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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. CITY STREET - MORNING

Two African-American men jog. ZEE CLAYTON, late 30s, ragged
Berkeley T-shirt, chases his brother with righteous fervor.
THOMAS CLAYTON, 40s, Army T-shirt, James Earl Jones with
washboard abs, doesn‘t break a sweat.

THOMAS
C’'mon Sunshine, keep up!

ZEE
(winded)
You can’'t run away from this, Tom.
Mom’s gotta move in with you.

THOMAS
Negative, Zee. I've got too much
on my plate. Besides, we both know
she never loved me.

ZEE
That’s a terrible thing to say.
She never liked you.

THOMAS
She should live with you. You're
her little baby.

ZEE
She’'ll try to breast feed me.

THOMAS
Uchhh. You just don‘t want her in
your bachelor pad.

ZEE
I don‘t have room. C’‘’mon, man, her
roof’s caving in.

THOMAS

She chased away the roofer I sent.
With a Weed Whacker.

Zee STOPS RUNNING and SITS on a curb.

THOMAS
What are you doing?



ZEE
I'm boycotting this run until you
say vyes.

THOMAS

Don’'t ruin my damn workout.
Thomas runs in circles, monitoring his pulse.

ZEE
I will not be moved. Remember my
veal protest at The Olive Garden?

THOMAS
8ix hours of all-you-can-eat soup
and salad is not a protest.
(leans in, threatening)
Don’t make me take you down to
Wedgie Town.

ZEE
Okay, I'm up. <C’'mcn, she can’'t
afford that house. Her benefits
were cut, her medication’s
skyrocketing. One more reform from
our new Republican President and-—-

THOMAS
What does it take to shut you up?

ZEE
——she’1ll be eating cat focd.

THOMAS
He’'s got a bomb!

Pull back to REVEAL we’'re in front of THE WHITE HOUSE.
Secret Service Agents wrestle Zee to the ground.

ZEE
(pinned, to Thomas)
Would you stop doing that?

THOMAS
See ya’ later, Bro.

Zee sees his brother THE PRESIDENT, tailed by Secret Service
and SUVs, run THROUGH the iconic gates of the WHITE HOUSE.

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER




ACT ONE

EXT. WASHINGTON, D.C. - BEACON CIRCLE - DAY

VARIOUS SHOTS of a multi-cultural, inner-city neighborhood.
Think Sesame Street...but with urine on the walls.

INT. CAPITAL DINER - MORNING

The place is bustling with plumbers, trash guys, and every-
day Joe’'s starting their day. Zee finishes breakfast at the
counter and holds court with two secretaries, Cosmo-readers,
ELLEN and ANDREA, early 30s. They hang on his every word.

ZEE
...and that, ladies, is how you end
world hunger.

ELLEN
Wow, you're so knowledgeable about
global affairs.

ANDREA
(nudges her friend)
He’'s the President’s brother. The
one who runs that cute little
community center.

ZEE
(bristles)
It’s a ground-breaking cocoperative.

ELLEN
I thought presidents’ brothers were
supposed to be big screw-ups.

ZEE
(defensive)
Well, I broke that mold. But life
wouldn‘t be fun if I didn’t get in
trouble once in a while...would it?

ELLEN
(intrigued)
No, it wouldn’t.

They laugh. A WAITRESS behind the counter rolls her eyes.



ZEE
Let’'s discuss my vision over dinner
at the Shanghai Grille. They're
pulling out all the stops for the
Chinese Premier’s visit.

ELLEN
Ooh, I'd love that.

ANDREA
I read about that place. It’s run
by those crazy gay chefs.

ZEE
They were driven crazy. They're
being screwed on taxes because they
can’'t get married.

ELLEN
No offense, but I don’t believe in
gay marriage.

ZEE
What, do you watch Fox News?

ELLEN
I do.

ZEE
Then I‘11 speak slowly. Opposing
gay marriage spits on the Bill of
Rights.

ELLEN
I don‘t really think—-

ZEE
If you believe scociety should grant
freedom selectively, then you‘re a
brainwashed ditz...
(pained)
With a great body.

ELLEN
Let’s go, Andrea.

ANDREA
(to Zee)
You are a screw up.

The women exit. Zee slumps. The waitress takes his coffee
cup.



ZEE
I wasn't done.

WAITRESS
I'm cutting you off.

Zee throws down mcney and leaves.

INT. BEACON COMMUNITY COOPERATIVE - COMMON ROOM - DAY

A humble, but teeming clubhouse with offices, classrooms, and
a gym, pulses to the rhythm of RINGING phones. A hive of
humanity searches for hope and bus passes. A banner reads:
“CHANGE YOUR BLOCK, CHANGE THE WORLD.”

Zee enters.

His dolled-up secretary of ambiguous gender, HARMONY,
ambushes him with a stack of files.

HARMONY
Zee, baby, I quit.

ZEE
What? Harmony, I thought you were
down with the revolution.

HARMONY
I'm down with your rent strikes,
community garden, and bartering.
I'm even okay with that homeless
dude surfing porn at my desk...

A HOMELESS DUDE in a trench coat waves.

HARMONY
...but your revolution hasn’'t given
me a raise in years and my rent
just went up.

ZEE
Did Che Guevara complain when he
ate bugs in the jungle?

HARMONY
No, but he made money off those
cute T-shirts.

Two tightly-wound FEDERAL AGENTS in dark suits enter.

AGENT ONE
Sir—-—



ZEE
(to Agents)
—-T told my brother, no Secret
Service.
HARMONY

You should get that brother to
slice you some Federal Cheese.

ZEE
(pointed)
I don’t ask my brother for favors.

A ragtag PEE-WEE BASKETBALL TEAM wearing ill-fitting, faded
jerseys bearing the team name “The Activists” stampedes Zee.

One chubby KID hands him a newspaper.

KID
Yo, Zee, we made the “Pennysaver!”
ZEE
(off paper)

What did I tell you about smiling
in photos? Bureaucrats don‘t write
checks for happy kids. Look
oppressed.

The kids frown and bound away.

ZEE
(calling after them)
Fight the power!

AGENT
Sir, we’'re Homeland Security.
(whips out a picture)
Have you seen this woman? She'’s
Mei-Lin Yip, a local business
owner.

Harmony starts to speak. Zee elbows her.

ZEE
Sorry, can’'t help you.

AGENT
If you know where she is and don’t
call us, it’s an obstruction of
justice -- President’s brother or
not.

The Agent hands Zee his card and the suits leave.

down the hall.

Zee rushes



INT. BEACON COMMUNITY COOPERATIVE - MEETING ROCM - DAY

About a dozen LOCAL MERCHANTS are in a battle royale. In the
center stands MEI-LIN YIP, 30s, a beautiful porcelain doll

with the personality of Chucky.

MERCHANT #1
I'm turning her in!

MERCHANT #2
She’s shameless! Her knockoffs and

bootlegs undercut our stores.

METI-LIN YIP
Undercutting’s the American way!

MERCHANT #3
Your shop’s a disgrace! “The Great
Mall of China,” with your “table
o’crap” blocking the sidewalk.

MERCHANT #1
I've got Feds going through my
trash!

MERCHANT #3
Kick her out of the Merchants’
Association!

Zee enters and pulls the mob apart.

ZEE
Break it up, break it up! Mei-Lin,
I told you stay in the boiler room.

MEI-LIN YIP
(To Zee, seductive, with
Chinese accent)
Hello, hak-guai.

MERCHANT #1
(to Zee)
Did she say “hot guy?” What is she
your concubine?

MEI-LIN YIP ZEE
Yes! No!

ZEE
That’s not the issue! The Feds
were just here.

(MORE)



ZEE (cont'd)
We have to move her. Who
volunteers to hide Mei-Lin?

No answer.

ZEE
Who wants fifty big ones?

Zee pulls ocut cash. Off a cacophony of clamoring
merchants...

INT. WHITE HOUSE - OVAL OFFICE ANTE ROOM - DAY

Classical music plays. The President sits in a director’s
chair with tissues in his collar as a Make-Up Artist applies
foundation. The First Lady, CYNTHIA RUSK CLAYTON,
statuesque, 40s, looks on.

THOMAS
Cynthia, my mother’s coming to
dinner tonight.

CYNTHIA
Really? Doesn’t she have a bridge
to sit under, or a carcass to gnaw
on?

She nudges the Make-up Artist aside.

CYNTHIA
No, no, let me do that. He looks
like Beyonce.
(to Thomas)
Honestly, with what we pay these
people.

THOMAS
Dear, this is about the issues.
I'm not a cover girl.
(smiles, flexes his guns)
++.1'm Denzel.

CYNTHIA
In “Glory?” Mmm, are we playing
that game?

They kiss.



INT. BEACON COMMUNITY COOPERATIVE - MEETING ROCM - DAY

Everyone has dispersed except Zee, Mei-Lin, and Merchant #3.
The two men are covered in soot and lug up the last armfuls
of fake Prada-Gucci-Fendis from the boiler room. Mei-Lin
snaps orders...

MEI-LIN YIP
Careful, careful. Watch the
hardware!

MERCHANT #3
I don‘t have room for this crap in
Shoeland.

MEI-LIN YIP
Crap?! Handbags match your shoes.
I give you twenty percent.
Partners.

MERCHANT #3
Take vyour money, Zee. I don’'t need
this.

The Merchant starts to return the money, Zee pushes it back.

ZEE
Whoa, whoa.
(re bags)
We're throwing this stuff out,
anyway. It‘s made with child
labor.

MEI-LIN YIP
Throw it out?! No children. 0ld
folks and cripples. Don’‘t be such
a Commie.

ZEE
I'm progressive.

Zee picks up some bags and start starts to leave.
MEI-LIN YIP

Please! These fine reproductions
are all I have.

ZEE
I'm trying to protect you.



10.

MEI-LIN YIP
Yeah, that’s what Li-Peng said when
he sent tanks to mow us down in
Tiananmen Square.

ZEE
What are you talking about?

MEI-LIN YIP
I'm a Chinese dissident. Famous.
Google me.

ZEE
Google yourself. You can’t hustle
me.

MEI-LIN YIP
This is for real. You think hounds
in suits hunt you down for
handbags?

MERCHANT #3
She has a point.

ZEE
Then why didn‘t you tell me before?

MEI-LIN YIP

‘Cause your hands were moving too
fast, hak-guai.

(beat)
Your government’'s not afraid of
fake Guccis. They're scared of the
protest I'm organizing against the
Chinese Premiere. I‘'m one of you.
“Fight the power!”

She pulls a FLYER from her fake Gucci purse and hands it to
Zee. He studies it.

ZEE
You are a dissident...

Zee and Mei-Lin share a sexually-charged moment.

MERCHANT #3
Shall I dim the lights?

ZEE
Just hide Mei-Lin and her damn bags
until I can figure this out.



11.

MEI-LIN YIP
No, hak-guai, it will be too late.
I want my protest now. The
Premier’s a very bad man.

ZEE
I'll talk to the ACLU.

MEI-LIN YIP
Talk, talk, talk. I thought you do
big things. ©Not just grow veggies,
shoot hoops, and have one-night
stands. Can‘t you pull strings
with your brother?

ZEE
(stung)
I...I don’'t “pull strings.”

MERCHANT #3
She’'s sure pulling yours.

Off Zee’'s look as he brushes dust off his shirt.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - OVAL OFFICE - DAY

We take in the pomp and circumstance of this legendary room,

as KATIE COURIC finishes an interview with The President. A

Coterie of Aides hovers nearby as cameras roll and a Producer
directs.

KATTE COURIC
And finally, as the first African-
American President do you feel a
special responsibility toward your

peeps?
THOMAS
Peeps?
(diplomatically)

I do feel the weight of history on
my shoulders. But it’s okay, I can
bench press two hundred pounds.

KATIE COURIC
This from the man who can take any
punch to the gut. May I?

THOMAS
(winks)
Go ahead.



12.

Couric winds up and PUNCHES HIM. Thomas doesn’t flinch.
Couric is charmed. 8he turns to the camera.

KATIE COURIC
Rock solid.
(to Thomas)
Thank you, Mr. President.

The cameras stop rolling. Cynthia approaches Katie, arms
outstretched. The First Lady and Couric hug, old friends.

CYNTHIA
Katie!

KATTE COURIC
We miss you at the network, Cindy.
Life’s not the same without your
Frugal Consumer reports.
(to President)
Can we have her back?

THOMAS
Sorry, I need her here.

KATIE COURIC
(to Cynthia)
With you gone I‘'m stuck eating
lunch with the crypt-keepers from
“gixty Minutes.” You miss the
newsroom?

CYNTHIA
Not since you got my promotion.

KATIE COURIC
Well, the country’s got a great
First Lady.
(to the President)
I'm sure she’ll help you slash the
budget.

CYNTHTIA
And congratulations on your Emmy.

KATIE COURIC
I didn’'t win.

CYNTHIA
Ooops.

They exchange air kisses. Couric walks off with her Producer.



13.

KATIE COURIC
She controls every damn word he says.

CYNTHIA
(to Thomas, sotto)
That bitch was trying to trap you.

Off Cynthia and Couric smiling and waving goodbye.

EXT. BEACON CIRCLE COMMUNITY COOPERATIVE - EVENING

It’s been a long day. Zee pulls down a graffiti-covered
grate that rattles as speakers from a passing sedan PUMPS
BASS. He shakes his head and walks toward the padlocked
“Great Mall of China.”

As he passes Merchant #3's shoe store, a team of HOMELAND
SECURITY AGENTS drags out a kicking and SCREAMING Mei-Lin
Yip. She spots Zee.

MEI-LIN YIP
Hak-guai! Hak-guai! Help me!

Zee watches in shock as Mei-Lin is thrown into a van that
SCREECHES off.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
OLD NEWS FOOTAGE:

A young Thomas Clayton in formal military dress does cone-
armed push-ups in front of President George H. W. Bush.

REPORTER #1 (V.O.)
««.In the first Gulf War, President
Clayton, then a colonel in the
Army, received this nation’s
highest honor for bravery.

THE CHANNEL FLIPS

REPORTER #2 (V.0.)
Raised by a single mother in our
nation‘s capital, President
Clayton, loved for his straight-
talking style, graduated with
honors from West Point--

OVER THIS, A MONTAGE OF PHOTOS AND CLIPS including:

- Super 8 footage, late 1960s - Christmas. Thomas'’'s mother
brings out a huge present for Zee and a tiny box for Thomas.

- 1980s - Thomas at his West Point graduation. Zee sits in
the front row in Rasta hat and dreadlocks.

- Thomas being sworn in as Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. Zee in the b.g. holding a protest sign that says, “No
Blocd for 0il.”

THE CHANNEL FLIPS AGAIN
A paparazzl photo of Thomas in swim trunks.
REPORTER #3 (V.0.)
——And you can bounce a quarter off

his abs!--

THOMAS (PRELAP)
It’'s true...but turn that idiot box
off.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL





































































