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INT. DARK CORRIDOR

A heavy metal door at the end of a dimly lit corridor bears a
federal seal: a superimposed maple leaf, eagle, eyeball, and
dollar sign. It reads “The People’s Free and Equal
Federation of Canada founded 2137.”

A bench lines one side of the corridor. Dozens of Men with
cropped hair, too-small undershirts, shorts, sneakers, and

socks pulled up to their calves crowd the bench, except for
the ten feet closest to the door.

The door SCREECHES open. A FEDERAL GUARD, black SWAT-like
uniform, gloves, helmet, pouches, gas-mask, steps into the
corridor. All the men lock toward him nervously.

The man closest to the door is TUTTLE, 305, balding,
hesitant,. thin... .
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INT. D < CHAMBER- -

Darkness. A-spotlight.. A heavy ddéor OPENS. FOOTSTEFS ECHO
in the: chamber.

Federal Guard walks Tuttle to theledge of the spotlight and:
shoves him in.

Federal Guard walks away:. The-ddoor SLAMS- shut.. -

Tittle squints and shades his eyes. = He-stands in the center .
a sround .room, surrounded by semi-circuldr tiers, .from which™ -
rows TELESCREENS,-large black "flat-screen televisions with s

webcams, :frown down at him. .

Every Telescreen has a Federal Guard standing behind it at.
parade-rest (chest out, chin in, feet shoulder-width apar
hands clasped in the small of "the back).

SENATORS appears- on the screens. They broadcast from various
locations reflective of the. upper-upper class. -

BIG ENDER, male, 60s, wears a white sailor outfit complete
with cap and shoulder boards, and a pretentious silk scar
broadcasts from the deck of a yacht.

BIG ENDER
Stand at attention, boy. This
isn’t a cotillion at your aunt
Suzie’s.



Tuttle snaps to the position of attention. His demeanor
becomes more soldierly. He clears his throat.

TUTTLE
Yes sir.

LITTLE ENDER, female, 50s, wears woman-power clothing: a
boldly-colored blazer, a pearl necklace, pearl-drop earrings
that flutter whenever Little Ender trembles with anger, a hat
with a mini-veil, and a large broach of herself. She
broadcasts from a grandiose library and holds a small, well-
groomed, ribboned dog on her lap.

LITTLE ENDER
(whispering) Is he fit?

SENATOR2, fat, white suit, hat, broadcasts from the white-
washed furniture of a vast lawn, reclining behind a lavish
meal. He sucks a chicken bone c¢lean.

SENATOR?2
Of course he’s fit. Look at that
body.

SENATOR1, receding hairline, hair slicked back, dark
expensive suit, raincoat, broadcasts from inside a limousine.

SENATORI1
And he’s young too.

SENATORZ2
Oh, I think he’ll do nicely.

LITTLE ENDER
Do the side-straddle-hop boy.

Tuttle performs jumping jacks.
SENATOR2
Tell us, why would you like to
become an officer?

Tuttle returns to the position of attention.

TUTTLE
To serve . . .

LITTLE ENDER
(interrupting)
Nobody told you to stop boy.

Tuttle resumes the jumping jacks.
SENATORZ2

Answer my question now, Mr. . . .
um . .



Senator2’s Federal Guard raises a clip board up to his
telescreen for Senator2 to read.

SENATOR?2
Tuttle.

Little Ender coddles her dog.

LITTLE ENDER
Yes boy, do answer my colleague's
question.

TUTTLE
I want to become an officer to
serve the People’s Free and Equal
Federation of Canada sir, I mean,

ma’amnm.

BIG ENDER
Now let me see you do the mountain
climber boy.

Tuttle stops performing jumping Jjacks and lowers himself to
the ground, panting as he transitions.

He assumes a sprinter’s stance, with one leg forward and one
back, then, keeping both hands on the floor, he hops
repeatedly, switching the position of his feet with each hop.
Dog tags dangle in front of his face.

SENATORZ2
(impressed) Oocoo, he’s a stallion.

BIG ENDER
Oh, shut up you cream puff!

LITTLE ENDER
Senator Big Ender!

BIG ENDER
(laughs)
You can shut up teo you, you . . .
fffffffucker.

Little Ender gasps. The SHOUTS of many senators rise and die
down as Little Ender speaks.

LITTLE ENDER
That is completely uncalled for
e~ . _.__ __._.Senator._ Never_in -careexr_ have

T




BIG ENDER
(sarcastic)
Q00000.

Senator2’s feelings have been hurt. He consoles himself by
eating a cupcake.

LITTLE ENDER

(as her telescreen is

adjusted by the guard)
Enough 1is enough Senator Big Ender.

(to the senate)
I propose that the distinguished
Senator Big Ender deliver a formal
public apology for cursing on the
Senate floor.

Big Ender laughs. Little Ender looks resolute.

Tuttle sweats as he continues performing the mountain
climber. He looks up, and back at the floor.

Guard adjusts Senatorl’s Telescreen.

SENATORI1
You can propose all you want
senator, but I will support the
distinguished Senator Big Ender.
There’ll be no public apology.

SENATOR2
(eating) Well then you should at
least apologize to me, you big fat
goon. There’s no reason to hurt
people’s feeling.

Tuttle continues to exercise.

BIG ENDER
Alright, alright. Lets get back to
stuffing this turkey. Uhhhh, let’s
see here. Where were we. Oh yes.
(to Tuttle)
Get up boy, you’re an officer now.
(to guard)
Bring in the next candidate.

Tuttle rises. A Federal Guard grabs him by the upper arm and
egscorts him out the chamber.
EXT. CONFERENCE HALL -- DAY

Grey skies. The inscription above a marble-columned
legislative building reads “God and soldier we adore at time
of war and not befcre.”



INT. CONFERENCE HALL

A large, semicircular chamber with wrap-around desks on
concentric tiers, reminiscent of the US Senate. The room is
oppressively dark and shadowy, a place of important secrets.

Federal Guards carry Telescreens into the chamber, place them
on the desks, adjust the angle, plug them in to outlet boxes,
set up name plates, turn on the telescreens, and assume a
position of parade-rest.

This political machinery runs by teleconference.

As the screens are turned on, they reveal Senators engaged in
private conversations. Several eat like pigs, SUCKING and
SMACKING with their greasy mouths.

A chorus of private conversations fills the chamber as
telescreens are turned on.

Big Ender faces sideways on the telescreen when it is turned
on. He broadcasts from the deck of a yacht.

BIG ENDER
We’'ve all got a lot at stake here,
that’s why I asked you to come
sailing with me on the magnificent
Hurly Burly. I think it’1l1 be
fine, so long as the media
cooperates. The only news I want
to see is good news.

Senatorl’s telescreen is turned on.

SENATORI1
I'll go along with it, but it’s
dangerous business. Bad press can

ruin us. Make sure they know who
they’re dealing with.

Little Ender’s telescreen is turned on.

LITTLE ENDER
Will we go along? I don’t think we
have a choice. But they’ll slip up
sooner or later. It’s inevitable.
They’1l]l be completely discredited
before this is over, I promise you.

SENATOR2 s telescreen is turned on.

SENATOR2
And they had these delightful
chocolate strudels with whipped
cream, drizzled with maple syrup.



More telescreens are turned on.
Big Ender laughs. He pulls a cigar from his teeth.

CUT TO:

EXT. DECK OF A YACHT -- DAY

Beautiful sunny day. A luxurious yacht named “The Hurly
Burly.” Big Ender sits in a recliner.

He snubs out a cigar, still facing sideways and laughing.
A dark-skinned servant in a tuxedo pours lemonade and exits.

Two large men in dark business suits sit upright. FAT CAT1
and FAT CAT2. They are the pale night flowers of special
interests. One wears sunglasses and holds a briefcase, the
other wears a visor and squints uncomfortably. He applies
sunblock. Their thin hair is slicked back. They’ve been
laughing together.

BIG ENDER
(to businessmen)
Excuse me for just one minute
gentlemen.

Big Ender faces forward.

CUT TO:

INT. CONFERENCE HALL

Same. Big Ender faces forward on the telescreen. The din
dies down as Big Ender speaks.

BIG ENDER
(with playful familiarity)
Alright, my distinguished
colleagues, I, Senator Big Ender,
chair of the Big Ender party,
hereby declare congressicnal
segsion number . . . eh . . .

Federal Guard holds a clip board in front of the screen. Big
Ender squints at it.

BIG ENDER (CONT'D)
One zero seven stroke R, now in
segsion.

Federal Guard picks up a gavel from beside the telescreen and
STRIKES a block.



SENATOR2
We have urgent business Senator.

SENATOR1
We need to act before the battle is
lost and won.

Federal Guard adjusts the angle of Big Ender’s telescreen so
that he can speak across the room.

BIG ENDER
Agreed. I was just, eh, consulting
on the matter.
(glances at Fat Cats)

Federal Guard adjusts Little Ender’s telescreen.

LITTLE ENDER
I know I can speak for the entire
Little Ender party when I say that
we are ready to do whatever it
takes.

Federal Guard adjusts Big Ender’s telescreen.

BIG ENDER
Well it’s about time you, you . . .

LITTLE ENDER
Are you going to curse at me again?

BIG ENDER
I will if you deserve it.

LITTLE ENDER
You’re impossiblel!

SENATORI1
Senators please.

LITTLE ENDER
I'l1l have you know that the Little
Ender party has a long proud
history of getting tough during
tough times.

Big Ender leans forward and gives a big sloppy RASPBERRY.
Spit lands on the camera, blurring his image.

BIG ENDER
(Calling to someone off
screen)
Rudy!

On Big Ender‘s telescreen, the tuxedoed servant arrives and
wipes the spit off the camera with a handkerchief while Big
Ender snickers.



INT. CONFERENCE HALL
Same. Servant finishes wiping telescreen.

SENATORZ2
Colleagues, there is no need for
this. I think we are all agreed.

SENATOR1
When shall we make the
anncuncement?

INT. PRESS CONFERENCE ROCM

A mass of reporters sit before an official-looking stage with
white curtains and bunting.

Big Ender’s telescreen rests on a podium. The Federal Guard
adjusts the microphone. Cameras FLASH.

BIG ENDER

(with intensity)
The blue skies of freedom will
shine again! My Fellow citizens
the time has come. The time has
come to take a stand against the
dark clouds of tyranny. This was
not an easy decision. That’s why I
spent a lot of time making it,
because it wasn’t an easy . . . It
was hard.

(returns to reading

teleprompter)
But the time has come to embark
upon a crusade of compassion to
fight an enemy who is corrupting
the values that make us who we are.
The road is not easy, and the
burden not light, but liberty is
the birth right of every soul. The
blue skies of freedom will shine
again. And that is why I will ask
for 30 billion dollars . . .

INT. SECOND PRESS CONFERENCE ROOM

Similar setup. Purple curtain. Little Ender’s telescreen on
the podium.



LITTLE ENDER

. and 40 billion dollars has
already been asked for in a bill
introduced by myself and my
colleagues in the Little Ender
party. The Little Enders will not
let down the brave young men and
women of the Federation.

HARVEY MILES, 40, reporter, delicate gold-rimmed glasses,
scribbles in a note pad. He stops, thinks. He leaves
suddenly, Little Ender still speaking behind him.

INT. FEDERAL HALLWAY -- DAY

Marble floor. People in suits waiting or walking.

Harvey Miles speaks into a cellphone.

HARVEY MILES
Hey, Harvey Miles here. I think
it’s time to run that story.
(pause)
What do you mean what story? THE
story. War in the desert.
(pause)
Yes, I’'m sure.
(pause)
Good. We’ll talk later. Bye.

He re-enters the press conference.

LITTLE ENDER (0O.S.)

. . in light of recent
developments, the Little Ender
Party, which has always been tough
on tyranny, has no choice but to
support a war in the desert . . .

INT. APARTMENT -- DINING AREA -- MORNING

Cheap, pre-fabricated, colorful, suburban apartment.
Smallish. Tuttle sits at a table reading a newspaper
headlined: “War in the Desert.”

He wears a woodland-camouflage uniform -- boots, pants, belt,
T-shirt. His blouse is folded over the back of the adjacent
chair. His uniform is small enough on him to hint at
awkwardness.

Plastic yellow-polka-dot-on-white curtains. Two places are

set on the table -- colorful dishes. Two packed duffel bags
lean against the wall. A sketch of planet Earth hangs

crookedl
walking

y on the wall beside an M.C. Escher drawing -- people
up stairs.



10.

HELEN (0.S.)
Almost ready!

Tuttle notices the sketch and stands to straighten it.

HELEN (0.S.)
Close your eyes.

Tuttle sits, closes his eyes. He opens one, makes an
adjustment to the place settings, and closes it again.

HELEN wears a boxy yellow pull-over dress. It is plain and
crudely cut. The gaudy color of the dress, as well as her
not-subtle makeup aspire toward class, but remain tacky. Her
nails are chipped and chewed. Her manner is melodramatic.
She’s a sappy romantic who likes attracting attention.

She enters carrying a breakfast tray. There is a dish of
toast, a bowl of three hard boiled eggs, a carton of generic
orange juice, and a tub of margarine -- half used and full of
bread crumbs.

HELEN
Surprise!

Tuttle opens his eyes.

TUTTLE
Mmmm. Looks delicious.
HELEN
I cooked it to celebrate our last

breakfast.
Helen hugs Tuttle and kisses the side of his face.

TUTTLE
You’re an angel.

Tuttle picks up a piece of toast and pulls the tub of
margarine to himself. He searches for a knife, but can’t
find one.

Helen pulls her chair close to Tuttle and sits looking at him
with sad eyes.

Tuttle uses a spoon to butter the toast. He bites the toasts
and gives Helen a big approving smile.

HELEN
I wish you didn’t have to go.

Helen looks distraught. Tuttle pours two glasses of orange
juice, and puts a piece of toast on her plate.





































































































































































































































































































































































