam Parr, the President of the
United States, walks down the wide dark driveway taward
his house.

INT. EBS HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT

JOSE NORIEGA sits with his AGENT, a2 man in nis 60s who
looks like Walter Winchell. With them are Arthur Sampson,
the 60=ish chairman ¢f the board ¢of ERS, Elliot Kohner,
the head of the news division, and Tom Martcin, the
anchorman.

SAMPSON
Do you really think you can come in
here and shake this network down?
We are not in the business of paying
for news storieg --

TEE AGENT
All ne wants is what everybody else
wants: a house in the suburbs, a
Mercedes, a pool in the back, a Weber
barbecue. What's so un-American
about that?

KOHNER (hard)
I'll tell you what's un-American
about it. He wants those things by
assassinating the character of the
President of the United States!

Noriega sits there and grins like a loon.

THE AGENT
This is the negative == I have
affidavits here from four nationally
respected photography labs attesting
its authenticity.

Noriega keeps grinning like a2 loon. Sampson, Kohner, and
Tom Martin look at the affidavits and look at each other.

THE AGENT
Mr, Noriega is willing to tell his
story exclusively to your network.
If you're not interested, fine,
we'll go someplace else.
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The Agent stands up dramatically: Noriega just sits there
grinning.

KOBENER (after a beat!
Fine. We're not interesced.

The Agent starts heading for the door: Noriega sits there
not moving, grinning into their faces. As The Agent gecs
to the door -= .

SAMPEDOHN
Just & minute.

Noriega giggles. The Agent turns, looks at them.

SAMPSON
How much did CBS cffer you?

THE AGENT
& million one.

KOHNER
Arthur, we don't want to do this.

MARTIN
Yag we do, Arthur.

SAMPSON
No we don't.
(a beat)
But 1f somebody has to do it, we
don't want it to be CBS, do we?

MARTIN (to himself)
I think I just saw Elvis.

SAMPSON (to The Agent)
We'll give you a million two.

Noriega cackles.

THE AGENT (smiles)
Done.,

MARTIN (to himself)
Elvis locks great.

Noriega keeps cackling loudly. They look at him disqust-
edly.

KOHMER (with distaste’
Can he speak Engliszsh?

TRE AGEWT
Yez he oan.

Noriega keeps cackling.
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EOHNER (to Horiega, with
distasce!}
Say something.

Noriega suddenly stops cackling and, with a perfectly
straight face, dramatically, and without an accent -=

NORIEGA
I couldn't believe my eves., It was
the President of the United States
... doing this... horrible thing.

A long beat, and then he suddenly grins, and in a heavy.
Latino accent -=

NORIEGA
Okay, amigos?

They stare at him.

INT. SECRET SERVICE CONTROL ROOM -~ THE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

THREE SECRET SERVICEMEN sit at & bank of video monitors.
They wear their sunglasses, like they do everywhere.

On one of the monitors, we see Sam walking up the White
House driveway in his straw hat and jacket,

One of the Secret Servicemen stares at the figure on the
monitor in disbelief.

THE SECRET SERVICEMAN
wWho in hell ==

ANQTHER SECRET SERVICEMAN
Grounds alert! Scramble! Scramblet!

They frantically start hitting all kinds of buttons.
EXT. THE DRIVEWAY OF THE WHITE HOUSE -~ NIGHT

Sam walks up the driveway toward the White House... and
groups of SECRET SERVICEMEN, Uzis raised, literally blow
out the doors toward him in their sunglasses.

ONE OF THEM (yelling}
Get down on the ground!

AROTHER
Freezel

SAM (gquietly)
Wait 2 minute.

OHE OF THEM
Ger the fuck downi
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ANOTHER
Don't movel

SAM {desperate)
Itz me!

and several Secret Servicemen literally fly toward him and
knock him to the ground, as others converge around them
with their Uzis pointed. A helicopter with a spotlight is
cverhead now -— the scene is blinding and DEAFENING.

JNE OF TEEM
Turn him over!

They turn Sam over; his straw hat has fallen cff. A long
beat, and then --

ONE COF THEM (guietly)
Oh my God.

A long beat, as Sam starts to get up.

ONE OF THEM
Mr., President.

-

They stare at him. Sam look at them a very long beat. He
looks like he's going to kill them.

SAM (quietly)
Well done.

He forces a politician's grin for a beat, then 1oOKs at
them like he's going to kill them again, then forces
another grin and starts trudging for the White House door,
limping a little.

Heff and Doc come running to him,

DOC (upset, concerned)
Holy Christ, Sam, it's not safe out
theret!

SAM (upset})
It's perfectly safe out there! It's
not safe in herel

He gives the Secret Servicemen another dirty lookK.

HEFF (concerned)
dre you all right, Mr. President?

S&M {angry} :
T wagz Ffine unvil I came back here.

DOC (te cheer him)
Emily’s back -= [’ve never seen her
in such a good mood.
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They walk toward the White House,

Doc :
You think she's got something going,
Sam?

SAM (after a beat, smiles)
Yeah, I think she does.

DOC (depressed)
Holy Christ, Sam. We can't handle
anything else! We -dyst can’'ti

Sam smiles to himself.

; HEFF (b0 5am)
We 've got everybody waiting for you
inside.

: S5AM

It's one o'clock in the morning!
Can't I take one day off without
everything going to hell?

HEFF
It's Neoriega. He's going network
LOMOTrow.

DOC (to Sam)

He's getting a million bucks! I
told you we should’'ve given him that
Eldridge Cleaver pill!

He just keeps walking calmly; Doc and Heff stare at him.

DOC (upset)
Didn't you hear me, Sam? He's --

SAM (very calm)
What did you think he was going to
do? You've got something that
people will buy ==
{he shrugs)
-= you sell. It's the American Way.

INT. THE OVAL QFFICE - NIGET

A crisis atmosphere -~ General Woods, Clark Crawford, Mark
Simpson, Billy Long, FBI Director Hastings, and CIA
Direccor Marley are here. Sam walks in wearing his straw

hat with Doec and Heff. They all rise.

&LL OF "THEM
My, President.

Sam goes behind his desk, takes his straw hat of£, throws
it on his desk.
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SAM
You go to Scuth America, you get
dysentery. You come to this town,
you get timidity. Well, not mel
We' re gonna Light the bastards!

Some 0f them clap. cheer -- others look at zach other
warily.

GENERAL wWOODS
We're gonna kick ass, Mr. President!

SAM (quietly)
Yeg we are.

HEFF {(to Mark, excitedly)
I want strategy memos on the
Watergate, Chappagquiddick, and
Irangate cover-ups on my desk at
eight!

MARK
You've got it.

SAM
I'm not going to let the fate and
fortune of this country get turned
around by one soft-ass moo-cow.

DOC
{loud)
God bless you, Mr. President.

SAM
I love this country tco much to let

that happen.
INT. EBS NEWS STUDIO - NIGHT

Jose Noriega, looking very serious., wearing a nice,
serious suit, sits being interviewed by Lacy Morrow.

NORIEGA (quietly,
dramatically)
I couldn't believe my eyes. It was
the President of the United States.
it was a horrible thing.

Lacy is equally dramatic and gquiet.

LACY (hushed}
What were your Gthoughts as you
watched -~

NORIEGA {after a long bDeat,

hushed) ‘
This... this wag our... Presidene?
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LADY {(after 2 long beat)
Was it?

NORIEGA (hushed)
You know it was,

LACY (almost losing it}
I beg your pardon?

NORIEGA
You have the negative.

LACY (after 2 beatr)
Oh. Yes.

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE - DAY

Billy Long stands in front of &z mob of NEWSMEN reading a
statement.

BILLY
The President did not engage in any
-« impropriety. He will not dignify
these allegations with a further
response.

A REPORTER (yelling)
Will the President hold a news
conference?

BILLY
The Justice Department will conduct
a full-scale investigation of these
allegations --

A REPORTER (yelling)
Will he appoint a Special
Prosecutor?

BILLY
It will examine the negative of the
photograph and -«

EXT. AN AIRFIELD -~ DAY

Senator Jim Taylor, with a mob of REPORTERS, standing
cutside his campaign plane --

SENATOR TAYLOR
{statesmanlike}

I hope, for the sake of this
country, that these allegations are
false, and I ask all Americans to
remember that, no matter how damning
the evidence seems to be, 3ll men
are innocent until proven guilty.
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EXT. THE WHITE RBQUsSE -~ DAY
Samp in front of a mob of REPORTERS.

SAM
President Gorbachev called me
vescerday and asked for this summit
to discuss the immediate
demobilization of 26 nuclear
missiles in the Scovier Union itself.
I consider the meeting to be a
breakthrough in the struggle for
world peace. The Summit will be
held at Camp David three days after
the election.

& REPCORTER (yelling)
What 1f you're not re-elected?

ANOTHER REPORTER
wWhat about the cow?

ANOTHER REPORTER
Did you engage in inappropriate
behaviocr ==

SAM
Thank you very much, ladies and
gentlemen.

INT. A TELEVISION STUDIO = NIGHT

We hear the EIBS JINGLE and see the logo for the Evening
News, and then Tom Martin is on the air.

MARTIN
As Americans heard and read a
farmhand's allegations concerning
the sexual behavior of the President
of the United-States, the Gallup
poll reported an overnight drop of
twelve points in President Parr's
lead over Senator Taylor.

TV COVERAGE
4 REPORTER doing street interviews --

THE REPORTER
How do you feel about these
allegations concerning President
Fare?

A MAN IN A SUIT
I'm horrifled.

A YOUNG BLACK STREET DUDE
Hey, whatever's right, vou know?



S,

mi

g8,

A FPRUOFER MATRON
It's digguscing. [ den't wane to
tralk about it.

A FARM WOMAN (tractor
benhind her}

Well, I like President Parr, but I
don't know about, you know... I grew
up on a farm. We've got eleven
cows. I hear it happens, but, veou
know... I have three prothers, but
as far as I know they never... come
to think of it, they 4id spend a lot
of time in the barn.

EXT. PASCAGOULA, MISSISSIPPI ({FILM FOOTAGE)}

We see FOOTAGE ¢of a hurricane battering Pascagoula. As ve
watch the footage, we hear --

MARTIN {V.0.}
The unexpected storm, which
developed suddenly and fooled
forecasters, struck the Pascagoula
area late last night. President
Parr interrupted a campaign swing
through the midwest to £fly to
Pascagoula.

We see FILM FOOTAGE of Sam in a shelter, talking to people
and holding a very photogenic baby.

INT. AN AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

Senator Taylor waving to a huge crowd, as they APPLAUD him
mightily. He gets off the stage and is surrounded by
REPORTERS.

A REPORTER
Senator, did you change your wording
from the text at the conclusion of
your speech?

SENATOR TAYLOR
I never deviate.
{he grinsg}
I am not a textual deviate.

MONTAGE -~ A SERIES OF HEADLIRES

The front page of a daily ~-- TAYLOR: I AM NOT A TEXTUAL
DEVIATE. On the front page of a tabloid, a photograph of
a cow: EXCLUSIVE PHOTOS: FIRST LADY? Another tabloid.
ancther photograph of a2 cow: HERE'S BESSIE! A news
magazine -—- the headline: SCANDAL IN WASBINGTOM -- on the
cover, we see photographs of Fanny Foxxe, Liz Ray, Rita
Jenrette, Donna Rice, and a cow. The front page of the
New York Post -=- Sam, at a campaign banquet, a glass of
miik in nis nand. The headline: EVERY BODY NEEDS...
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EXT. CALLCUTTA, INDIA (FILM FOOTAGE)

Hundreds of thousands of people rioting, running througn
the streets, burning American £lags, attacking the

American Embassy == ¢n the periphery of the action, we see
some sacred cows grazing benevolently.

MBRTIN {V.0.}
In Calcutta, 172 people were killed
in the largest anti-American rioting
in the history of that country, as
the government prepared to break
diplomatic relations with the United
States,

INT. A TV STUDIC

The patrician Clark Crawford, on a David Brinkley-type
talk show.

CRAWFORD
Of course I'm certain these
allegations are untrue, but let's
put this intoc context. When Grover
Cleveland ran for the White House,
he had fathered an illegitimate
child and his opponents were
chanting -- "Ma, ma, where's my pa?
Gone to the White House, ha ha ha!"

EXT. WASHINGTON, D.C. (FILM FOOTAGE)

We see hundreds of cows milling around in front of the
White House, surrcunded by angry protesters.

MARTIN (V.0.}
It was a joint protest sponsored by
the Rev. Jerry Falwell's newly-
reborn Moral Majority and the Animal
Rights Defense League.

EXT. GREENWICE VILLAGE, NEW YORK (FILM FOOTAGE)}

We see gays and lesbians, thousands of them, marching,
many of them outrageously dressed, all of them holding
"Pary For President” signs.

MARTIN (V.0.)
In New York's Greenwich Village and
San Francisco's Castro District, gay
and lesbian marchers staged what
they called “Freedom of Cholce”
rallies in support of the Fresident.

INT. EBS NEWS STUDIO

AR ANNOUNCER (V.0.)
-= gubstituting for Tom Martin 18
Lacy Morrow.
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Lacy is on the air.

LACY
&g President Parr crisgscrossed the
country campaigning today, the
Gallup=EBS Pcll, for the first time,
showed Senator Jim Taylor with a
four-point lead.

EXT. & FACTORY GATE IN CAXKLAND, CALIFORNIA
Sam, speaking to a small crowd -

SAM
The world is a global villzage.
‘Human beings thousands of miles away
are cur next-door neighbors. The
Parr Plan for Peace and Frogresg ==

& HECKLER
You got a piece, didn't you?

) SAM

-- says that those who have plenty
also have the responsibility to
share.

A HECKLER (very loud)
What'd you share with that cow?

Laughs. Sam stops, looks at them. We see people waving
signs that say -~ PARR AND ELSIE.

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

The helicopter lands -- Sam gets out with Keff and Doc.
They move quickly towards the White House, byt REPORTERS
yell questions,

A REPORTER
Are you geing to appeiant a Special
Prosecutor?

ANOTHER REPORTER
What about the Justice Department
investigation?

ANOTHER REPORTER
Why won't you comment directly?

Sam cups his hands over his ears as the helicopter blades
HOAR and pretendsg like he doesn’t hear the gquestlions...
just like another Fresident used to do.

INT. THE WHITE HQOUSE -~ NIGHT

They get inside. He stops dead. Billy is waiting for
them ingide.
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EA&M (guietly}
Christo.

He leans against the wall a beat, closes his eyes.

SAM (bitterly}
Did vou see what I just nhad to do?
Did you see me have to pretend that --
{a beat, then hard)
Goddamnit!

A long beat; he loocks at them.

SAM (quietly)
I never in my life imagined I'd sink
that low.

& long beat: nothing is said.

SAM (in pain)
Do you have anything more on
Calcugta?

BILLY
The death toll is up to 425.

Sam winces.

BILLY
They burned our Embassy, Mr.
President.

DOC (crazed)
Those goddamn savage heathen
sonsabitches!

BILLY (quietly)
We got everybody cut. Nobody was
hure.

SAM {bitterly)
I must be the cnly President in the
higtory of the United States who
burned his own Embassy down.

DOC
Aw, bullshit, Sam! Back in the
60's, we had 'em going up like
matcheg in the sun. We'll rebuild
tht sucker. It'll be good for their
local economy.

SAM {after a beat, guietly)
Don't you understand? 425 people
have died. Because of me.

& long beat.
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DoC
That's the down side, Sam.

They scare at him. Sam, finally ~-

SAM (guietly, contrgolling
rage)
wWhat's the up side, Doc?

DOC (brightly}
You didn't start any wars. You
never nad to say "Bring the boys
home ¢ "

Sam just stares at him.

DoOC
It's a real low body couant, Sam ==
{a beat}
=« considering... the possibilities.

Sam doesn't say anything, just looks at him.

HEFF
He's right, Mr. President.

Sam looks at Doc 3 long beat, then at Heff, then walks out
of the room.

INT. A MASSAGE ROOM - THE WEITE HOUSE - NIGHT

He is being massaged very hard, really being beaten. He
just lies there, looking exhausted.

HEFF
Noriega's going to be on Zsa Zsa
Gabor's talk show tomorrow -~ that's
the highest~rated talk show in the
country.

Sam says nothing, gets beaten,

HEFF (desperately; to Sam)
This thing is killing us! You've
managed to unite the Moral Majority
and the Animal Rights Leagues ~-
that's a political miracle.

DOC (after a beac)
Haybe you should go on Barbara
Walters and shed a few te®ars.

HEFF (to Doec, hard}
And say what?

DOC
I don't knonw. Ik doegn't matber.
Nobedy listens to her, they just
wait for the tears.
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Sam doesn't even look at them ~-- his syes are closed and
he is being beaten.

. HEFF {desperate)
A Do you know how out of control this

is getting? The Dairy Lobby is
going to issue a statement about
this. The Dairy Lobby! Are you
kidding me? Penthouse is pavying
$100,000 to some kid whno works on
your brother's farm who says he
screwed the same cow., Gary Hart is
covering the rest of the campaign
for the Miami Herzld. Gary Hart!
Six kids, aged 12 to l4. were
arrested in upstate New York for
kidnapping a cow with sexual intent.
What's next? Are the pimps going to
put them out on ¢42nd Streetr?

DOC
That's not a bad idea. It's safe
sex, you know., I read up on it.

& long beat -~ Sam sits up. He stares. Masseur leaves.

HEFF {quietly)
The Speaker's coming over tomorrow
with the Party chairman. There's
fﬁ. talk of asking you to resign.

boC
They'll never do that.

HEFF (in disbelief)
Why not?

DoC
Because they'd be stuck with Petey
Granam. He's better insurance for
Ssam than what‘a-his-name was.
Bush's guy... Redford.

& long beat; he sips his drink.

HEFF (quietly, intensely)
We've got to do something, Mr.
President.

Sam says nothing, stares.

DOC
It's toc late to delets the
sonofabiten, We should’ve done it
when we found out ==

R,

Sam gives him & look that silences Doc.



94.

DOW {angeily)
Well then, we should’ve given him
that Beaver Cleaver pill!

& long beat.

HEFF (qguietly)
I've got an idea.

They look at him.
INT. THE SITTING ROOM = WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

He stands in his robe, locking cut the window -- Doc and
Heff in the room behind him, watching him intently. A
long beat as he stares, then --

SAM (simply}
No.

A long beat -- Doc and Heff loock at each other in
distress.

HEFF
This is your choice, Mr.
President. You do this =-- nobody
gets deleted, erased, edited, faded,
Cleavered, whatever -- and we've got
a shot. If you don't, Noriega may
as well have put a bullet in your
heart.

Sam keeps staring out the window intently.

SAM
No. Absclutely not.
HEFF
Why the hell not?
(a beat)

Excuse me -- why not, Mr. President?

SAM
He‘s a human being.

Doc
He'‘s a worm!

Sam stares out the window ~- a long beat as they watch
him.

HEFF
My, Pregident, Jim Taylor isn't
Barry Goldwater. He's Joe MeCarthy
without the bocze, He's going to
play with this country the same way
he plays with himself.
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Sam deesn’t say snvrhing., but turns and loogikg at them.

Dog
You know what I heard the other
day? I heard when Jimbo was twelve
years old, nhe wanted a black
briefcase for Christmas.

Sam looks away from him, stares out the window again.

Do
Think about it, Sam. Do vyou want
somebody like that in here? He
wanes & black briefcase for
Christmas and he jacks off all the
time?

Sam stares cut the window, says nothing.
EXT. THE AMERICANA HOTEL -~ NEW YORK - NIGHT (FILM FOOTAGE)

Lots of policemen, spinning red lights, two hockers being
brought out in handcuffs -- and then we see Jose Noriega,
his hands cuffed behind him, being led ocut by a bevy of
policemen.

MARTIN (V.0.)
Police said they were acting con an
ancnymous tip when they arrested
Noeriega at the Americana Hotel. He
was in the company of two women with
long records for prostitution. They
recovered 14 ounces of cocaine in
his room, He will be charged with
pessession of cocaine for sale.

We see Noriega yelling to the cameramen.

NORIEGA (V.0.)
I don't do drugs! I don‘t know
these women! I had a drink at the
bari I don't remember anything!

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE - DAY

Billy Long in front of a bunch of reporters. She reads
from a statement.

BILLY
We have ro comment on Mr. Noriega's
arrest. He is innocent until proven
guilty. The tawdriness of the :
circumstances of the arrest should
cast no light on the false
allegations he has recently made.
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EXT. A TOWN EQUARE - DAY

"%

Senator Tayler talking to reporter.

SENATOR TAYLOR
I don't have any comment. Since the
beginning of this campaign, we've
strived to take the nigh rcad. 7This
campaign is going t6 be decided on
issues, not dirt.

INT. THE OVAL OFFICE - DAY

Heff, Doc, Mark Simpson, Billy Long and Sam. There is
excitement in the room.

MARK (to Sam: smiles)
There‘s a whole change of actitude
on the Hill this morning. The
Speaker has invited you to his
prayer breakfast.

SAM (flat)
Not unless they’re serving Bloody
Marys.

HEFF

Go. We'll write you a special
prayer. We could use some prayer
photos right now.

BILLY

(excited)
His arrest 1s going to change the
entire focus of this thing. They're
all geoing to start doing stories
about Noriega's background. His
allegaticns will be on the jump page
next toc the hemorrhoid ads.

Sam looks at her a beat and then looks away. He is the
only one in the room who doesn’'t lock excited; he looks

depressed.

SAM
Have we got the overnights yet?

HEFF
Any minute.

DOC {excited)
They're going to release him on bail
this afternoon. There are golng to
be more reporters there than when
that livele girl fell in the well!

An aide comes into the room briskly, goes to Heff. gives
nim some sheets of paper.
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HEFF {(grins)
Alright, here we go!

He stares atc the sheets of paper. He locks up. A beat.
then ==

HEFF (to Mark and Billy)
Will you excuse us, pleage?

& beat, and Mark and Billy leave the room.

SAM {quietly)
They didn't buy it, 4id they?

DOC (in disbelief)
Sure they bought it. They saw it
right on TV == the guy in handecuffs,
the hookers -- they're voters.
They're dumb. They always buy it.

HEFF (to Sam; evenly)
We dropped six points since the
bust. We're fourteen down.

Doc hits the wall with his fist. A very long beat, then --=_

SAM (guietly)
They're not dumb.

He gets up wearily. He looks almost broken.

SAM (quietly)
I don't deserve being here.

And he starts slowly, wearily, from the room.

HEFF (angrily)
What ~-- Jim Taylor deserves being
here?

Sam turns to him, locoks at him a beat, then =-

SAM (quietly)

No, Tom Jefferson deserved being
here., Abe Lincoln deserved being
here. FDR deserved being here...
and Jack.

{a beat)
And I used to take great pride in
the fact that maybe, just maybe, Sam
Parr deserved being here.,.. a little
bit... too.

A4 beat, and he turns and goes ocut of the room. They watch
him. He looks destroved.
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EXT. THE SOUTE LAWK - DAY

He is throwing his horseshces., It looks like it's the
greatest effort in the world for him to throw each cne.

He sees the black Gardener he borrowed the truck from
nearby =-- his truck is near him again.

Sam throws a last horseshoe, stands there, lcoks at the
Gardener working, and slowly walks over to him, He looks
like he is in a daze.

TEE GARDENER
You not gonna take my truck again.

Sam's smile is barely there.

SAM
No. Did you get your hat and jacket
back?

THE GARDENER
Yes, sir. Can't wear 'sm no more.
My wife, she took ‘em away, put ‘em
in a case, goin' give it to the
grandchildren. I like that hat.

SAM
I did, too.
{a beat)
I'm sorry.

THE GARDENER
I gonna buy me a new one. Next time
you ask me for it, I ain't goin’
tell nobody I loan it to you.

SAM
Deal,

He looks drained:; his smiles are very tired.

SAM
What's your name?

THE GARDENER [after a beat)
Jethro.

Sam puts his hand cut., The Gardener shakes it warily.

SAM
I'd like it if you called me Sam.

The Gardener looks him over warily, but nods. They stand
there a moment locking at each other, not knowing what to

savy.
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THE GARDENER
You gonna win?

SAM
It doesn't look like it, doss it?

THE CARDENER (after a beat; smiles)
Well, - guess you ain't ever gonna
forget that cow, huh?

SAK
I guess not.

THE GARDENER
She woreth 1t7?

SaM
NG.
{he smiles}
Hell no.

They look at each other a beat and they start to laugh
just a little bit. A long beat.

THE GARDENER
You ever think about just tellin®
the truth?

He starts to work on pulling weeds.

SAM
The President of the United States
isn't supposed to poke a cow, Jethro.

A long beat as The Gardener works -~ he doesn't 100k at
Sam.

THE GARDENER

Nobody tell the truth no more, see,
Everybody lie. Everybody expect
everybody lie. Now people watchin'
their T-Vee, they say -- Hellfire,
Sam's lyin' now too? Shit.

{he lcoks at Sam now,

gets up)
I been laughin' at you. I say =-
Whooboy, he stick it in that old cow
-=- whooboy, he got himself a dick.
But I was still goin'® vote for you.

{a beat; Le looks away)
Now I ain't goin' no more. Now 1
say -- Sam, he just like all the
otherg, I'm goin’ stay home like
mogt folks do, vote for nobody.

They lock at each other a long beat.



THE CGARDENER
Tell you what. though =- you want my
truck, I give it to you anytime.

. $aM (afrer a beat)
Thank vou, Jethro.

TEE GARDENER (seriocusly)
You want my new nhat when I gets it,
I give you that, toc.

Sam looks at him a long beat, touched, nods, and then
starts to walk wearily away. The Gardener wagches hlm.

INT. A TV STUDIC - NIGHT

Tom Martin is on the air.

MARTIN
Four days before the Presidential
election and two befcre the final
candidates’' debate, President Parr
barnstormed the country, trying to
shore up his badly slumping
campalign.

SAM (on the TV, at a rally)
We are a nation at peace and a

nation ~-
. INT. THE SITTING ROOM - TEE WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

Sam shuts the set off. He looks exhausted., Doc and Heff
are with him.

DOC ({angry)
Barnstorm -- what did he have to use
a word 1like that for?

SAM
It's just a word, Doc.

He looks utterly spiritless.

DOC
It's a cheap shot, that's what it
ig, it's g lot of horse shit!

HEFF
Let’'s cut out all the animal
analogies, similes and metaphors,
oRay?

Doo gives him an ugly look. A long beac.

;ll’
% DoC
k4

How come it's so quiet around here?
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They look at him a beat.

SAM
Do you know how many messages I got
while I was gone? Two. Do you know
who the messages were from?

HEFF
Mixon.

SaM
Yup, Nizon.

HEFF {smiles}
I was talking te an AFL-CIO guy
vesterday, he kept glancing at his
Rolex. I forgot what that feels
like -- when you talk and they
glance at their Rolex. It feels
like hell.

{gets upj
Wwell, I've got to get some slieep.

SAM
Good night, Heff.

DOC
Me toe, Sam.

SAM
Okay, Doc.

He looks so preoccupied he's hardly noticed they are leav-
ing. He turns to the window, stares ocut. He opens the
glass door and steps out on the patio. He buttons up his
robe ~=- it's cold. He stands there, looking at the lights
of Washington, D.C. A long beat.

And he turns and goes back inside.

He goes to a telephone. He stands there a beat. then
reaches down and dials.

SAM
Emily -- did I wake you?
{a beat)
I'm in the sitting room.
{a beat)

No. no, it's nothing., I just wanted
to ask you to come to the debate
with me.,

{a beat}
I know you always come. I just
wanted to ask you to come.

{a beat)
Well, because it occurred to me that
I hadn't asked you to do anything im
a2 long tinme,

{HORE}
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SAM [COWET'D:
{a long heat)
Good night, Emily.

And he hangs up, stands there a moment.
EXT. A TOWN HALL - NIGHT

Tom Martin is on the air, an old town nall that 1ooks like
it belongs in a different cencury lighted up behind him.

MARTIW
The candidates arrived tonight for
their £inal dsbate., two days before
the election, in the little town of
~ Nashua, New Hampshire, in this old
stone building that has been the
town hall for 123 vears.

We see FILM FOOTAGE of Sam arriving with Emily; of Jim
Taylor arriving with his wife. Sam loocks spiritless,
going through the motions.

MARTIN (V.0.)
The debate will begin as President
Parr has slipped 23 points in the
latest Gallup poll behind Republican
Senator Jim Taylor. It is the
lowest standing for an incumbent
President since election polling
began.

INT. A DRESSING ROCM ~ NIGHT

Sam with Doc, Heff, and Emily. Emily is knitting. A
makeup man is working on Sam. ‘

HEFF
Keep hitting away at the peace and
prosperity issue. Drop in the
Summit whenever you can. It's
pronounced Mos-coe, not Mos-cow.
Stay cool, be Presidential. No
words like “leapfrogqing," "pork
barrel” or "hog-tied.”

DOC
You don't want to make a horse's as S

cut of yourself, Sam.

Doc grins. Heff turns on him.

HEFF
That's not funnayi

DOC (innocently}
What'd I say?
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They look at sach other -=- Emily titters: Sam is like a
statue.

SaM (guietly)
Could I &sk you te leave me alone,
please? I'd just like to... sit
here a minuce.

They loogk at him with concern, then at each crher, then
start headlng out.

SAM
Would you mind,.. staying with me...
Emily?

Doc and Heff glance at each other. She lgoks at him a
long beat, then smiles.

EMILY
If you like.

She sits back down -= they leave. She continues her knit-
ting. He just sits there, staring a lcong beat.

SAM (gquietly)
Scmetimes I wish I could... knit.

EMILY
Maybe one day I'll teach you.

SAM
No thank you.

They lock at each other and then she continues her knit-
ting. He has been dead sericus, but now he smiles slcwly
-- looking at her: she is not looking at him. And it
turns into the biggest smile in the world.

INT. THE TOWN HALL STAGE -~ NIGHET

The town hall is filled -~ we see many of the political
faces here that we've seen before -- the Cabinet members,
General Woods, Crawford, etc. We can go to tneir facial
reactions if we want.

Tom Martin is the moderator -- a panel of news people face
the candidates -- among them is Lacy Morrow, looking very
businesslike. The candidates stand behind lecterns.

sam looks downcast; Senator Tay.or looks buoyant.

MARTIH
Each candidate will have flve
minutes for his opening statsment.
Senator Taylor won the coin tosgs and
has elected to begin. Senator
Taylor.
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SENATOR TAYLOR
I'm here to speak to you of a bygone
Americail An America without
affirmative action! Without
welfare! An America ready and
willing to take care of itself.

DIBSQLVE TO:

INT. THE TOWN EALL - LATER

SENATOR TAYLOR
Let's make this country the country
of our forefathers once againl!
Let's return to the old-time ethical
standards! The morality that made
this nation great!

There is very loud APPLAUSE: Taylor has looked great.
Heff locks at Doc, winces.

MARTIN
President Parr.

Heff and Doc watch him with concern. A long beat, and he
says nothing. FROM HIS POV, we see Lacy sitting tbere )
very prim and proper. He looks at Lacy. Lacy avoids his
eye.

SAM (quietly])
Holy cow.

Heff looks at Doc, his mouth drops open -~ he gapes.
There is shock in the hall, TITTERS.

SAM {loud)
Holy cow!

There is LAUGHTER now, movement =

HEFF {(to Doc¢, frantic:
He's lost it ~-~ sweet shit, he's
lost il

SAM (hard}
He has the gall to talk about
ethical standards, this
sanctimonious little jerkoff ==

e peoints to Taylor, who gapes -= the beginning of pande-
monium in the hall, some Reporters running for the doors -~

SaM
Who tried to blackmalil me ocutbt of
thiz race!l

More people running about in the hall.
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SENATOR TAYLDR (desperately)
That's not true: That's not tfruel
He's crazy!

SAM {(hard}
Morality, he says., Well, I'm not
going to be plackmailed!

Some APPLAUSE:; other pecple speechless; Reporters running
abourt.

SEM
Yes, [ diddled that cow.

Complete PANDEMONIUM.

ShM
I diddled one when I was fourteen
years old, and I diddled one in the
same barn last month, iust like my
dad did and his dag diéd before, and
a lot of men have diddled a lot
worse than that cow, let me tell
you.

Complete CEAOS in the hall.

SAM
Let me tell you something else. I
lied to you.

Things suddenly start to settle down now -- people seem CO
be in shock.

SAM
But I did something worse than that.
I made a decision to frame Mr.
Noriega and get him arrested for
something he didn't do.

GAPES ~= BOOS, NOISE from the crowd.

SAM
And there ig no excuse for that. I
was wrong. [ dishonored my office.

Heff is sitting on a chair with his head between his legs.
Ooc is holding his shoulder. It is gquiet once again Iin
the hall.

SAM (quietly)
I've got nothing else to say te vou .
It's out in the copen now. When I
came intc office, I told you I
wasn't going to lie to you. &nd now
I know one thing: When I go out,
that's still going to be true.
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& beat. and he simply starts to walk away from the mike,
as CEEERS and BOOS and PANDEMONIUM begin again. Then he
turng back to Taylor, who looks like he is going to faint.

SaM
And you., 8ir, you can stay up here
as long as thev're willing to listen
to you. But I don't even want to be
in the same rown with vou,

More BOOS, APPLAUSE, PANDEMORIUM, as Sam walks calmly cff-
stage.

A SERIES OF QUICK CuUtrs:
Newspaper headlines from across the country:

NORIEGA FRAMED

PRESIDENT ADMITS BESTIALITY

PSYCHODRAMA IN NEW HAMPSHIRE
PRESIDENT: TAYLOR A "JERKOFF"

TAYLOR: PRESIDENT "CRACKERS"

NIXON PLANS COMEBACK
NORIEGA TO SUE GOVERNMENT
DOWN DOWN 123! MARKET CLOSES!
FIRST LADY: "I'M PROUD OF HIM"
PETE ROSE TO PREZ: DON'T GIVE UP ON HALL OF FARME

INT. A TV STUDIQ - NIGET

Tom Martin on the air, live, He looks shaken —=- he clears
his throat before he begins.

MARTIN
Gocd evening., As America reeled
from the effects of last night's
Presidential debate in Nashua, New
Hampshire, glcbal reaction was
mixed. In Moscow, President
Gorbachev responded with a barnyard
epithet when a reporter asked him if
he thought the President of the
United States had lost his capacity
to govern.

GORBACHEV speaks in Russian with a2 TRANSLATOR translating
as he speaks --

GORBACBEV

Why? Because he was honest?
Hecause a4 man is honest does not
make him crazy. Perestroika has
always meant that honesty must aot
be equated with madness, as it was
in the Soviet Union for so many
years. That notion ig ==

[in Englishy
-= how 40 you say¥... Bullshit.
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TEE TRANSLATOR
Bullshit.

MARTIN
In India, the government declared a
state of emergency as the death toll
rose to 2,332 in the largest antji-
American rioting in history. We
have a report from Calcutta.

INT. A WHITE HQUSE MEETING ROOM - NIGEHT

Sam is sitting watching the TV -- with him in the room are
Doc, Heff, Billy Long, Clark Crawford, Mark Simpson, and
Emily. who is deoing her knitting.

They are watching footage of crazed crowds and burning
buildings.

THE TV REPORTER {(on scene}]
Anything American was burned.
American Express. McDonald's.
Coca-Cola signs. Movie theatres
whose marquees advertised Hollywood
movies.

Sam shuts the set OFF. A long beat; no one says anything.
He gets up.

SAM (quietly)
What about the body count now, Doc?
Are you still so happy I didn't start
any wars?

A lcng beat; no one says anything.

SAM (suddenly)
I'm going to go over there,

A beat -= no one says anything =- they look at each other.
Emily just keeps knitting.

HEFF {clear his throat}
I'm sorry, Mr. President?

SAM
I'm going to go over there.

HEFF (after a beat}
Wnere?

SAM
Caloutta,

DOC {jumps up)
Like hell you arei Like hell you are!l
I love you, Sam, you kaow I do ==
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SAM
Tomorrow morning.

They stare a2t him.

DoC
It's the pressure, Sam. The pressure.
You'll be okay. Just nkeld my hand,
boy == let's sit right down over here.

He tries to lead him to a chair.
Sam sees Heff looking at him.
SAM
Get that I-better-convere-the-
‘Security=Council look cut of your
eyes, Heff. 1I'm perfectly fine.

) HEFF {after 2 lcong beat)
If you say so, Mr. President.

A long beat, as they stare at him.

EMILY {suddenly)
I think it's a great idea, Sam.

SAM (locks at her, smiles})

Thank you, Emily,

0g.

Now they look at the two of them as Emily keeps knitting.

They clearly think they’'ve both lost it.

CRAWFORD (carefully)
May I ask, Mr. President? Why in the
world do you want to visit India
now?

SAM

Because I hurt those people. I wanted

to help those pecple and I hurt them.
And I want to apologize.

DOC {upset)
Fine! Step out on the damn lawn and

apologize! The whole world's standing

out there anyway waiting for the nex¢
part of the freak show!

{te Heff)
Call the goddamn Security Councill
I'm not gonna let him commit suicide!

MARK SIMPSON
Did you gee the television footage,
Mr, President? Thev'll tear you to
pieces.
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Emily picks the pileces of her knitting up, locks at them.

They look

EMILY {(calmly}
We're already in pleces.

at her llke she's torally lost i,

HEFF (after a long beat)
The Indian government's not going to
agree anyway. They've got a state of
emergency over there, they can't be
responsible for --

S&M (angrvy}
I'm the President of the Unized
States, dammit. If I want %o go to
Calcutta, I'm gonna go to Calcuzta.

EMILY
That's my Sam.

A& long beat; no one says anything.

BILLY (t0o the others)
What's there to lose? The election’s
over. This way -- he goes cut with a
profile in courage.

CLARK (after a beat)
Maybe it is time for all of us to
start thinking about posterity.

DOC (very upset)
Posterior? Posterior? That's all
we've been thinking about for a whole
month! Where the hell have you been?

SAM (smiles)
Good. It's decided then.

A long beat, then Emily gets up.

EMILY
Well, I guess I've got some packing toO
do.

And, as they stare, she heads out of the room.
INT. EBS HNEWS - DAY
Lacy Morrow sits at the news desk.

AN ANNOURNCER [(V.0.}

Thig iz 2 special edition of the EBS
Morning News with Lacy Morrow.
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LACY
Good morning. America votes today as
the Gallup-£BS Poll shows a 31 point
lead for Senator Tayior. As political
experts everywhere forecast the
greatest landslide in American
higtory, the President of the United
states is on his way to Calcuttaz in
defiance of the Indian government's
wishes. Millions of Indians,
meanwhile, have taken to the streets
of Calcutta to protest the President’s
arrival.

LIVE VIDEQC COVERAGE - CALCUTTA

Jammed streets. Crazed, HOWLING mobs. Chaos. American
flags being burned. Sam being hanged in effigy. Windows
SHATTERING. Buildings aflame.

INT. AIR FORCE ONE - DAY

Sam is watching this on TV on the plane. Emily sits next
to him, knitting == also there are Doc and Heff. We see
lots of Secret Servicemen -- the same ones who knocked Sam
down in front of the White House ~- wearing their shades.

As they watch the Indian scenes of carnage -~

DoC
I don't care what you do, Sam == but
I'm not getting off this goddamn
plane, I'll tell you that.

SAM
How far are we?

HEPF
Seven and a half hours.

A SECRET SERVICE AGENT in charge comes in.

THE AGENT
Calcutta traffic is gridlock ==

EMILY
It was gridlock when we were here the

lage time, 00 ==

THE AGENT
President Singh has notified us he
will provide no special security, but
the KGB has sent 200 of their people
in. Theyv're setting up the advance
right now.

snother Alde whispers to Heff.
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HEFTY
Do you want to hear some exit polls?

They don't even answer nim.

DoC
wWhere the hell are we going once we
get there?

SAH
To the Embassy.

Doc
The heathens burned it down, Sam ==
weren't you listening?

EMILY
Burned or not, it's still cur embassy.
DOC =

He stares at her.
INT. EBS ELECTION CENTRAL - NIGHT

Tom Martin in front of the gigantic electronic set. There .
are lots of people there now; the place is very alive.
Big TV monitors, maps all over the room.

MARTIN
Good evening. As the count begins for
this year's Presidential election, cone
thing is already certain. This will
be the lowest turncut in American
history. Urban registrars across the
country report record-breaking low
turnouts. With me now is EBS White
house correspondent Lacy Morrow. Lacy
-=- is there any way, in your
estimation, that President Part can
pull off a political miracle tonight?

LACY
Well, if I've learned anything at all
at the white House, Tom, it 1s never
to underestimate President Parr's...
strengths., I don‘t want to come... £O
any... premature... conclusions, but
this election, it seems to me, is
really... anti-climactic. It climaxed
with & bang in New Hampshire,

MARTIN (urgently}
I nave word now that Alr Force One 12
about to land in Calcutta -~ we will
be switching live by satellite asz soon
ag the President lands.
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INT. ALR FORCE ONE ~ DAY

It is night in America, day in Calcutta. As the plane
comes in to land, they see s seaz c¢f people. Sam stares.
Emily looks up from her knitting, loocks out, then looks
back at her knitting -= but puts her right hand around

Sam’'s.
Doc just stares cut the window.

DOC (to Heff: guietly)
I know I have but one life to give for
my country... but I want lgf.

LIVE TV COVERAGE

We see the plane doors opening. Martin describes the
action as it happens.

MARTIN (V.0.}
That fleet of limousines you see there
awaiting the White House party was
provided by Indian holy man
Rabindranath Ma.

=

We see a photograph of a somewhat familiar-looking man in
the top right-hand corner of the screen. He is very
bearded and very long-haired.

MARTIN (V.0.)
Mr. Ma, as some of you may know, is
the former televangelist Jimmy
Swaggart, who moved to India six years
ago, renounced Jesus, and set up his
pantheistic ministry on the banks of
the Ganges.

EXT. AIR FORCE ONE - DAY

Sam stands at the top of the stairs. A beat —-— he doesn't
smile, and then he waves. An overwhelming chorus of BOOCS
and chaotic NOISE greets him: the howl of the mob.

A beat, and he starts to head down. Heff comes to h::.m
quickly from inside the plane, He wears a headset with
one of those tiny mouthpieces attached.

Sam stops, looks at Heff, He sees the concern on Heff's
face.

S8&M (with feeling)
It*ll be alright, Heff.

There is affection between these two people. What does
Heff say at a moment like this?
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HEFF
All we've got ls the bilg-city vote.
Democracic. selidly-labor -=- it's
going zwo-to-one for Tavlicr.

Sam smiles, then heads down the stairs. Emily, Heff, Doc
-- wearing a headset with a mouthpiece just like Heff's --
are behind him, as well as a bunch of Secret Service
types.

They get to the bottom of the stairs. The HOWLING,
banshee-like noise continues. They are greeted by men in
suits. '

SAM {to cne cf them)
I know you, don'‘t I?

It is one of the KGB MEN who drove him back to the White
House.

THE KGB MAN
You felt like getting out of the house
again, right?

LIVE TV COVERAGE

The Presidential motorcade -- a very small one —-- 1S
moving at snail's pace through huge, angry crowds.

MARTIN (V.0.)
This is a unigue moment in American
history =~ The President of the United
States, on Election Night, braving
hostile crowds, riding Jimmy
Swaggart's limousine, en route to the
ruins of a burned American Embassy, tO
apologize for a deviant sex act.

As we FOLLOW the limousine at snail's pace through the
SCREAMING, angry crowds ~- these words run across the
bottom of the screen: EBS PROJECTS SENATOR TAYLOR HAS WON
NEW YORK AND PENNSYLVANIA.

INT. THE PRESIDENTIAL LIMOUSINE - DAY

Sam sits in the back with Emily, who is knitting -- facing
Heff and Doc, who are wearing their headsets. Crazed,
angry faces push agalinst the windows.

HEFF {into his mouthpiece)

It’'s wrong, check it again.

{to Sam)
Athens County, Ohis. Solidly rural.
solidly Republican., Last time out
1,400 people voted there cut of
11.100 registered. This time out.
we've got 10,200 people voting.
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Sam loocks at the SCREAMING, angry faces. As he does,
these words run acrosg the bottom of the screen: EBS
PROJECTS SENATOR TAYLCR HAS WON ILLINOIS AND OHIO.

SAM
What are you Kknitting, Emily?

EMILY i(smiles)
A sweater for Joevy.

ShM
It looks nice.

EMILY (smiles)
Thank vyou.

HEFF (to Bam)
It doesn’t make any sense. We've got
the lowest turnout in Presidential
. history, according to the TV guys ==
what the hell are all those people
doing voting in Athens County, Ohio?

DOC
It's the goddamn computers screwing
everything up!

HEFF (to mouthpiece}
What?
fto Sam)
It says we're getting 9,150 votes cut
of 10,200.
{a beat, then suddenly)
Oh boy oh boy oh boy oh boy!

They follow his look. A sacred cow is at the side of the
car, its face pressed to the glass.

DOC (yelling)
Get that damn cow outa here, for
Christ's sake!l
Sam and the cow lock at sach other a long beat.

SAM (quietly, friendly)
Hellc there, Elsie, how are you?

tmily loaks up from her knitting, looks at him smiling at
the cow, sort of harrumphs. and goes back to her knitting.

LIVE COVERAGE

We see the motorcade winding its way very slowly toward 2
building in the distance that has been burned into rubble.
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MARTIN (V.0.3

That, I think is what is left of the
American Embassy. This is & scene of
absolute chaos, a2 moment of drama
equal in my mind to Neil Armstrong's
first step on the moon.

{a beat, then urgently}
EBS projects, on the basis of early
urbpan returns, that Senator Taylior has
won the states of HMarylangd, South
Carolina, Virginia. and Florida.

{more urgent)
Senator Tayleor, I have word., has djust
entered his campaign headguarters at
the Faimer House in Chicago.

INT. THE PALMER HQUSE - CHICAGO

The campaign headquarters -- Taylor and his wife and kids
step out on the stage, wave to the crowd. A band PLAYS
the theme from Rocky. Excitement. Joy. Taylor smiles
the smile of the winner.

TAYLOR (smiling)
Thank you. Thank you,

Crowd CHANTING: We want Taylor! We want Taylor!
INT. THE LIMOUSINE - CALCUTTA

It pulls up to the rubble of the Embassy, stops. The
HOWLING crowd. Only a few walls are left and they are
covered with anti-American graffiti in big letters. The
crowd all around the car.

Sam looks out at this.

DOC (desperate)
Let's get the hell outa here, Sam!
Please. Please!

Sam looks at the angry crowd. A long beat. He looks
scared.

EMILY (calm)
it's the largest crowd we've ever
worked, Sam.

Ye loocks at her, smiles. Doc and Heff still wear their
headgets.,

EEFF (suddenly)
Clinton County, Penngylvania. Rurali.
Republicans. 16,000 registered;
13,622 Parr.

He says it in machine-gun style, a faraway look in his
eyes.
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DOC (to Heff, velling)
Will you shut up, for Christ's sake!

HEFF {(in & babble:
Plier County, Vermont -=- 4,000
regiscered -~ 3,120 votes for Parr.

Doc reaches over in fury and pulls the plug out of Heff's
headset.

SAM (to Emily. smiles)
Let's g knock ‘em dead.

And he opens the door. And Doc¢ closes his eyes shut as
Heff desperately tries to f£ix his headset.

LIVE COVERAGE

OVERHEAD SEOT -- getting cut of the limso, surrounded by
Secret Service and KGB guys -- hemmed in by a HOWLING mob
on all sides -- Sam has his arm around Emily as they make
their way to the rubble of the Embassy.

MARTIN (V.0.)
On the basis of three percent of the
vote, EBS now projects: Senator James
Taylor of Illinois! Eas been elected
President of the United States!

INT. A SUITE AT THE PALMER HQUSE - CHICAGO

WHOOPING, hugging == Taylor and his family and closest
advisors. Who is that man in the corner? (Can that pos-
sibly be Richard Nixon? Victor Mackey grins, holding a
telephone, smiling broadly as people hug him. And then
the smile on his face suddenly fades.

LIVE TV COVERAGE =~ CALCUTTA

Sam gets to a large mound of rubble inside the Embassy
area. He climbs it and stands there as the mob HOWLS at

him.

SAM
My friends --

An egg hits him in the face, splatters down his face.

SaM
My friends -~

They keep screaming, don't guiet down.

On the TV screen, these words flash in big letters:
SENATOR TAYLOR ELECTED.

Behind the flashing words, Sam tries to talk. Another egg

nits him, then another. He just stands there, Lgnores

i&t‘
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Doc stands behind Sam on the mound with Emily and Heff.
Suddenly Doc's eves go huge in this chaos.

DoC
{guletly}
Holy shit.

5 long Deat, as Sam stands there, facing the howling
crowd.

DO (very loud)}
Holy shit!

INT. EBS ELECTION CENTRAL ~ NIGHT

Tom Martin, off camera, with Lacy, twg other correspan-
dents, and Elliot Kohner. They're looking at computer
figures. There are TV monitors all over the room showing
Sam trying tc speak.

MARTIN {looks at sheet)
I don't get it.

KOHNER
I don't either.

MARTIN
It must be the damn computers.

A CORRESPONDENT
We called the county registrar's
three times. I called myself.

Tom gets another computer printout.

MARTIN (reads)
Wyandotte County, Michigan. Rockrib
rural. Republican. 14,000 registered
-= 12,300 voted., 1It's impossible.
It's just -- not -- possible.

Kohner takes the printout.

KOHNER
12,300 voted -- 10,200 of them for
President Parr.

MARTIN (flatly)
Come on, it's wrong.

A man brings ancther sheet of printout. Martin looks at
it.

HARTIN (in disbelief}
Jefferson County, Indlana. Rural.
Republican. 15,200 registered.
13,200 voted. 11,900 for Parr.
{MORE}
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HARTIN (CONT'D)
ia long beat, then)
What the fuck is going on?

Lacy looks at the printout a long beat -~ then, very
guietly -=

LACY
Oh my God.
INT. THE PALMER HOUSE SUITE - NIGHT

Everybody veiling "We want Taylor!” Victor Mackey. in all
this noise, whigpers something to Senator Taylor.
Taylor's face goes blank. He suddenly lcoks like a ghost.

EXT. THE EMBASSY - CALCUTTA

One of the KGB men hands Sam a bullhorn. He stands there,
atop the mound of rubble, in the HOWLING noise --

SAM
My friends ~-

They start to quiet -- but very little.

Doc is a few people away from Heff, both of them wearing
their headsets, behind Sam.

SAM (loud, to Heff)
What the hell is going on?

HEFF (loud)
I don't know!

Sam glances back at them a beat, then --

SAM
My friends --

LIVE TELEVISION COVERAGE
Tom Martin ig on. He looks shaken.

MARTIN
On the basis of record-setting rural
and agricultural returns -- EBS is
withdrawing -- withdrawing -- our
earlier projecticn that Senator James
Taylor has been elected President cof
the United States.

EXT. TEE I

As Sam tries to talk, Doc suddenly lets ocut a wild, crazed
whoop, and then another.



Sam looks back ar him -- the crowd seems awed by the
whoops, too, and now really starts to gquiet.

HEFF (screaming}
Spnofabitchi

Doc lets out ancother whoop as Sam looks at them and the
crowd 1s guier enough now for him to speak.

SAM (with bullhornj}
My friends -=

gehind him, Doc and Heff try to restrain themsslves.

SAM
I ccme before you today, as the
President of the United States == to
ask your forgiveness,

Some angry vells and nolse in this huge crowd but they are
for the most part guiet.

DOC (suddenly, loud)
We won New York!

Sam locks back at Doc in dighelief,

DOC (grinning like a loon)
We won New York!

SAM
I come to ask you not to blame the
greatest nation on the face of the
earth for one fcolish cld man's
mistake,

On screen, we see these words run across the bottom: EBS
PROGJECTS PRESIDENT PARR HAS WON NEW YORK.

SAM
I have no excuse for what I did. I am
a human being, like all of you, with
faults like everyone else.

DOC (suddenly, loud)
We won Pennsylvanial

SAM
Please don’'t allow my actions to
separate our two great nations.

On the screen, we see these words running across the
bottom: EBE PROJECTS PRESIDENT PARR HAS WON PENNSYLVANIA.

SAM
I am here to ask you to somehow £ind
it in your hearts to forgive me.
{MORE}
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SAM (CONT'D)
I am here to ask you to understand, as
I have learned to understand, that ws
are -- all of us -= all of ug
everywhere ln every naticn -- we are
all God's imperfect children. That's
all we are. That's all we will eaver

be.
INT. THE PALMER HOUSE SUITE - NIGHT

Senator Taylor stands against a wall. He looks dead.
Everyone in the room is frozen, staring at him. Victor

Mackey is crying.

Senator Taylor turns., deadpan, and walks intc the bath-
room. He closes the door.

EXT. THE EMBASSY IN CALCUTTA - DAY

SAM
Thank you. And God bless you.

He stands there a long beat. There is not a sound in the
huge crowd.

LIVE COVERAGE

Tom Martin, on screen, He is almost babbling.

MARTIN
We're beginning to get the Western
vote. Record turnouts in Wyoming,
Idahc, North Dakota, South Dakota,
Utah, New Mexico -- rural areas across
America turning out like they've never
turned cut before, voting
overwhelmingly for President Parr --

EXT. EMBASSY - CALCUTTA

The phalanx of KGB and Secret Service guys leading Sam,
Emily, Heff, Doc and the others through the crowd. The
crowd is still, these people are just staring at him.

As they work their way through the crowd to the 1limo -~

HEFF (to Sam)
It's a fucking stampede! The farmers!
Can you believe it? The gouddamn
farmers!

Doc
What the hell’'s wrong with ‘sm? They
never vote for usi
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INT. TBE LIMOUSIHNE

;. They pile inside the limo. As soon as :=ney do, the limo
! starts moving, slowly, through the crowd.

DoC
I don't get izi

HEFF
I don*t, elther!

Emily takes nher knitting ocut again.

EMILY
T do.

EETFF
You do?

EMILY (smiles)
I certainly do.

SAM (smiles)
I do too.

EMILY (knitting)
Every farmer I ever knew had a soft
spot for a cow.

. Doc and Heff stare at her a long beat.
INT. THE PALMER HQUSE SUITE - THE BATEROOM

Senator Taylor sits on the lidded toilet, fully-dressed.
Bis eyes are dead. He stares. A long beat, and then we
hear the SOUND of a zipper being unzipped. '

INT. EBS ELECTION CENTRAL ~ NIGET

Tom Martin, on the air with Lacy. On the monitors around
them, we see the Presidential motorcade moving slowly
through the streets of Calcutta.

‘ LACY
What I think we're seeing, Tom, is a
response to rugged,, old-style
American individualism. The Silent
Majority has finally voted. President
Pary has struck z chord and non-urban.,
non -ethnic America has responded.
Liberalism is no longer a big=city
phenomenon; it hag captured the heart
~m the secret hesrt -~ of America

§. itself.

She smiles, Martin stares at her a bear. His expression
says: What did she say? -- and then forces & smile.
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MARTIN
Thank you, Lacy.

INT. TEE LIMOUSINE
as it moves through traffic very slowly.

DoC
We've got Virginial

BEFF
Florida!

DoC
South Carolinal

HEFE
Texasg!

The car comes to a sudden, dead stop. They are almost
thrown out of their seats.

DOC (turning around}
What the hell’'s the macter?

Heff turns and stares. T

HEFF (qQuietly)
oh no.

And then we see it. A sacred cow stands right in the
middle of the road, a couple hundred feet in front of the
car. There are thousands of people on both sides of the’
car.

A long bea&t, as Sam looks at the cow through the window,
and then he opens the door.

DOC (in panic)
Don't do it, Sami

Sam gets out == and Heff puts his head into his hands.

EXT. THE STREET

Sam gets cut. There is pindrop silence in the street. He
locks at the cow a long beat -~ the cow locks at him --
and then he slowly goes up to it.

Emily has gotten cut of the car behind him and stays about
£ifty feet behind him.

Sam and the cow lock at esach other 2 long best. The cow
suddenly MOOS -~ the crowd drops to its knees. [t MOOS
again. The crowd presses their faces toward the ground.

A long beat, 38 Sam looks at the cow, then -——
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SAM (gently, guletly)
You go on now, Elsie. GO on now.
{& beat)
You go your way, honey, and I'11 go
mineg.

A long beatr, the ¢ow sands there, and Sam slowly smiles.

SAM
You know I love va, honey. You know I
do. Go on now, go on, _

The cow gives Sam a last, mournful look and wanders away.

On screen, suddenly, the flashing words: PRESIDENT FARR
RE-ELECTED!

He turns to Emily, standing there, as the crowd is geteting
up off the ground and staring at Sam in awe. They start
to walk back toward the limo.

SAM
Emily, did I tell you I was sorry?

EMILY -—
Actions speak louder than words,

Sam.

He looks at her and as he opens the door to the limo for
her, he kigses her softly on the cheek.

SAM
Not in politics, honey.

And they get into the car.
INT, PARR CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NEXT DAY

The band PLAYS a booming "Hail to the Chief" as Sam comes
out on the huge, platform-style stage. Bunting is every-
where, He is with Emily, Connie, Sam Jr., the grand-
children, Doc, Heff, some of the others.

He waves, grins, backslaps, moves down the big stage,
pointing to people, laughing as the band keeps playing
"Hail to the Chief.”

And the FINAL CREDITS BEGIN.

We HOLD on this consummate political campaign scene --= the
victorious candidate, in full triumph, waving, smiling,
backslapping. He comes to the edge of the stage and
shakeg hands with people: General %Woods -- Jethro, the
gardener is there in a sult -- he goes up to Lacy, holds
her hand & moment, laughs (as Emily watches from the
stage} .
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Near the end of the CREDITS, a very wary Vice-Fresident
Graham comeeg congtage -- Sam gives him a look == and they
link their arms together, in the £inal image as the
CREDITS run to their =nd... as the band PLAYS and the

crowd CHEERS,
rADE OUT.

THE END




