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EXT. CANTWELL FOR CONGRESS HQ - COURTYARD - NIGHT

It’s as if the sky opened up and vomited red, white, and blue 
everywhere. Buttons. Signs. Hats. Banners. All emblazoned 
with the same slogan: RE-ELECT CANTWELL FOR CONGRESS.

500 people gathered in front of an elevated podium. Behind 
it, a big projection screen with the live feed for Channel 2.

A FEMALE REPORTER for Channel 7 preps for a live remote. A 
red light on the video camera clicks on --

And we’re live.

FEMALE REPORTER
We expect Congressman Cantwell to 
make his acceptance speech shortly. 

INT. CANTWELL FOR CONGRESS HQ - NIGHT

CARTER DAVIS (40s), tall, lean, all business, and MARCUS 
CANTWELL (50s), fake tan, perfect hair, pure win, walk 
through some empty cubes. 

The duo heads into an--

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

And finds a MALE REPORTER for Channel 2 fussing with a camera 
in the corner of the room. 

CARTER
Out.

MALE REPORTER
Carter you promised us an 
exclusive. 

Carter pushes the reporter out the door. 

CARTER
You’ll get it. I need five minutes 
with the congressman first.

Carter shuts the door in the Reporter’s face.

Marcus at the wet bar. Pours two glasses of scotch. He walks 
over and hands one to Carter. 

A gentle clink between the two. 



Marcus heads to the window. Glances at the crowd outside. A 
beaming glow across his face.

MARCUS
Look at them. Waiting with baited 
breath for my acceptance speech. 
For the future House Majority 
Leader to lay out his plan. Like 
I’m some kind of God.

Marcus gulps his drink. Heads to the wet bar to pour another.

Carter grabs a nearby chair, spins it around, and plops down.

CARTER
Why’d you do it?

Marcus shifts into campaign mode. Flipping through a mental 
Rolodex to his proper, coached answer.

MARCUS
Because this isn’t about me. It’s 
about a higher calling. A chance to 
serve our country. 

CARTER
Karen just called. She said you 
killed the mining reform bill. 

A loud clink from an ice cube. That was no practice question. 

CARTER (CONT’D)
 You promised me.

Marcus keeps his cool, finishes pouring the drink.

MARCUS
Karen’s been reading too many left 
wing blogs. 

CARTER
You said if I ran your campaign 
you’d get reform passed. That you’d 
take Iron Mountain Corp down. 

MARCUS
I said a lot of things.

CARTER
That mine collapsed and people 
died, Marcus. Real people. Men with 
wives, kids, families.
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MARCUS
Iron Mountain brings in billions of 
dollars a year to this state.

Carter stands up and throws his glass against the wall.

CARTER
That company is why my brother’s 
dead!

MARCUS
That company pays your salary! 

CARTER
So this is about some god damn 
campaign contribution? 

Marcus looks down, swirls the ice around in his glass.

MARCUS
Jesus Christ, Carter, listen to 
yourself. You’ve ran what, five, 
six campaigns? You know it’s a 
game. Everyone plays along. Looking 
for a savior. Someone who says 
everything will be okay. That the 
bad guys can’t hurt them.

Carter’s stare searing a hole through Marcus’s head.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
I say we need to mining reform.

(points outside)
They say we need mining reform. I 
say we don’t. They say we don’t. 
Fucking sheep. 

CARTER
It’s always been just about you.

MARCUS
You’re damn right! Now I’m running 
the show. When I’m done, that sweet 
ass revolving door is going to set 
me up nice. And the sheep out 
there, they won’t have a clue 
they’ve been played the whole time.

CARTER
You used me.

MARCUS
I did what I had to do to win.
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Marcus walks up to Carter, their faces mere inches apart.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
You were looking for a savoir. And 
I gave you one. You got played. 
Now, if you’ll excuse me--

Marcus brushes past Carter, opens the door, and walks out.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
I have my flock to attend to.

EXT. COURTYARD - NIGHT

Marcus heads into the courtyard. Bracing himself for an 
onslaught of camera flashes and applause. 

Instead he’s greeted by silence and blank faces. 

Marcus makes his way up to the podium. Smiling and waving. 

No one in the crowd waves back.

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

Carter looks at the lens of the video camera. The red light 
next to the view finder glowing red.

EXT. COURTYARD - NIGHT

On the screen behind the podium is Carter’s giant face on the 
live feed for Channel 2.

Carter’s voice booms out over the loudspeakers.

CARTER
Marcus...

Marcus turns, looks at the screen, smile turning to fear. His 
whole world about to crash down around him.

Staring back are Carter’s two giant eyes. 

CARTER (CONT’D)
No one likes being played.
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