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SMASH UP ON:

EXT. GOLF COURSE - SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO - NIGHT

MOTION -- FLAT OUT -- POV of a vehicle racing through the 
night -- down a path.  

SECRET SERVICEMAN (O.S.)
He’s at the 17th hole and won’t 
budge.

FOUR GOLF CARTS speed down the pathway.  Inside, are SECRET 
SERVICEMEN and... MARGARET GRAVES - former First Lady of the 
United States, an elegant woman in her mid-50s.

MARGARET
I don’t fucking believe it.

SECRET SERVICEMAN
I’m at a loss.

Margaret turns to ISAIAH MILLER - a handsome, neurotic kid, 
in his 20s, who is totally frazzled in a dirty, ripped suit.

MARGARET
How long has he been like this?

ISAIAH
The whole day.  I don’t think he’s 
slept in forty-eight hours.

SECRET SERVICEMAN
Here it is.

The golf carts stop as Margaret gets out - walks fast 
followed by the SECURITY GUARDS and SECRET SERVICEMEN.

MARGARET
Secure the course - I don’t want 
anyone wandering in...

GUARDS & SECRET SERVICEMEN
Yes, ma’am.

MARGARET
Isaiah!

ISAIAH
I’m here!

MARGARET
I need his B-12 shot and two Ativan 
from the office - then have Ramona 
get his Herringbone Brooks Brothers 
suit, green silk Armani tie, the 
thick one, not the skinny one - 
she’ll know...



ISAIAH
Got it.

MARGARET
(to Secret Serviceman)

We need the jet fueled and ready to 
go.

They arrive at a grassy hill - Hole 17.  They all stop. 

SECRET SERVICEMAN
Over the hill.

CLOSE ON - PRESIDENT RICHARD GRAVES

laying on his back.  RICHARD GRAVES is a 70-year-old former 
President of the United States.  Unshaven.  Hair mussed.  
Eyes red and watery from drugs and booze.  He smiles.

GRAVES
It feels so good.  

WOMAN (O.S.)
Right?

We PAN TO... ECU of a WOMAN, 24, with tattoos, ear gauges and 
piercings lying beside him, staring upward.  Graves takes a 
deep breath as the wind rustles.

GRAVES
How can I be this goddamned old and 
never really felt the wind?  

The woman turns onto her side, handing Graves a joint.   He 
takes a hit, exhaling.  She looks him in the eyes.

WOMAN
It’s never too late, do you 
understand?  

GRAVES
I do, Samantha.  I understand.

MARGARET (O.S.)
RICHARD?!

Graves’s smile fades as we PULL BACK to reveal...

EXT. SANDTRAP - GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

...President Graves laying in a sand trap, wearing only his 
boxer shorts, beside Samantha in a sundress.  

MARGARET (O.S.)
Richard?!
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Graves stands and lumbers up to the top of the hill, cresting 
it, looking down at... MARGARET, the SECRET SERVICEMEN and 
ENTOURAGE below.  He stares at them, unhinged, eyes crazed.

MARGARET, shocked to her core, finally finds the words:

MARGARET
Have you gone totally insane?!

GRAVES
No, my dear!  The contrary!

MARGARET
What are you DOING, Richard?!  Get 
down here! 

GRAVES
Look at me, Maggie.  Right now.  
I’m free.  Free of my old skin.  

MARGARET
Can you imagine if someone saw --

GRAVES
No!  I CAN’T!  I’m through with 
imagining!  I’m living now!   
“Never too late” just crash-landed 
into the middle of my life!

MARGARET
STOP IT!

GRAVES
I’m born again, sweetheart!  That’s 
what this feels like!  The 
albatross around my neck just died 
and I’M FREE.  It’s total peace,  
which is the only thing of any 
value I really need anymore... just 
a little... MOTHERFUCKING PEACE!

With that, the SPRINKLERS come on.  Graves looks up as the 
water showers down on his face and bare body, arms out.

MARGARET
(mortified)

Shit.

SMASH TO:

OPENING TITLES MONTAGE OF: PRESIDENT GRAVES’S PRESIDENCY

- PRESIDENT GRAVES, thirty years ago, is shaking hands in an 
ADORING CROWD on the campaign trail... 

- PRESIDENT GRAVES and his younger wife, MARGARET GRAVES, at 
his second term inauguration, being sworn in...
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- PRESIDENT GRAVES in the Oval Office with his CABINET...

- MARGARET GRAVES hugs a HOMELESS WOMAN at a shelter...

- PRESIDENT GRAVES in the War Room, superimposed with a 
NEWSCASTER announcing, “President Graves declares war...”

- MARGARET GRAVES on the cover of VOGUE with her trademark 
pearls and blazer.  “America’s First Lady!”

- NY TIMES HEADLINE:  “President Shot. Assassination Attempt” 
over a photo of Graves being swarmed by Secret Servicemen as 
a YOUNG GUNMAN is tackled...

- A PHOTO OF PRESIDENT AND MRS. GRAVES with their freckled 
DAUGHTER, in pigtails, and BABY SON, in front of the White 
House, smiling.  The First Family.  This was their Camelot...

“GRAVES”

FADE TO:

EXT. GOLF COURSE - SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO - DAY

President Graves, in crisp golfwear, hits the golf ball on 
this clear day in the retirement nirvana of Santa Fe.  

SUPER - 3 DAYS EARLIER

Graves is playing with senator JOHN MCCAIN, sweating 
profusely in the desert heat, in mid-conversation:

JOHN MCCAIN
Doctor Kazinski is the best doctor 
I have ever dealt with - he was 
Kissinger’s man for years.  Johns 
Hopkins of course.  Top notch.

GRAVES
Uh-uh...

Graves, distracted, looks around the golf course.  A couple 
SECRET SERVICEMEN - some rich OLD MEN AND WOMEN playing golf, 
waving.  He waves back as they approach their cart...  

JOHN MCCAIN
I’m going in for the procedure on 
Monday.  I’m out the same day so 
it’s easy.  Besides, it’s my third 
melanoma in a year.  If I had a 
dollar for every melanoma...

Graves, not listening, watches an ANCIENT JEWISH MAN, 89, 
smoking a cigar just staring at the golfball on the tee.

JOHN MCCAIN
You okay, Richard?
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GRAVES
Yeah.  Sorry.  You were taking me 
through your magical mystery tour 
of skin cancer.

JOHN MCCAIN
Anyway, I really could use your 
public support for this trade 
agreement I’m sponsoring --

GRAVES
Trade agreements are for shit, 
John.  You and I know this.  No 
teeth.  China’s a fucking human 
conveyor belt, a billion strong, 
that can assemble anything you can 
dream up for a monthly salary 
that’s about the cost of a small 
Starbucks latte.

Graves and McCain walk to the golf tee...

GRAVES
If you were serious about jobs, 
which you’re not, you’d make the 
entire goddamned country a tax free 
zone for industry.  Invest then get 
the hell outta the way or the 
Chinese will continue to ass-fuck 
us into bankruptcy, but hey, what 
the hell, if you need a rosy Tweet 
of support from me, why not. 

(to McCain)
Just next time e-mail me instead of 
putting me through the holocaust of 
having to play a round of golf with 
you.

Graves turns and swings, striking the golf ball.  

JOHN MCCAIN
Why are you always such a prick?

PHOTOGRAPHER (O.S.)
PRESIDENT GRAVES, SENATOR MCAIN?!

They turn to a PHOTOGRAPHER being held by Secret Service.  On 
instinct, the men smile.  Some WOMEN, playing golf, scream:

WOMEN
We love you President Graves!

GRAVES
GOD BLESS YOU!  

Off John McCain’s bitter look --

CUT TO:
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INT. PRIUS - MOVING - MORNING

Isaiah Miller, from the opening teaser, in a suit, luggage in 
the back, drives up to a SECURED ADOBE COMPOUND in the desert 
outside Santa Fe.  He stops by the GUARD SHACK at the gate.

SECURITY GUARD
May I help you?

ISAIAH
I’m here to see President Graves. 
I’m his new assistant.

The GUARD looks Isaiah up and down then busts out laughing.

MARGARET (PRE-LAP)
I hope you’re ready for this.

INT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - THAT MORNING

WE FOLLOW -- Margaret Graves who is blasting through the 
house like a bat out of hell - this is her domain, she runs 
the ship of the ex-President’s life.  Isaiah trails behind. 

ISAIAH
I’ve never been more ready to do 
anything in my life, ma’am.

MARGARET
Well, you come highly recommended. 
My friends at the CATO Institute 
couldn’t stop talking about you.

ISAIAH
(smiling)

Really?  It’s so funny, you never 
really know if you’re appreciated 
until you leave your job.  I mean --

MARGARET
Amy!

Margaret’s uptight blond assistant, AMY, 24, folds in, 
handing Margaret two earrings.

AMY
Reince Preibus called again.

MARGARET
Later.

Isaiah continues, walking by a PORTRAIT of a young President 
Graves riding a horse, cowboy hat on, a Southwestern Regan.
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ISAIAH
Just for the record, ma’am, I want 
you to know that everything I’ve 
studied and worked for my whole 
life has led me to this moment.  
President Graves has been the 
single seminal influence in my 
political and world view, he --

MARGARET
Don’t do that.

Margaret stops suddenly, looking Isaiah in the eye:

MARGARET
Don’t romanticize.  This isn’t fun.  

GRAVES (O.S.)
MAGGIE!

Just then President Graves charges in.

GRAVES
No more golf games with Senators!  
Watching them sweat in the million 
degree heat, Botoxed faces melting 
off their skulls, it’s obscene.

Graves stops, quickly eyeing Isaiah:

GRAVES
Who --

MARGARET
Your new assistant.  Isaiah Miller.

ISAIAH
(starstruck)

It’s such an extreme honor --

GRAVES
Goddamit, I don’t need any more 
assistants.  I can wipe my own ass!

Graves slips into the bathroom as Isaiah turns to Amy.

AMY
Figure of speech.  I think.

Margaret, clipping in an earring, stands outside the bathroom 
door as Graves urinates inside making “Aaaah, Jesus...”  
pained sounds of relief as he does.

MARGARET
There is no way you can keep your 
schedule without one.  Isaiah will 
be traveling with you today - he 
has your itinerary.
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The toilet flushes as Graves blasts out past her...

GRAVES
What’s today?

Graves walks, grabbing an awaiting glass of water from 
CHARLIE, the thin, gay Filipino chef.  Margaret follows.

MARGARET
Kansas City.  Jimmy Carter’s 
Habitat For Humanity.

GRAVES
Again?  In the whole world, is 
there anything worse. 

MARGARET
I’m heading to that fundraiser for 
the night --

GRAVES
(stops)

Did you say Kansas City?  Christ.

MARGARET
Say hello to Jimmy for me. 

Margaret, tender, swipes the hair off Graves’s forehead.

MARGARET
Don’t forget we have New York in 
two days - your Cancer Society 
keynote.  Lawrence is flying out to 
help you with the speech.

Graves looks at her with a flash of weary vulnerability.

GRAVES
I’m like some old relic they wheel 
out of storage, year-after-year.  

MARGARET
(kissing his cheek)

Still handsome as relics go.

GRAVES
Will it ever end?

MARGARET
(adjusting his collar)

Yes, dear, but for now I need you 
to try and be nice to Isaiah.

GRAVES
Who?

She motions to Isaiah who waves nervously.  Graves, annoyed 
again, turns and rushes down a corridor, muttering -- 
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INT. CORRIDOR - SOON AFTER

President Graves, irritated, passes RAMONA, an older, 
endlessly bored Mexican housekeeper.

ROMONA
How are you today, President 
Graves?

GRAVES
Pain, Romona.  Nothing but pain.

ROMONA
(not listening)

That’s good.

INT. PRESIDENT GRAVES’S DEN - SOON AFTER

Graves sits at his office desk staring at an ENORMOUS MODEL 
of his Presidential Library.  Under glass, it is beautifully 
detailed with multiple exhibits celebrating his eight years 
as President decades ago.  He seems deeply disturbed by it.

He turns to a tray with geriatric VITAMINS and MEDICATIONS 
lined up for him beside some milk and an English muffin.

Graves then turns to his LAPTOP, to GOOGLE.  He takes a 
breath.  Types in “President Richard Graves.”  He goes to 
press enter.  But stops himself.  He slams the laptop shut --

EXT. CAR PORT - SOON AFTER

Margaret, walking with Isaiah, puts her sunglasses on 
followed by her secret servicemen.

MARGARET
Take Richard into town before you 
fly to Kansas - he needs to see 
people, get a dose of adoration.  
It’s the only thing that will shake 
this pissy mood he’s in which I 
need turned around for Jimmy Carter 
who is very sensitive.  Understand?

ISAIAH
Yes ma’am. 

Margaret stops, turning to smiling, exuberant Isaiah.

MARGARET
You poor thing.   

AMY (O.S.)
Mrs. Graves!

She stops as Amy hurries up...

9.



AMY
You need to see this before we go.

CLOSE ON - ANDERSON COOPER 

ANDERSON COOPER is at his desk on CNN.

ANDERSON COOPER
Olivia Graves is in the news as 
word of her husband, Congressman 
William Rockefeller’s infidelity 
surfaces...

Paparazzi images of CONGRESSMAN ROCKEFELLER, and a RED-HEAD 
shopping in Paris, appear beside ones of him and his WIFE. 

ANDERSON COOPER (V.O.)
The daughter of former President 
Richard Graves and First Lady 
Margaret, Olivia is American 
political royalty...

OLD NEWS FOOTAGE OF - YOUNG OLIVIA GRAVES through the years -- 
freckled in lace dresses and pigtails at the White House Egg 
Roll -- a line of DOLLS made of her -- visiting sick KIDS --

ANDERSON COOPER (V.O.)
“Little Livy”, as she was known, 
worshipped by a generation of 
American girls, daughter of an 
iconic conservative President and 
transformative First Lady, is a 
long way from the fairy-tale White 
House she grew up in.  

INT. MARGARET’S OFFICE - GRAVES COMPOUND - MORNING

Margaret, Isaiah and her team, watch ANDERSON COOPER on TV in 
her home office.  Margaret closes her eyes for a quick beat, 
to quiet the world, then turns to Amy.

MARGARET
Get me Jacob.  Then Olivia. 

INT. COLONIAL ESTATE - RHODE ISLAND - DAY

CLOSE ON - OLIVIA GRAVES, a gorgeous woman in her late-20s, 
mascara streaking down her face, hair a rat’s nest, wasted on 
benzos, taking a hit off an E-Cig.  Eerily calm on the phone:

OLIVIA
I’m fine, mother.  Really.  Just 
ridiculously fantastic.
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INTERCUT - MARGARET AND OLIVIA’S CONVERSATION:

MARGARET
That tone.  What are you doing 
right now?  Right this second.

OLIVIA
Right now...?

Olivia raises a lit BLOW TORCH as we PULL BACK to see... 

She has just finished scorching the word “ASSHOLE” into the 
top of a priceless Pre-Civil War sidetable.

OLIVIA
Right now I’m blowtorching the hell 
out of William’s 18th Century Queen 
Anne dressing table the Smithsonian 
recently showed interest in 
acquiring...

MARGARET
Olivia?!

OLIVIA
I believe the value of this piece 
has markedly decreased in the last 
seven minutes.

We PULL BACK FURTHER to see Olivia has blowtorched 
obscenities into all the PRICELESS FURNITURE in this 
perfectly preserved colonial Rhode Island mansion.

MARGARET
Oh my God.

OLIVIA
Do me a favor and leave me alone - 
don’t help, don’t understand.

MARGARET
This is a trigger, Livy.  Don’t you 
purge!

OLIVIA
I was bulimic for like a day when I 
was fifteen.  Literally, ONE DAY!  

MARGARET
You don’t handle stress well!  You 
need to come home. 

Olivia bursts into hysterical tears, sitting in a Louis the 
IV antique chair the cushion of which she has shredded.  

OLIVIA
I don’t have a home anymore, it... 
oh my God... I loved him so much.
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(burying her face)
Everything I touch turns to shit.  
I’m shit.

MARGARET
Never say that.  Never think that.  

There is a KNOCK on her door.  Olivia hurries to the door, 
opening it to find... a ruffled, PROFESSORIAL MAN, smiling.

OLIVIA
Jacob?

JACOB
Livy. 

OLIVIA
(into phone)

You sent Uncle Jacob?  I don’t need 
your fucking fixer.

JACOB
Put the blowtorch down, sweetheart.

MARGARET
You listen to Uncle Jacob.

JACOB
Hand... me... the... blowtorch.

Olivia, tears streaming, gives Jacob the blowtorch, crumpling 
into his arms --

INT. LIVING ROOM - SOON AFTER

Isaiah, anxious, watches as Margaret and her entourage, in 
two towncars, drive out the ranch compound gates.

GRAVES (O.S.)
Okay, where’s that little 
COCKSUCKER?!

Isaiah, startled, turns around.  Ramona is cleaning nearby.

ISAIAH
Me?

RAMONA
(deadpan)

Do you see any other little 
“cocksucker” here?

CUT TO:
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EXT. SANTA FE - MAIN SQUARE - MORNING

Isaiah trails President Graves who blasts through the small 
town square, his Secret Service in tow.

ISAIAH
Just to get it out of the way, I 
have to tell you how exciting this 
is for me, sir.  Honestly, your 
presidency serves as the model for 
all -- 

GRAVES
Watch the crap.

ISAIAH
Excuse me.

Graves, in mid-stride, points to the pile of dogshit - Isaiah 
barely avoids it as a few TOWNSFOLK stop and turn.

TOWNSFOLK
President Graves!  We miss you!

Graves waves with an instant, well-honed, Presidential smile, 
his public persona the opposite of his private.

GRAVES
God bless, folks!  I miss you too!

They walk on as Santa Fe mayor, MORTY STEIN, an ex-daytime TV 
talkshow host turned politician, waves from his slowing 
convertible, with a “Re-Elect Mayor Stein” sign on his door. 

MAYOR STEIN
There he is!  Mister President!

GRAVES
(annoyed)

Hello, Morty.

MAYOR STEIN
Another beautiful day in paradise, 
am I right?

GRAVES
Define paradise.

MAYOR STEIN
You have to come over for dinner 
sometime.  We could kibitz - talk 
about getting together on some 
local issues.  I’d love, love to 
pick your brain.

GRAVES
And I can’t think of anything I’d 
love less.  Brake, Morty.
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Mayor Stein, gasping, slams the brakes, almost rear-ending 
the TRUCK in front of him --

MAYOR STEIN
Son of a bitch.

INT. PLAZA COFFEE SHOP - MORNING

Graves finishes shaking hands with TOURISTS and LOCALS then 
sits across from Isaiah who reaches over, spilling the cream.

ISAIAH
Dammit.  I’m so sorry, sir.  I’ve 
always been clumsy.  It’s a spacial 
awareness thing.

President Graves bores a hole in him with a death stare, 
saying nothing.  Isaiah, with a forced smile, wipes up.

ISAIAH
Okay then.  All good now.

The young, zen, tattooed waitress, in a faded sundress, from 
the opening teaser, SAMANTHA, appears with coffee.  

SAMANTHA
Morning, guys.

GRAVES
Where’s Sylvia?

SAMANTHA
She retired last week.

GRAVES
Retired?  Already?

SAMANTHA
She was eighty-seven I think.  
Coffee?

GRAVES
(nods)

I’m Richard Graves.

SAMANTHA
(pouring coffee)

Samantha.  Sammy.

GRAVES
This is...

ISAIAH
Isaiah.  Isaiah Miller.  President 
Graves’s assistant.  

(jubilant)
First time saying that.
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SAMANTHA
President...?  Oh shit, that’s 
right.  You’re him.  I knew I 
recognized you from somewhere.  I 
mean, you look important, to be 
sure, I just... honestly, I sorta 
thought you were dead.

GRAVES
I am.

Graves notices a colorful tat on her wrist that reads:

GRAVES
“Amor Vincit Omnia”... Love 
conquers all things.

SAMANTHA
Right?

GRAVES
A bit simplistic.

SAMANTHA
I’m a fan of simple.  I’ll be back 
to take your order, Mr. President.

Samantha smirks teasingly at Graves as she walks away, his 
eyes following her then back to Isaiah staring at him.

GRAVES
What the hell are you looking at?

ISAIAH
(embarrassed)

Nothing, sir.  It’s just still a 
bit of a shock that I’m here.  With 
you.  You can’t know.  What you’ve 
meant to the world, to me.  Fun 
little fact, my college thesis was 
on your Presidency, on the “Graves 
Revolution.”  My contention of 
course being, you were 
transformational, that there was no 
looking back after your two terms --

Graves suddenly reaches out -- grabbing Isaiah’s wrist -- 
startling him.  He speaks low...

GRAVES
Let’s get one thing straight.  I’ve 
got no answers for you.  I didn’t 
write the world.  So don’t ask.

Isaiah, terrified, nods.  Graves lets go, sipping his coffee 
as the sound of JET ENGINES pre-laps --

CUT TO:

15.



EXT. PRIVATE PLANE - FLYING - DAY

The President’s PRIVATE PLANE flies through the clouds.

INT. GRAVES’S PRIVATE PLANE - FLYING - DAY

Graves glances over Isaiah’s RESUME on the plane.  He looks 
up to see Isaiah doing his best to look busy, reviewing the 
itinerary.  Graves pours WHISKEY into his Diet Coke, studying 
Isaiah’s face.  Isaiah slowly looks at him. 

GRAVES
Do you have any Latino in you?

ISAIAH
(surprised)

Actually, I do in fact.  Yes, sir.  
My --

GRAVES
Mayan.

ISAIAH
Excuse me?

GRAVES
Your bone structure and brow 
ridge... where’s the family from?  
Chiapas, the Yucatan?  

ISAIAH
No, my --

GRAVES
Yucatec Maya is a beautiful 
language.  I heard it spoken only 
once on a diplomatic summit with 
President Portillo of Mexico.  

He leans forward, painting the picture...

GRAVES (CONT’D)
I sat on the top of a pyramid, in 
the jungle, where a choir of a 
hundred Mayan children sang in my 
honor - in their own language, a 
language stolen from them by the 
rainmakers selling Christ and 
Salvation, but none of that 
mattered - they sang of their 
ancestors as if the memory of the 
Mayan’s very story, their survival 
depended on how passionate they 
sang that day for me... 

Graves remains forward.  Beat.  Isaiah clears his throat:

16.



ISAIAH
Actually I’m half Spanish, half 
German Jew, sir.  From St. Louis 
originally but then my mom moved us 
to Orlando, Florida when I was 
four.  A state you carried two 
times.  As you know.  Obviously. 

Graves, irritated, glares at Isaiah then...

GRAVES
Has anyone ever told you what a 
goddamn buzzkill you are?  I mean, 
CHRIST, I was on a roll.

Graves downs his whiskey-spiked Diet Coke in one gulp as we --

CUT TO:

EXT. HABITAT FOR HUMANITY - KANSAS CITY - DAY

President Graves, now drunk, hammers the frame of a house 
with Isaiah and others.  JIMMY CARTER waves from the roof.

JIMMY CARTER
Feels good, doesn’t it?  Giving 
back to these families!

GRAVES
Only a life lived for others is a 
life worthwhile, Jimmy!

Graves’s smile quickly vanishes, creeped out by Jimmy Carter, 
as he goes back to hammering beside Isaiah, whispering...

GRAVES
Is is he still looking at me?

Isaiah casually glances up to see Carter grinning, staring.

ISAIAH
Yes.

GRAVES
(hammering)

Thirty years of this ex-POTUS shit.  
I’m in hell.  I have died and been 
sent to hell.

LATER THAT AFTERNOON...

Isaiah stands by the EXPEDITION with the SECRET SERVICEMEN as 
Graves hugs dozens of Habitat for Humanity WORKERS in a line.
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GRAVES
Such good work, guys.  You’re all 
amazing and a true inspiration to 
Margaret and me.  Thank you.

Isaiah, watching, turns to the shorter Secret Serviceman.

ISAIAH
Does he...

SECRET SERVICEMAN #1
Every last one.  They all get hugs.

SECRET SERVICEMAN #2
He’s sufficiently generous with his 
hugging.

Graves, smiling warmly, waves big then approaches the 
Expedition, getting in with Isaiah, closing the door...

JIMMY CARTER (O.S.)
Richard!  Hold on...

Jimmy Carter hurries up to the SUV’s blacked-out window that 
rolls down half way revealing Graves’s smiling face.

GRAVES
Great cause, Jimmy.

JIMMY CARTER
Always has been.

INSIDE THE CAR - we see Graves, under the edge of the blacked-
out window, is giving Jimmy Carter... the middle finger.

JIMMY CARTER
You have a nice rest of your day.

GRAVES
You too.  God bless.

The window goes up as Graves lights a cigarette, a nervous 
wreck, turning to Isaiah and his men.

GRAVES
Don’t let that liberal slice of 
milk toast in a cheap suit fool 
you.  He’d just as soon skin ya 
alive and dip you in lemon juice as 
look at you.

ISAIAH
Mr. President --
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GRAVES
Behind that smile, is a ruthless 
killer - the “White Cloud” is what 
the Nazis called him when he worked 
a nuclear sub off the Horn of 
Africa in ‘43 - he’d just appear, 
scare the shit outta Rommel - and 
to this day, the only man Ronald 
Regan refused to be alone in a room 
with, Carter freaked him out that 
much...

Graves trails off, seeing his people’s shocked looks.  Graves 
slowly turns to see Jimmy Carter still standing there - the 
window half open.  Carter, glaring, holds up a HABITAT TEE.

JIMMY CARTER
You forgot your special t-shirt.

GRAVES
Appreciated, Jimmy.

Jimmy Carter unblinkingly stares, as Graves turns back to the 
LIMO DRIVER with hushed fear...

GRAVES
Drive.

They race away, leaving Jimmy Carter standing there like a 
zombie in the dust as we --

CUT TO:

INT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - DUSK

Ramona opens the door as Graves blasts in.  Isaiah follows.

RAMONA
How was President Carter?

GRAVES
He’s a Wraith from hell.

RAMONA
(not listening)

Wonderful.

GRAVES
I’m working.  Nobody bothers me.

ISAIAH
Yes, sir.

Graves slams the door of his office.  Ramona looks at Isaiah.

ROMONA
Come.  I’ll show you your room.
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EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - DUSK

Isaiah, suitcase in hand, follows Ramona as she walks him 
from the main house to a smaller HOUSE on the grounds.

INT. ISAIAH’S ROOM - EMPLOYEES’ QUARTERS - DUSK

Ramona shows Isaiah into the clean but simple room in the 
EMPLOYEE QUARTERS.

RAMONA
It’s the smallest room.  I got the 
biggest.

ISAIAH
Of course.

RAMONA
Most of his assistants leave before 
they have time to unpack.  You have 
to find something to love about 
him.  Anything. 

She leaves as Isaiah lays back on the bed, way over his head.

EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - LATE NIGHT

Tumbleweeds blow through the Graves adobe compound that 
twinkles within the vast desert.  HORSES graze in a corral.

INT. GRAVES’S DEN - LATE NIGHT

President Graves sits, drinking whiskey, wasted in the 
shadow, red eyes glazed over, staring at his Presidential 
Library model.  All the rooms.  Haunting him.  A PRESIDENTIAL 
PORTRAIT of a younger Graves hangs above the model. 

Graves turns, looking at his distorted older reflection in a 
Japanese SEPPUKOO SWORD beside a photo of him and the EMPEROR 
OF JAPAN.  He then downs his booze, spinning around to...

HIS LAPTOP.  Staring at Google.  His name in the search 
field.  This time... he presses send.  A MILLION HITS POP UP.  
PHOTOS.  BLOGS.  CARICATURES OF HIM.  Graves leans in, 
scrolling through thirty years of ARTICLES.  Some are 
glowing: “Conservative Superhero Graves” -- “The Case For 
Gravenomics” -- “Searching For The Next Graves.”  Others are 
hateful: “Graves Opens Federal Lands For Oil Drilling” -- 
“President Graves - The Harshest Border Policy In History” -- 
“Richard Graves’ Two Deadly Wars” -- Graves Dismisses Gay 
Rights” -- “President Graves Guts Cancer Research” -- “WORST 
PRESIDENT IN U.S. HISTORY?” 

We PUSH IN CLOSE TO Graves, breath quickening, tears rising 
in his eyes, reading the list of his Presidential sins --
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INT. EMPLOYEES’ QUARTERS - ISAIAH’S ROOM - EARLY MORNING

CLOSE ON - Isaiah sleeping when a SHARPIE comes INTO FRAME 
writing the letters B...M...E...H above his upper lip.  
Isaiah wakes with a start to see... 

ISAIAH
President Graves...

...President Graves sitting beside him, hair standing up, not 
having slept, with a delirious smile, pocketing the Sharpie.

GRAVES
Wakey, wakey eggs and bakey.

Something is way off.  Graves leans forward, a Halliburton 
ALUMINUM BRIEFCASE in his lap, eyes wild, whispering...

GRAVES
Bring your car around back.  We’re 
slipping out today.

ISAIAH
Your Secret Service detail?

GRAVES
Fuck ‘em.  You in?

Isaiah catches a glimpse of the letters drawn above his upper 
lip in the sidetable mirror.  Alarmed, he touches his mouth.

ISAIAH
Sir, what -- what’s this...?!

GRAVES
Hazing the pledge.  Been doing it 
since my Alpha Sigma Phi days.  
It’s what’s always done to get into 
my inner circle.  Wear the letters 
for two days without washing them 
off.  You understand?  Show me you 
really want in this thing.  That I 
can trust you.

(Isaiah nods)
Good.  Now don’t be an asshole and 
pull your car around back.

EXT. ROUTE 85 - SOON AFTER

Isaiah’s Prius speeds by us leaving Santa Fe.

GRAVES (V.O.)
So you really must have some Jew in 
you, driving around in this thing.
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INT. PRIUS - MOVING - DAWN

President Graves, out of place in the small car, sits beside 
a nervous Isaiah driving through the high desert.

ISAIAH
It’s a Prius.  “Clean energy” was a 
huge part of your campaign.

GRAVES
That was all just hippie heroine I 
injected into the bloodstream to 
secure my independent base since I 
was being primaried to my left by 
that whore Bod Dole.

(looking around car)
These things don’t make any sound.  
I don’t trust anything I can’t 
hear.  We need some noise.

Graves turns on the music to some ‘70s southern rock then 
lights a cigarette.  Isaiah coughs, rolling down his window.

ISAIAH
So, where exactly am I going? 

GRAVES
Take the 85 all the way to the 
285... I’ll tell you from there.

ISAIAH
I’d just like to say, for the 
record, I am very uncomfortable 
with this - it’s, without a doubt, 
a fireable offense which, on my 
second day, would be a record.

GRAVES
Two days?  That Pakistani, right 
before you, lasted all of three 
hours.

ISAIAH
I’m sure this Pakistani had a name.  
You know, I think I’m just going to 
call Mrs. Graves.  I have to.

Isaiah takes his iPHONE out with one hand, starting to dial.

GRAVES
Relax for godsssake.

Graves snatches the iPhone - goes to throw it out the window.

ISAIAH
No, no, no!  Please!  I just 
upgraded!  Like a week ago!
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GRAVES
You gonna man up?! 

ISAIAH
Yes!  I won’t call her!  I promise!

Graves tosses the phone down again, then suddenly...

GRAVES
Oh, shit.  I used to love this 
song.  

He cranks up Lynyrd Skynyrd’s “Simple Man,” singing...

GRAVES (CONT’D)
Forget your lust for the rich man's 
gold.  All that you need is in your 
soul...

Isaiah reels.  Graves, blustery, croak-sings as they head 
through the miles of WIND FARMS, in the desert --

INT. PRIUS - MOVING - DAY

Graves is staring out as the desert turns to mountains, eyes 
fixated forward, gripping his aluminum briefcase.

GRAVES
Take the 68 up ahead.

Isaiah nods, then after a self-conscious moment, takes a 
PHOTO from his jacket pocket.

ISAIAH
I wanted to show you this.

Graves takes a PHOTO from Isaiah.  Isaiah is THREE YEARS OLD 
and chubby as Young Graves kisses him at a campaign stop.

ISAIAH
That’s me.  I was one of those 
babies you kissed at a campaign 
stop - my mom worked for the local 
“Graves For President” office in 
Orlando.  She always loved you, sir 
- we had the lawn signs, she worked 
the phone banks, went door-to-door 
for you.  My dad left before I was 
born - I never really even had a 
picture of him so, growing up, when 
things got really tough... I sort 
of always came back to this picture 
of you holding me up.  Your smile.   
In a weird way it made me feel like 
I belonged to something, to 
someone.
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After a long beat of looking at the photo...

GRAVES
You are the fattest goddamned baby 
I think I’ve ever seen.  I remember 
the hernia you gave me after I 
picked you up for this photo, that 
I remember.

ISAIAH
(softer)

I had a bit of thyroid issue. 

GRAVES
A bit?

Isaiah, now embarrassed, veers through the trees.  Graves 
glances down at the photo, for a moment, quietly touched.

EXT. TAOS, NEW MEXICO - DAY

The Prius drives through this destination mountain town 
bordered by ranches and the Pueblo.  Graves stares forward, 
eyes distant.  Isaiah, excited, smiles, realizing...

ISAIAH
Taos?  This is where you were born.

GRAVES
No shit.  Take a left at the light.

They round a corner, up to the... GRAVES PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY 
AND CULTURAL CENTER - a concrete and glass complex, like the 
model.  A life-size BRONZE STATUE of Richard Graves, as a 
young cattle wrangler beside his horse, stands out front.

GRAVES
Go around back.

EXT. GUARD BOOTH - GRAVES PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY - SOON AFTER

Isaiah drives up to the GUARD BOOTH at the back of the 
library.  The blue collar SECURITY GUARD leans in.

SECURITY GUARD
Sir, we’re closed on Mondays.

Isaiah rolls down the window, self-conscious, hand covering 
the letters above his lip.  The guard is confused.

ISAIAH
I have a special guest.

The guard bends down seeing... Graves in the passenger seat.
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GRAVES
Afternoon, Freddy.

SECURITY GUARD
President Graves...?

INT. GRAVES PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY - DAY

Graves, holding his aluminum briefcase, and Isaiah walk 
through the cavernous concrete space.  Their footsteps echo.

Fifty-foot partitions rise up creating a maze-like, inter-
active experience, taking one through the Graves presidency.

Graves looks at a blow-up of the WHITE HOUSE.  A flash of 
primal fear washes over him.

GRAVES
(hushed)

That house.  Those rooms.  All that 
was done... that can’t be undone.

He continues on as if walking through a haunted house, Isaiah 
behind him, moving through the exhibits:

President Graves’s MARINE ONE CHOPPER -- a replica of his 
OVAL OFFICE -- a PHOTO MURAL of the moment he was shot by 
MARTIN TREADWELL, caught by a photographer, Graves’s face 
wincing in agony, SECRET SERVICEMEN diving for Treadwell --

GRAVES
Shot me three times... bullets went 
straight through.

They pass a COLLAGE of young President Graves, Margaret and 
Young Olivia holding her younger BROTHER’S hand.

ISAIAH
Your son, Jeremy.  He’s in 
Afghanistan, isn’t he? 

(no response)
I read about his tour - all his 
medals.  A real hero. 

Still nothing.  Isaiah smiles looking at a blow-up of YOUNG 
JEREMY GRAVES in a Boy Scout uniform.

ISAIAH
To be truthful and a total nerd 
about it, when I was a kid, 
Jeremy’s national Boy Scout 
campaign really inspired me.  I 
joined because of him - got over 
100 merit badges.  102 to be exact.  

Graves turns to Isaiah, not having heard a word.
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GRAVES
Huh?

ISAIAH
Nothing, sir.

They move on.  Isaiah nods as Graves stops, looking up at a 
50 FOOT mural of Graves done by NATIVE AMERICAN CHILDREN.

ISAIAH
It’s so impressive in person, I --

GRAVES
Would you please stop talking.  

Isaiah nods.  Graves, tension building, continues on through 
BLOWN UP PHOTOS of him as the younger president - meeting 
with WORLD LEADERS, in the WHITE HOUSE, being INAUGURATED.  

He stops at a... GRANITE WALL, like the Vietnam Memorial, 
commemorating the thousands that died in the Libyan war he 
declared and fought for eight years.  He takes it in.

GRAVES
So many... 

(pained)
These were kids...

He touches the etched names.  Isaiah stops beside him.

GRAVES
And for what...?  I don’t even 
remember.  Not really.  It’s like 
the book you read in school... you 
remember the main characters and 
generalities but not the small 
things... the details... the why of 
it.  I sent them to be slaughtered 
so I could scratch a military itch 
on our country’s back that still, 
decades later, we can’t reach.

ISAIAH
(whispering)

Permission to speak?

Graves, foggy, turns to Isaiah.

ISAIAH
You saved alot of lives, Mr. 
President.  In Libya.  During my 
debate class, in tenth grade, I 
argued your pre-emptive action was 
the only humane choice.  You had to 
do what you did, sir.  It was 
genocide there.

Graves turns back to the wall of American soldiers’ names...
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GRAVES
So is this.

Graves eyes the SECURITY GUARD hanging back.

GRAVES
The guard.  Take him outside.  Talk 
to him.  I need to be alone.

Isaiah hurries to the guard as Graves opens the briefcase 
removing the... Japanese SEPPUKOO SWORD from his desk.  

CUT TO:

EXT. SANTA FE DESERT - AERIAL - DAY

We SWEEP ACROSS the desert to meet a TOWNCAR on the road, 
driving toward Graves’s sprawling adobe compound --

EXT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - GRAVES COMPOUND - SAME TIME

The TOWNCAR parks as... LAWRENCE MILLS, a fastidious gay 
speech writer, gets out and approaches the SECRET SERVICEMEN.

LAWRENCE
Another post-apocalyptically hot 
day.

SECURITY GUARD
Yes, sir.

LAWRENCE (PRE-LAP)
Ramona!  Where is the big guy?

INT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - SOON AFTER

Lawrence approaches Ramona, who hates him, cleaning a counter 
as the cook, Charlie, smiles.

RAMONA
The President is working today in 
his study.  Door is locked.

INT. DEN DOOR - SOON AFTER

Lawrence knocks on the door.

LAWRENCE
Mr. President, it’s Lawrence.  
Thought we’d kick around the cancer 
speech for tomorrow.
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INT. DEN - LATER ON

Lawrence enters with a SECRET SERVICEMAN, with a key, to see 
an empty den and an open window.  They stop in their tracks.

SECRET SERVICEMAN
Jesus...

They are staring at the model of the Graves Presidential 
Library - the glass case has been SHATTERED by a golf club.

LAWRENCE
Get Mrs. Graves on the phone.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAVES PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY - DAY

Isaiah speaks to the Security Guard outside the library 
when... President Graves rushes out with his briefcase. 

SECURITY GUARD
Sir.

GRAVES
Freddy.  Good to see you.

(to Isaiah)
Let’s get out of here, kid.

ISAIAH
Nice to meet you, Freddy --

Graves yanks Isaiah toward his Prius.  The Security Guard 
turns back toward the museum...

INT. PRIUS - MOVING - DAY

Graves gets into the car as Isaiah takes off.  

GRAVES
GO!

INT. GRAVES PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY - SOON AFTER

The Security Guard enters the library.  He stops.  Face goes 
slack seeing that... Graves has RANSACKED the library...

Every photograph and mural of Graves, in the library, now has 
his face and head totally cut out - removed from his body...

The floor is littered with the DECAPITATED PHOTO HEADS that 
Graves cut out of the exhibits...  

Glass cases, housing MEMORABILIA, have been SMASHED IN...
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SECURITY GUARD
(stunned)

What the hell...?

INT. PRIUS - MOVING - DAY

A relief washes over Graves’s face as he laughs...

GRAVES
That was really something else.

ISAIAH
You worked some things out back in 
there, huh?

GRAVES
That I did!

ISAIAH
So, back home now, I assume.  I 
hope.

GRAVES
Actually, I’d like a cup of really 
good coffee.

INT. PLAZA COFFEE SHOP - SANTA FE - LATER THAT NIGHT

Graves and Isaiah sit in a booth.  Isaiah is jittery. 

ISAIAH
We have to at least tell someone 
where you are.  I’m begging, sir.

Graves, ignoring him, spots what he was looking for... 
SAMANTHA, the chill, tattooed waitress.  He smiles big.

SAMANTHA
The Prez.

GRAVES
Ex-Prez, darlin’.

SAMANTHA
Still.  I mean, what a trip.

GRAVES
(touches her arm)

May I see something...?

SAMANTHA
Sure. 

Graves studies her sleeve tattoo.  Fascinated.  He focuses on 
a MARIJUANA LEAF TAT and then, with an epiphany, looks up.
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GRAVES
I have a question for you.

INT. PRIUS - MOVING - NIGHT

Isaiah, freaking out, drives beside Graves with Samantha 
between them in the backseat.

SAMANTHA
This dude Heller has the best weed 
up where I live.  

GRAVES
Take us to the dude Heller!

ISAIAH
Really not happy.

SAMANTHA
What’s up with pretty boy?

GRAVES
He’s pissed off.

ISAIAH
I’m not pissed off, ma’am --

SAMANTHA
“Ma’am?”  We’re the same age, kid.

ISAIAH
-- I am highly anxious given the 
course of the night.

SAMANTHA
Course of the night?

ISAIAH
I have a former President of the 
United States, my personal hero, in 
my car, on his way to smoke 
marijuana after we’ve been off the 
grid for eight hours.  There is NO 
version of that where I don’t lose 
the job I have dreamt of since I 
was ten!

Samantha eyes the letters, B.M.E.H., above Isaiah’s lip.

SAMANTHA
Breathtaking.  Moon.  Endlessly. 
Howls.

ISAIAH
It’s a hazing thing!  I think. 
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President Graves looks out the window to see... MAYOR STEIN 
coming out of a restaurant, picking his teeth with his WIFE.

MAYOR STEIN
Mr. President!  Again!  Pinch me! 
How about that sit-down?  We could 
get together on this Native 
American casino issue I’m --

Graves gives Stein a huge Heil Hitler salute out the window.

GRAVES
Mayor.

Mayor Stein’s smile fades as they pass by.

MAYOR STEIN
Son of a bitch...

CUT TO:

EXT. TRAILER PARK - DESERT MESA - NIGHT

CLOSE ON - President Graves taking a huge hit off a JOINT, 
eyes red slits, bombed.  He exhales then, through smoke...

GRAVES
“Woe unto them that call evil good, 
and good evil.”  Isaiah, 5.20.   

REVERSE ON - Isaiah, paranoid, and Samantha getting high with 
Graves outside SAMANTHA’S TRAILER in a dusty, rundown TRAILER 
PARK, on a mesa, above Santa Fe.  Graves wears one of 
Samantha’s hoodies, his face in shadow, high as a kite.

GRAVES
You see, kids, God gets the joke. 
Our values, as a society, are 
defined by our inherent morality 
which is determined by our 
subjective faith and set of 
regional biases and laws.  Is going 
to war good?  Is not going to war 
actually evil?  Abortion, gay 
rights, social welfare, taxation, 
poverty... every fucking issue that 
exists falls into the cracks of our 
perception informed by our specific 
conditioning.  To love or to hate, 
good and evil, is all taught - but 
who is teaching us?  

Samantha, mesmerized, makes a “mind’s blown” gesture.  Graves 
takes another hit...
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GRAVES
More and more I’m starting to think 
too much sanity is actually a form 
of insanity.  I mean, what the hell 
have I been doing with my life for 
the last twenty years?

ISAIAH
(sotto)

This is bad.  So bad.

Isaiah looks around at the TRAILERS, old cars and mangy dogs.  
Samantha grabs a guitar as Graves takes another hit.

GRAVES 
This marijuana is very effective.

SAMANTHA
You shoulda legalized it when you 
had the chance.

GRAVES
(shrugs)

I expanded Medicare.

She rolls her eyes.  Graves smiles as Samantha strums Bob 
Dylan singing almost to herself.  Graves turns to Isaiah.

GRAVES
Get me something to eat.  I don’t 
think I’ve ever been this hungry.

ISAIAH
Yes, sir, but where?  

SAMANTHA
Go into my trailer.  I have some 
good shit for the munchies. 

Isaiah reluctantly, muttering, hurries into Samantha’s 
trailer.  Samantha, strumming, looks up at Graves.

SAMANTHA
You are way too much in your head.

GRAVES
Where else am I going to go?

SAMANTHA
Anywhere.  Live authentically.  I 
mean, look at you, you’re already 
doing it.  You’re out here in the 
middle of the night, smoking weed 
with some random waitress.  No way 
this was on the books. 

Graves nods, staring out at the night.  He then, a fragility 
rising, looks at Samantha, speaking softly.
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GRAVES
I’ve done some really, really 
terrible things.

SAMANTHA
(lights joint)

So now go do some really, really 
good things.  

GRAVES
At my age?  Not sure I have more 
than five good years left.

SAMANTHA
Five... fucking... awesome years.

He can’t help but smile.  She takes a hit, holding it in...

SAMANTHA
You have young eyes in that old 
face.

INT. SAMANTHA’S TRAILER - SAME

Isaiah, in Samantha’s messy trailer, is grabbing Doritos and 
Twinkies, losing it.

ISAIAH
This is soooo bad.

EXT. TRAILER PARK - DESERT MESA - MOMENTS LATER

Isaiah, arms filled with snacks, exits the trailer - he looks 
to see Graves and Samantha are not around the fire.

ISAIAH
President Graves?  

(they are gone)
Oh no... oh, Jesus... 

He drops the food, spinning around as the WIND picks up.  He 
spots... a FEW ROCKERS coming out of a TRAILER, a couple down 
from Samantha’s.  They are tattooed and pierced desert rats.

ISAIAH
Excuse me...?!  Hello!

HELLER, 30s, the intense bearded leader of the pack, turns to 
see Isaiah running up to him.

ISAIAH
Sorry to bother you.  Funniest 
thing, well not so funny.  Did you 
see a tall man in a hoodie leave --
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HELLER
With Sammy?  Yeah.  They took off.

ISAIAH
Took off?  WHEN?!  I didn’t hear 
them take off!

DESERT RAT
That’s ‘cuz they were in a Prius.

Isaiah spots an old beat up TRUCK painted black with legalize 
pot and socialist bumper stickers all over it.  Turns back.

ISAIAH
I need help.

EXT. SANTA FE - NIGHT

Heller’s TRUCK cruises through Santa Fe’s narrow streets.

INT. TRUCK - MOVING - NIGHT

Isaiah, a frantic mess, is squashed between Heller, hitting a 
joint, and two other wasted DESERT RATS in the smoky cab.

HELLER
So, who’s this guy with Sammy?

ISAIAH
Literally the most consequential 
person I could possibly lose. 

DESERT RAT
I lost a vintage Fender guitar at 
this stripclub in Reno last summer.  

ISAIAH
Not the same, Chaco.  Trust me.  My 
mother’s going to kill me.  I mean, 
you can't blame her, I'm an only 
child who she’s convinced is going 
to be President of the United 
States one day and not like she 
thinks I can “do whatever I want if 
I put my mind to it," more like 
literally be the actual President 
and anything less would be a major 
disappointment.  But, I dunno 
Chaco, it’s probably my fault. 
Politics is the only thing I’ve 
been talking about since I was six 
and this was my first big break, 
working for my political GOD, but 
after today, I’m not sure I can 
HANDLE IT!  ANY OF IT!
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He takes a huge breath, turning to Chaco, calmer...

ISAIAH
It’s hard when someone’s put all 
their eggs into one basket and 
you’re the basket.  

Chaco glares at him blankly.  Isaiah, with a sigh, gazes out 
as WIND blows sagebrush across the Santa Fe street. 

ISAIAH 
You know what.  Just drop me off at 
the edge of town.  

CUT TO:

EXT. GOLF COURSE - SANTA FE - NIGHT

Wind blows across the golf course where... Samantha, like a 
gypsy, spins ahead of President Graves who, high, walks 
barefoot, arms out in the wind.  He tears at his shirt.

GRAVES
This place is so goddamn hot... 
even at night...

Graves takes off his shirt, revealing THREE BULLET SCARS in 
his shoulder above his heart.  He stops.  Samantha approaches 
him, head cocked, looking at his scars.

SAMANTHA
I’d forgotten you were shot.  They 
taught us that in history class.  

(touching the scars)
Did it hurt?

Graves’s blood shot eyes search for the answer, then...

GRAVES
I don’t remember.

CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT ROAD - GRAVES COMPOUND - NIGHT

Isaiah trudges down the dark, windy desert road.  He squints 
as the desert wind swirls around him, blowing DUST in his 
face - a TUMBLEWEED flies at him...

ISAIAH
SHIT!

...getting caught on and ripping his suit.  He SCREAMS in 
frustration, approaching the Graves compound.  Sees a LIMO.
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MARGARET (PRE-LAP)
One day.  I’m gone one day!

INT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Margaret, suitcases by the door, paces before a dirty and 
hysterical Isaiah - Amy and the entourage are all around.

MARGARET
...now what did you say he did?

ISAIAH
He ditched me, ma’am.  At some 
Manson-family trailer park.

Amy chuckles.

MARGARET
I can’t even.

ISAIAH
He said it was part of the hazing 
stage of the job, like a college 
pledge, that I would be fired on 
the spot if I didn’t comply!  I 
wanted to call, but --

MARGARET
Hey, hey, hey.  It’s okay.  It...

(spotting the letters 
above his lip)

What’s this?  

ISAIAH
I don’t know, I DON’T KNOW!

There’s a KNOCK on the door - Agent Quinn opens it.  Olivia 
Graves bursts in with Uncle Jacob, the fixer, behind her.

OLIVIA
Don’t say anything.  Not a word.

She drops her purse, blasting past Isaiah.  She stops.  
Turning back.

OLIVIA
Who are you...?

ISAIAH
I used to work here.

MARGARET
Stop that.  Isaiah is daddy’s new 
assistant - the best he’s ever had.

ISAIAH
I am?
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OLIVIA
You poor thing.

ISAIAH
Everyone keeps saying that.

Olivia walks on as Charlie, the chef, knowing the routine, 
holds out a poundcake she snatches.  Margaret turns to Jacob.

MARGARET
The damage?

JACOB
She blowtorched her way through 9.5 
million dollars worth of early-
American furniture and a 17th 
century French Regency stool.

MARGARET
And...?

JACOB
It’s taken care of.  The 
Rockefellers --

OLIVIA
Can burn in hell.

JACOB
-- are being very cooperative.  
They want a clean, quiet divorce.

MARGARET
They want him re-elected is what 
they want.  We spin it against 
them.  Poor Livy, America’s 
Princess, is resilient, she can get 
through anything - unlike Spitzer’s 
or Weiner’s wives, she won’t stand 
by the philandering man who 
disrespected her, shamed her.   
Let’s turn her into the poster girl 
for the new, emancipated woman.

Olivia, putting down the cake, bursts into tears.  She rushes 
into Margaret’s open arms.  After a moment...

OLIVIA
I’ve always been such a 
disappointment.

MARGARET
No.  Honey.  Don’t ever say that.  

JACOB
I have to go now, Maggie.  It seems 
as if Big Bird found his way to his 
library and tore it apart. 
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MARGARET
Tore it apart?  

JACOB
As in he took a sledge hammer and 
destroyed the place.

Jacob shows her iPhone PHOTOS of the damaged exhibits.  

MARGARET
(shocked)

My God.  Richard didn’t do this.  
He would never in a million years --

She turns to Isaiah, his face stricken with guilt.

JACOB
We have to shut it down for 
repairs.  I’ll keep you posted.

Jacob leaves as... LAWRENCE, dressed in a bathrobe and flip 
flops, enters, waving a speech in a binder.

LAWRENCE
Quite literally, this is the best 
kid’s cancer speech ever written.    

MARGARET
(reeling)

Not sure we’re going to need it.

LAWRENCE
Tell me you’re kidding.

Agent Quinn turns to Margaret, hand on his earpiece.

AGENT QUINN
They found the President. 

CUT TO:

EXT. GOLF COURSE - SOON AFTER

WIDE SHOT - Picking up where the opening teaser left off... 
sprinklers blasting... Graves has been covered in a blanket, 
being walked off the golf course by Isaiah toward the carts --

CLOSER - Isaiah holds the blanket over a hunched Graves, 
dripping wet.  He grabs Isaiah’s arm.  Emotional.

GRAVES
I’m too close to the end not to 
start living.  Understand?

ISAIAH
(gently)

I do, sir.  I understand. 
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Graves smiles at him.  Isaiah walks him on.  Margaret looks 
up at Samantha, on the hill.

CUT TO:

INT. GRAVES’S PRIVATE PLANE - FLYING - 2 AM

On the jet, Isaiah is asleep beside Lawrence and Amy.  In the 
rear... Graves is slumped in a seat, in a bathrobe.  
Margaret, containing her distress, applies concealer beneath 
his hazy eyes.  After a tense moment...

GRAVES
You’re angry.

MARGARET
I’m confused, Richard.  Not just 
because of tonight... I mean... 
your library?  What were you 
thinking? 

GRAVES
For the first time in my life, I 
wasn’t thinking, I was just doing.

MARGARET
Yeah well, you scared the hell out 
of me.  You can’t just disappear 
like that, I...

Margaret, eyes suddenly wet with tears, looks away.  Graves 
takes her hand.  Emotional, he kisses it then...

GRAVES
I’m sorry, Maggs.  I am.

Margaret, for a vulnerable moment, touches his face.  She 
takes a breath, suppressing her marital pain, staying 
focused, and continues to apply concealer, getting him ready.

MARGARET
Anyway.  This speech you’re giving 
in the morning is very important.

GRAVES
(long beat)

What speech?

CUT TO:

EXT. HOPE LODGE - CANCER SOCIETY, NEW YORK - MORNING

Led by MOTORCYCLE COPS, President Graves’s MOTORCADE speeds 
up to the cancer society’s Hope Lodge building in New York.
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MICHAEL BLOOMBERG (PRE-LAP)
...this is a very special place 
filled with very special people.

INT. AUDITORIUM - HOPE LODGE - MORNING

The auditorium is packed as... MICHAEL BLOOMBERG speaks on 
the stage where YOUNG CANCER SURVIVORS stand behind him.

MICHAEL BLOOMBERG
And though I didn’t always agree 
with his policies, Richard Graves 
is the very model of what a former 
President should be.  A statesman.

IN THE WINGS...

President Graves, staggering, is marched by Margaret and the 
entourage toward the stage as Isaiah buckles his pants, 
walking backward, adjusting his belt - Margaret ties his tie.

GRAVES
Goddammit, too tight.

MARGARET
Don’t be a baby.

MICHAEL BLOOMBERG (O.S.)
And now, ladies and gentlemen, a 
man I count as a good friend of 
mine as well as my former 
President... 

Graves stops as Margaret quickly brushes his hair that’s 
standing straight up.  He pats his pockets.

GRAVES
Jesus Christ I need a cigarette.

MARGARET
Right before your kids cancer 
speech?  Are you high?

ISAIAH
YES.

MICHAEL BLOOMBERG (O.S.)
President - Richard - Graves!

Lawrence hands President Graves the speech while Margaret and 
Isaiah shove him onto... 

THE STAGE 

which he steps onto with sudden grace and a totally lucid 
smile.  Focused.  Commanding.  The President.
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THE CROWD, who adores him, jumps to its feet...

MARGARET walks a few feet behind him, waving...

GRAVES smiles at the crowd, nodding with appreciation...

MICHAEL BLOOMBERG claps as Graves goes to the podium, the 
crowd quieting, Margaret behind him.  He takes them in.   

GRAVES
Thank you for that gracious 
welcome.  Let me... let me start by 
saying that when I look into the 
faces of these children who have 
been through so much, I can’t help 
but feel their hurt, their pain, 
now more than ever.  The question I 
ask myself, that I struggle with 
is... what does one do with 
empathy?  Because it’s really easy 
to ignore it, to uh, to...  

Graves, distracted, looks away from the TELEPROMPTER 
streaming his speech.  He seems suddenly lost.  Margaret’s 
smile fades.  Graves clears his throat.   Then back to 
reading the Teleprompter.

GRAVES 
...to deny and compartmentalize all 
the disease and strife that’s out 
there just so that our daily 
routines remain uninterrupted.  The 
truth is... oh, I don’t know...

Graves blinks away sweat, going off Teleprompter again.  The 
audience murmurs.  Graves looks over at Isaiah, in the wings, 
and... smiles.  He then turns to the crowd and just talks...

GRAVES
The truth?  The truth is that... 
until we start forgiving ourselves 
for every bad decision we ever 
made, for everyone we ever hurt, 
for all the life we’ve lived 
selfishly - until we make the 
decision to start looking forward 
to all the good, generous, selfless 
things we will do in the future, 
until then, we will be paralyzed, 
defined by our past.  A prisoner of 
it from which there is no escape.

(eyes Margaret)
And nothing will ever get done.  
For these kids.  For anyone.

Graves turns to the young cancer survivors, and those still 
in treatment, then back at the quiet audience, now empowered. 
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GRAVES 
Look.  This cancer thing.  This 
primordial plague has been thinning 
out our herd since before the 
druids in Sinai felt the need to 
invent a God that would make the 
inconvenient truth of our human 
frailty more palatable.  It’s a 
mess.  A moving target.  But here 
is what I can tell you. 

(as if a secret)
It’s all math.  And they’re scared 
of it.  Your government is.  Your 
Congress is.  Your President is. 
Hell I was!  Scared shitless!

(the audience chitters)
I mean, let’s face it, it was me 
who gutted Federal grants for 
Cancer research to levels so low we 
still haven’t recovered.  I did 
this.  I can’t imagine how many 
people died because of what I saw 
as a momentary budgetary fix 
because my political machine, at 
the time, just figured... hell... 
dying people don’t vote.

MARGARET
(between clenched)

Richard?

GRAVES
That’s the dirty Washington 
calculus!  Now.  Do you want the 
truth?  Your government spends 
about 4.5 billion dollars for 
cancer research.  Ladies and 
gentleman, that’s bullshit. 

(applause)
Walking around money!  Spare change 
that’s fallen between the car seat 
for crissakes! How about they take 
that 81 BILLION DOLLARS they plan 
to spend on new military aircraft 
next year - even though the fighter 
jets we have are perfectly good and 
battle ready - how about they just 
move that budget line item down to 
cancer research.  Do that and I 
guarantee you, I promise you, 
because I believe in the brilliance 
of our researchers and doctors, we 
would have a cure for this disease 
within a decade!  I know it!

THE AUDIENCE applauds louder.  BLOOMBERG is baffled.

MARGARET, putting on her smile, applauds...
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GRAVES (O.S.)
And I will help you get there, my 
friends!

GRAVES raises his arms, on fire, possessed...

GRAVES
Because I’m awake now, WIDE awake! 
On a mission of atonement!  And I 
promise you I will be, until the 
day I die, your biggest advocate, 
your beacon of hope, your GODDAMNED 
PRESIDENT!

THE AUDIENCE rises to their feet...  

PRESIDENT GRAVES, his arm around Margaret, waves to them.  
Margaret waves as well.  Then...  

Graves turns to the CANCER SURVIVORS behind him.  He hugs 
them, one at a time, coming to a YOUNG GIRL.

GRAVES
You are such a brave little girl.

IN THE WINGS...

Lawrence turns to Isaiah.   With a sigh, he drags his finger 
across the letters, B.M.E.H., above Isaiah’s mouth:

LAWRENCE
Black.  Men.  Enter.  Here.

ISAIAH
(hand to mouth)

Oh my God.

LAWRENCE
He’s a monster.

ON THE STAGE...

President Graves hugs the young cancer survivor.  She melts 
into his huge arms.  He holds her tightly, emotion rising.  
Graves’s eyes fill with tears, taking him by surprise.

GRAVES
God bless you.

The girl smiles, feeling wholly comforted, and loved. 

GRAVES
God bless you.

SLAM TO BLACK
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SMASH UP INTO:

CLOSE ON - OLD NEWS FOOTAGE

of a young President Graves, laying on the ground, surrounded 
by Secret Service amidst chaos, people SCREAMING.

WOLF BLITZER (V.O.)
And this breaking news.  CNN just 
learned, former President Richard 
Graves’s would-be assassin Martin 
Treadwell’s compassionate furlough 
hearing will be held in thirty 
days.  

The news footage goes to A CLIP of YOUNG MARTIN TREADWELL 
being led into court in handcuffs near thirty years ago.

WOLF BLITZER (V.O.)
It is Mr. Treadwell’s first release 
request to be seriously considered 
in twenty-eight years.

CLOSE ON - MARGARET GRAVES

watching the CNN report, her heart dropping.

MARGARET
This is the last thing I need right 
now.  Today.  Really.  The last 
fucking thing.

INT. MARGARET’S OFFICE - GRAVES ESTATE - MORNING

Margaret, in damage control mode, turns from her office TV 
and IS ON THE MOVE -- WE FOLLOW HER IN ONE CONTINUOUS SHOT --

MARGARET
Isaiah!

ISAIAH
(rushing up)

Yes, ma’am.

Isaiah, Amy (her assistant) and Jacob (the fixer) trail 
behind Margaret as she walks, checking her Blackberry.

MARGARET
Make sure the President doesn’t 
read the paper, get online or watch 
the news, for any reason today.  
Especially MSNBC.

ISAIAH
No problem. 



MARGARET
It’ll definitively be a problem, 
but do it.  Jacob, what’s happening 
with the President’s library?

JACOB
(eating a bagel)

Being repaired.  Should be back up 
and open in two weeks.

MARGARET
Still can’t believe it.

Margaret, checking her watch, blasts out her office into...

INT. PORTICO WALKWAY - CONTINUOUS

...the long exterior portico walkway that runs around the 
interior courtyard of the adobe compound.  The team follows.

MARGARET
Richard’s been sleeping for twelve 
hours which is good.  I want him to 
rest.  I mean, thank God the cancer 
event was under-covered by the 
media, but I’m seriously worried 
now.  He’s never gone off 
Teleprompter like that.  In his 
entire career.  Literally.  Ever.

She hurries through french doors and into...

INT. LIVING AREA - CONTINUOUS

...the main living area where Ramona, passing, casually hands 
off a cup of coffee that Margaret grabs mid-stride.

MARGARET
...I normally wouldn’t be leaving 
his side after New York, but I have 
an event I can’t cancel so let’s 
just make sure he takes it slow 
today.  I don’t want him doing 
anything but relax, Isaiah.  It --

A DOOR SLAMS.  Margaret stops short, with the group behind 
her, going instantly quiet as... OLIVIA GRAVES staggers in 
wearing panties and a tank, hair a mess.  She crosses in 
front of them.  Margaret smiles, with kid gloves...

MARGARET 
Good morning, sweetheart.  

Like a vampire, Olivia opens the fridge grabbing a gallon of 
milk.  She then walks past Charlie, the chef, who at the 
ready, holds out a box of Captain Crunch which she grabs.  

MARGARET (CONT’D)
How about a bowl for that, my 
darling.  Perhaps... a spoon?
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Olivia exits.  Everyone breathes as Margaret, smile 
vanishing, rushes on, grabbing her bestselling AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 
"FIRST MOM BEFORE LADY", from Amy holding a stack of them.

AMY
For the Mothers of Veterans.

MARGARET
Which reminds me.  Shit.  Isaiah, 
one more thing please.

ISAIAH
Yep!

Isaiah flanks Margaret as she walks, signing her books.

MARGARET
Tonight the President has a Skype 
call...

ISAIAH
...with your son, Jeremy.  

MARGARET
From his Marine base in Afghanistan 
so Richard cannot be late, and he 
is always late.  Get him there.  

(grabbing another book)
Jeremy’s coming home from his tour 
in a few days, but he’s being 
typically non-communicative and 
vague with me.  Is he staying with 
us for awhile?  What base is he 
flying into?  These are questions 
I’d like him to answer.  I haven’t 
slept a single night since he 
enlisted so I think now I deserve a 
little clarity, don’t you? 

ISAIAH
Absolutely.  I can’t imagine --

MARGARET
(SLAMMING book shut)

Ramona, we should get Jeremy’s room 
ready just in case!  

RAMONA
(watching Fox & Friends)

Okay, Mrs. Graves.

Margaret reaches the front door where her luggage and Secret 
Service awaits.  She grabs her coat then half out the door 
turns back to Isaiah, taking her first real breath.  Smiles.  

MARGARET
I just need the sky not to fall.  
And by “sky”...

(puts sunglasses on)
I mean my husband.

SLAM TO:
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OPENING TITLES.

                         “GRAVES”

FADE INTO:

INT. GRAVES'S BEDROOM - LATER THAT MORNING

PRESIDENT GRAVES bolts up into frame from a dead sleep.  His 
hair straight up, eyes bloodshot.  He yawns which pulls a 
neck muscle.  He winces, massaging his nape.  It cracks. 

GRAVES
Ah, shit...

Graves reaches out to the nightstand knocking over bottles of   
Metamucil and Geritol.  He snatches a half-drunken WHISKEY 
GLASS.  Sips some.  He then attempts to get out of bed.  It 
takes him a few times.  Everything hurts.  He grabs his back.

GRAVES (CONT’D)
(flinching)

GodDAMIT...

INT. MASTER BATHROOM - MORNING

Graves, through shower steam, stares at himself in the 
mirror.  He closes his eyes, repeating, as if it grounds him:

GRAVES
God bless you, and God Bless the 
United States of America.  God 
bless you, and God bless the United 
States... 

His eyes POP OPEN as he flashes his Presidential SMILE...

GRAVES (CONT’D)
...of America.

INT. GRAVES COMPOUND LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Isaiah leaps up CLICKING OFF the news, reporting on Martin 
Treadwell’s hearing, as... Graves, hair slicked, in a golf 
shirt, looking calm and put together, airily strolls in.

ISAIAH
Good morning, sir.  You look 
rested.

GRAVES
Morning, Isaiah.  I feel rested. 

ISAIAH
(touched)

You just... you actually said my 
name.
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GRAVES
(winks)

The little things, right?

ISAIAH
Yes, sir.

Ramona talks angrily in Spanish to a GARDENER in the kitchen.

GRAVES
What’s wrong, Ramona?

RAMONA
Orelio wants to leave early for his 
daughter’s Quinceañera.  Half the 
day, sir.  Half.

GRAVES
Let him.  It’s fine.

Ramona, not liking this, turns to Orelio as Graves turns just 
as Isaiah, alarmed, quickly swipes a USA TODAY, with 
Treadwell on it, off the table with a smile.  Graves pauses.

GRAVES
I hear Livy's home.

ISAIAH
Patio, sir.

EXT. PATIO TABLE - SOON AFTER

Graves sips black coffee across from Olivia who is on the 
patio outside, knees up, medicated, smoking, on Instagram.  

GRAVES
So.  How're you holding up?

OLIVIA
I dunno, daddy.  It’s the worst.

GRAVES
I'm so sorry, hon.  You were always 
way, way too good for that guy. 

Olivia, near tears, hugs him.

GRAVES
Love ya, Liv.

She sits back down, catching Isaiah looking at the outline of 
her bare breasts in her tank.  He quickly turns away.

GRAVES (CONT'D)
You home for a while?

OLIVIA
If that's okay.
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GRAVES
Will mean alot to your mother.

Olivia has been staring at Isaiah suggestively.  Ramona 
reaches in, clearing a plate, while under her breath:

RAMONA
Here she goes.

(sotto, walking away)
La puta de putas.

OLIVIA
WHAT, RAMONA?!  I SWEAR TO GOD!

Olivia stands, exiting in a huff, making sure that Isaiah is 
looking at her ass, which he is.  Graves nods to the Mexican 
Gardner, ORELIO, who smiles gratefully.  Then to Isaiah...

GRAVES
So. What appearance of crucial 
domestic and geopolitical 
importance does my wife have 
planned for me today?

ISAIAH
None, sir.  She thought maybe some 
golf, take it easy today.  Relax.

Graves, containing frustration, smiles...

GRAVES
In other words, keep the fossil 
underground.

ISAIAH
What?  No.  I mean, how about... we 
could go get a nice bite in town.

GRAVES
(beat)

Sure.  Why not, kid.  Then after 
maybe we can hit the rest home for 
some bingo and a water aerobics 
class since we’re just re-laxing.

Graves leans back, sunning his face when Isaiah notices 
OLIVIA, in the window, staring at him, doing yoga in just a 
THONG.  She Down Dogs, bare-ass right at Isaiah who gasps.

MARGARET (PRE-LAP)
I am very proud of my children.

CUT TO:

INT. “GRAVES SHELTER” FUNDRAISER - SAN FRANCISCO - DAY 

Margaret Graves is on stage in front of the AUDIENCE filled 
with the West Coast POLITICAL ELITE mixed with POOR WOMEN who 
have had to live in her shelter.  She speaks to them...
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MARGARET
My kids are my life.  My priority. 
I’m sure on this, we can all agree.

(the women nod)
The truth about me, the reality, is 
that I only stand here today 
because of all those women who 
paved the way and opened so many 
doors for me.  And when I speak of 
women, I am not talking about Heads 
of State or famous Civil Rights 
figures, I’m talking about mothers.  
Long before I was First Lady, 
before I married then Governor 
Graves, I was just a secretary.  I 
didn’t come from money.  I came 
from a divorced single woman living 
paycheck to paycheck.  We had so 
little, but my mother made sure I 
knew exactly how much she loved me, 
how proud she was.  Today, I look 
out at the faces of your children 
and I know they will be stronger 
because of your strength.  They 
will love more because of your 
love.  It’s you, no one else... 
opening the door for them. 

Everyone APPLAUDS.  Standing ovation.  She is adored by all.

SOON AFTER...

The POLITICAL ELITE are mingling at the luncheon, all eyes on 
Margaret who works the room currently with PEGGY NOONAN.

SOUTHERN MAN (O.S.)
There she is.

Margaret turns to... SILAS WILKES, a Southern political 
operative approaching with RNC chairman, REINCE PRIEBUS.  

SILAS
Brilliant as usual, Maggie.

MARGARET
Thank you, Silas.  Reince...?

REINCE PRIEBUS
Good to see you, Mrs. Graves.

MARGARET
(hugging him)

What are you doing way out here?  
To donate I hope.

Silas motions to a remote table with a secretive smile.

SILAS
We need to talk to you, darlin’. 

CUT TO:
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EXT. SANTA FE PLAZA - DAY

Graves, on ex-President auto pilot, exits his towncar with a 
smile waving to LOCAL RESIDENTS who stop at his sight.

GRAVES
Afternoon, everybody!

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Graves, campaign style, shakes hands before heading to the 
booth where Isaiah quickly puts his briefcase atop the LOCAL 
NEWSPAPER, on the table, as Graves sits across from him.

SAMANTHA (O.S.)
There you are.  I didn’t think 
you’d show! 

Samantha approaches in her faded tanktop, full tat sleeves 
exposed.  Graves, now uneasy, is formal and cold to her.

SAMANTHA 
The other night, I'm telling you, 
Prez, was insane.  Epic, right.  
Your wife look a little pissed 
though.  I mean, she didn't think 
you and me were, you know --

GRAVES
The First Lady.  She's the First 
Lady, Samantha.

SAMANTHA
Yeah.  I guess. 

(softer)
You okay?

GRAVES
I'll have coffee and a club 
sandwich.  Thank you.

SAMANTHA
It’s like that, huh.  

ISAIAH
The President is feeling especially 
Presidential right now.

GRAVES
(smiling)

God Bless you.

SAMANTHA
Whatever.   

(goes to leave but stops)
I just, I dunno, I was concerned 
about you, with the news today and 
all.

Graves’s smile slowly disappears.  Isaiah freezes.  Then...
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GRAVES
And what news is that?

ISAIAH
I really don’t think it --

SAMANTHA
You know... crazy dude... Bang 
Bang, he shot you down - Bang Bang, 
you hit the ground.

Samantha grabs a NEWSPAPER off a nearby table, throwing it in 
front Graves that Isaiah tries to intercept. 

SAMANTHA
Up for release.

Isaiah goes to snatch it when Graves STABS the paper with a 
STEAK KNIFE where it lays.  He bores a hole into Isaiah.

GRAVES
Margaret told you not to let me 
read the newspaper, didn’t she?

ISAIAH
(terrified)

Direct orders.

Graves sees the headline: “MARTIN TREADWELL SEEKS FURLOUGH.”  
The Byline: “Former President Richard Graves’s Failed 
Assassin Seeks Visitation With Ill Mother.”  Graves blanches.

ISAIAH
It’s a ways off, sir.  He’ll be 
denied.  Always is.

Graves’s breath quickens eyeing the paper.  Isaiah braces for 
the bomb to go off.  But... nothing.  Graves pushes it away, 
turning to a confused Sammy.

GRAVES
Thank you, Samantha, for your 
honesty.  Unlike all the ass-
kissing sycophants in my life, you 
can’t help but speak the truth.  My 
assistant, Judas Iscariot here, 
will give you a private number.  If 
there is anything you ever need, 
call me.

SAMANTHA
I will.  Thanks, Prez.

Isaiah hands Sammy a CARD as Graves, shaken by the Treadwell 
news, stands.  He spots some VERY OLD MEN playing checkers.  
They smile, beckoning to him.  Graves quickly looks away.

GRAVES
(low)

Home, Judas.  Get me back home.

CUT TO:
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INT. FUNDRAISER - SAN FRANCISCO - DAY

Margaret, sipping white wine, is sitting across from Silas 
Wilkes and Reince Priebus at the fundraiser.

SILAS
Maggie, we want you to run for Tom 
Udall’s Senate seat.

MARGARET
(laughing)

Stop it.  Come on now.

REINCE PRIEBUS
It’s opening up as you know - we 
think you can hold it.

Margaret’s laugh trails off, seeing their faces...

MARGARET
Are you serious? 

SILAS
As the heart attack I had in June.

MARGARET
The Senate?  I don’t know, Silas.

SILAS
You know.  You’ve always known.

MARGARET
I’ve honestly never considered it.

REINCE PRIEBUS
Last year, Time ranked you just 
below Jackie Kennedy and Eleanor 
Roosevelt as history’s most 
influential First Lady’s.  Own it.

MARGARET
But a Senator?  Now?  Guys.  I 
mean, there’d have to be an 
exploratory committee to --

SILAS
Consider yourself explored.  Your 
Primary challenger would be a Tea 
Party darlin’ just to the right of 
Atilla The Hun but polling well.  

MARGARET
It’s going to get ugly then.

SILAS
No one has skin thicker than you 
do.  You’ve survived every one of 
Richard’s campaigns.  You’ve been 
vetted for thirty years.  We think 
you can single-handedly re-brand 
the Republican party.  A truly 
compassionate voice like yours.
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MARGARET
Who would run it?

SILAS
I was thinking Annie Khan.  She ran 
Susan Collins’s last campaign.  

MARGARET
I gave Annie her first job.

SILAS
Exactly.  She knows you and 
Richard.  She’s in town - available 
for breakfast tomorrow to discuss. 
Meet with Annie.  Talk to her.

(leans in)
This is your time.  Now or never.

OFF of Margaret, mind racing --

CUT TO:

INT. GRAVES’S HOUSE - SANTA FE - DAY

Ramona opens the door as Graves, fuming, bursts in with 
Isaiah, frantic, checking his itinerary in mid-conversation.

ISAIAH
...but I promised Mrs. Graves!  I 
swore I would get you on this call.

GRAVES
Not gonna happen, you turncoat.

RAMONA
So, how was lunch?

GRAVES
Snakes in the grass, Ramona.  
Snakes in the FUCKING GRASS!

RAMONA
That’s nice.

ISAIAH
(catching up)

I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about   
the Treadwell news, I’m still 
trying to figure out the dynamics 
between you and the First Lady, but 
this call, I know is important.

GRAVES
Tell him I was held up.  

ISAIAH
He’s your son and --

GRAVES
He won’t care!  The kid hates me!  
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ISAIAH
That can’t be true.  I imagine it’s 
just hurt masquerading as hate.  

GRAVES
My God.  You have a vagina.  

Isaiah darts in front of Graves, stopping him in his tracks.

ISAIAH
Believe me... sir... not having a 
father, I know how much it would 
have meant to me to speak to you if 
I was alone overseas.  It’s how I 
felt a lot of the time actually.  
Alone.  So, please, get on this 
call with Jeremy.

Graves, eyes narrowing, steps to Isaiah...

GRAVES
Everything my son has done since he 
was fifteen has been an act of 
retribution against me... for my 
failings, my absence and now, 
seeing him in that uniform, 
fighting the endless war I started, 
it’s too hard.  Some things, 
Isaiah, are just too hard... like 
telling me the truth.

Graves rushes around him to his office, slamming the door.  
Ramona, deadpan, turns to Isaiah.

RAMONA
I got Xanax.  Just let me know.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - SOON AFTER

CLOSE ON - a PHOTO of young Jeremy Graves sitting on Graves’s 
lap in the Oval Office.  

ISAIAH waits in front of a computer when SKYPE rings.  
Isaiah, at a loss, winging it, answers the call as... 

JEREMY GRAVES appears in military fatigues.  Jeremy, late 
20s, is a Marine, wound tightly.  He leans in, confused.

JEREMY (ON SKYPE)
Who the hell are you?

ISAIAH
I’m Isaiah Miller, sir, President 
Graves’s new assistant.  He uh... 
unfortunately he’s unable to be 
here.

JEREMY (ON SKYPE)
Would you please go get my father. 
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ISAIAH
He just couldn’t make it.  

Isaiah spots the SHADOW OF GRAVES at the door, listening.  
Jeremy, regrouping, leans in into the Skype window...

JEREMY (ON SKYPE)
Okay, then, this is how we’re going 
to do this, but I need you to 
really listen to me.  Can you do 
that?

ISAIAH
Of course, but I know your mother 
was curious where you’ll be --

JEREMY (ON SKYPE)
FIRST.  I need you to go and tell 
the President that I say hello, 
that I wonder how he’s doing?  Then 
wait.  It’s important your ass 
waits.  IF he does ask about me, if 
he happens to inquire on his own, 
which he might not, but if he does, 
if he asks how I am, you tell him 
this... you tell him Jeremy’s 
coming home and that he’s been 
offered a job working for MSNBC.  
Now, he will definitely flinch at 
the mere mention of the network, 
but you carry on.  You tell him 
they want to start me off as a 
contributor, you know, talking 
head, son of a President, fought 
the war his daddy started, unique 
sort of liberal perspective.

ISAIAH
If I could just jump in here -- 

JEREMY (ON SKYPE)
NOW, if the old man seems foggy as 
to the context of what you’re 
saying, of the implications of said 
MSNBC offer, if he stares at you 
with that blank look, you tell him 
this is one of those “father-son” 
moments where actually speaking to 
the father would help give the son 
some MOTHERFUCKING CLARITY!

(he suddenly looks right)
Y’HEAR ME, GRAVES?!  I KNOW YOU DO!  

Isaiah whips to Graves, in shadow, startling and racing down 
the hall, then back to Jeremy who, calm again, sighs...

JEREMY (ON SKYPE) 
Dad’s running down the hallway now, 
isn’t he? 

ISAIAH
Like a cheetah.
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They hear a loud CRASH and Graves muttering, “COCKSUCKER...!”   
Jeremy, pissed, shuts off Skype.  Isaiah, a wreck, sits back.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE - SAN FRANCISCO HOTEL - DUSK

Margaret, led by Secret Service, exits with Amy to a mass of 
obsessed MARGARET FANS and PRESS behind POLICE LINES.

SPECTATOR
MARGARET, WE LOVE YOU!

MARGARET
I love you too!

INT. LIMOUSINE - MOVING - DUSK

Margaret sits across from Amy as the limo drives away from 
the hotel.  She stares, unblinking, gripping the seat.

AMY
Mrs. Graves?  Are you okay?

Margaret bursts into an EXCITED SCREAM of primal joy which 
turns spontaneously into CATHARTIC TEARS, a total release.

MARGARET
Oh.. my GOD... they just asked me 
to... run for the Senate, Amy... 
that just HAPPENED!  

AMY
No.

MARGARET
YES!  

AMY
When, WHEN?!

MARGARET
Just now.  Literally.  I mean, me.  
At this point in my life.  A 
Senator?  It’s CRAZY!  

AMY
It’s incredible!  It’s perfect!  SO 
amazing.  Are you going to call the 
President?

MARGARET
No, no... not yet... I need to just 
take this in, you know.  A few 
hours where I can own it without 
Richard stepping on my moment.  
But, wow, right?  

Margaret’s tears give way to a girlish smile...
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MARGARET (CONT’D)
Fucking wow...

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - NIGHT

The compound’s lights twinkle within the dark, vast desert.  

RACHEL MADDOW (V.O.)
With Martin Treadwell’s furlough 
hearing now set... Richard Graves 
is back in the news.  Scary.

INT. GRAVES’S DEN - NIGHT

President Graves sits, drinking whiskey, wasted in the dark, 
eyes glazed over, staring bitterly at RACHEL MADDOW on TV.  

RACHEL MADDOW (ON TV)
So staying on the subject of the 
former President, in what we 
affectionately call the “Graves 
Files...” 

GRAVES
Affectionately my ass.

An UNFLATTERING PHOTO of a younger President Graves appears 
to cartoon VILLAIN MUSIC.  

RACHEL MADDOW (ON TV)
Today, as reported earlier, the INS 
issued the largest number of 
deportation notices it ever has at 
one time.  Widely seen as D-Day for 
this country’s undocumented 
workers, it will effect thousands.

Graves, unnerved, now leans in, paying attention.

RACHEL MADDOW (ON TV)
America’s arcane detention and 
deportation policies can of course 
be traced back to the harsh 
restrictions Graves’ administration 
put in place two decades ago.  
President Graves, at the time, 
going as far as proposing a wall, I 
kid you not people, a literal wall, 
like Berlin - the conservative 
spirit of which has dominated our 
border policy ever since.

Graves fixates on the images of frightened LATINO WOMEN AND 
CHILDREN, in immigration cells.  He closes his eyes tightly.
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RACHEL MADDOW (ON TV)
After repeated requests, over the 
years, President Graves has yet to 
agree to a single interview.

Graves, mind reeling, shuts the TV off as we -- JUMPCUT TO:

GRAVES paces before the shattered model of his Presidential 
Library, muttering under his breath...  

GRAVES
That woman... “Grave’s border 
wall...” what the HELL...

Graves punches the air with frustration -- JUMP CUT TO:

GRAVES stops before a B&W PHOTO on a shelf.  It’s of himself 
as a TEENAGER, a ranch hand amidst MEXICAN RANCH HANDS.  He 
studies the picture’s faces.  His eyes then wander to...

A GLASS JAR on a shelf with THREE BULLET SLUGS inside of it.  
The ones Treadwell put in him.

MOMENTS LATER...

Graves, focused, is at his desk removing a BUSINESS CARD from 
a Rolodex that he puts down beside a GARDENER’S INVOICE.

INT. GRAVES KITCHEN - NIGHT

Isaiah, in sweats and a “You Gotta Be Kitten Me!” Tee (a 
kitten is pawing yarn), sneaks in.  He grabs a glass of milk.  
He quietly heads back down the hall as Barry Manilow rises...

BARRY MANILOW (V.O.)
Sweet Little Livy, what are we 
going to do without you?

Isaiah stops for a moment, listening with a smile, when...

OLIVIA (O.S.)
Barry Manilow wrote this for me.

Startled, Isaiah turns to see OLIVIA standing in the shadows.

OLIVIA 
It was for daddy's big White House 
farewell bash at the end of his 
second term.  

ISAIAH
My mother always loved this song.

OLIVIA
(taking his hand)

Come on.  I want to show you 
something.

ISAIAH
Me?  I dunno, Miss Graves, maybe --
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OLIVIA
Don't be such a pussy.  

Olivia pulls Isaiah into...

INT. OLIVIA'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...her bedroom which is a shrine to her youth.  Like a child 
star, it is filled with MEMORABILIA of her, as a girl, in the 
White House, the poster child for wholesome American girls.  

ISAIAH
Wow.

Isaiah, marveling, takes it all in.  Olivia removes a smoke.

OLIVIA
I know.  Freaks me out.

(lighting cigarette)
My childhood is a wax museum.

Isaiah focuses on a TEENAGE OLIVIA with PRESIDENT GRAVES 
shaking hands with Nelson Mandela.   He smiles, entranced.

OLIVIA
You’re so sweet, Isaiah.  I don’t 
know, something about you.  You 
understand what all this is.  On a 
Meta level.  You really love us, 
don’t you?  It’s deep with you.  

ISAIAH
Who wouldn’t want to be part of 
this?  Part of the Graves dynasty?  
I always did.  I do.

Isaiah turns into Olivia who suddenly shoves him, violently, 
pressing him up against the wall.

ISAIAH (CONT'D)
What... what are you --

She KISSES HIM hard, grabbing his crotch.

OLIVIA 
I need this.  It isn't about you.

Olivia throws him onto her bed peeling his sweats down as he 
falls back.  She shoves her hand over Isaiah’s mouth.

OLIVIA
I am very distraught.  This is how 
I process pain.  Hold this.

She hands Isaiah her lit cigarette before she dives down, 
starting to give him a rabid blowjob.   Isaiah, frozen in 
shock, cigarette in hand by his chest, stares at the ceiling.

ISAIAH
Oh my God, oh my God...
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BARRY MANILOW (V.O.)
Little, little, Livy.  Sweetest 
girl, this side of heaven.

Olivia quickens her pace as Isaiah’s EYES WIDEN and we --

    TIME CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY - FOUR MINUTES LATER

Isaiah, flush-faced and disoriented, is shoved out of 
Olivia's room, the door slamming behind him.  

ISAIAH
(breathless)

Holy shit.

GRAVES (O.S.)
Where the HELL have you been?!

ISAIAH
ME?!  

He spins around to... GRAVES, now in a TUXEDO, appearing out 
of nowhere, snatching a flustered Isaiah by the arm.

ISAIAH (CONT'D)
I-I-I --

GRAVES
Shall we add stuttering to your 
list of ticks and neurosis.

ISAIAH
No, sir, it --

GRAVES
(whispers)

Doesn't matter.  Take these.

He hands him a tux jacket, dress shoes and pants.

GRAVES
They’re Jeremy’s.  Let's go.

ISAIAH
Go?

Graves drags Isaiah out the side door --

CUT TO:

INT. QUINCEAÑERA - BANQUET HALL - NIGHT

Isaiah, wearing the tux jacket three sizes too big, and 
Graves slip in the back of the hall filled with... MEXICANS 
dressed up at this huge Quinceañera RECEPTION.  They whisper:
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ISAIAH
So we’re just crashing this random 
family’s Quinceañera?!

GRAVES
Don’t get your panties all in a 
twist.  Orelio’s been my gardener 
for fifteen years. 

Graves grabs a passed drink, scanning the faces of the 
AMERICANIZED MEXICAN KIDS, the older INDIAN MEXICANS, the 
CHOLOS all listening to ORELIO, the gardener, give a speech.

ORELIO
Today I am proud that I could give 
my daughter this Quinceañera.  When 
I came here, for a better life, I 
left her mother, Anna, in El 
Salvador.  She... my Anna would be 
proud of what became of her little 
Juliana.  Su ángel.  Te amo.  I 
love you. 

Applause as Orelio spots Graves.  Orelio, totally shocked, 
raises his glass.  Graves nods with a smile as MUSIC RAMPS --

EXT. BANQUET HALL PATIO - SOON AFTER

Graves and Isaiah, stumbling in the dress shoes that are 
huge, thread through the partiers onto the patio where people 
are smoking.  Graves hands Isaiah the BUSINESS CARD.

GRAVES
This is Rachel Maddow's number.  
Call the Harpy.  Tell her I accept 
her request for an interview.  
Tomorrow.  Exclusive.  One-on-one.

Graves grabs a Margarita off a tray being passed.  Downs it.

ISAIAH
Shouldn't your PR people handle --

GRAVES
No, you fucking Benedict Arnold, 
this is between us.  I don't need 
anyone holding my dick for me when 
I piss, you understand?

ISAIAH
I really don’t, but I'll just call.

GRAVES
Good boy.

He exits leaving Isaiah by some CHOLOS laughing at his kitten 
tee beneath the jacket.  One mimes a kitty licking its paw. 

ISAIAH
Yeah, yeah.  Okay.  I didn’t have 
time to change!
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LATER ON...

Graves, with a drink, tipsy, holds court with some young, 
totally Americanized MEXICAN-AMERICAN HIPSTERS.

HIPSTER MEXICAN KID
So, I have a question.  

GRAVES
Go on.

HIPSTER MEXICAN KID
Do you ever get a chance to, you 
know, go on pause, chill out, stop 
being the President?

GRAVES
No.  It’s more of a constant.

ROCKER MEXICAN CHICK
It sticks to you forever, huh.  

GRAVES
(lighting a cigarette)

Like some psycho-one-night stand 
who stalks you, boiling your kid’s 
rabbit, ruining your life.

The kids laugh.  Graves smiles.  He likes them.

GRAVES
Show of hands.  How many of you 
have parents that came here 
illegally?  

They all raise their hands.  Graves is confused.

MEXICAN NERD
Don’t look so surprised!  What?  
Did you expect us to be like, "Si 
senor, mi Presidente, I wash your 
car for you, cut your grass, mi 
jefe..."

They all burst out laughing.  A pierced MEXICAN CLUB KID 
hands Graves a near empty TEQUILA BOTTLE with a worm.

MEXICAN CLUB KID
Do the honors?

Graves raises the bottle that has the MEXICAN FLAG EAGLE 
EATING A SNAKE on it.  Graves downs the worm --

INT. BANQUET HALL - SOON AFTER

QUICK SHOTS - Graves, drunk, wearing sunglasses, jacket off, 
jumps up and down with the YOUNG MEXICANS singing to a SELENA 
SONG -- Graves does the Macarena -- Graves sits with an 
ANCIENT MEXICAN WOMAN just staring at her -- Graves plays 
mumblety-peg with the CHOLOS who CHEER him --
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ISAIAH (O.S.)
SIR?!

Graves looks up at ISAIAH standing there speechless.

INT. RECEPTION HALL - SOON AFTER

Isaiah, mortified, guides Graves, wasted, through the crowd.

ISAIAH
What if someone posts a photo of 
you!  This happens to be the exact 
opposite of the slow day Mrs. 
Graves wanted for you.

GRAVES
Isn’t my wife just a little too old 
for you to be this far up her ass.

ISAIAH
(exasperated)

Anyway, I set that Rachel Maddow 
interview for nine AM tomorrow, Mr. 
President, which wouldn’t be so 
terrifying if you didn’t happen to 
be on the precipice of alcohol 
poisoning.  So, it’s this way to --

Isaiah points to an exit as Graves snatches Isaiah’s wrist, 
in mid-air, holding his hand up, fascinated.

GRAVES
You know you’ve got little tiny 
baby fingers.  

ISAIAH
Yes, sir.  I’m aware.

ORELIO (O.S.)
Mr. President!

Graves turns to Orelio who walks up with a smile.

ORELIO
I’m so honored you came, señor.  My 
whole family is.

GRAVES
No.  Come on.  It’s me, Orelio, I’m 
the one who’s honored to be here.  

(heartfelt)
Thank you for... everything.

Just then... a troop of FEMALE MEXICAN FOLK DANCERS, in their 
twirling brightly colored skirts, comes dancing out, spinning 
to the BAND that strikes up “LA BAMBA.”  Graves is captivated  
by the whipping skirts and beautiful MEXICAN WOMEN dancing.  
He turns to Isaiah, grabbing him, suddenly deadly serious.

GRAVES
Until death, kid... it is all life. 
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Graves then runs up onto the stage with the band, grabbing a 
GUITAR as the HISPANIC CROWD shouts out.  Smiling.  Clapping. 

MEXICAN SINGER
Para bailar la bamba -
Para bailar la bamba -
Se necesita una poca de gracia -

Graves starts shredding the electric guitar as people CHEER. 

MEXICAN SINGER (CONT’D)
Una poca de gracia -
Para mí, para ti -
Ay, arriba y arriba -
Ay, arriba y arriba...

Isaiah looks at his watch -- 3AM -- then back up to Graves 
who plays with the Mexican band, for a brief moment, one of 
them.  As the song crescendoes, it RINGS OUT --

OVER TO:

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO - AERIAL - THE NEXT MORNING

Downtown San Francisco glistens in the morning.

WOMAN (PRE-LAP)
First Lady... what a pleasure.

INT. THE OAK ROOM RESTAURANT - MORNING

Margaret Graves is sitting across from ANNIE KAHN, a Middle 
Eastern woman, with a British accent and a killer instinct.

MARGARET
I’m glad it’s you, Annie.

ANNIE
Bullshit.  I was available.  Which 
I’m good with because I’ve seen you 
behind the scenes.  You’re smart, 
you’re decisive and has anyone in 
history looked better in a blazer 
and pearls?

MARGARET
(secretive smile)

I started that.

ANNIE
You started everything.  And that 
face... whatever’s going on --

MARGARET
Stop it.

ANNIE
-- no, is not too much.  It’s 
perfect.  
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You’re gorgeous and your eyes 
actually move!  Believe me, dealing 
with as many female candidates as I 
do, one cannot underestimate the 
need to express sympathy through 
the eyes to the voter. 

Margaret grabs Annie’s hand, with appreciation...

MARGARET
It’s good to see you too.

ANNIE
This is going to be fun.

MARGARET
I haven’t said yes yet.

ANNIE
You will.

MARGARET
The primary opponent is tough.

ANNIE
Not tough.  Mean.

MARGARET
I live with mean.

ANNIE
You get through him and we face the 
Democratic challenger, most 
likely...

Annie throws a NY TIMES onto the table where there is a PHOTO 
of a handsome, OLDER CONGRESSMAN: “NASH TO RUN FOR SENATE”

MARGARET
Thomas Nash.  Jesus.  

ANNIE
Famously called Richard the “Hitler 
from Santa Fe” when he ran the 
House during your husband’s 
administration.  Hated him.  So, it 
will be bloody all around.

MARGARET
(steely)

I don’t mind my steak rare.

Annie laughs.  Margaret checks her BUZZING CELL to see 
ISAIAH’S ID - she pauses then IGNORES IT as Annie pours wine.

ANNIE
It’s going to be a hell of a 
schedule, Maggie... plan on being 
home one weekend out of the month 
for a year.  I’m not discouraging, 
I want you to know what this is.
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MARGARET
You don’t have to tell me, I spent 
my whole life with Richard on the --

ANNIE
As his spouse.  This will be 
different.  It’s going to be 
relentless and painful - your 
approval rating right now, amongst 
the public, is 78%... that plummets 
twenty points when you suddenly 
become the enemy to thirty percent 
of New Mexicans who count 
themselves as Tea Party 
Republicans.  Question is.  Can 
your ego take that kind of beating?

Margaret bursts out laughing, tickled by the question.

MARGARET
I’m sorry... it’s just that... did 
you say ego?  Really?

ANNIE
(smiles)

I’ll take that as a yes.

CUT TO:

EXT. MESA - SANTA FE DESERT - MORNING

A HAWK soars above a mesa over the Graves compound where an 
MSNBC TRAILER is parked by a makeshift INTERVIEW SET.  
Isaiah, still in his oversized tux and tee, not having slept, 
paces on cell that goes to Margaret’s VOICEMAIL again. 

ISAIAH
It’s me again, Mrs. Graves.  Sorry, 
but it’s really, very sort of 
extremely vital we speak.  It’s 
just that well... the sky is 
probably about to fall. 

Behind him, we see GRAVES heading to the MSNBC trailer.

INT. MSNBC TRAILER - MORNING

RACHEL MADDOW puts on concealer.  The door slams SHUTS.

GRAVES (O.S.)
Miss Maddow.

Maddow, with a gasp, turns to see Graves standing in the 
trailer.  He hasn’t slept.  Hungover.  His sunken eyes, red. 

RACHEL MADDOW
Mr. President?  You scared me.

Graves, like Frankenstein, just stares.  Tense.  Then...
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GRAVES
Pleasure to finally meet you after 
all these years.   

RACHEL MADDOW
Me too.  Look, I’m uh... I’m almost 
done here, sir.  If you want to 
wait --

Graves, in a burst of anger, swipes everything off the 
counter, a WINE BOTTLE smashing.   Rachel yells, standing.

RACHEL MADDOW
WHAT’S THE MATTER?!

GRAVES 
Obviously, according to you, I am 
what’s the matter!

RACHEL MADDOW
Whoa.  Take it easy...

Graves, suddenly calmly focused, walks towards her...

GRAVES
You, with your erudite liberal 
agenda, have been tearing me and my 
presidency a new one for so many 
years, I permanently have two 
assholes.  Literally.  One right on 
top of the other.  My proctologist 
has never seen anything like it.  
Wants to know how the hell it 
happened.  You know what I tell 
him?  RACHEL-FUCKING-MADDOW I TELL 
HIM!  THAT’S HOW!

RACHEL MADDOW
(retreating)

You really should leave, sir...

GRAVES
You've made a career dissecting me, 
piece-by-piece, surgically slicing 
away at every choice I ever made, 
turning my presidency into patient 
zero for all the social and 
economic diseases that have 
infected this country for decades.   

RACHEL MADDOW
You need to just back the FUCK OFF!

GRAVES
And you KNOW WHAT?!  

Graves grabs Rachel by her shoulders --

GRAVES (CONT’D)
YOU'RE ABSOLUTELY --
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Maddow, panicking, KNEES Graves in the nuts with a scream -- 
HARD -- Graves doubles over as Rachel tears around him --

RACHEL MADDOW
I need a PRODUCER!

CUT TO:

INT. THE OAK ROOM RESTAURANT - SAN FRANCISCO - MORNING

Margaret looks Annie in the eye, suddenly dead serious... 

MARGARET
Here’s the truth, Annie, about all 
this... I’m scared.  Scared 
shitless.  I have spent so long 
standing behind my husband, 
building his legacy, brick-by-
brick, decade over decade, 
practically my entire life, that 
now it feels like I’m stuck inside 
this thing I created and, honestly, 
I’m not sure how I’d survive on the 
outside of it.  Alone.  Exposed.

ANNIE
Sounds like a prison.

MARGARET
But it’s my prison.

ANNIE
You know.  It’s not so bad out 
here, Maggie.  Really.  It’s not.

They share a smile.  A new bond.  Margaret, takes a breath, 
her vulnerability subsiding.  She slugs back her wine then...

MARGARET
Okay.  I’ll run.  I’ll explore it.

ANNIE
Yes.  This is such good news!

MARGARET
Just when I thought there could be 
no more surprises in my life.

Margaret’s PHONE BUZZES.  ISAIAH’S ID again. 

MARGARET
Excuse me, Annie.

(into cell)
Yes, Isaiah.

ISAIAH (V.O.)
Mrs. Graves... oh my God...

Margaret stands, confused, motions to Annie to give her a sec 
then turns from the table.  Isaiah’s connection breaks up:
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ISAIAH (V.O.)
President Graves -- Rachel Maddow -- 
killed her --

MARGARET
(cupping phone)

The President KILLED Rachel Maddow?  

ISAIAH (V.O.)
He tried!  According to her!  She 
wants to sue!

MOMENTS LATER...

Margaret, pocketing her cell, disturbed, turns back to the 
table, sitting across from Annie, grabbing her purse.  

MARGARET
So sorry, but I have to go.

ANNIE
But there’s so much to talk about!

MARGARET
Something happened with Richard.

ANNIE
What?

MARGARET
I have to fly home.

ANNIE
One more hour.  Tops.  

MARGARET
This is my life.  

ANNIE
It won’t be when you run for the 
Senate.  Can’t be.

MARGARET
It’s what I do.  

ANNIE
Richard is your biggest asset and 
potential liability.  

(beat)
I heard about his cancer speech in 
New York.

Margaret stops - turns to Annie, her tone even but intense...

MARGARET
I will handle President Graves.  I 
always have.  And if we do this, if 
I run, you need to leave him to me.  
No one handles him.  Ever.  He’s a 
national-fucking-treasure and he is 
to be treated as such.  
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(unblinking)
Are we on the same page? 

ANNIE
(nods)

Of course.

CUT TO:

EXT. MSNBC TRAILER - MESA - DAY

Rachel Maddow, wiping her glasses, sits across from Isaiah.  
Graves paces behind them, walking off his crotch pain.

RACHEL MADDOW
The man put his hands on me.  I 
have to sue.  You know this.

ISAIAH
No.  No you don't.  I think you 
misunderstood the President --

RACHEL MADDOW
Really?  I misunderstood?  You’ve 
got to be kitten me.

ISAIAH
I didn’t have time to change.

RACHEL MADDOW
Obviously. 

Isaiah, taking a breath, lays it out...

ISAIAH
Look, Miss Maddow, I just started 
this job which I can tell you is 
nothing like I thought it would be.  
But President Graves, his heart is 
good.  Whether you agree with his 
politics or not, he has meant so 
much, to so many people.  Your 
judgment of his administration 
doesn’t take away from what’s human 
about a President, any President.  
That unspoken connection.  Think 
about all those kids, like me, who 
grew up wanting nothing more than 
to believe in, to be part of 
something bigger than themselves, 
who find inspiration in the 
President of the United States.  
The office.  What it means, what it 
can do.  So, please, for me and all 
those others who loved and love 
Richard Graves... go easy on him.

GRAVES 
Why?  She was ABSOLUTELY right!

(limping up)
It’s what I was trying to tell her.
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ISAIAH
She -- no, sir, I was about --

GRAVES
I am patient zero.  A coward, a 
fucking coward.  

Graves shrugs at Isaiah, smiling at him with appreciation.

RACHEL MADDOW
And that... what you just said, 
sir... would you agree to repeat 
that on air?

ISAIAH
What -- ?  NO!

CUT TO:

INT. LIMOUSINE - SAN FRANCISCO - DAY

Margaret is in the limo racing to the airport.  Amy is beside 
her, checking a new TEXT.  Confused, she switches on the TV.

AMY
MSNBC.  Right now.  You’re not 
going to believe this.

Margaret pivots to a LIMO TV as... THE RACHEL MADDOW SHOW’S 
GRAPHIC swoops by.  The banner: “EXCLUSIVE GRAVES INTERVIEW!”

EXT. MSNBC INTERVIEW - GRAVES’S COMPOUND - DAY

Rachel Maddow, sits across from Graves, now perfectly 
coiffed, in a suit, looking striking, on the makeshift set.

RACHEL MADDOW
First off, President Graves, thank 
you for this interview.  

GRAVES
A pleasure, Rachel.

RACHEL MADDOW
Before I get started, is there a 
topic you’d like to lead off with?

GRAVES
Actually, yes.  On your show, 
recently, you talked about the 
border and my administration’s 
policies.  The ripple effect of my 
actions leading up to this recent 
round of deportation notices. 

RACHEL MADDOW
It’s a tricky balance I presume.
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Graves’s eyes wander up to the HAWK in the sky that now has a 
SNAKE in its beak.  He smiles.  Isaiah holds his breath.

RACHEL MADDOW
Defending the border, sir, while 
processing those who enter 
illegally.  It’s tricky.

GRAVES
(almost to himself)

I dunno.  I guess so, but what I 
did, what others have done, is 
just... well, it’s a shame.

RACHEL MADDOW
Sir?

GRAVES
There’s a quote I love.  I hear it 
sometimes.  When my mind is quiet.  
Over-and-over.  From George 
Washington.  He said, “I had always 
hoped that this land might become a 
safe and agreeable asylum to the 
virtuous and persecuted part of 
mankind, to whatever nation they 
might belong.”  Imagine that.  This 
was the dream of our very first 
President.  His hope.  So, I ask 
myself, what would Washington do, 
today, if he could see what we’ve 
done to his dream? 

(eyes focus again)
He’d blow his fucking brains out.

INT. LIMOUSINE - MOVING - MORNING

Margaret, gasping, watches as Graves’s “fucking” rings out.

MARGARET
Richard...?

GRAVES (ON TV)
But, we can go back even further.  
To the very start.  To those three 
wooden ships that hit our shores in 
1492, carrying immigrants in search 
of freedom, at any costs.  Those 
pilgrims should have become the 
symbol of inclusion not exclusion 
that spawned generations of 
entitled progeny laying claim to 
the land they stole, justified by 
their self-appointed judgment as to 
who among us is actually fully a 
person or only three-fifths of one 
OR who, by the nature of their 
heredity, is legal and who is 
illegal.  I mean, what the hell is 
an illegal HUMAN BEING anyway?!
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EXT. MSNBC INTERVIEW - COMPOUND - SAME

RACHEL MADDOW
Sir, as a reminder, this is live --

GRAVES
I’m seriously asking here.  How 
many more people need to live in 
fear, in the shadows of America, 
while they labor in the fields of 
our biggest corporations, raise the 
children of our wealthiest one 
percent - pick, cultivate, cook 
then serve the food we eat, in our 
homes, in our restaurants - fix our 
cars - clean our offices and 
houses, our toilets.  I promise 
you, Rachel, the evidence of your 
last shit was bleached away clean 
by a tiny Hispanic woman whose name 
you didn’t have the decency to ask 
for or remember.  And for WHAT?!     

INT. SAMANTHA’S TRAILER - TRAILER PARK - DAY

Samantha smokes a joint, topless beside her boyfriend HELLER 
in bed, watching Graves on TV.  Heller is on the phone making 
a drug deal.  She hangs on Graves’s every word.

GRAVES (ON TV)
It’s a moral shitshow that plays 
out every day as we hide millions 
of Mexican and South American men, 
women and children in the attic of 
our collective lives.

EXT. MSNBC INTERVIEW - COMPOUND - SAME

Isaiah, like watching a car crash, can do nothing as Graves 
sighs with a shrug...

GRAVES
As far as I’m concerned, to make 
amends for my past transgressions, 
any of these undocumented workers 
who just got a deportation 
notice... if they want to come out 
here to my compound in Santa Fe, my 
private property, they’re more than 
welcome.  And I dare Immigration to 
take them off my land.  They don’t 
have the balls.

RACHEL MADDOW
So, this is a real offer?
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INT. LIMOUSINE - SAN FRANCISCO - DAY

Margaret sinks as Graves answers Maddow right into camera.

GRAVES (ON TV)
“A fin de alcanzar lo imposible, 
hay que intentar lo absurdo.”  

(leans in)
In order to attain the impossible, 
one must attempt the absurd.  

EXT. INTERVIEW - GRAVES COMPOUND - DAY

Rachel Maddow, astonished, stares at Graves who sits back, 
lighting a CIGARETTE.  Isaiah’s face is buried in his hands.

RACHEL MADDOW
Thank you, President Graves.

GRAVES
God bless you and...

(exhaling smoke)
God bless the United States of 
America.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - LATE AFTERNOON

The First Lady’s limousine screeches up to the compound.  She 
gets out, angrily, as a “Blind Faith” record PRE-LAPS --

INT. GRAVES’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Blind Faith plays.  Graves, drained, is slumped in his seat 
listening.  Margaret paces, searching for the words.

MARGARET
That interview.  Everybody has seen 
it by now.  It’s total insanity.  
You’ve never been this 
undisciplined, this unhinged.  
First New York, now... I mean, how 
worried should I really be here 
because I’m seriously freaking out.

Graves eyes the GLASS JAR, on the shelf, with the three 
bullet slugs in it.  He speaks softly...

GRAVES
I almost died once before, Maggie.  
Now...

(looking at her)
I need to start living.

MARGARET
You haven’t been living?  Yours 
hasn’t been a life?!  
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GRAVES
I mean, in an authentic way.

Margaret, eyes suddenly wet with tears, looks away.

MARGARET
I can’t do this.

GRAVES
I didn’t mean to worry you.

Margaret pauses, gathering herself, then plainly...

MARGARET
They’ve asked me to run for Senate.  
And I’m going to seriously explore 
the idea.  So, go on, be free, 
Richard, be authentic - whatever - 
just do it away from me.

GRAVES
The Senate?  You?  Honey, I 
don’t... I don’t know.

MARGARET
Really?  WHAT?!  What could you 
possibly not know?!

Graves stands, laid bare, almost spooked...

GRAVES
It could just be the beginning. It 
could lead you back...

MARGARET
I don’t understand.

GRAVES
...back there, Maggie, back to 1600 
Pennsylvania and I won’t, I can’t 
ever go back there.  To those 
rooms.  What was done.  What I did.  
Oh, Jesus, Maggie, please...

MARGARET
Take it easy, Richard, it --

GRAVES
Promise me, sweetheart... we won’t 
go back... 

Margaret, her defenses falling, puts her arms around Graves, 
holding him tightly, rocking him.

MARGARET
Hey, hey, hey.  Come on now.  It’s 
okay.  It’s going to be fine - 
don’t overthink this.  

GRAVES
...promise me...
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MARGARET
I always take care of everything, 
don’t I? 

(whispers)
It’s just me.  It’s just us.

PULL BACK - as Margaret holds this mountain of a man like a 
child.  And as the sound of distant CAR ENGINES can be heard, 
Blind Faith’s “Can’t Find My Way Home” takes over the SCORE.  

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
Come down off your throne and leave 
your body alone.  Somebody must 
change -

INT. SPROUTS SUPERMARKET - SANTA FE - DUSK

Olivia Graves, sunglasses on, fills her cart with booze 
passing MAYOR STEIN who looks back, checking her out.  

MAYOR STEIN
Olivia Graves?  Little Livy --

OLIVIA
(middle finger up)

Fuck off.

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
You are the reason I've been 
waiting so long.  Somebody holds 
the key -

INT. TRAILER - DESERT TRAILER PARK - DUSK

Samantha, as Heller weighs bags of pot, holds up the 
President’s phone number Isaiah gave her.  High, she beams.

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
Come down on your own and leave 
your body alone.  Somebody must 
change - 

INT. MILITARY AIR STRIP - AFGHANISTAN - MORNING

Jeremy Graves, in fatigues, with a duffel, stands with other 
TROOPS waiting for the plane to take them home. 

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
You are the reason I've been 
waiting all these years.  Somebody 
holds the key -

EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - DUSK

Graves staggers out of his office into the compound, to the 
property’s fence, toward the CAR ENGINES in the distance.
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BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
But I'm near the end and I just 
ain't got the time.  I'm wasted and 
I can't find my way home -

Graves, heart racing, marvels at what he sees --

EXT. VARIOUS DESERT SHOTS - DUSK

A veritable swarm of ILLEGAL HISPANIC IMMIGRANTS races across 
the dusty desert towards GRAVES’S COMPOUND.

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
But I can't find my way home -

TRUCKS, holding FAMILIES, fly FLAGS out windows from MEXICO, 
GUATEMALA, EL SALVADOR, NICARAGUA and THE UNITED STATES.

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
But I can't find my way home -

AERIAL SHOT - from every direction, a migration of SOUTH 
AMERICANS AND MEXICANS in BUSES, CARS and MOTORCYCLES kicks 
up dirt toward Graves’s ranch compound.

EXT. GRAVES COMPOUND - DUSK

Graves watches through the fence as the onslaught of 
UNDOCUMENTED HISPANICS, fleeing deportation, approaches.  

He then, amidst the throngs, sees a CAR with all the YOUNG 
MEXICAN KIDS he talked to at the Quinceañera holding up their 
deportation notices.  

Margaret, Isaiah, Ramona and the staff step up behind Graves, 
all shocked at the sight.  Margaret slowly turns to him.

MARGARET
What have you done?

Graves, eyes alive again, burning wild and wide, smiles.

BLIND FAITH (V.O.)
Still I can't find my way home.

SLAM TO BLACK
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