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FADE IN: 

It’s 1959.  A calendar flips through the months highlighting 
events: death of Buddy Holly; Fidel Castro becomes Cuban 
Premier; Nixon and Khrushchev meet; Hawaii becomes fiftieth 
state.  Most notable: women, drop-dead gorgeous broads with 
powerful men.  

There is pause, and then the simple words in white lettering:

                LORD OF THE SENATE

It is January 1959.  Washington, D.C.

INT. RAY’S APARTMENT/KITCHEN -- DUSK

We are in a small, homey pad with CHILDREN’S laughter.  Six 
kids (12,10,8,6,4,2) in pajamas tickle a MAN on the floor.  
Now breezing into frame is MARIA, thirties, a simple creature 
of Hungarian decent.  She is struggling to remove her apron 
and zip her Montgomery Ward dress.  

RAY
Daddy needs to get up.  

RAY MCKIGNEY is thirty, simple and lanky.  He rises, tosses a 
red BALL at the kids, smoothing wrinkles from his Sears suit.  
He stands behind his wife zipping her dress.

RAY
Go eat, kiddos.    

MARIA
I desperately need a new dress.

RAY
Maybe this will help some. 

On Ray proffering a stunning pearl NECKLACE. 

MARIA
Oh.  Ray.  It’s so, pretty.  But...   

RAY
It’s a gift from ole Senator rascal 
himself.  One of his Texas cronies 
is divorcing his third wife and 
didn’t want her to have it so he 
gave it to Jack.    

Ray helps Maria fasten the necklace. 



2.

RAY
Let me see.  You look like a 
million bucks.  

As Maria collects her coat, Rays tells the children:

RAY
Go to bed when Joe says.  We won’t 
be late.  Love ya.

KID
Will you take us to the park 
tomorrow, daddy? 

RAY
You betcha.  See ya, pumpkins.  

And Ray sweeps Maria and us out the door... 

EXT. CAPITOL BUILDING -- DUSK

Illuminated by lavender twilight, the majestic building is a 
wonder to behold.  We notice automobiles of the era.  Suited 
men in hats saunter past elegant women toting hat boxes.  A 
cosmopolitan LADY sweeps us into...  

INT. TIME MAGAZINE PARTY -- NIGHT

Smattering of cosmopolitan Who-is-Who of the ‘inside the 
beltway’ crowd.  We hear music, and the laughter and voices 
of people.  WAITERS zip past Ray fidgeting with the straw in 
his tonic water.  

MARIA
Then why did we come? 

Maria is looking about feeling like a Ford in a Cadillac 
showroom.  Overweight MAN (40s) wearing suspenders eases up. 

MAN
Where’s Cole? 

RAY
Yeah, he’s not coming. 

The man shakes his head and now stalks off.   

RAY
The senator wanted me to.   

Ray takes a long pull of tonic through his straw while 
looming at the entrance like an heir to a dynasty is --   
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COLE ASTON EASTLAND, thirties, slicked back hair, dashing 
good looks, and strong impression of power and maturity.  
Dressed immaculately in suit and tie, his blue eyes train on 
a man, turned slightly away.  Passing waiter blocks our view.  

Cole threads through the crowd casually but intently.  He 
warmly shakes the hands of various guests, kissing lovely 
gals’ cheeks.  View on Ray looking up to discover... 

RAY
Cole.  

Maria pads away.  With a morgue-like glare, Cole withdraws a 
crumpled LETTER from his suit pocket.  Ray winces.  Cole 
shoves it back into his pocket. 

COLE
We look like retarded clowns. 

The lady we followed inside passes, smiles at Cole.  He 
throws a smirk, then trains his blazing eyes back to Ray.

RAY
Well, what’s the senator’s take?  

COLE
You let me worry about him -- 

RAY
-- That’s what beats me.  I’m being 
left totally in the dark -- on 
everything.  I’m gonna tell him 
tomorrow, I’d like to do more, more 
than policy and scheduling -- 

The ice water in Cole’s veins warms.  He slips his arm on 
Ray’s shoulder, drawing him close.  Ray is overjoyed; 
finally, he is being taken seriously.  Suddenly, a 
CONGRESSMAN, sixty, scruffy, grabs Cole’s arm.  

CONGRESSMAN 
Who let you in this shindig?  

COLE
Slipped in the back with the help.  

CONGRESSMAN 
Where is ole Jack?, need to talk.

Cole and Ray regard each other without a word, as we fade...
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EXT. D.C. STREETS -- NIGHT

A raw January night.  It is about eleven o'clock.  The 
streets are bare.  We hear only footsteps as a SHADOW eases 
into frame.  From its POV we observe Ray padding away.  The 
ominous Shadow follows ten feet behind Ray, sweeping us 
into...

INT. YMCA MEN’S RESTROOM

Dank.  Faceless MEN lurk under dim glowing bulbs.  Ray 
whispers to one.  They disappear into a pay-toilet.  For a 
beat nothing happens the DOOR IS KICKED OPEN, as we fly to --

HOLLYWOOD and its thriving nightlife.  We push toward...

EXT. VILLA CAPRI RESTAURANT - LOS ANGELES -- NIGHT

A collection of dark cars and black limousines are gathered 
under the flashing neon sign.  Men in suits walk in and out 
of the rows of parked cars, writing license plate numbers 
down in their notebooks.

INT. CADILLAC ELDORADO BIARRITZ -- NIGHT

Meanwhile, pleasured MOANS resonate behind steamed windows.  
Quick shots:  Breasts.  Mouths.  U.S. SENATE INSIGNIA RING.  
A hand opens the door.  Cowboy boots hit the ground.  

INT. VILLA CAPRI RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Pushing into a thriving Italian eatery; red booths, hazy 
smoke.  A white-jacketed BARTENDER (30s) is whipping up a 
martini.  Two male CUSTOMERS (60s) line the bar. 

CUSTOMER 1 
There’s some men out there lot 
jottin’ down digits. 

BARTENDER
Mr. H. won’t get a kick outta that.

CUSTOMER 2 
Wha’, he coming in tonight? 

BARTENDER
And ya should see the joint when he 
does -- goes sky-high.
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A WAITER in a red tux jacket balances a tray of martinis past 
ROSARIO “BOMP” CORNERO, forties, bespectacled and handsome in 
a deeply-tanned-Vegas way.  Bevy of BROADS float past.

ROSARIO
(high-pitched voice)

Happy New Year, sweethearts.

The CAPTAIN is directing Rosario and his thick-necked 
BODYGUARDS to a U-shaped VIP banquette.  

SOMEONE 
Hey, Mr. H.!  Tell ‘em whatcha ya 
told that judge.

PHILIP HOLDEN, forties, enters.  He has the classic Hollywood 
style nailed down —- impeccably tailored suit, coiffed hair, 
charismatic smile.     

MR. H.
I looked him straight in the 
buttonholes and said show me a 
briefcase that’ll hold $2 million. 

Tucking into the booth, Rosario throws a ‘well?’ look.

MR. H. 
Summer’s delivering him.   

ROSARIO
And Chester boy? 

MR. H.
Some yo-yo tied him up at the club. 

Taking his cigar stub from his mouth, Rosario turns it slowly 
in the flame of a lighted match.  We glimpse his diamond 
pinky ring on his sausage-thick finger. 

ROSARIO
‘Fore I forget, gotta a meetin’ 
with th’ Friar’s.  T’anks for that. 

MR. H.
This joint’s teaming with mice. 

ROSARIO
Thought dat chump McKigney turned a 
deaf ear to our offer.
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MR. H.
His counterpart has the smarts.  
This kid’s trademark is zipped lips 
and remembering his own lies, 
moreover, shares the same 
missionary zeal as the senator, 
which let me forewarn you: Texans 
are a race apart. Forget Wagner’s a 
'simple country boy' -- or a 
‘hillbilly.’  It’s role he plays to 
Academy standards.    

In bg CHESTER HOLLISTER, forties, skin-skulled, bullish.  

CHESTER
Let me see you jiggle your goodies.

A GIRL thrusts out her chest.  Chester spreading his fingers, 
rolls them down her arm.  She throws her head back, laughs.

CHESTER
Cock-ti-licous.  Drop by the booth 
later for a little hay-hay. 

(sliding into booth)
What’s cracking, fellas?

MR. H.
Hiya, buddy boy. (to Rosario) This 
guy savvies political muscle better 
than anyone since FDR.  Rose from 
nothing, inherited nothing, has 
built everything --  

View on U.S. SENATOR JACK WAGNER.  He is forty, towering, 
handsome weathered face, and brooding attitude to match.  He 
has SUMMER STEVENS, think Kim Novak, twisted around his arm.  

SUMMER
... I had an interview with 
Strasberg.  It was horrendous.  He 
asked me these stock questions.  I 
hate stock questions.  He 
said,”Who's your favorite actor?”  
I said, “Constance Ford.”  He said, 
“Who?”  Rather sarcastically. 

Back on Mr. H.  He rises and grips Jack’s hand.  

JACK
Awful good to see ya.  I recall 
last time you had a plump little 
blonde with turned-up tits.  

6.



(MORE)
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MR. H.
Actually, she was ginger, senator. 

JACK
Jack.  

MR. H.
Hiya, doll.  Ya boobs tighten up.  

They all find their places in the booth.   

MR. H.
Let me introduce ya.  Chezzuh here 
is my lieutenant in all matters 
involving booze and broads while  
Rosario there is the LA liaison for 
a little Chicago company.   

ROSARIO
Mr. Kendall sends his regards and 
invitation to our fair city.  

JACK
I’ll git Cole on it.  My favorite 
watering hole is the Green Mill and 
haven’t been in a month of Sundays. 

ROSARIO
Senator, I’ll get to the point: 
those beatniks are putting us in a 
tight spot with th’ hearings and 
Appalachia.  We need someone to 
look after us.  We’d like that 
someone to be you.   

JACK
I can expend a little shoe leather. 

Jack extends his hand to Rosario.  They shake.  Rosario now 
slides a bulging tan ENVELOPE across the table.  Jack slips 
the envelope into his suit pocket, as a MAN stops by the 
table seeking Summer’s autograph. 

CHESTER
She showin’ you a gas? 

JACK
Like a shot of pure adrenaline. 

MR. H.
Reminds me when Mitchum and I were 
in London and this dame asked, “Mr. 

(MORE)
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Cooper can you autograph my 
passport?”  Mitchum smirked, took 
her passport, wrote, “Fuck you, 
Gary Cooper.”  

INT. WASHINGTON STAR NEWS ROOM - D.C. -- NIGHT

There is a buzz of activity for Wednesday night.  Teleprinter 
sings beside a senior REPORTER.  He is flipping through 
arrest FILES when his eyes bug.  He nudges another REPORTER, 
as we return to --

INT. VILLA CAPRI RESTAURANT - SOMETIME LATER

Remnants of dinner.  Our group is chatting, smoking -- Jack 
is pouring Cutty Sark into his glass.  

CHESTER
I despise the hell outta of his 
Brando, Ivy-leagued air. 

MR. H.
Cockiness I can tolerate, but his 
wanting to change the old guard...  

JACK
I’m going to speak candidly: I 
don’t think Sonny Boy has it in 
him. 

MR. H.
Try selling that to the Shylocks 
running the studios. 

Mr. H. slips Summer a fifty.  She rises and sashays off.    

JACK
He’s probably one of the sorriest 
senators on the Hill. 

CHESTER
I heard his poppy already booked 
every suite in the damn city.  

JACK
That’s what I’d like to address.  
Taking out the ‘rising star’ before 
he hits the national stage.  

ROSARIO
Ya talkin’ before th’ convention? 

MR. H. (CONT'D)
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JACK
It’s a frame and it’s a tight one. 

CHESTER
I say we make you patron. 

JACK
I’d rather be a mafia don than 
president, for now.  I’d like to 
build a record and enlarge my power 
base in the Senate and committees, 
which Ray and Cole are working on.  

CHESTER
Polls show him leading --  

ROSARIO
-- Then we rat fuck him.  

JACK
Sonny Boy’s too skillfully handled. 

MR. H.
Tell us how we can help.  

JACK
I wanna extricate him from the 
race, insert someone, say Humphrey, 
who I can take in ‘64 if desired.  
All he needs is a strong showing in 
crucial primaries and it creates a 
bandwagon, believers thinking a 
Catholic libel'ta beat a 
Protestant.  This begins with 
grassroots; energizing people, 
‘specially unions, to dump him and 
jump on board with Humphrey. 

ROSARIO
Whatever it is you can count on our 
boys.  

Summer returns.  She slides into the booth next to Jack.  

MR. H. 
That’s outstanding news about Joe 
working with Nixon. 

JACK
I offered him the moon to stay 
outta the arena but, uh -- his 
momma’s also stubborn as a mule.   
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SUMMER
Jack, look at you, you’re pale as a 
white mink.  You stay out here for 
a while, get a tan. 

JACK
Whatta you think?  

MR. H.
If you don’t think your 
constituents would frown on you 
consorting in the Shangri-la of 
vice, my casa is yours.  

JACK
A state with a strong ruler 
flourishes. 

MR. H.
(re: couple in booth)

Way those two are carrying on I'm 
surprised they can eat.

On Jack.  His eyes narrow at the sight of his arch-nemesis: 
MARSHALL HARRIS, forties, athletic Truman Capote; Renaissance 
man to his core.  He is nuzzling a nubile VIXEN with a 
haughty look. (Jennifer is a significant character, who later 
is murdered)  The interval of silence lengthened; in which 
each person present feel the tension between the men.

ROSARIO
I say we hop the bird to Vegas play 
the slots.  Introduce you to Moe --  

JACK
-- Eh, my balls are beginnin’ to 
ache and when they do I git testy. 

Jack rises, as do others.  We notice the handle of a PISTOL 
tucked into Rosario’s waistband.  Jack looks at Summer.  A 
tight, cool smile flashes across Summer’s face.

INT. SUMMER’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT

Wall-of-windows.  Stunning view of LA.  Pad is decorated in 
modern fashion.  Over the door is a Latin INSCRIPTION, 
‘Cursum perficio.’  Summer pours a Smirnoff rocks, and J&B 
neat for Jack.  Hands him the glass. 

SUMMER
I remember when Mamma died I was 
holding her hand and I didn't even 
feel that sad...

10.
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Allowing a dress strap to slip from her shoulder, Summer sits 
beside Jack on the sofa.  Lights a cigarette and places it on 
his lips.

SUMMER
... And as she was drifting away I 
said, ‘you were the most wonderful 
mother in the entire world.’ Sadly, 
she was the worst.  I’ve found if 
you say things often enough your 
mind starts making them true. 

JACK
What’s the news with Holden? 

SUMMER
He’s a dear friend.  I love him and 
he loves me.  Not in the marrying 
kind of love since it can be 
destroyed.  Who was at the club?

JACK
Eh, nobody. 

SUMMER
Well,  Mr.‘Nobody’ sure seemed to 
dislike Senator Somebody. 

JACK
I say let ‘em hate me as long as 
they fear me. 

Reclining on the sofa completely naked, Summer is staring at 
Jack.  Suddenly the PHONE SHRILLS.  Summer flinches.  She 
answers the phone. 

SUMMER
(into the receiver)

Hello.  Yes.  Sure.  
(to Jack)

It’s for you.   

Jack takes the receiver.  His eyes narrow.  Bludgeoned by the 
devastating news.  

JACK/PHONE
God Almighty.  Git Clint to send a 
plane to Grand Central then git 
reliable people applying pressure 
on the papers not to print.  Make 
that first on your list.  Say it’s 
hearsay, innuendo, character 
assassination.  

(MORE)
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JACK/PHONE (CONT'D)

12.

I’ll be there sunup.  Cole, 
imperative you git th’ Wallace 
file, hear now? 

Jack hangs up.  His mouth is grim.  Summer knows something 
serious is happening.  Jack gathers his belongings, throws 
Summer an apologetic smile, and exits.

EXT. GRAND CENTRAL AIRPORT - LOS ANGELES -- NIGHT

The hour is desperately late.  Sedan eases to stop.  Jack 
stalks toward a Bonanza B35, as we fade to 

EXT. WASHINGTON, D.C. -- MORNING

Cold morning.  Sunrise.  U.S. Capitol. 

INT. CAPITOL BUILDING - SENATE CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Moving down a wide corridor with open offices on either side 
is Cole.  He walks at a brisk clip, clutching an attaché case 
imprinted with silver initials.  Senate PAGE (18) keeps pace.

COLE
... They have an ex-commander of 
the Cuban Air Force testifying.  
Take copious notes and have them 
typed and on my desk by day’s end.  

Page races off, as Kentucky SENATOR (50s), overfed, ruddy, 
stops.  Stares at Cole. 

COLE
There’s my favorite Senator.  Trust 
you had a Happy Christmas. 

SENATOR 
Those Sound of Music tickets 
certainly contributed.   

COLE
You have a moment?  (walk/talk) I 
was hoping to count on your vote 
next week on the lease termination 
at Camp Swift, returning 100 acres 
to the original owners.  Brilliant.  
We’d also like to request you delay 
bringing your Airport Extension 
Bill forward. 

JACK/PHONE (CONT'D)
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Senator stares at Cole standing with one hand on his hip like 
a Roman Emperor.

SENATOR 
What in Sam Hill does Jack care 
about the Honolulu airport? 

COLE
He cares greatly.  As the newest 
member of the Republic, the senator 
believes the state should commence 
without tarnish.  Lockheed Terminal 
has helped with planning and 
financing of the terminal, because 
they will also be an operator, 
Senator Wagner wishes to avoid any 
apparent conflict of interest... 

The Senator’s annoyance is apparent.

COLE
By proposing Lock and Harmon handle 
construction and Lockheed day-to-
day.  Senator, if we get you on 
board I’ll personally pledge 
substantial support to your 
upcoming election or sizeable 
endowment to your alma mater.  I 
realize you don't know me but 
whatever reputation I have in the 
Senate; my word is my bond.  

SENATOR
Kid, you’re a fucking prize. 

INT. JACK’S SENATE OUTTER OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Jack storms into frame.  He is disheveled and exhausted from 
the preparation of the disastrous news.  He strides past his 
SECRETARY (40s) removing Christmas decorations.  

SECRETARY
Good morning, sir.  Happy New Year.

Automatically handing her his overcoat...

JACK
I want ev'thang in Ray’s office 
sent to my hideaway.  And nobody 
speak to those goddamn news hounds. 

13.
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INT. JACK’S SENATE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Littered with boxes.  The room is royal green and gold with 
the ultimate status symbol of the day -- private bathroom.  
Jack passes his pedestal desk...   

JACK
Balls on th’ son-of-a-bitch who did 
this must be tremendous. 

Cole is directing him to a fresh suit and shirt.  Jack 
disappears into his bathroom as CLIFF BRADFORD, sixties, 
professorial, enters --  

CLIFF
I just hung up with Mona Hays at 
the Star; they have the story.  

Cole’s face drains.  He takes a moment; the shock, settling.

COLE
I can’t understand why Ray would 
put himself in such a situation.

Jack enters the room.  

JACK
Why. (waving the idea away)

CLIFF
This is an egregious situation we 
have to get under control. 

JACK
I couldn't be more shocked if I'd 
heard Elizabeth killed the Pope.  
What about his wife? 

COLE
Haven’t been able to reach her. 

JACK
Do we know this for certain?    

Cliff nodding.  Jack understanding the enormity.

JACK
A Morals charge?  This is more than 
giving the ole handle a crank, huh?  

CLIFF
Certainly set to become America’s 
most famous tearoom arrest.
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JACK
Thought I made it plenty clear to 
Duncan check on everybody I employ.  
Ray have a history of associatin’ 
with pinks and pansies? 

COLE
Star has a record of an arrest in 
‘57 at the same locale.   

JACK
Jesus.  We gotta git this reined-in 
before it spreads cause papers will 
devour it like Russian caviar.

Jack is now perfectly dressed, chomping on a stogie.  

JACK
Ya, reckon it was a frame-deal? 

CLIFF
It is entirely possible...

JACK
Marshall Harris or Rockefeller only 
ones with enough muscle and balls 
to pull something like this off.

CLIFF
But difficult to set up somebody 
who is paying an impromptu visit to 
a public restroom --

COLE
-- YMCA is where those kind hang 
out.  They have both confessed. 

JACK
What was Ray’s explanation? 

CLIFF
Evidently, he went off his rocker.  

JACK
Let’s git him under doc’s care --

CLIFF
-- I already admitted him into 
George Washington for hypertension 
and acute nervous exhaustion.  

JACK
‘Bout this other fella?
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CLIFF
Sixty-year-old, Abe Fabian.  
Hungarian national. 

JACK
Possibility he might be a Soviet 
agent?

CLIFF
Absolutely not.  

JACK
Can we git the papers to squash it? 

CLIFF
It will be tough if not impossible.  
They’re running crazy for copy.  

COLE
I spoke with the Tribune.  They 
will abstain on the basis they 
can’t print a story like this about 
a man with six kids...

CLIFF
I guarantee the rest of ‘em are 
going to ride it until it bottoms.  

JACK
We have anything on this Mona gal? 

COLE
Nothing.  I say we accept his 
resignation now instead of letting 
it build up.  

JACK
He’s gotta git outta here and 
better today than tomorra when 
every rancher in Texas wonderin’ 
what kinda operation I’m running.

CLIFF
I wouldn’t use ‘resignation’ it 
confirms guilt.  Articulate he is 
indefinitely under a doctor’s care.

JACK
He alone? 

CLIFF
He went all-alone.  I think frankly 
the other man was just hanging 
around, hoping to pick up someone.

16.



(MORE)

17.

JACK
You’re the senate lawyer get Duncan 
to run the top Dems past this 
Fabian see if he recognizes ‘em, 
presumably to show he was part of a 
Democrat frame-job.  

CLIFF
I’ll make a ca --

JACK
-- Phone is not going to do it!  
You go see him in person.  

CLIFF
Okay, boss.  For now though you 
should go and see Ray.

Jack flips down a PHOTO of he and Ray holding a gigantic 
catfish.  He had no hint, not in his wildest imagination 
could he have guessed that Ray would do such a thing.

JACK
If I see that jackass in my current 
condition I’ll kick him in balls.  
I’m the Godfather to his eldest 
son.  I feel goddamned betrayed is 
what I feel. 

The intercom BUZZES.  Jack presses the button.  We catch a 
glimpse of Washington Times: Rin-tin-tin Arrives With Group 
Of Boy Scouts. 

SECRETARY’S VOICE
It’s Mrs. Wagner, sir.  

JACK
Tell her I’ll caw her later.  

SECRETARY’S VOICE
She is very persistent. 

JACK
Hell, send her through.  

(to Cole/Cliff)
Somebody went to a lot of trouble 
here and I want who.  Ah'ite Cliff 
you git over and see Duncan, convey 
to him if he wants to keep that 
nice house soft job at the Bureau 
his boys better find the bastards 
behind this ordeal.  Work it out 
and don’t say how.  

(Cliff exits; to Cole)
(MORE)
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Get my pollster to find out the 
impact of this o’ugly thang.   

(into phone receiver)
Hullo.  She called you.  I wouldn’t 
say anything, just wouldn’t be 
available... Because it’s not 
sumpin' for you to git involved in.  
We’ve got the best minds working on 
it.  I gotta go, have a lot to 
handle and don’t need you creating 
more problems.  Love ya.

Suddenly, Jack slams the receiver down on the cradle with 
such strength the desk shudders.  Jack pours bourbon into his 
‘Stop Whining’ mug, studying Cole looking like a young 
prince. 

JACK
As Leader I must coordinate party 
strategy and keep the party united 
on roll-call votes.  Ya should be 
walkin’ the halls having AAs tell 
you what's happenin’ and gettin’ 
the gossip.  That’s how you git and 
maintain power and keep the old 
bulls of The Club in line.  Ray 
handled legislation now ya got all. 

COLE
I’d like to start keeping your 
schedule, move on two issues we’ve 
discussed: Peter Kelly and Pan Am 
casinos; Chicago boy’s vending 
machines.   

Jack turns back to the blinds, and peeks out.  

JACK
Add Lockheed for Bill Black. 

COLE
Already turning; ran into Crane 
this morning.    

Jack pours his bourbon into a tiny fern plant pot. 

COLE
I went through his office last 
night immediately after we spoke.  
It wasn’t there.  Hospital won’t 
allow him any visitors.

JACK (CONT'D)
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JACK
We gotta do better than that.  File 
is what’s imperative here.  That 
would be utterly devastating if 
someone git ahold of it that’s the 
end of the ballgame.  There’s some 
highly-classified papers in there 
we’re not supposed to have but that 
we’re gonna need one day.  We don’t 
know if the police are gonna search 
Ray’s house, or somebody try to 
blackmail him... hell, he’s 
exposed, we just don’t know.  
There’s also a New York envelope.    

COLE
Any chance he would keep it, reveal 
its content? 

JACK
No, no, not a damn chance in hell.  
Ray’s as loyal to me as they come. 
And this ole fella he was with is 
Hungarian and so is Maria... just 
gotta get that file back.  Grant 
Stockdale opened boxes for us at 
First National and State Bank; keys 
and box numbers in that glass 
yonder.  Check those.  I’ve 
fostered you boys like one of my 
own.  Now don’t go letting 
something happen to you, pardner 
‘cause if you break down ev'thang 
in my world goes to hell.  

COLE
You can count on me, senator. 

Back on Jack.  There is much on his mind.  Meanwhile -- 

INT. SENATE COFFEE SHOP/CORRIDOR -- DAY

A group of MEN eye four twenty-year-old GIRLS.  BROOKE 
RANDOLPH DAVENPORT, willowy, blue-blooded pedigree, brunette 
locks brushed over one shoulder; instantly likable.  MARCIE 
DE ROSA, Hispanic, merry and sexy-mousey.  Two extras.   

MARCIE
Gee, I'm living the dream right now 
so I haven't really set any goals.
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BROOKE
She was more referring to the male 
persuasion.  

GIRL 
You should lock one in because 
after session starts the decent 
ones disappear like free booze. 

GIRL 2
Preferably a congressman with 
stellar committees.  

GIRL
There tons of single girls in the 
city making the competition fierce.

BROOKE
A passably attractive girl such as 
yourself can go to a party seven 
nights if she is so inclined.  She 
can go with a male fellow worker 
who prefers not to take his wife.  
Or she can be window dressing, more 
if she prefers.  A girl in D.C. can 
go out as often, and as far, as her 
schedule and scruples allow.  

As the girls round a corner, they bump into Cole, darting 
toward the outer doors.

COLE
Well, well, ladies.  What a lovely 
surprise.  Ms. Davenport. 

BROOKE
Mr. Eastland.  

MARCIE
How-de-do!

Marcie playfully punches Cole, allowing us to glimpse a cigar 
BURN on her left hand. 

MARCIE
Don’t you look spent. 

COLE
My little monster learning the 
ropes? 

MARCIE
The gals are providing me all the 
marvelous insights.  Oh, yeah.  You 
are joining us tonight, right?  
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COLE
I’m up to my ankles.  ’Sides I know 
Richard inside and out.  

GIRL
Come.  We best be going. 

MARCIE
See ya around campus.  

COLE
I’ll be around.

The girls breezing away.  Cole hasn’t once stopped looking at 
Brooke.  Snatching her hand, he twirls her toward him.   

COLE
(re: Senate side)

What brings you to the dark side? 

Cole embraces her.  Brooke returns a limp hug.

COLE
It’s been three weeks and that’s 
the reception I get.  Why the look? 
Wait.  You got it? 

BROOKE
Tsk.  No.  He hasn’t said anything 
and it’s driving me mad.  Oh, it 
would be such an uplifting 
experience and I so want to make a 
fitting impression. 

COLE
Why don’t you just ask Clark? 

BROOKE
I don’t want to be a bother.

COLE
Sometimes we have to do things we 
don’t want to do. 

BROOKE
Besides the guys are always around, 
hence why I wrote the letter.   

COLE
They’re drips.  Especially Dick 
Schubert; he’s first-class lunatic.   

BROOKE
He despises me.  
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COLE
If you really want to get under his 
skin call him ‘Richard.’ 

BROOKE
Anyway, who knows maybe one day 
I’ll be the particularly determined 
sort clever enough to have 
Wellesley roommates. 

COLE
So that’s it.  Thought I told ya. 

BROOKE
I think you didn’t. 

COLE
Mary Jo (Kopechne) and Nancy 
(Carole Tyler) moved in directly 
before recess --  

BROOKE
-- Which one is your ‘cousin?’ 

COLE
Com’on.  There was no way I could 
land a loan as a swinging single in 
northwest D.C. without a fib.  Wait 
till you see this pad, has this 
enormous backyard, glorious for 
summer, which, Friday we’re having 
a Mod party and I want you there.  

A passing MAN gawks at Brooke.  She returns a wink. 

COLE
Doesn’t it bother you to be 
objectified? 

BROOKE
Do I seem bothered? 

Like a hound off his leash, Cole pulls Brooke toward him. 

COLE
Hey, when you inviting me over?    

BROOKE
When you can behave.  

(stops his advance)
The other senators are clamoring it 
has a refrigerated bathroom.  
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COLE
That it does and fabulous, too. 

BROOKE
That is remarkable wrangling.  Let 
me guess which one of Jack’s boys 
deserves the praise, because while 
Ray may have beautiful children he 
doesn’t have that Senate legacy -- 

COLE
How do I get respect around here?  

BROOKE
I’m merely joshing...  

COLE
Anyway, at the moment Ray is a bit, 
shall we say, indisposed.  

BROOKE
Oh, no.  Is he all right? 

COLE
Let’s leave it as he’s suffered an 
emotional lobotomy.... 

Cole is leading Brooke into --

HIDDEN STAIRWAY

BROOKE
Are you out of your mind? 

Cole folds Brooke into him pushing her skirt over her garter.  
She leans close enough to tease but too far to pay-off.  They 
are face-to-face; her rosebud lips millimeters from his.  
Cole’s breath quickens.  Brooke presses her body, hard 
against Cole’s and... kisses his nose.  With an odd laugh:

BROOKE
You be a good boy now and keep out 
of mischief.  

On that, Brooke breezes through the door leaving Cole in a 
blue cloud of romance.  Meanwhile -- 

INT. SENATE CHAMBERS FOYER -- DAY

PHOTOGRAPHER breezes past an elderly African SERGEANT-AT-
ARMS, parked at his desk.  
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SGT-AT-ARMS
Whoa-ho.  Where you think you’re 
going with that Kodak?

PHOTOGRAPHER
I'm meeting Senator Wagner, Bill 
Black inside.  Bill earned that 
degree and is shoving off today. 

SGT-AT-ARMS
Kudos to him, but Rule IV of the 
rules regulating the Senate wing of 
the Capitol forbids the taking of 
pictures of any kind in the Senate 
Chamber and surrounding rooms. 

PHOTOGRAPHER 
Senator Wagner said bring a camera. 

SGT-AT-ARMS
Not through those doors... 

Jack and BILL BLACK, twenty, a paragon of the classic Ivy 
League graduate, whiz past the Sergeant-at-Arms, and into...

INT. SENATE CHAMBERS - CONTINUOUS

The center of power.  Mahogany desks arranged in a 
semicircular pattern.  Sergeant-at-Arms to Photographer: 

SGT-AT-ARMS
You’d better hope Joe Duke doesn't 
open that door up in Gallery 7, 
which he does often.  And look 
down.  He’ll wreck all of us.

JACK
Take it from there and Bill and I 
will position ourselves ‘bout here. 

Jack and Bill pose beside the President Pro Tem’s chair.  

JACK
Drop two copies with my secretary.   

Photographer and Sgt-at-Arms exit.  Jack crosses to a desk 
known as the ‘Candy Desk’ and plucks two peppermints.  Offers 
Bill one.  

JACK
Bill, I think you and North 
American gonna make a nice fit.  
You’re young polished go-getter and 
I’ve always valued your moxie.  

(MORE)
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‘Tween us I’ve set the wheels in 
motion for Lock and Harmon to 
secure Hawaii in your name. 

BILL
That’ll be kicking it off with a 
bang.

JACK
Incidentally, Cole’s been talkin’ 
with Ed Levinson -- 

BILL
-- At the Fremont?  Ed’s super.  

JACK
Little vending machine firm called 
So-Corp outta Houston; buddy Grant 
Stockdale runs it.  He and Cole 
have come up with a dandy concept 
to provide machines, automatic food 
and drink, in companies working on 
government contracts.  I’ll 
personally see they’re awarded the 
lion’s share.  

BILL
Where do you see me fitting in? 

JACK
If it hits the scale Grant expects 
we’ll need helluva lot more 
machines.  Understand Kendall owns 
a company that constructs ‘em.  
Rosario extended a meet-and-greet 
to me last night.  Cole’ll set up 
something with his boys in Chicago; 
thought ya could giv’em heads up 
since you set up the ball. 

BILL
I’ll ring them when I’m back in the 
office.  

JACK
We can offer him a percentage off 
the top or stocks.  We git in for 
$1 a share, public pay around $16.  
You’ll git bonuses for any sign 
ups.  Fortune to be made. 

JACK (CONT'D)

25.



26.

BILL
Y’know me I don’t have a problem 
with good ole fashioned greed.   

FADE TO:

INT. ST. PATRICK CATHOLIC CHURCH -- AFTERNOON

A WOMAN dips her fingers into the holy water, and blesses 
herself.  She is ELIZABETH WAGNER, forties.  She is 
aristocratic, southern, blonde and absolutely stunning.  She 
floats down the aisle under the high ceiling, past the art 
and pews of praying PARISHIONERS, and finally the Altar.

There is a large coin box for those to pay for lighting 
candles.  She deposits a $100 bill into the box, removing a 
votive, and with great dignity, begins to ignite eight 
candles amongst an impressive tier of flickering lights.  

E/I. BANK/OFFICE/PHONE BOOTH/HOSPITAL -- AFTERNOON

The scenes reveal Cole’s urgency to locate the Wallace file:  

1.) Cole is in a phone booth ringing Ray’s house.  

2.) Cole is at the hospital nurse’s station where he is        
refused admittance to Ray’s ward. 

3.) Cole, with anticipation and worry, stalks empty handed 
from a bank. 

4.) On Cole.  He pads from a bank with a FILE.

GO TO:

INT. SENATE ROOM 207 -- LATE AFTERNOON

We’re in a cozy room; walls paneled in American black walnut.  
A cloud of cigar smoke thickens over MENS’ heads.  We find 
Kansas SENATOR GORDON MORSE, fifty, bowtie, brooding 
attitude.  He is conversing with Florida SENATOR HOWARD 
EVANS, sixty, brilliant white hair, mustache, possessing the 
grace of an ocean-liner. 

SENATOR EVANS
If everyone abstained from voting 
on the grounds of personal 
interests, ya couldn’t get a quorum 
in the Senate on any subject.

26.



27.

Other SENATORS enter, and pour whisky into crystal glasses.  
We watch Cole mingle with senators and lobbyist. 

SENATOR MORSE
Speak of the devil.  He just works 
all the time, always running some 
place to make some kind of a deal, 
clutching that black attaché case 
imprinted with those damn silver 
initials.

SENATOR EVANS
Seems to be taking the news well. 

SENATOR MORSE
I almost wet myself when Jack told 
us.  If I’ve said it once said it a 
hundred times: Wagner owes anything 
to one human being other than 
Elizabeth it is Ray McKigney. 

SENATOR EVANS
Times like these Jack’s fortunate 
to have been born emotionally 
barren. 

SENATOR MORSE
He had better hope this mess 
doesn’t hit the press... I won’t 
allow that manic cowboy and his 
hardscrabble Texas cadre to pull 
our caucus down with him.  

SENATOR EVANS
Jack’s on our side you count on it. 

SENATOR MORSE
Who you kidding?  Wagner is on his 
own damn side. 

SENATOR EVANS
Stanley, stow it.  If I were you 
I’d be more concerned about Ray’s 
special file.  That’s probably a 
better blackmail tool than the 
Bulldog’s (Hoover).  Jack is a 
mastermind capable of controlling 
those encyclopedic fils, whereas 
others, could become reckless with, 
oh, certain bit of Miami reading. 

Senator Morse’s face contorts.  We note Cole is now speaking 
with PETER KELLY, thirty, tweed jacket, iconic specs.  
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PETER
I know he appreciates your talents. 

COLE
One I keep optimal is future 
projects.  For instance, I hear 
you’re considering expanding 
casinos into the Caribbean, 
specifically into Dominican.

PETER
Cole, Pan American is strictly 
airlines... 

Cole slowly, carefully places a hand on Peter’s shoulder with 
an entrepreneurial smirk.

PETER
If, if we are speaking off record 
and I think, then yes, perhaps our 
subsidiary InterContinental could 
be interested.  

COLE
Do you like to gamble, Pete?

PETER
Usually unlucky, but yes, at times.

COLE
No, no, no.  I’m talking big-time 
bucks.  Pete, I.C. has twenty-three 
hotels in the Caribbean... two of 
which house casinos which have been 
set up to lure tourists into the 
hotel, tourists who would use PAA 
to get there.  But the company 
doesn’t want to run the casinos 
because they are considered 
unseemly.  Therefore, they want 
someone who doesn’t mind getting 
their hands soiled.  

(notes Jack entering)  
My guy is Castro’s casino director.  
Frank says it’s only days before 
Castro kicks Trafficante and the 
other boys out, when he does we 
need to be prepared; set to move 
the Riviera and others up the road, 
establishing an offshore Caribbean 
gambling paradise surpassing 
anything in Havana, or even better 
what Moe D. and Desert Inn are 
running in Las Vegas.

28.



29.

PETER
You do seem to be the man with the 
contacts and knowledge. 

COLE
That’s what I do.  I make 
connections.  I’m the best you’ve 
ever seen.  

Cole places his arms on Peter’s shoulder and pulls him in 
real close. 

COLE
What we’ll do is run the I.C.’s 
casinos while starting up one of 
our own with controlling interest.  

PETER
I like it.  I do.  

COLE
I told Jack you would.  

PETER
I’ll see what I can do and get back 
to you. 

COLE
This is time sensitive.  I expect 
your answer by lunch Monday.    

We now settle on Jack and Senator Evans. 

JACK
I've been around a while.  I, too 
can evaluate political situations, 
Howard.  What’s on your mind? 

SENATOR EVANS
Ya ever have any indications? 

JACK
Of his sickness?  Goddamn, no!  
Wouldn’t have him around.  What, ya 
tellin’ me you did? 

SENATOR EVANS
There were times, fleeting ones, I 
detected gestures or mannerisms.

JACK
This unholy surprise sounds kind of 
fishy in terms of three morals 
officers looking over a transom. 
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SENATOR EVANS  
Frame-job?  Possible considering 
your list of admirers.  

JACK
There’s only one with golden balls. 

SENATOR EVANS
Why would he want to smear Ray? 

JACK
Howard this is not about damaging 
Ray, goddamnit, it’s about 
destroying me and my reputation by 
consorting with those kinda folks.  
What’s the political impact?

SENATOR EVANS
You must be swift and decisive, 
otherwise it will bog you down. 

JACK
A good stiff breeze on my rosy 
cheeks keeps me on my toes.

SENATOR EVANS
Some Members have ambivalent 
reactions.  They are calling for 
the Bureau to investigate citing 
concerns they had been unaware of 
Ray’s previous offense in the same 
Washington men's room two years 
earlier.  Moreover, Baxter is 
intoning this could be a national 
security breach considering those 
people are not allowed the 
clearance Ray held.  

JACK
Baxter best keep his paws off my 
Intel. Committee or I’ll chop his 
damn pecker off. 

SENATOR EVANS
Jack, that kind of arm-twisting has 
an expiration.  Some would like a 
guarantee this won’t harm your 
leadership.  We have some powerful 
legislation coming to the floor; 
Medical Assistance, Civil Rights.  
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JACK
You tell those simpletons I’m gonna 
find out who did this and swear to 
the Almighty himself... 

Cole strides up. 

SENATOR EVANS
Cole Eastland.  Happy New Year.  
Missus relished the fantastic fruit 
basket especially those star 
fruits. 

COLE
I personally added them in lieu of 
pears. 

SENATOR EVANS
I see between here and there I lost 
my drink.  You gentlemen excuse me.

JACK
Howard.  The incident is a big'o 
nuisance Jack’ll clean up.

Before Senator Evans departs, he touches Jack's hand, warmly.  

JACK
I’m beginning to feel like a 
jackass in a hail storm.  

COLE
Just learned Baxter is descending 
on your medical bill.  

JACK
Aw, now th’ S-O-B is going to wreck 
this damn bill and we’re gonna be 
left with our dicks in the wind 
over the sickly.  

COLE
He’s heading to the Q right now. 

JACK
No joke, I want you to git your own 
cozy little file starting with him.  

COLE
Speaking of, I believe I may have 
located it. 

JACK
Goddamn that’s good news. 
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COLE
Large red envelope... 

JACK
Na it’s one of those big 
accordions.  Keep on it, son. I 
recognize you’ve been riding 
shotgun for a while.  Ray was a Boy 
Scout, nuts and bolts guy.  When it 
comes to good old fashioned 
political instincts and drive 
you’ve made a niche for yourself 
just like your daddy: providing 
infinite value.

Jack and Cole saunter out the door and into... 

INT. SENATE CORRIDOR - SECONDS LATER

Jack and Cole striding along checkered marble tiles, past 
massive Mahogany office doors, some open, most closed. 

COLE
We’re gonna make a good team.

JACK
Just like chiffon and cut glass. 

COLE
By the way, how’d your meeting go 
with Mr. H.?  

JACK
There’s potential. 

COLE
I ran into Mondale at the Time 
party.  He mentioned he met Sonny 
Boy.   

JACK
Be nice to, uh... 

COLE
You sent an engraved Cartier 
lighter reading: ‘Thanks for 
sticking behind us, W-’

JACK
Speak to Clint about helping 
Mondale... 

32.



(MORE)

33.

COLE
I already.  Last week...  

Surprise registers on Jack’s face.   

COLE
... We went over the cotton 
allotments leases. 

At this moment, a Senate PAGE sweeps into frame.  

PAGE
Mr. Eastland.  This is for you. 

Page hands Cole a small gift-wrapped BOX.  Cole opens it.  
Note reads: ‘Thanks for helping, yours, R.’  Inside is a 
POCKET KNIFE engraved with “CAE.” 

COLE
Thank you token from Rosario.  

JACK
Say, you think, uh, I’ve put on 
some weight?  Don’t fucking laugh. 

COLE
If it’s funny I’ll laugh.  Maybe a 
couple around the spare tire.  Why? 

JACK
Wife’s been nagging me to slim 
down.  Let’s head over yonder to 
the Q grab a soda pop.   

GO TO:

INT. CONGRESSMAN CLARK’S OFFICE -- LATE AFTERNOON

The room is lit by cold afternoon light.  On the wall: copy 
of the Constitution; Texas flag; plaque: “If you serve your 
country then you serve yourself.”   

Texas Congressman BRADLEY CLARK, thirties, curly blondish 
hair and lovely dimples.  He is parked behind his desk.  
Three forty-year-old Administrative Assistants: AA 1, DICK, 
AA 2, are seated across from him.  

CLARK
The second session of the 85th 
Congress commences tomorrow.  I 
have some exciting legislation 
to... Fellas, where is Brooke?  

(MORE)
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I would like her in here.  Did 
anyone mention...?  Come on, guys.  

Dick is snatching an apple from a monstrous fruit basket. 

CLARK
That reminds me.  Dick see 
personally that United Fruit basket 
is delivered to the switchboard 
ladies.  

Dick frowns, and replaces the apple.  There is a knock at the 
door.  Brooke surreptitiously peeks inside.  

BROOKE
Oh, sorry. 

CLARK
Please, come in.  With Phil out I 
need everyone helping with press 
and getting out our agendas. 

The men grunt.  AA 2 grudgingly offers Brooke his chair.  

BROOKE
Thank you, but I don’t mind 
standing.  

CLARK
Regarding the fruit basket.  We are 
to send a message this office is 
not for sale.  Meaning no gifts of 
any domination from lobbyist or 
special interests.  Tom, how’s it 
coming with Smith? 

AA 1
Should have a draft next week. 

CLARK
Also, I’d like to see how we could 
help Kennedy... I don’t want us to 
appear part of this "Stop Kennedy" 
coalition that Stevenson, Symington 
and Humphrey have started.  Dick, 
why the long face? 

DICK
I agree with Mr. Harris --  

AA 1
-- Now there’s a shock. 

CLARK (CONT'D)
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DICK
Put Humphrey up see what he can 
make stick, if not, then it’s a -- 

CLARK
-- I appreciate both of your 
support and opinions.  However, I 
have confidence in Kennedy’s vision 
and his philosophical outlook is 
precisely what the Democratic Party 
currently needs. 

BROOKE
If I may, perhaps we should show we 
ready for prime time.  

CLARK
How so? 

BROOKE
By reaching out to his campaign, 
booking some rooms at the 
Ambassador for the convention.   

CLARK
Yes, I like it.  I do. 

Dick looks sourly at Brooke. 

CLARK
Marshall has fantastic Hollywood 
connections.  Which, by the way he 
rang this morning.  Guess who he 
saw last night in Los Angeles?  
Jack Wagner with none other than 
Summer Stevens. 

AA 1
Ho-ho.  That broad has many a man 
buried in her wake.   

DICK
Like to bury my head in her wake.

CLARK
Let’s find out why his tentacles 
are stretched into Hollywood.  Tom, 
have Jim Terry in Research look 
into who Jack met and why.  One 
other topic, which dovetails 
slightly on Dick’s comments, but a  
level under.  We need to devise a 
campaign strategy that can beat 
Jack Wagner.  

(MORE)
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I feel ‘62 is our year to make a 
move over to the Senate.

AA 2
Ha, now we’re talking. 

CLARK
We have an opportunity to do 
something two years ago that was 
impossible.  Jack will be difficult 
to unseat.  We must highlight his 
wedge issues: how he fails to 
deliver on education, health care; 
how he caters to his cronies in 
D.C., but mostly, and this is the 
cherry, his blatant bankruptcy of 
ethics on, and, particularly off, 
the Senate floor.  

AA 1
Reads more like a Cato and Caesar 
novel if you ask me. 

BROOKE
I like that.  That could make a 
magazine feature.  Playing the good 
versus evil card.  I’ll pitch to my 
contact at Life if you don’t 
object.  

CLARK
Men, take notes because this is 
exactly the type of thinking this 
office needs.  Let’s get to work. 

Brooke, and the men exit Clark’s office.  

INT. HOUSE CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Brooke discovers Dick at the water fountain.   

BROOKE
Richard.  May I speak with you?  

DICK
It’s Dick. 

BROOKE
Did I do something, or is there a 
reason you so dislike me? 

CLARK (CONT'D)
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DICK
It’s not that I don’t like you.  We 
just don’t need you and your Ivy 
Leagueness here.  I can handle 
press and I’ll be doing so next 
week.  Speaking with Clark 
tomorrow.  Mr. Harris and I believe 
it’s best.  Don’t look so shocked 
doll, you can still help out by 
keeping Folger’s stocked. 

Dick contemptuously turns his back.  Defeated, Brooke watches 
him amble down the corridor toward AA 1 & 2.  The men turn.  
Dick points to Brooked.  Off their laughter --   

EXT. STREETS OF D.C. -- TWILIGHT

The light outside is very cold and beginning to fail.  Leaves 
whip past top-coated businessmen, passing Jack and Cole.  
They stalk forward.  We can see their breaths as they speak.

JACK
Get on with it, damn it!

COLE
Joe got on with Nixon. 

JACK
I heard that rumor last night and 
felt like a damn jackass. 

COLE
It’s not a rumor it’s official.  

JACK
Hasn’t mentioned it to -- 

COLE
-- Cause he knows how you’d 
respond.  

JACK
I leaned on him to squash his 
nonsense and git his ass back to 
that school I pulled a lot of 
strings to git him into.  I have 
high hopes for my kids and they 
don’t entail crawling through 
political trenches.  

COLE
He wants to steer his own ship. 
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JACK
That’s stupid as hell.  Anyway.  
Let’s move on to Ray.  Now this was 
a calculated attack.  I have no 
doubt Marshall’s orchestrated this.  

COLE
He is a snake but setting up Ray? 

JACK
Probably knew of his disease and 
where he cranked the old handle and 
notified the police had them give 
him an arrest copy.  He’s a pole 
cat hustler just like his o’daddy.  
This is a personal attack on me I 
swear on my momma’s grave. 

EXT. CARROLL ARMS HOTEL -- EVENING

Six-story colonial building.  A dark Buick pulls up, and a 
single overweight MAN wearing suspenders and crooked smirk, 
gets out.  We recall him from the top of the story.  

The Man stops Cole as Jack spots Maine SENATOR ALBERT BAXTER, 
fifties, Gregory Peck-look alike.  

We stay on Cole and the Man’s conversation.

COLE
What do you have?  

MAN
Bad news.  My guy at the P.D. heard 
they’re trying to obtain a warrant 
for his apartment hoping to find a 
trove of homo-porno material.  

COLE
Shit.  What about my note?

MAN
You can’t just stroll into a secure 
hospital ward.  Gotta guy working 
on it.  Could be a matter of 
minutes or days, gotta wait. 

Meanwhile, Jack stalks like a bull elephant toward Baxter.

JACK
Albert. 
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You are about to witness the ‘handling.’  Jack hurls his 
powerful stature in close, millimeters from Baxter’s face, 
eyes widening and narrowing, eyebrows rising and falling, 
stunning his victim with absolute fear. 

JACK
Where the hell you got the temerity 
to try and sandbag me but I don’t 
have time for your chickenshit 
shananagans.  Maybe the holiday Egg 
Nog sent ya little loony causin’ ya 
to forget who’s running this ship 
and who the deckhand is but Ray 
McKigney is a solid of a man you 
will find and he would never 
compromise his loyalty to me or his 
duty to this country and I don’t 
wanna hear another peep from your 
hatch or I'm gonna ream you like I 
reamed Barry Smith by...

People pass, staring.  Baxter is utterly terrified.

JACK
... Bringing forth a complaint to  
Ethics Committee how you purchased 
M.G.I. stocks at insiders' rate and 
the $9000 mink bought by a lawyer 
representing the company that your 
wife wore to the Marine Christmas 
Ball and those are just appetizers.  
Don’t cause me any more trouble I 
gotta enough to handle.  

(then; a grin plays)
And on the Medical Assistance bill.  
Can’t you go with us, sweetheart?  
I know you have to save face but 
goddamn it you need to vote with me 
once in a while -- just one time.  
Have mercy on me.  Please. 

(Baxter resigns)
God bless ya.  Why don’tcha come up 
to the club sometime and I’ll buy 
you a soda pop or two. 

Cole is resting his hand on Jack’s lower back, nudging him 
into the hotel where we hear conversations and piano strains. 

INT. CARROLL ARMS HOTEL - QUORUM CLUB - SECOND FLOOR

BARTENDER (30S) mixes a Manhattan.  It is the quintessential 
gentlemen’s bar.  Dark leather chairs.  
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MEN in suits litter the joint.  Over there, a scantily clad 
WAITRESS (20s) reveals her cleavage to Marshall and middled-
aged MAN. 

Jack and Cole stride into frame, scanning the cliental. 

COLE
This is precisely why this joint 
will pay off like a Vegas slot.  It 
has what men like to do: chase tail 
and get soused.  

Jack’s eyes go directly to Marshall and turn frosty.  

JACK
There’s that S-O-B again.  
Tinseltown last night now here.  
I’ll remedy this here and now. 

As quick as a stiletto, Cole grabs Jack’s arm.  Jack cuts a 
stern glare.  Cole releases. 

COLE
Nice thought, hang onto it.  Press 
hounds get word it drives the story 
to nightly news: “Senator assaults 
department store magnet over queer 
affair.”  Important thang is 
nothing jeopardize our future 
plans.  

Jack abides.  MANAGER, thirty, preppy, approaches.  

MANAGER
Fellahs. 

COLE
Did you let him in? 

MANAGER
Who, Mr. Harris?  Yes. 

COLE
Is he a fuckin’ member? 

MANAGER
He is allowing us to use his Diners 
credit card service, and...  

COLE
Are you deliberately challenging 
me?  
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At this moment, Marshall and the Man approach.  Jack 
straightens himself.  Marshall offers a half-smudged smirk.  

MARSHALL
You can have our table, senator.  

Tapping Jack with a rolled NEWSPAPER, Marshall exits.  

JACK
Goddamn bastard.  He likes seeing 
folks squirm.  

COLE
Let’s not overlook who sent a 
funeral wreath to his wedding.

Cole and Jack park themselves on the settee.  The WAITRESS 
deposits two highball glasses on the table next to a tray of 
cigarettes.  Cole lights one.   

COLE
As we were coming in I received 
some belated Christmas cheer should 
brighten matters.  

JACK
Yeah, what’s that? 

COLE
The FCC granted your 24-hour 
monopoly broadcasting rights.

JACK
I’ll be a skinned coon.  That’ll 
send Charlie straight to cloud 
nine.  

COLE
I knew you’d be pleased.   

JACK
Also makes a nice uptick in 
revenue.  Pass the word I’d like 
the chairman taken care of.  

COLE
I’ll speak with Clint first thang. 

JACK
Now that’s what I call a great 
looking specimen of femininity.

COLE
Endowments made by God himself. 
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Clad in a black low-cut dress and mesh stockings, a dark, 
dangerous GIRL, passes.  (This is Elly, a Soviet spy, who 
will play a pivotal role in future episodes)

COLE
That’s the one for Sonny Boy.  

JACK
Funny how a hard dick has no 
conscience.  Scoot over here kid 
and learn.  Somethin’ that’s 
crucial in our business is your 
ability to "read" people.  Take 
that fella over yonder, watch his 
hands and eyes.  Read ‘em.  You’ll 
find no matter what a man is saying 
to you it's not as important as 
what his eyes are saying.  Most 
substantial thang a man has to say 
is what he's trying not to say.  

We snatch snippets of an intoxicated ‘working’ GIRL (20S) ad-
libbing to a CUSTOMER (60).  Manager approaches...  

MANAGER
Excuse me.  Marcie is at the door. 

Cole looks toward the entrance.  Marcie indicates with some 
urgency that she wants to talk in private.  Cole pads over. 

Meanwhile, Jack eyes the tipsy girl; nods to the Manager. 

WORKING GIRL
WHATSAMATTER?  Your wife won’t... 

Manager grabs firm hold of the girl and whisks her out.  Cole 
returns.  Jack looks up.  Cole’s face is gravely ashen.  He 
dutifully proffers a copy of tomorrow’s Star NEWSPAPER.  

Jack’s eyes roll back into his head.  He takes the paper, 
petrified.   

The headline: ‘SENATOR’S ASSISTANT IN TEAROOM ARREST.’

JACK
I will be goddamned.  

COLE
I, I didn’t know this was hitting.

JACK
Eh, they got me on the end of a 
string now.
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COLE
DNC is playing this security angle 
big since Fabian was a Hungarian. 

JACK
Hell, Ray ain’t Burgess and 
Maclean.  

Sitting there a moment, blinking excessively.

JACK
All the king’s horses can’t save us 
now. 

COLE
What’s our next move? 

JACK
Why don’tcha draft a statement for 
Cliff.  Something like everybody 
has problems with family and 
friends.  Some have mentally 
retarded brothers, some alcoholic 
friends.  And we regret this very 
much.  

COLE
I don’t know whether that’s going 
to be enough to satisfy people.  
I’m aware you don’t like being a 
‘mouthpiece for someone’ but under 
the circumstances I believe you, 
personally, should deliver the 
statement.  People know your hard-
line stance on national security 
and that you would never jeopardize 
it.  Um, and also, Elizabeth has 
released her own statement. 

Jack rises.  He straightens himself, looking as funeral as 
the occasion. 

JACK
Welp, this is one of those days 
I’ll never git back.  I better run 
home make some calls.  Catch ya in 
the mornin’, pardner.   

COLE
Jack.  If you do change your mind 
and see him, which I think you 
should... don’t lace into him.  
Ray’s been banged up enough. 
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As Jack stalks out the door, we hear -- 

ELIZABETH (V/O)
“My heart is aching today for 
someone who has reached the end 
point of exhaustion in dedicated 
service to his country.  I have 
known Ray McKigney for ten...” 

EXT. WASHINGTON, D.C. -- NIGHT

From the air, we dip, soar over the shimmering city. 

ELIZABETH (V/O)
“... Years and he is an incredible 
man, devout Catholic, father of six 
and happily married husband...”

A SEDAN is moving along a residential area in Georgetown...  

EXT. IDYLLIC GEORGETOWN HOME -- NIGHT

Well-lit two-story job in the toniest neighborhood.  Few 
lights glow within.  Tires of the sedan roll very quietly to 
a stop.  Door opens.  Jack stalks to the front door, and -- 

INT. WAGNER HOME - FOYER -- NIGHT

French decorator Henri Samuel has done the entire house in 
the style of Louis XVI.  The maid, MILLIE, sixty, greets 
Jack.  She takes his coat.   

JACK
Thanks, Millie. 

Right then the front door opens.  Elizabeth breezes in.    

ELIZABETH
Well.  If this is not an absolutely 
charming surprise.  

Jack is frosty.  Elizabeth turns her back to Jack, who helps 
her from her coat.  She is wearing a magnificent pale rose 
violet Cristóbal Balenciaga dress. 

ELIZABETH
You’re looking at the new 
chairwoman of the Children with 
Disabilities.

Removing her diamond earrings, we glimpse her cross necklace. 
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ELIZABETH
I helped the volunteers clean up.  
I recognize that face.  You cannot 
possibly be cross with me.

JACK
Thought I told ya not to git 
involved.  

ELIZABETH
You probably did.  But you should 
know I would never sit idle in a 
time like this. (in French) Millie, 
please bring up some Jasmine tea.  

Elizabeth kicks off her shoes and stalks up the STAIRS.  Jack 
follows.  We see her bare feet climbing the steps.

JACK
This has turned into the biggest 
damn mess.  

ELIZABETH
I was absolutely speechless and 
close to tears when Maria rang. 

INT. WAGNER BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

By now, Jack and Elizabeth are entering their enormous 
chamber with two antique armoires, four-poster bed; works of 
fine art line the walls.  Jack sinks onto the bed.

JACK
Beth, this whole thang worries the 
hell outta me. 

Elizabeth runs her hand over the Jacquard of rose garland on 
blue silk wall covering.  She crosses to the night-table, 
puts on the lamp, lights an ultra-slim CIGARETTE and 
gracefully folds one leg under, sitting on the floor in front 
of Jack.   

ELIZABETH
Perhaps the exhaustion of your trip 
amplifies matters.  It has been 
such a tense and exhausting day.  I 
find myself caught between utter 
disgust and unyielding compassion.

JACK
I just can’t fuckin’ fathom it.  
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ELIZABETH
(puffs, waves smoke away)

All of us face challenges.  

JACK
We don’t revert to psychopathic 
behavior to tackle ‘em -- hell he’s 
this short of the lunatic house. 

Jack turns on the television, gloomily staring at Jack Paar. 

ELIZABETH
I do not believe Ray nor his 
actions are psychopathic.  We all 
use our internal power to move 
forward and try to respond best we 
are equipped to horrible situations 
and delicate subjects.

Jack is preoccupied.  Elizabeth is concerned.  

ELIZABETH
Here is what you should do; offer 
Ray the number two job at KWTX.  

JACK
Reminds me a piddlee'o bit of 
respectable news came from the FCC.  

ELIZABETH
Oh, that is utterly splendid!  See.  
Even more reason.  He has worked so 
incredibly hard and so --

JACK
That I cannot do.

ELIZABETH
You can and you will.  You must 
make a gesture of support 
characterizing Ray’s behavior as a 
small period of nervous breakdown.

JACK
Don’t think it’s wise to appear be 
defending him -- just can't win it.

ELIZABETH
Now is not about politics, now is 
about your friend.  Now is when we 
light a candle for Ray and Maria 
and conceptualize what those poor 
children are going through... You 
are Joseph’s Godfather.  

(MORE)
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Imagine if it were our children 
having to experience this atrocity. 

JACK
The average farmer or worker out 
there just can't understand 
knowin’, approving, or condoning 
this type of ludicrous behavior.

ELIZABETH
What is it you’re always saying 
about Americans?  Besides, it only 
accentuates your loyalty.  A 
gesture of support on our part is 
critical to hold our forces 
together.  Maria is terrified you 
will ruin their lives. 

JACK
Thought my days of being a janitor 
were behind me. 

ELIZABETH
JW, there will always be messes to 
clean up. 

JACK
Ya think I ought to meet with him? 

ELIZABETH
I realize you’re afraid and this 
whole thing terrifies you.  

Elizabeth takes Jack’s hand and puts it on her chest.  She 
closes her eyes.  This comforts Jack.

ELIZABETH
You’re the only powerful man who 
hasn’t felt what you are feeling.  
You know when Jesus dealt with 
people with moral problems, like 
dear Ray has, he always dealt 
tenderly.  When you contact him, do 
offer my love and understanding. 

Elizabeth drifts into the bathroom.  Jack uses this time to 
come to some conclusions.  He rises and cradles the PHONE. 

FADE TO BLACK

ELIZABETH (CONT'D)
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INT. RAY’S APARTMENT/HALLWAY -- NIGHT

A moment elapses on the empty corridor lit by eerie green 
neon lighting.  We hear sole footsteps.  Cole comes into view 
carrying the fruit basket.  He stops rigidly and looks back.  
He stands like that for a moment, then knocks on APT. 5C 
door.  There is no answer.  Cole knocks again.  

COLE
Maria.  Cole.  Open up. 

Maria opens the door, standing there in her housecoat, 
distraught. 

COLE
Thanks for finally taking my call.  

Maria looks quickly at Cole as though to ask an explanation.

COLE
I think you have something for me.

Cole follows Maria inside.  It is dark, cold, and quiet -- 
sharp contrast from before.  There is a loud metallic TICKING 
of a clock.  Maria stalks to the kitchen.

COLE
Sorry, but I... I do have prior 
engagements. 

Maria pours this morning’s coffee grounds from a filter into 
a fresh filter.  Maria seems privy to something we are not.

COLE
There’s three people with knowledge 
to what’s in that folder.  The 
outcome wouldn’t be pretty for the 
person who made it four. 

MARIA
I'm not sure I appreciate the
implication...

Right then a red BALL rolls into the room, resting beside  
Cole’s shoe.  His face drains when he spots Ray’s children 
looking on with expressionless eyes.  Cole is hit by the 
gravity and extent of this horrible situation.

MARIA
Kids, go to bed. 

Cole is dragged into focus by Maria proffering a lumpy 
accordion-style envelope.  The WALLACE FILE.  Cole takes it.  
He does not look at Maria, simply hunches and exits...
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INT. RAY'S APARTMENT/HALLYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Cole is in the empty corridor lit by eerie green neon 
lighting.  With anguish, he peeks into the envelope.  It is 
stuffed with land deeds, receipts, incriminating photos, and 
CIA-stamped documents (’Secret - National Intelligence 
Estimate: Political Stability in Central America.’)  But most 
notable is the .32 caliber S&W PISTOL inside a police 
evidence bag.

Cole also discovers notes regarding he and dealings.  He jams 
them into his pocket, and stalks down the corridor.

EXT. WASHINGTON STREETS/BAR/PHONE BOOTH -- NIGHT

The street is bustling.  We find Cole inside a phone booth. 
The receiver is pressed to his ear, as he observes Brooke and 
Marcie.  They are happy leaving a bar accompanied by FRIENDS.  
We watch them amble along the street, laughing. 

EXT. UNDERGROUND CAPITOL PARKING GARAGE -- NIGHT

Dimly lit; lined with autos.  There is the sound of 
footsteps.  They stop at a Chevrolet.  A man is opening the 
trunk, when suddenly... Cole materializes behind him.  

COLE
Dicky Schubert.  

Dick turns, squints.  He is holding the fruit basket.  

DICK
Eastland?  What do you want?  

COLE
I won’t keep you long realize you 
and Samantha like to eat early and 
put little Harry into bed.  I was 
curious if you happened to have 
seen a letter my dear friend Brooke 
penned to Clark regarding the press 
secretary’s position.  You see 
she’s keen on that job and rumor 
has it others aren’t and perhaps 
someone, accidentally, of course, 
may have tried to thwart her 
efforts by taking the letter.  What 
I would like is for you personally 
to look into this matter and, well, 
make certain Clark receives said 
letter... by, oh, two hours.   
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DICK
Why the hell would I do something 
like that for you? 

COLE
Because Dicky you’re a God-fearing 
man and upstanding Deacon at the 
First Calvary Baptist Church and 
I’m certain the congregation would 
be shocked, shocked to discover of 
your sinful par-takings in 
alcoholic beverages in Havana last 
month.   

Cole smirks, proffering a PHOTO.  On Dick.  He looks like 
he’s chewing on aspirin.  

DICK
You sure the hell don’t mind 
getting on people’s nerves, do you? 

COLE
Not one fucking bit.  

Off Cole’s peculiar evil smile...

EXT. GEORGE WASHINGTON HOSPITAL -- NIGHT

It’s well-lit building.  Siren of an approaching ambulance.  
It eases to a stop next to TAXI.  Jack steps out; his coat 
open despite the raw weather.  He stalks around the corner 
and into...

EXT. HOSPITAL ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Jack is standing, motionless when Ray steps out of the 
darkness somewhat uncertainly.  On Ray’s lifeless, empty 
eyes.  He is medicated; hospital gown peeking from under his 
coat.  Jack walks up to Ray, very close -- AND -- without any 
warning, with all his weight and strength -- 

PUNCHES HIM!  

Right in the stomach with his fist.  Ray buckles.  He slides 
along the wall, gasping.  

JACK
Any jackass can kick a barn down 
but Lord if ya didn’t almost 
destroy the goddamn farm.  
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RAY
Um, I swear on my mother’s soul I 
didn’t mean to disappoint you.  I 
am beyond humiliated myself.  Feel 
a terrible regret and disservice to 
you, my family, th’ country.  

JACK
Lucky for you Americans have short 
memories.  Now.  How ya makin’ it? 

RAY
Mr. Hoover brought flowers. 

JACK
The old Bulldog does have a soft 
side.  Charlie sends her regards 
and prayers. 

RAY
Oh, please, thank her for me.  I, I 
suppose I went about my business 
too quietly; spent too many 
evenings combing through work 
instead joining the whirl of 
Georgetown social life.  

JACK
I have great affection for you, 
son.  However, now it is imperative 
you stop and think matters through.  
From here on ya need to make right 
calls. 

RAY
I’ll do anything you tell me. 

JACK
Don’t give any interviews... 
‘specially stands for Maria.  Don’t 
need any more headlines.  All 
that’ll do is remind folks you got 
a Morals charge against ya.

RAY
Those reporters sure can inflict 
the pain with their pens.                       

JACK
Idea of ruining folks is sport in 
this city.  
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RAY
I was thinking... thinking maybe, 
ah, it’s better if I were where... 
they couldn’t get to me. 

JACK
Hell, you’ve been as good a man as 
I’ve ever had.  You’re havin’ a 
change of life don’t wanna go and 
throw the entire thang away.  Those 
bastards have called you plenty of 
handles don’t allow ‘coward’ into 
the mix.  Anyway, you should be 
thinking about those kids of yours. 

Ray is now sitting on his haunches.  His hands tremble as he 
attempts to light a cigarette.  

RAY
I have.  Believe me that’s all I’ve 
thought about.  I’ve been doing 
the, the math and the numbers, they 
don’t add up.  That’s how come I 
was toying with the notion ole Ray 
is worth more with the unliving. 

The first SNOW of the year begins to fall.  It is coating the 
bare trees and sidewalks.  Jack studies Ray a moment.  He 
then reaches into his inside jacket pocket and produces 
Rosario’s tan ENVELOPE.

JACK
Here.  That’s ten thousand.  With 
New York makes twenty.  Twenty 
thousand dollars.  That’s more than 
most earn in five years.  It’s an 
investment in your kids’ future not 
some kinda Swiss shopping account 
for the missus.  Ya got that?  Now 
tomorra I want ya to ring Clint git 
him to tell you where’s the best 
place to park that.  Play these 
cards tight offers a measure of 
peace.  

RAY
(embracing Jack)

Oh, senator.  Senator.  Jesus, yes.    

JACK
We do favors for each other.  Now 
tighten up and look at me.  Give me 
time I may be able to find some 
employment or position. 
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RAY
You’ve always been so good to me.  
Treated me like a son.  Our days of 
fishing Lake Nasworthy and the 
family BBQs are some of my most 
treasured memories.   

JACK
Those were grand ole days.

They are comfortable together, almost.

RAY
And Cole.  I know we’ve had our 
differences on scheduling and 
procedures but at the Time party 
last night I saw he was trying to 
bring me into the light. 

JACK
Now there’s one thang though I need 
you to clear up without going into 
goddamn details. 

RAY
Sure.  Anything.  

JACK
That ah, other fella.  Know him? 

RAY
No, sir.  Never seen him before.  

JACK
But ya frequented th’ joint? 

Ray is combating the paralysis that comes from a lifetime of 
secret guilt. 

RAY
I couldn’t stop.  It settled on me 
like an addiction like a priest who 
can’t feel the holy water.  I kept 
saying to myself, You can’t keep 
this secret.  You need help.  
You’re a God-fearing family man.   

JACK
We all have demons that haunt us. 

RAY
But that night was strange.  It 
was.  

(MORE)
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Like when I was putting Maria into 
the car I heard this voice say, “Go 
home.”  But I couldn’t.  When I was 
walking down the stairs my heart 
was pounding, almost about to jump 
out of my chest -- for a moment, 
split second, I thought of leaving 
‘cause something did not feel 
right.  Mean sure, I always had 
bats in my gut but this time -- 
felt like someone was watching me.  
It was like that all night.  When 
Maria I were at the TIME party she 
commented about my looking around 
all the time.  I’m over thinking it 
or these crazy meds are making my 
brain do tricks.  It happened so 
suddenly.  The cops kicked open the 
door next thing I was in a cell.   

JACK
Ya sayin’ a frame-job? 

Ray with certainty.  A bull rage stirs within Jack. 

JACK
Sometimes fate plays us a puzzling 
deck of cards.  Listen up, I can’t 
stand to see you roasted slowly so 
tomorra I’ll give a statement 
declaring you are no longer with my 
office due to exhaustion and 
fatigue.  What about the file? 

RAY
I received Cole’s note and rang 
Maria.  Nobody’s looked at the 
file.  I-I promise.  

JACK
Good man.  But for now.  I gotta 
turn my back on ya.

Jack places his hands on Ray’s shoulders and looks deeply. 

JACK
Take care of those kids, pardner. 
They’re the light in your life and 
only one you got burning. 

Then... Jack turns his back.  On Ray watching Jack drag 
himself down the alley, disappearing into the shadows. 

RAY (CONT'D)
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EXT. STREETS OF D.C. -- NIGHT

Beautiful silence.  Everything is blanketed in a light SNOW.  
Taxi rolls along an empty street, passing... 

EXT. BROOKE’S APARTMENT BUILDING -- NIGHT

Cole is anxiously waiting outside the building’s front door.  
Brooke has appeared wearing her nightgown; her hair drawn 
back.  She holds open the door to Cole standing, tense. 

BROOKE
What the devil are you doing? 

COLE
Hope it’s not too late. 

BROOKE
An unexpected delight can never be 
too late.   

Cole, in his overcoat, is holding white/red ROSES.  

BROOKE
You look like a hundred bucks.

COLE
Brought you some flowers.

BROOKE
Clever persuasion tool.  Would you 
like to come in?  It’s freezing 
though. 

COLE
I won’t keep you long.  

BROOKE
What is it? 

They regard each other without a word.

COLE
I’m having a weird day. 

BROOKE
Yes, I heard.  

COLE
I wanted to tell you.

55.



56.

BROOKE
I would have appreciated having 
heard from you. 

COLE
Understand it was something I  
couldn’t share with everyone. 

BROOKE
I’d like to think I’m not everyone. 
How are you holding up? 

COLE
I didn’t come here to dump my 
burdens on you.

BROOKE
Then why did you?  

COLE
The other night at Monocle you said 
something that didn’t resonate with 
me until an hour ago.  

BROOKE
And what profound words were those?  

COLE
You said, ‘the higher you climb the 
more difficult it is to find 
happiness.’  

Looks at Brooke with deep anxiety.  His lips, dry.

COLE
You’re right; Ray does have 
beautiful children. 

Cole is standing there.  It takes Brooke a moment... then her 
face conceals the sudden awe she feels.  She is deeply 
saddened and disappointed.    

BROOKE
Cole.  

COLE
Trust me, I’m not proud.  

BROOKE
But Ray... he is the kindness, 
sweetest man on the Hill.  What 
possibly could he have done to you? 
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COLE
This was not about settling 
accounts merely a strategic 
protection move.  The gossip was 
staring, accusations forming -- 
only a matter --

BROOKE
-- Before what an opportunity 
presented itself?

COLE
Surely someone in your position 
sees the ramifications of having a 
man with Ray’s tendencies working 
for a powerful, conservative 
Senator on the national stage.  

BROOKE
That is not the point.  It’s about 
doing what is right --

COLE
-- I did.  My loyalty is to Jack 
Wagner.  I’d do anything to protect 
him.  

BROOKE
That’s what worries me. 

COLE
Sons like to please their fathers --  

BROOKE
-- As do soldiers their ruler. 

COLE
Christ, you know I never make a 
move before calculating the 
outcome.  All I did was make the 
call.  What was supposed to be 
simple evolved into complicated -- 
the press was never to be involved.   
I mean when Mona Hayes told me... 

BROOKE
You think someone found out? 

COLE
Absolutely.  My police contact was 
simply to furnish me the arrest 
file that I would present to Ray, 
who would then resign.  

(MORE)

57.



COLE (CONT'D)

(MORE)

58.

I already had a job lined up for 
him at Pan Am.  I had no qualms 
with Ray other than him being a Boy 
Scout and tight scheduler.  

Cole’s voice is showing genuine fatigue.  Brooke gently takes 
his hand, threading her fingers through his.

COLE
A copy of the arrest file that’s 
how the press discovered it. 

BROOKE
Who would do that?  

Cole throws a knowing look.  Brooke’s face drains as she 
considers Marshall Harris.     

COLE
Somebody at the P.D. tipped him 
off.  Now I gotta find out who. 

BROOKE
Does Wagner know?  You have to tell 
him.  You can’t have him hearing 
this from another source.  

COLE
What if he sacks me?  

BROOKE
Someone once told me, ‘Sometimes we 
have to do things we don’t want to 
do.’  Besides, Jack Wagner needs 
you more than you him.  Oh, please, 
come in your lips are turning blue. 

COLE
I gotta walk.

BROOKE
Let me grab my coat.

(he shakes his head)
The mark of a great man is 
remedying his mistakes. 

COLE
Sorry I disappointed you. 

Her smile tells Cole that she might be into a relationship.  

BROOKE
Oh.  Maybe now is not the time, 
but, uh, I got it!  

COLE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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The press secretary.  Congressman 
Clark just rang. 

COLE
Congratulations!  Be proud of 
yourself, kid.  

BROOKE
Oh, I’m over the stars.  The 
congressman was so kind with his 
word’s, too.  He said, “This 
position justifies the faith I’ve 
always had in you.”

COLE
Next week we’ll paint the town red.

BROOKE
I’m holding you to that. 

COLE
I’m one of the few in this town who 
keep their promises.   

BROOKE
You take care now I’m gonna need 
you around.

As Cole flips up his collar, we stay a moment fixed on his 
eyes, then fade to...  

INT. WAGNER BEDROOM -- NIGHT

A sliver of moonlight falls across Elizabeth in her 
nightgown.  She climbs into bed.  She pops three PILLS and, 
extinguishes the lamp.  Her hand is caressing Jack’s pillow, 
as she whispers:  

ELIZABETH
“Hail Mary, full of grace.  Our 
Lord is with thee...” 

EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - BRIDGE -- NIGHT

It is snowing fluffy flakes.  Streets glitter like wet coal.  
We settle on Jack.  He looms at the center of the bridge, 
staring down the frigid Potomac River.  

ELIZABETH (V/O)
“Blessed art thou among women, and 
blessed is the fruit of thy womb, 
Jesus...”

BROOKE (CONT'D)

59.
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There is a quiet wind.  Car lights flash by.  We hear 
footsteps drawing near.  It is Cole.  He stands still 
clutching the Wallace file under his arm; a brave man doing 
his best, but panic is slowly starting to seep out.  

ELIZABETH (V/O)
“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for 
us sinners, now and at the hour of 
our death.  Amen.”

We feel the tension between the men.  Jack’s eyes are calm 
and open as window glass.  They fix on Cole looking like 
Judas Iscariot.  Then Jack turns away, looking at the rough 
waters pf the Potomac.  

If Cole would ever allow himself to cry, it would be now.  

The MUSIC comes up, as Jack stalks away leaving Cole... 
disheveled and spent, and clutching the Wallace file.

FADE OUT:

END OF SHOW
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