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INT. HOTEL ROOM MORNING

The PRESIDENT sits up in bed, rubbing his eyes. He looks to

be in his early forties, and is well-built and has a

presence of leadership about him. His wife, a lovely

brunette lady his same age, is sleeping next to him and

stirs sleepily. He looks down at her lovingly and stays

sitting up in bed, clearly lost in thought; he looks

nervous. Nothing about him seems particularly presidential

at this point; he seems like a regular guy. He finally

swings himself out of bed.

He throws open the curtains and light streams in; we catch a

glimpse of what is clearly New York City outside. He looks

out and takes a deep breath. It’s the day of his big speech

to the UN general assembly about a new nuclear deal with a

foreign nation.

The president is in the bathroom, and we see him getting

ready for the day. He splashes cold water on his face; combs

his hair; and finally starts putting on his suit and tie.

His wife JILL enters, also getting ready for the day. She

embraces him.

JILL

Good morning, Mr. President.

The president puts down what he’s doing to embrace his wife,

but doesn’t say anything. He seems distracted.

JILL

How are you feeling?

PRESIDENT

(nervous laugh) Like I’m about to

walk into the lion’s den. This is

big, Jill. Bigger than anything I

ever thought I would have to do.

JILL

You knew what you were getting

yourself into, Porter. We both did.

PORTER

I’m not sure any president has ever

addressed the assembly a month

after his inauguration.

She puts her head on his shoulder at looks at their

reflection in the mirror.
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JILL

I don’t know how you do it. I don’t

know how you wake up every morning

and face the people you have to

face.

PORTER

It’s a job. Somebody’s gotta do it.

JILL

Sometimes I wish that someone

didn’t have to be my husband. For

both our sakes. And for the sake of

the girls.

PORTER

(sighing) I love you. This job is

what I was meant to do.

JILL

I know. I’ll always support you,

whatever you do. (in his ear) But

that doesn’t mean I have to like

it.

Porter hugs her tight, and then looks at them both in the

mirror.

PORTER

At least I’ve got a couple good

reasons to come out that auditorium

alive.

JILL

(smiles) Yeah.

INT. HALLWAY DAY

Porter strides confidently down the hallway in the hotel. He

is flanked by two beefy secret service personnel in suits

with sunglasses and earpieces. Porter’s face still belies

some of the nervousness he’s feeling as he lets out another

deep breath.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE HOTEL DAY

A TV REPORTER is doing a standup outside the hotel that the

president is just about to leave.

TV REPORTER

President J. Porter Strong is about

to leave the Lotte New York Palace

Hotel on his way to the United

(MORE)
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TV REPORTER (cont’d)
Nations, where he will attempt to

defuse the tension between the

United States and Karhustan, a

rivalry long mired in conflicts of

interest and ideology, on the eve

of a historic nuclear deal...

The reporter’s words trail off as we see the president

emerging with his security detail. Reporters swarm around

him as his security men keep them at bay.

REPORTERS

(indistinct) Mr. President! How

will you handle this potential

crisis? Mr. President!

The president gives a small wave and a smile to the

reporters and crowds that makes it clear that he’s not going

to talk to them. The president’s security detail usher him

into a waiting Escalade. The motorcade starts up and moves

away from the hotel as the reporters scramble back to their

vehicles.

INT. ESCALADE DAY

The president sits in his vehicle and watches the crowds

gathered on the side of the road. Seated on the other side

is one of his security guards, DERRICK, an enormous bald man

who sits in stern silence.

PORTER

You’d think I was someone

important, huh?

Derrick grins and lets out a single snort. Jack reaches into

his pocket and pulls out a folded piece of paper. He unfolds

it and we see that it’s a child’s drawing of what is clearly

the president shaking hands with a man who looks

Middle-Eastern. Porter looks at it and smiles.

PORTER

My daughter Maggie made this for

me. Not bad, huh?

He hands it to Derrick, who looks at it and once again

smiles and snorts appreciatively.

PORTER

You have a daughter, right?
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DERRICK

Yes sir. She’s a budding artist

too.

He hands the picture back. Porter grins and looks out the

window again.

PORTER

Maybe she’ll be an artist, maybe an

ambassador someday. (pause, lower

voice) Maybe even the President of

the United States.

INT. INTERVIEW ROOM DAY

Flashback to "9 months earlier." Jack is being interviewed

by an elderly and well-respected interviewer (think Charlie

Rose) on television. As will soon be revealed, this is

during his campaign for president, so he is currently a

candidate. They are in an indoor setting that looks like a

library. INTERVIEWER’s first line of dialogue carries over

from the previous scene.

INTERVIEWER

Why do you want to be President of

the United States?

PORTER

I want to make a

difference. Growing up my father

taught me there was no greater

calling in life than to serve

others. I figure being leader of

the free world is great way to do

it.

INTERVIEWER

Tell us more about where you’re

coming from with this, because you

are quite the dark horse. Who is

John Porter Strong?

Porter pauses, choosing his words carefully.

PORTER

Terry, I was born in a small town

in Montana. Not many presidents or

politicians come out of there. But

it wasn’t the place that influenced

me so much as the people. My

amazing parents taught me how to

serve others above myself, and the

people in the town where I lived

(MORE)
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PORTER (cont’d)
really new how to take care of each

other. That’s how I decided to make

it my mission to help those less

fortunate than myself.

INTERVIEWER

I understand that you were just

nine years old when you moved away

from Three Forks, Montana. Your

family moved to Chicago after your

father found work there.

PORTER

(nodding) That move certainly had

an effect on me. Going from our

cozy, quiet little town into a

place so noisy and crowded- don’t

get me wrong, I’ve grown to love

Chicago and I love the people

there. But when I first arrived the

people seemed so distant, so

unwilling to see the needs of

others right in front of them. I

saw this particularly in the plight

of the homeless.

INTERVIEWER

You’ve certainly made fighting

poverty a central tenet of your

campaign. Tell us, where does this

motivation come from? Why this

issue and not another?

PORTER

(pauses again) As I said, I think

it comes from my upbringing. My

mother and father taught me to be

compassionate and treat others with

respect and dignity. I believe

these concepts can be applied to

all aspects of life. That’s what I

want to do as the President of the

United States.

INTERVIEWER

Mr. Strong, thank you for speaking

with me today.

They shake hands.

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

My pleasure.

INT. INTERVIEW ROOM DAY

Porter is leaving the library-like room in which he was

being interviewed. He removes a lavaliere microphone from

his pocket and his lapel and hands it to a crew member who’s

passing by. Camera crew are bustling around in the

background, taking down the set and putting away camera

equipment and lights. Porter smiles and opens his arms as

his daughter MAGGIE, a 3-4 y/o girl, runs into them.

MAGGIE

Daddy!

PORTER

There’s my little girl! You were so

good during the interview!

His wife Jill also walks up and gives him a hug. Porter

picks up his daughter and they begin walking down the

hallway to leave.

JILL

Wow. I’ve never seen Terry Brockton

treat a candidate that gently. You

got off easy, my friend.

PORTER

(laughs) Hey, maybe it was just

that I shut him down on every

question with my charm and honesty.

JILL

That too. Especially on that last

question.

PORTER

Next time I’ll mention that I also

draw inspiration from my beautiful

and compassionate wife.

JILL

(grins and rolls her eyes) You’d

better!

She walks close to him and holds his arm. Their smiles fade.

PORTER

Jill, this is real.

(CONTINUED)
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JILL

What do you mean?

PORTER

You realize...I’m not going to

stop. And I think I have a chance

at this.

JILL

Oh you have more than a chance.

Have you seen the polls lately?

PORTER

Of course I have but...

JILL

Leading by ten points at least in

Iowa and New Hampshire! "Porter

Strong, 2016’s biggest surprise, is

still going strong!"

PORTER

Well it certainly seems like the

voters like seeing someone with a

moral compass instead of a moral

weathervane. At least, I like to

think I have morals.

JILL

Oh please, you know you do, Mr. Boy

Scout. People know that you buy

into what you’re feeding them.

You’re genuine, honest, and they

like that. They’re eating it up.

They stop and Porter turns to his wife.

PORTER

Jill...you do want this, don’t you?

This is big.

JILL

I want whatever is best for husband

and my country. And right now I

think the best thing for my country

is my husband.

PORTER

You know I can’t do it without you

right?

(CONTINUED)
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JILL

You’re damn right you can’t. But

luckily you won’t have to. (she

kisses him) I’ll be with you every

step of the way.

PORTER

(straightens his tie) Well let’s do

this thing.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE UNITED NATIONS DAY

Back to the present day. Porter steps out of his Escalade

with his security surrounding him and is greeted by a volley

of flash bulbs and babbling from the throngs of reporters

behind the barriers on either side. He smiles and waves

reservedly at the reporters and heads into the building. He

still looks nervous.

EXT. INAUGURATION DAY

Flashback. Porter is being inaugurated as President of the

United States in front of a huge crowd. The CHIEF JUSTICE is

administering the oath of office. Porter’s family stands

around him, beaming with pride. Porter himself looks

confident and ready to take on the presidency.

CHIEF JUSTICE

I, John Porter Strong, do solemnly

swear...

PORTER

I John Porter Strong do solemnly

swear.

CHIEF JUSTICE

That I will faithfully execute the

office of the President of the

United States...

PORTER

That I will faithfully execute the

office of the President of the

United States.

CHIEF JUSTICE

And will to the best of my ability,

preserve protect and defend the

Constitution of the United States.

PORTER

And will to the best of my ability,

preserve protect and defend the

Constitution of the United States.

(CONTINUED)
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CHIEF JUSTICE

So help you God.

PORTER

So help me God.

CHIEF JUSTICE

Congratulations, Mr. President.

Porter shakes the Chief Justice’s hand, smiling broadly, and

embraces his wife.

OFF-SCREEN VOICE

Mr. President?

INT. HALLWAY IN UN BUILDING DAY

Back to the present day. Porter is walking with his security

down a hallway in the UN building. Porter appears to have

been lost in thought, remembering his inauguration, when he

hears the voice address him. Porter turns to see who it is,

and it’s the chief UN building security officer, ushering

him to his right.

SECURITY OFFICER

Mr. President, welcome to the

United Nations. Carl Bronson, chief

security officer.

Porter acknowledges him with a nod and shakes his hand

absentmindedly.

SECURITY OFFICER

Right this way please. Your room

has been prepared and you are due

to speak in approximately 30

minutes.

Porter and his security follow him down the hallway.

INT. UN ROOM DAY

Porter sits in a comfortable-looking room that is

essentially the "waiting room" for people about to give

speeches to the UN general assembly. Porter is sitting with

what is clearly his speech in front of him going over it one

last time. Despite the comforts of the room, he’s sitting on

the edge of his seat, tapping his feet, and fiddling with a

pen. Finally he puts the pen down and puts his head in his

hands.
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EXT. INAUGURATION SPEECH DAY

Flashback. Porter is delivering his inauguration speech in

front of a massive crowd, confidently and in complete

contrast to the nervousness that he is showing in the

present day.

PORTER

Friends. People of the United

States. I stand before you today

not as my own man, but as your

president. And as your president,

it is my great honor, and indeed my

pleasure, to serve you with

everything that I have. Make no

mistake, I intend to leave this

country better than I found it- but

hopefully that won’t be for another

8 years. (crowd laughs) We will

rebuild our country’s crumbling

infrastructure...

INT. UN ROOM DAY

The flashback switches back to the present day, and Porter’s

speech fades out. He’s back in the waiting room and the

security officer enters the room and informs him that it’s

time for him to address the assembly. Porter stands up and

follows him out of the room.

EXT. INAUGURATION SPEECH DAY

Flashback again to the inauguration speech.

PORTER

...we will strengthen our position

as a leader in the quest for world

peace. And above all, we will stay

firm in our mission to do what is

right. I welcome the challenges put

before me...

INT. HALLWAY DAY

Speech from flashback continues as Porter prepares to enter

the stage before the UN general assembly. Porter is about to

speak about the upcoming nuclear deal between the United

States and the nation of Karhustan. Porter does a final

nervous swallow.

PORTER’S VOICE FROM FLASHBACK

...and I can honestly say this is

the greatest day of my life. God

bless you all...
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EXT. INAUGURATION SPEECH DAY

Cuts back to flashback. Porter finishes his speech.

PORTER

...and God bless America.

Crowd begins to applaud.

INT. UN GENERAL ASSEMBLY

Porter finally walks on stage. The applause from the

flashback mingles with the applause Porter receives from all

the ambassadors as he approaches the podium. Porter arrives

at the podium, lays his speech out, takes a deep breath, and

begins.

PORTER

Ladies and gentlemen. Friends and

neighbors. Thank you for your warm

welcome. I do not intend to stand

before you today and pretend as

though there is not tension here.

Mr. Kartenyahu, Sultan of the

nation of Karhustan, I thank you

for being here today. We stand on

the verge of what could become the

greatest compromise in

history...or, what could devolve

into one of history’s greatest

conflicts. We have the capacity to

forge a great and lasting peace, to

foster understanding between our

two great nations. I’m not here

today to go over the terms of our

agreement...you all know about them

already. You also know Mr.

Kartenyahu’s position when it comes

to this agreement. My purpose today

is to appeal to the wider global

community, to encourage all of you

to make peace your highest ideal,

your most honorable goal. I believe

this deal will bring the world

greater peace. Above all- and my

fellow American citizens are tired

of hearing me say this- we must do

what is right. We must care for the

needy...

Porter suddenly trails off. He’s spotted a face in the

crowd, the face of someone who he knows is dead. It’s the

face of a homeless man who Porter befriended when he was a

(CONTINUED)
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boy in Chicago, who Porter killed by accident. Porter has

never told anyone about him. The homeless man, an elderly

black man, is not really there; Porter is imagining him. He

thinks he sees him in the back row of the auditorium. Porter

is utterly thrown off and lost for words.

PORTER

We...I...I’m sorry, I...

He sees the face again, this time in the very first row of

the audience.

Porter clutches his head and collapses. Security guards rush

to his aid as he lies motionless behind the podium. The

audience gasps and jumps to their feet. Porter is

unconscious. We hear the last line from Porter’s

inauguration speech again, off screen.

PORTER’S VOICE FROM FLASHBACK

God bless you all, and God bless

America.

Black.

INT. HOSPITAL DAY

Porter wakes up in a hospital bed with his wife, a DOCTOR, a

security guard, and the Vice President, WARREN

Russey,standing over him. Warren is a abrasive and sarcastic

man who is good at his job, but is bitter that he hasn’t

ascended to the presidency and resents Porter; Porter is

somewhat aware of this but not entirely. He sits up in bed.

DOCTOR

Welcome back, Mr. President. How do

you feel?

Porter reaches up and holds his wife’s hand, who looks

concerned. He also reaches up and feels the lump on his head

from where he fell. The doctor bustles around with his

clipboard.

PORTER

Never better apart from this [the

lump]. (serious) How long was I

out? Warren, fill me in.

WARREN

It’s only been about half an hour.

What do you remember?

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

(hesitates) Well obviously I

remember everything leading up to

the speech.

WARREN

And after that?

PORTER

I don’t know, I just got

lightheaded all of a sudden.

WARREN

Well naturally when you fell to the

floor our agents stepped in and

locked the place down. Our first

thought was of course that you’d

been poisoned.

PORTER

(innocently) And was I poisoned?

DOCTOR

(shakes head) Toxicology tests were

all negative. Did you eat anything

unusual this morning sir, or last

night?

PORTER

(shakes head) No, not really. As

I’m sure you know my meals are

prepared by a private chef and

screened with all manner of tests

before I eat them. You can never be

too careful in my position.

DOCTOR

That’s what I thought. (puts down

clipboard) Quite frankly, Mr.

President, in all the tests I have

administered thus far I can find

nothing physically wrong with you.

As far as I could tell you were

well rested, hydrated and fed at

the time of the incident. Long

story short, we’re still trying to

determine a cause and if you can

provide us with any additional

information...

Porter turns to Jill and cuts the doctor off. He squeezes

Jill’s hand.

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

Where are the girls?

JILL

They’re outside with Derrick. I

didn’t want them to see you until

you woke up, it would have been too

much for them. (tears form in her

eyes) They didn’t know if they

would ever see their daddy again.

PORTER

(to security guard) Radio Derrick

and tell him get my daughters in

here pronto.

GUARD

Yessir.

He leaves the room, talking into his walkie talkie.

PORTER

(to Warren) What’s the official

statement? What have you told the

press?

WARREN

(grimaces) It’s all we can do to

keep the press from breaking the

door down. Like I said, it’s only

been half an hour so there hasn’t

been much time for updates, but the

doctors assessed you as soon as you

entered the hospital and found your

were in a safe and stable

condition, so we released a

statement to that effect.

PORTER

Ok. Do they know I’m awake yet?

WARREN

No.

PORTER

Have Josh [the press secretary]

issue a statement. Minor case of

food poisoning, and that I’m

expected to make a full recovery.

No foul play suspected.

(CONTINUED)
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DOCTOR

Sir with all due respect I suggest

you let me complete my tests

before..

PORTER

Warren, go.

Warren and the security guard leave the room.

PORTER

Doctor could you give us some

privacy for a moment?

The doctor leaves the room.

JILL

(concerned) What happened out

there, Porter?

Porter rubs his face with his hands.

PORTER

I don’t know.

There’s a very brief flashback moment where we see the image

of the homeless man’s face, as Porter remembers what he

thinks he saw. He knows it was a hallucination and that’s

what’s worrying him.

PORTER

I just kind of...shut down out

there.

JILL

It’s so unlike you. I’ve never know

you to have stage fright...

PORTER

(scoffs) Please. Me have stage

fright?

JILL

Well, what else could it have been?

PORTER

Well you heard the doctor, it was

probably just food poisoning.

DOCTOR

You said that, not the doctor. The

doctor said his tests were

inconclusive.

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

You’re right, I did say that.

JILL

And now you’re presenting your

assumption as fact? To the entire

world?

PORTER

It’s a pretty good assumption.

(rubs face) Gahh I just want to get

this whole thing over with and put

it behind us.

JILL

Porter you just collapsed on stage

in front of 200 international

dignitaries and 50 million TV

viewers. You can’t just pretend it

didn’t happen. What if there’s

something really wrong with you?

PORTER

(angry) Dammit Jill I’m fine! I ate

some funky crab or steak or rice or

something last night at dinner and

it messed with my head. I’ll have

Antoine fired and get a chef who’s

not a complete waste of space.

Jill is silenced by the outburst and looks understandably

hurt. At that moment Porter’s little girls come running into

the room and start attacking their father with hugs,

followed closely by Derrick.

JILL

Something’s not right. Porter,

please.

PORTER

Enough, Jill. (to Derrick) Thanks

Derrick, wait outside please.

Derrick looks relieved to see the president is alive and

kicking, and nods and shuts the door.

MAGGIE

(hugs him) Daddy!

PORTER

My sweet babies.

(CONTINUED)
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MAGGIE

Did you fall asleep daddy? Why did

you fall over?

PORTER

It’s ok sweetie. Daddy’s tummy

started hurting a little bit during

the speech and yes, my head decided

I should go to sleep.

MAGGIE

Why are you a hospital?

PORTER

The doctor just needs to check that

I’m ok before I leave. Don’t worry,

we’ll be out of here in no time.

Porter looks up as the doctor and Warren reenter the room.

PORTER

Speaking of which, here’s the

doctor now. Girls can you go out in

the hall with Derrick while the

doctor and I talk about grown-up

stuff?

Clearly "grown-up stuff" is a well-known trigger word that

the girls know means their father is working. The girls

scuttle from the room.

PORTER

Alright doc hit me. You got the

latest round of results?

DOCTOR

I certainly do. And nothing. No

evidence of food poisoning, or any

other explanation I’ve yet

conceived. My latest hypothesis was

gas poisoning, and although your

blood does not show signs of

heightened levels of carbon

monoxide, I would suggest a

complete gas detection test on the

area around where you gave the

speech. That could offer a

solution.

WARREN

Already on it.

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

Great, great, terrific work doc.

Lets look into that, but stick with

the official food poisoning line

eh, Warren?

WARREN

Porter, your chef is going to be

hunted down by every journalist in

the country.

PORTER

Maybe it’s good he gets

investigated. You never know.

Warren pinches between his eyes and makes no attempt to hide

his "do-you-not-realize-how-stupid-you-are" face.

WARREN

Technically I was the president for

15 minutes today while you were

out. I took the oath and

everything. Are you sure you’re

ready to come back?

PORTER

(gritted teeth) I appreciate your

vote of confidence Warren but in

all seriousness this is your

president you’re talking to. Why

exactly are you in here again?

Warren shrugs in a "hell-if-I-know" kind of way.

JILL

Doctor can Porter leave now?

DOCTOR

As far as I’m concerned, yes, but I

advise very close observation. I’ll

inform your personal medic

immediately.

WARREN

We’ve tripled security, obviously.

Can’t rule out foul play. The

service is working harder than

they’ve ever worked before.

PORTER

Thanks Warren. Sorry for being so

harsh just then. I know you’ve been

working hard in my absence.

(CONTINUED)
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Warren just raises his hands in a gesture of surrender that

clearly also shows that he accepts his apology, if

begrudgingly.

WARREN

I’ll let you get ready.

He exits.

DOCTOR

If you’d like to get dressed, Mr.

President, I’ll meet you outside.

He also exits.

PORTER

I’m sorry about all this, Jill.

JILL

I just want you to be ok.

PORTER

I’ll be fine.

They hug.

PORTER

Let’s get out of here.

JILL

Ok.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE HOSPITAL DAY

Porter, now back in his immaculate presidential suit, and

looking as good as ever, emerges from the hospital. There

are barriers around the door to hold back a veritable tidal

wave of reporters, all clamoring and thrusting out their

microphones.

REPORTERS

(indistinct) Mr. President! What

really happened out there? Is foul

play suspected? Mr. President!

Porter waves at the reporters and mouths "I’m fine,"

flashing a winning smile in their direction. Suddenly, he

spots the face of the homeless man among the crowd. His eyes

widen and he is taken aback once again. (Again, the homeless

man is only in Porter’s imagination.) Porter shakes his head

and the man disappears. This time Porter is able to shake it

off, but he is visibly rattled. He quickens his pace. Jill

hasn’t noticed something is wrong. Porter and Jill makes

(CONTINUED)
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their way straight to his presidential chopper. A reporter

is doing a standup as Porter enters the chopper.

REPORTER

President Strong is expected to

hold a press conference later in

the day to explain the situation.

Watch our exclusive coverage

beginning at 5pm...

INT. PRESIDENT’S SUITE IN THE WHITE HOUSE DAY

Porter flops onto his enormous bed and stares at the

ceiling. He looks thoughtful, as he is clearly still baffled

and disturbed by what he saw. Jill emerges from the

bathroom.

JILL

You need some time to get ready?

PORTER

(distracted) Hm?

JILL

What you really need is a nap. You

must be exhausted.

PORTER

Mm.

JILL

Are you sure you can go through

with this? You don’t have to get

behind a podium again...

PORTER

No no it’s ok Jill. I have to

reassure the people. They won’t

believe it unless I’m right there

in front of them.

JILL

(somewhat affectionately) I swear

you’ll be the death of me. You and

the American people.

She gives him a kiss.

JILL

I’ll be back to check on you in an

hour. For my sake, not yours.

(CONTINUED)
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PORTER

(already closing his eyes) Mkay.

Love you.

JILL

And I love you.

She closes the door.

Porter’s eyes immediately spring open. He stares into space.

We see a very brief glimpse of the homeless man’s face as

Porter remembers what he thinks he saw.

PORTER

(to himself) It’s all in your head.

It’s not real. It’s all in your

head.

INT. WHITE HOUSE HALLWAY DAY

Vice President Warren is walking down a hallway in the White

House when he sees a yellow business card on the ground. It

has his name on it, but the phone number is wrong. Warren

puts his finger on the last four digits of the phone number,

2237, and grins. He knows that the card was planted for him

to find by his contact, and that the last four numbers

denote the room number that he should go to. The audience

catches on to this as they see Warren arrive outside room

2237, check his surroundings, and quickly duck inside.

INT. WHITE HOUSE ROOM DAY

The room is large but mostly empty. The only furniture are

two large chairs which are facing out a window. In one of

the chairs sits Warren’s inside man, CHARLES. Charles is a

thin man who is perpetually in a suit, with sunken eyes and

a pencil-thin mustache. He works some other

political-related job and moonlights as Warren’s personal

(and secret) assistant. Charles and Warren have been

collaborating for years on illicit ways for Warren to

finally assume the presidency, all of which have obviously

failed up until now. Charles doesn’t turn around at first

and stares out the window, smoking a cigar.

WARREN

Was that you? Because if so you’ve

got some balls my friend.

CHARLES

If only it had been.

(CONTINUED)
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WARREN

Wait, did you have anything to do

with what happened today?

CHARLES

I didn’t lay a finger on him.

Warren comes and sits down in the other chair. Charles

offers him a cigar, which he accepts.

WARREN

Someone beat us to it, huh? Who’s

your best guess? I mean besides the

obvious?

CHARLES

The obvious?

WARREN

Do I have to spell it out for you?

Our best friend from Karhustan.

CHARLES

You sound a bit too hopeful, Mr.

Vice President, considering you’re

talking about your president’s

assassination at the hands of a

Middle Eastern Sultan.

WARREN

(shrugs) I know it’s dark, and not

something I was necessarily hoping

for. I just wish whoever did it had

gone ahead and finished the job.

Even if it meant that you’d be out

of one, my friend.

CHARLES

With all due respect, Mr. Vice

President, I never signed on as an

assassin. I signed on because I

believe in Warren Russey. I want

you to be my president, sir, but I

haven’t yet reached the point where

I shall kill for it.

WARREN

We’ll see. Technically I was your

president for 15 minutes today

while Strong was out. God how I

wish I had gone ahead and signed 20

executive orders in that time

instead of trying to save face in

(MORE)
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WARREN (cont’d)
front of the unwashed masses. Pah.

(puffs cigar) So what have you

found out since it happened?

CHARLES

(Grimaces) You’re not going to like

it. I got my hands on all the

medical tests performed at the

hospital and not one of them

yielded anything. As far as we can

tell, and also based on independent

tests we ran for the deepest

black-market poisons...he wasn’t

poisoned. At least not

deliberately.

WARREN

Well what other leads do we have?

CHARLES

The only thing I picked up on was

the fact that doctor suggested

today’s incident could be a sign of

an underlying illness.

WARREN

What kind of an underlying illness?

CHARLES

I’m no doctor, Mr. Vice President.

I just listen.

WARREN

Actually, that could be it.

Something incubating in his body

for years, just waiting to strike.

That would be perfect. (wince) Gah,

maybe he has Mad Cow Disease. I

heard once that can stay in your

body for ages.

CHARLES

We can speculate all we want, Mr.

Vice President, but the facts

remain the same. As you confirmed

for me earlier, Karhustan is indeed

the favored scapegoat at the moment

in the public eye, which is

unlikely to change regardless of

any new facts at this point. The

question then arises- how can we

use this situation to our

advantage?

(CONTINUED)
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WARREN

(pause, thinking) If we can somehow

spin it as an illness...people will

think it’s likely to happen again.

We can’t have a president who keeps

collapsing like a badly pitched

tent. Trouble is that directly

contradicts the official line,

which is that it’s an isolated case

of food poisoning. (winces) Poor

Antoine. That chef’s never gonna

work another day in his life.

CHARLES

(ignoring the last comment) This is

perhaps one of the best scenarios

we could have hoped for. If we can

paint the president as a major

liability, then Kartenyahu is

likely to pull out of the nuclear

deal. There are already murmurings

that he’s considering doing so.

WARREN

(leans forward) Tell me more.

CHARLES

Our contact sent me a document

today that suggests the deal is

more precarious than we ever

imagined. Kartenyahu actually has

troops on hand in case anything

goes awry, and I don’t have to tell

you that although he may support

the deal on the outside, they’re

not happy about the terms.

WARREN

Good lord. They’re not going to

like the deal I’m going to roll out

as president, then. Let me guess,

Strong doesn’t know about these

increased troop numbers?

CHARLES

(shrugs) Doubtful, and if he does,

he hasn’t done anything about it

yet.

WARREN

Making any kind of deal with our

sworn enemies is a tricky task.

I’ll give Strong credit for that

(MORE)
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WARREN (cont’d)
one. But Strong’s never going to

back away from the deal he’s made,

or let Karhustan back away from it.

He’s blinded by pride...his deal

could spell the end for us.

Possibly for life on Earth.

CHARLES

I think I’m right in asserting that

had it been anyone other that

Strong helming the negotiations,

the current deal would never have

been struck.

WARREN

You’re not wrong there. And that’s

the brilliance of what happened

today. If we can get Strong out of

the picture, his deal goes with

him. We start from scratch, only

this time it’s me at the helm.

CHARLES

Yes, I would agree with your

assessment, Mr. Vice President.

WARREN

This situation needs a leader who’s

strong, and not just in name.

Porter is a pacifist weakling who

has no idea what power he has to

wield. We have the greatest

military power the world has ever

seen at our disposal, and he would

rather see its budget cut and sent

down the drain. He’s like a

grandmother who has no idea she can

drive faster than 20.

CHARLES

(thoughtful chuckle) My grandmother

drives a Mustang, actually. And I

doubt she’s broken the speed limit

her whole life.

WARREN

Exactly. I’m gonna be the one that

finally steps on the gas and shows

these Arabs what we’re made of.

None of this lilly-livered

negotiation crap...they agree to

our terms, or we run them down.

(CONTINUED)
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CHARLES

Where was this charisma when you

were on the campaign trail?

WARREN

It was always there. I’ve just

gotten better at metaphors.

CHARLES

In all seriousness, Mr. Vice

President, I hope you understand

the gravity of the situation. You

could inherit a serious

international crisis right off the

bat. Are you sure you’re prepared?

WARREN

Charles, you should know better

than anyone that I’ve been ready

for this for years. I’ve been

playing second fiddle my whole

career, now it’s time for the big

leagues. (frowns) Or something like

that. I need to work on that one.

CHARLES

Save your political one-liners for

the TV cameras, Mr. Vice President.

Also, don’t get too ahead of

yourself. We have a lot of work to

do before presidential succession

even becomes feasible.

WARREN

Unless he collapses again during

his address tonight.

CHARLES

That would admittedly make our

lives easier. But for now, we must

assume that he will not, which

means we have to capitalize on

today’s mishap as best we can.

WARREN

What do you suggest?

CHARLES

We’ve already been flooding social

media with conspiracy theories,

most of which involve some sort of

mystery illness. I think that’s our

best bet at this point. Also, I

(MORE)
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CHARLES (cont’d)
gave the Washington Post a false

tip about Strong’s supposed

illness.

WARREN

You keep mentioning this

illness...did you come up with any

actual possibilities?

CHARLES

I actually came up with a pretty

good one. Alcohol Withdrawl

Syndrome.

WARREN

Ha! Genius. He’s a weakling and

drunk to boot. No wonder the White

House wouldn’t want to reveal that.

If only it were true...hell, maybe

it is. Can’t wait to find out.

CHARLES

I’ll keep you updated as to what’s

going on. In the meantime lets just

hope against hope that he collapses

again.

WARREN

I’ll keep waiting for that phone

call inviting me to take the oath

of office. Is it bad that I’m

really, really excited for this?

CHARLES

(grins) Not at all.

INT. WHITE HOUSE BRIEFING ROOM EVENING

Porter stands behind the podium in front of flashing

cameras, Jill by his side. He looks calm and even smiles,

and Jill does the same. He’s about to address the nation

about the mishap at the United Nations. Warren stands to the

left of the podium, a half smile on his lips. The White

House PRESS SECRETARY introduces him.

PRESS SECRETARY

Ladies and gentlemen, the president

of the United States.

Everyone stands up and applauds as Porter takes the podium.

The applause dies down and the reporters lean forward in

their seats, desperate for any information.
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PORTER

Thanks, Josh. Hello everybody. As

you all know, today was not my best

day on the job. I don’t have to

tell you all what happened today,

because you all remember it a lot

better than I do. I can assure you,

though, that both I and you have

nothing more to worry about

regarding today’s incident. Both I

and my administration are committed

to being clear and open. So let me

present the facts to you. The

doctors who attended to me assured

me that this was an isolated

incident of food poisoning.

Flash bulbs intensify. Warren stares, expressionless, at the

back of Porter’s head.

PORTER

It’s unclear at this point what

exactly it was that I ate, but

that’s irrelevant, as there is

absolutely no suspicion of foul

play at this point. The FBI is

conducting a full investigation,

but in the meantime, I have been

assured that this was an accident,

and should not be treated as

anything but an accident. It’s easy

to cast blame in these kinds of

situations, but please, do not cast

blame in this one, as I know many

are. That’s about all I have to

say. Any questions?

Every reporter in the room raises their hand.

INT. PRESIDENT’S BEDROOM NIGHT

Jill and Porter lie in bed together. Porter is staring at

the ceiling, clearly lost in thought. Jill has her eyes open

and is also clearly thinking.

JILL

The doctor didn’t say that, did he?

PORTER

Hm?
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JILL

The doctor. You said he had assured

you it was food poisoning.

PORTER

Why would I say that if he didn’t

say it?

JILL

You didn’t answer my question. Did

he actually say that or not?

PORTER

Yeah of course he did.

Porter is lying of course and Jill is not satisfied.

JILL

What happened to the Porter I know?

The one that values honesty?

PORTER

Jill...

JILL

How are SO sure that it’s not

someone out to get you? How can you

stand up there and say that in

front of millions of people, when

you can’t possibly know for sure?

Porter doesn’t answer. Of course, he knows that it wasn’t an

assassination attempt because he knows it was just his

imagination. He doesn’t want to tell anyone about it yet,

though, not even his wife.

JILL

I’m scared, Porter. For you, for

the children...

PORTER

I have a duty, Jill. To my country.

That’s what I signed on for.

Jill rolls over and faces away from him.

JILL

Goodnight.

She turns off the lamp and closes her eyes. Porter remains

with his eyes open, staring at the ceiling. He closes his

eyes, remembering his childhood in Chicago, where he first

met the homeless man...
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EXT. CHICAGO STREET DAY


