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I NT. AUDI TORI UM - DAY

SENATOR FAI RCHI LD (50s, designer suit) orates froma podi um
eyes noist. A crowd of REPORTERS hang on every word.

FAI RCHI LD
Thoughts and prayers are what our
nation needs now. In tragic tinmes
such as this, we nust unite. Evil and
t hose who profit fromits fruits..

Fairchild shoots a | ook at an unseen someone to his left.
Hi s voice warbles with conviction. Cassic politician nove.

FAI RCHI LD
Exploit troubled tinmes to point
fingers and deflect fromwhat's at
stake. | inplore all of us to go hone
and hug your children. Because we
must find the strength now to stand
for the values we share: |ove of
Fam |ly. Country. Faith. And the
courage to defend them Now, nore
than ever, no-one dare infringe on
t hat God-given right!

Canera |ights sweep. Flashes pop. From anot her podi um
SENATOR SPATER (40s) interrupts.

SPATER
I f anyone's deflecting, it's you
Senator Fairchild! You 'love' the
country so nuch you let it be fl ooded
W th assault weapons?

FAI RCHI LD
(sniffs)
Assault weapons? Ladi es and
gent| enmen, Senator Spater betrays his
i gnorance. Anyone trained in firearns
knows there's no such term

SPATER
What you call it doesn't matter. The
damage such weapons wreak on hunman
bodi es does.

FAI RCHI LD
Guns don't shoot thensel ves! A nadnman
mur dered t hose precious soul s.

( MORE)



FAI RCHI LD (cont' d)
You want to discuss nental health and
a decaying society which |ets such
creatures roamthe streets, then |I'm
here. That's a heart to heart |ong
over due.

SPATER
That 'madman' woul dn't have gotten as
far as he did if your obstructioni st
actions hadn't kept him arned!

Fairchild points a shaking finger in Spater's face.

FAI RCHI LD
This is exactly what | warned of. You
use children to push an agenda! YOUR
party coddles crimnals, it's insane
drive defunds heroes of |aw
enf orcenment who woul d keep t hem saf e!
Deny it all you like, good guys wth
guns wor k!

(to the crowd)

Listen carefully to Senator Spater's
talk of 'gun control'. People
control's what he seeks - taking away
your Constitutional right to defend
your famly! When you vote this
Novenber, common sense wll be on the
bal l ot: single entrance buil di ngs and
nmetal detectors mandatory for al
schools. As part of ny responsible
three part policy....

SPATER
You - responsible? Look!

Spater grabs Fairchild's wist - flips the pal mupwards.
SPATER

Twenty children died yesterday. Their

bl ood is on YOUR hands!
A top notch soundbite. The crowd goes nuts.
Fairchild pulls away from Spater - balls a fist. But...
TECH EM LY (18) intervenes. Slimin jeans and school jacket,
headphones over gelled hair - Emly's waifish | ook screans
"political intern that's already seen sone crazy shit."

Emly slips between the nen. Wi spers so only they can hear:



EM LY
(to Spater)
Senator, watch the optics. No
t ouchi ng al | owed.
(to Fairchild)
VWait til you' ve got the press
rel ease. Wap this bad boy up. NOW

The politicians retreat to their podiuns. Exchange stink
eyes, then pivot and address the crowd.

FAI RCHI LD
That outburst is a perfect
denonstration of Senator Spater's
inability to guide us sensibly. W
need mature | eadership, not tenper
tantruns. In Novenber, vote for that!

He scoops up his notes. Spater clears his throat.

SPATER
| apol ogi ze to Senator Fairchild for
my actions. But what we NEED now is
outrage. And wllingness to act!

He turns to | eave, alnost in unison wth Fairchild.
One REPORTER screans over an aval anche of questions.

REPORTER
Senat or Spater - does that nean
you' re prepared to recommend the
Presi dent issue an executive order
banni ng assault weapons?

FAI RCHI LD
As | said, there's no such -
SPATER
(hesitates)
VWll, that's up to our Commander in

Chi ef. Such action is better achieved
t hrough | egi sl ati on.

REPORTER
What about the nuclear option on the
filibuster? Before the md-terns,
while you' ve got a mpjority vote?

Spater points at Fairchild. Flashes a half-hearted sm|e.

SPATER
Anti-denocratic tactics are H' S
party's style.

( MORE)



SPATER (cont' d)
Wen they go |l ow, we go high. This
Novenber is the nost inportant
el ection of our lives. The people
need to vote demagogues |i ke
Fairchild out!

Em |y grabs both Senators' arms, hisses:

EM LY
Screw the questions. You' ve got a
meet and greet in fivel!

She pulls them both through the back stage curtain.

Reporters continue shouting. The Senators smle, wave. But
after the curtain falls, the nuffled words bl ur.

I NT. BACKSTAGE BEH ND THE AUDI TORI UM

Em |y descends stairs. Fairchild waves graciously to Spater.

Spat er chuckl

FAI RCHI LD
Rooki es over Demagogues. You first.

es as he bounds down.

SPATER
Toni ght you were on fire. "lnsane
drive to defund heroes in | aw
enforcenent."” A pastor couldn't wite
such flowery prose.

FAI RCHI LD
| trained to be a mnister. And you
know | speak truth. "Defund the
police" is radical insanity!

SPATER
Yeah, yeah. W think it's bullshit,
too! Nice pivot to "get out the
vote", though

FAI RCHI LD
Credit where it's due. You too!

They reach the ground floor. Emly |eads the nen towards a

door. Though

He stares at

sonet hi ng' s bugging Fairchild..

FAI RCHI LD
Er, you don't | ook Iike Susan.

her jacket. Her nane tag reads:"Em |y Fel dnan".




FAI RCHI LD
Emly. To what do | owe the pleasure,
dear ?
SPATER
(snorts)

Staring at a woman's breasts? Gosh
Ted, that's so unlike you.

Fairchild recoils at the insinuation.

FAI RCHI LD
Jim renmenber that Christmas party?
I f anyone's vul nerable to be
MeTooed -

Emly clears her throat. The nen | ook down at her, contrite.

EM LY
Clearly I'mnot Susan. She had a..
death in the famly. And the
protestors outside are a security
risk, soit's best we take a
di fferent route.

She points at a door, |eads themthrough. Into a naze of:

I NT. HALLWAYS

A few work-info posters, white paint. A warehouse, back-
stage | ook. Fairchild grunts at the decor.

FAI RCHI LD
I'"ve been in better places.

EM LY
But not nore secure.

FAI RCHI LD
(chuckl es)
Child, I"'ma US Senator. | know
Secret Service agents by first nane.

EM LY
As |l ong we get where we're going..
cool .

She | eads them through corridors. Lots of tw sts and turns.
Spater glances at his Uysses Nardin watch, frowns.

SPATER
Who schedul ed this shin-dig?



EM LY
It was last nminute. One on one with
parents of the victins.

FAI RCHI LD
Oh dear heavens! That's too soon.

EM LY
The schedul e got pushed forward.
After the... death count rose to 25.

SPATER
Twenty five? Jesus Christ!

FAI RCH LD
(gl ares)
Don't take the Lord's nane in vain.
You're not on stage. So spare the
outrage, tone it down.

Spater shoots Fairchild a look. Until his stomach grow s.
Causi ng the Congressman to junp:

SPATER
Reser vati onsl!

Em |y keeps wal king. So polished, she doesn't mi ss a step.

They reach a

Emily 180s.

EM LY
Reservations? W all have those,
don't we?

SPATER

No - reservations for lunch. The
Senator and | are booked for Tabard
I nn at 1PM

EM LY
What's nore inportant, gentleman:
Tragedy or Tapas? Take your pi ck.

turn. Spater stops, eyebrow raised.

SPATER
That's mghty snarky for an intern

Fl ashes i nnocent eyes at Spater, shrugs.

EM LY
If my nmomma taught me anything, it's
whatever life throws at you, "direct"”
and "efficient” wins. It got nme top
grades at school. That's what gets
t hi ngs done, no?



FAI RCHI LD
Sweeti e, shoot ne your resune.
There's an opening in ny office. |
i ke your style.

Spater eye rolls: "Seriously?" Emly blushes, |ooks down.

EM LY
Senator, thank you. If things had
wor ked out differently. But now. ..
Iife plans have changed.

She continues wal ki ng. Anot her turn.

Spater's stomach grunbl es. The sound bounces off
i ncreasingly bare, non-descript walls.

Fairchild | aughs and | eans towards his col | eague:

FAI RCHI LD
Optics, renenber? W can't |eave
parents hangi ng. No reason we can't
pow wow | ater over dri nks.

Em |y quickens her pace. The nen struggle to keep up. She's
got youth on her side.

EM LY
Drinks? You guys are friends? It
didn't | ook Iike that onstage.

SPATER
It wasn't an act, if that's what
you' re i nplying.
(glares at Fairchild)

This guy... really pissed ne off.
FAI RCHI LD
No - not friends... But coworkers? In

DC, you've got to go along to get
al ong. Like everything in life,
pragmati smgets results.

Em |y nods. Keeps wal ki ng, doesn't turn around.
EM LY
Col unbi ne happened before | was born.
How far has pragmati sm got us since?

Fairchild' s face sours.



FAI RCHI LD
Honey, idealism m ght LOOK nice at
your age, But that's not how this
town works. Perhaps offering you a
position was junping the gun a bit.

Spater guffaws, elbows the elder man's ri bs.

Anot her turn.

Anot her turn.

SPATER
"@n"? Senator, interesting choice of
words. And she's on ny side. | wn!

Asly smle flickers on Emly's I|ips.

EM LY
Senator Spater, you' ve been in office
ten years. Just |ong enough for Sandy
Hook. Since you' ve got experience-

FAI RCHI LD
Sonet hing you don't, little girl!

EM LY
Pl ease tell nme: what should a | eader
do when lives are being destroyed?
How does | unch at Tabard hel p?

SPATER
It's not like | want to see this
happeni ng. But -

EM LY
But what, Senator?
SPATER
(beat)
What's with the 20 questions?
EM LY
Twenty five now. | just want to know.

Spater falls in beside Emly, annoyed.

SPATER
Congrats, you're an activist. The
rest of us live in the real world!

EM LY
W try, that's for sure



SPATER
A world fuel ed by conprom se! You
m ght not want to hear such ugly
truths, but if you're gonna dish it
out, eat sone yourself!

Spater | ooks around, irritation rising.

SPATER
W' ve been wal king forever. Does this
tunnel ever end?

Emly smrks. A benused, sly and subtle | ook.

EM LY
What a perfect netaphor for gun
vi ol ence. Arguing - yet achieving
nothing - in an infinite | oop.

They reach a dead end. And a DOOR It's surrounded by
strangely pristine, white walls. Em |y stops.

EM LY
Gentl enen, we've arrived.

Spater stares at the intern, irked.

SPATER
THS is the venue?
EM LY
Safe frompress or protestors. |
doubt it'Il take | ong.
She presses her hand against a snooth netal plate. The door
slides open, no sound at all. The Senators exchange | ooks.
FAI RCHI LD
That's sonme sweet technol ogy.
SPATER
In this shit-hole. I'minpressed.

Led by Emly, the three step into..

I NT. SECLUDED ROOM

The entire entrance side's a stage. A CURTAIN bl ocks the
rest of the view

Emly plucks lint off their suits, points to the curtain.



10.

EM LY
The parents are over there. Just -
feel their pain for awhile. You're
politicians. You know what to do.

The curtain retracts, revealing: a sea of angry faces.

Each PARENT silently holds a picture of their lost child,
names witten underneath.

Along with dates/nanmes of shootings. Not just the |atest:
Col unbi ne, Sandy Hook, VA Tech, Parkland, U vade. Mbre.

Rifles hang off several backs. Senator Fairchild soaks that
detail in. He whirls on Emly, eyes w de:

FAI RCHI LD
Saf e? These people are arned!

Em |y shrugs, innocence personified.
EM LY
Good guys with guns. That's what you
want ed, right?
She heads for the door.

The crowd i nches towards the stage. Fairchild and Spater
exchange scared | ooks.

Parents clinb up, approach the Senators. One targets
Fai rchi |l d:

Hol di ng the picture of a young pre-teen G RL. A perfect
match for Emly. The nanme below that: Em |y Fel dnan.

Spater and Fairchild freak, sprint for the door.

Two parents nelt fromthe shadows, block the exit. AR-15s
| evel at the Senator's chests.

SPATER
(screanms to Emly)
VWhat is this? Wiat do you want us to
do?!?

Emly shrugs, steps out.

EM LY
It's what they want. Justice. Try the
usual - conprom se. But don't bother

| ooki ng for another way out. This
roomis single exit.
( MORE)



11.

EM LY (cont'd)
(to Fairchild)
A "common sense security measure"
Just |ike you recomend.
The door slides shut on her smling face.

Behi nd the Senators, the crowd ROARS. And | unges.

I NT. HALLWAYS

Emly wal ks away briskly. Wth every step, her inmage
flickers - norphing into:

One KID. ANOTHER. Too many faces and |ost lives to count.

Behi nd her, Fairchild and Spater shriek in agony. Lord knows
what' s happeni ng to them now.

EM LY
(with varying voices)
Wel conme to the United States of
Karma, Gentl enen. Thoughts and
prayers.

Wth those words, she fades away. The door does, too.

FI NAL FADEQCUT:



