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BOY PRESIDENT

 EPISODE TWO
The Movie of Boy President
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HADLEY: Walking at high speed through in between the tables and down the corridors of the halls of power are four of the most powerful people in the United States:

Cardinal Usurper

      boy president’s right hand man

The Standard Bearer and

The Trumpeter for 

The Imperial Chaos Marines    boy president's personal stormtroopers
The Voice of Reason

      boy president's poison taster

They are, reasonably enough, concerned about a political crisis:

REASON: You heard?

USURPER: Course I heard.

REASON: You think it’s serious.

USURPER: I think Johnny Free Press and Susan Informed Voter are going to want explanations.

REASON: I think they’re gonna be disappointed, don’t you?

USURPER: And how exactly are you planning on covering this up, Voice of Reason? My sources say this already going front page on the Washington Post as we speak.

REASON: Query – if you’re Boy President in a press conference and a reporter asks you – ‘How is it that the Minister of Education is able to spend $455,000 US of taxpayer’s money flying his drug dealer’s family in and out of Missouri on private flights?’ what do you say?

TRUMPETER: It was supposed to be a Primary School for underprivileged children.

STANDARD: They sure got a lot of smack for underprivileged kids.

TRUMPETER: That’s nothing for anyone to be proud of.

STANDARD: Can we consider this a military matter?

TRUMPETER: You think these kids are a security issue?

STANDARD: They will be when the smack runs out.

REASON: I think the Minister for Education’s got a lot of nerve-

USURPER: $455,000 is what you call nerve?

REASON: I think it takes balls to take your drug dealer into a kindergarten class and start handing out samples.

USURPER: It’s that kind of balls that’s gonna get Boy President’s balls sawn off.

STANDARD: I take it you two have heard the word?

REASON: We’ve got the picture.

STANDARD: Crunchy situation.

REASON: We got it covered, Standard Bearer.

TRUMPETER: Four hundred and fifty five thousand dollars U.S.-

USURPER: It’s under control, okay?

STANDARD: gone to fund drug dealers in the United Arab Emirates-

REASON: not dealers. dealer.

TRUMPETER: money that was supposed to be spent building Primary Schools for Underprivileged Children.

REASON: Yeah, all right, we’re in a lot of shit.

STANDARD: What’s Boy President have to say about it?

REASON: We’re gonna draw up a response scenario right away.

TRUMPETER: What does the main man think of all this?

They climb on stage and confront a semi-naked, knife-wielding boy president covered in tattoos. He slashes at them.

BOY: Go away I’m watching television!

REASON: Uh, Boy President, there’s been a crisis in your affairs. Do you remember when you appointed the Minister for Education he promised he’d stop snorting heroin? Well, it transpires that…

USURPER: He hasn’t stopped snorting heroin.

BOY: I know! I gave the prick half a million dollars to train me an army of assassins and he’s spent it flying his bloody drug dealer in and out of the country.

REASON: How the hell do you know about that?

BOY: It’s all over the cocking news. Now I’m gonna have to think of a way out of this mess.

Boy President stalks off stage.
Cardinal Usurper’s Solution
USURPER: Boy President, the answer is not to admit that you made a mistake in hiring a drug addict. You look after your top brass and they’ll look after you. Listen, get the man out of the country for a while. Make him the Ambassador to Vietnam. Shuffle one of the other Ministers into his position. Then in a year’s time, bring him back and give him a different position as say, Minister for Health.

Chaos Marine’s Solution

STANDARD: No, take this one on the chin. Admit that hiring him was a mistake. Then throw him out for the wolves to feast on. Everyone loves to see a public figure torn to pieces. If he tries to take anyone else down with him, we’ll threaten to kill his entire family.

Voice of Reason’s Solution
REASON: Boy President, this sort of problem is what Democracy was designed for. Set up an inquiry into the crisis and discover – heavens above! – massive corruption in one branch of the Department of Education. Find two or three white-collar patsies too stupid to defend themselves and let it be known that they are responsible for this mess. The Minister for Education was merely the tragic victim of the corrupt incompetence of his Junior Secretary’s Coffee-boy.

Boy President returns to the stage wearing strange and beautiful clothes.
BOY: Shut up, all of you – the film-makers have arrived! 
REASON: Boy President, we really need to come up with a stance to take on this issue-

BOY: No, you really need to shut the hell up! Can’t you see who that is?

STANDARD: Perimeter scans and DNA fingerprints suggest it is a caucasian male named Nicholas Jensen.

REASON: Shit. Ricochet Jensen.

RICOCHET enters.
HADLEY: Ricochet Jensen. Rogue film-maker. Responsible for nine government coups, the collapse of the Rhinocerous poaching industry in Somalia, etc (Ricochet is the champion – nay hero – of many left-wing enterprises)

BOY: they are making a movie of me! They are filming the Boy President biopic!
RICOCHET: this will be the motion picture event of the summer! the biting true story of the first boy to become President of the United States of America – BOY PRESIDENT!

STANDARD: it’s a romance!

TRUMPETER: it’s a thriller!

RICOCHET: it’s white-hot and it’s spraying boiling oil off the stove right into your face! take a deep breath! take a DEEP BREATH! I present to you: THE MOVIE OF BOY PRESIDENT!

BOY: I can’t think of anything better to make a movie about!

RICOCHET: We tell the whole story – from Primary School bully to blues singer to right wing prophet to presidential candidate. The passions – the setbacks – the loyal friends and bitter enemies – and at last, the famed election night debate between Boy President and the leader of the Opposition!

REASON: You realise this is a bad idea?

BOY: You’re just jealous because they’re not making a Voice of Reason movie.

REASON: That’s true. But Boy President, you don’t just let a rogue film-maker into the White House. We all have something to hide. 

RICOCHET pulls out his camera. Boy President’s staff lurch out of the way.

RICOCHET: What on earth do you guys have to worry about?

USURPER: Back! Back! Wicked camera!

REASON: all right, Jensen, just let’s keep cool with that thing, all right?

TRUMPETER: It’s burns my iron flesh!

STANDARD: Assemble the death ray - RICOCHET YOU’RE DEAD.

BOY: One question before you begin filming, Ricochet. Who have you found to play the part of Boy President?

RICOCHET: Why I think you already know him, Boy President. According to my records, you were both contestants for dancefloor king at your Primary School Prom…

BOY: No – it can’t be – 

RICOCHET: Richie Rich!

RICHIE RICH enters in obscenely slow motion.

HADLEY:  Richie Rich. Lone wolf. Tribal shaman. Silver medal shot putter. Explorer. Deadly ninja. At the age of thirteen, he has already claimed two Oscar nominations and served America as a sniper in six world wars. 

BOY: Richie Rich, you son of a bitch!
RICHIE: Boy President, it’s been a while. I haven’t seen you since-

BOY: Since Primary School Prom. So I hear you’re going to play the part of me.

RICHIE: I can only endeavour to do my best.

BOY: How do you propose to do the dance sequences?

RICHIE: I’ll do my best.

BOY: If I remember correctly, your best wasn’t good enough.

RICHIE: I think you’ll find I have improved since PRIMARY SCHOOL PROM.
RICOCHET: All right let’s clear some space! Scene 64 – the Climax of the movie: the all-important election night debate. On the one hand – Boy President, the outside hope, the inexperienced yet determined newcomer. On the other side: the experienced but disillusioned debater – the Two-Headed Arab!

Two Heads enters. RICOCHET maneuvres around him and RICHIE RICH with all the subtlety of someone running a vacuum cleaner under your feet.
RICOCHET: Boy President – the press has recently embarked on a campaign suggesting that you are a violent, bigoted psychopath. Do you have a reply for them?

RICHIE: I certainly do. People, we live in a dangerous era. We can’t bury our heads in the sand like our parents or our grandparents did. We need instead to be constantly alert, flicking our heads around looking for new threats. America to me is like a junky who’s just found four kilos of heroin in a bag on the street. You take that heroin – but you keep your eyes open and you freak out at every potential threat – every fellow junky who wants a piece, every cop who wants to take it off you. America needs a President with massive paranoia issues. 

RICOCHET: Two-Headed Arab – a lot of the opposition to you has come from the fact of your terrorist heritage, and the deformity which caused you to grow a second head. Do you feel these handicaps limit your ability to lead this country?

TWO HEADS: Ricochet, I don’t think America is a racist country. In 150 years we’ve nearly eliminated slavery. We have a strong history of tolerance and civil rights. In this country there are numerous Arabs who have never committed a terrorist act and who deserve to be treated just the same as other Americans. I almost wonder why it is that I am called on to justify my race and my second head at every debate.

RICHIE: Because you’re a monster! You’re a monster!

RICOCHET: Boy President, what is your opinion on the hair-gel crisis?

RICHIE: Well Ricochet – as I see it, the nail is in place. All we need to do is bring down the hammer.

RICOCHET: Two-Headed Arab – how would you like to see this crisis resolved?

TWO HEADS: I’d like to see sanity prevail. I want to gather the people responsible for this crisis for a series of talks and come up with a resolution-

RICHIE: Resolution! You fat terrorist punk! I’ll resolve you!

Boy President tries to bite Two-Headed Arab.

TWO HEADS: Excuse me, could you get him off me? What I’m saying is I want a solution which will please everyone-

RICHIE: I’ll burn you at the stake! I’ll crucify you!

BOY: This is not what happened. I remember different things than those things!

RICOCHET: What’s the matter, Boy President? A little too close for comfort?

BOY: I thought you weren’t going to put this bit in, Ricochet.

RICOCHET: Sorry, Boy President. I work for a little thing called THE TRUTH.

BOY: Is that so? Well I work for a little thing called I’M GOING TO SLAY YOU! DIE!

Boy President and crew charge the film-makers. There is an ad-break.
4. AD BREAK
We go to half time and maybe a short commercial.

HADLEY: When we left, Boy President had taken issue with Ricochet Jensen and his Boy President movie. Boy President and staff were in the process of showing Ricochet and team WHAT TIME IT IS. as we return to the fray, Ricochet Jensen shows the team how the camera is mightier than the sword.

RICOCHET: Come on, punks! You’re not afraid of a little film footage, are you?

STANDARD: You’ll pay for this on the day of judgment, Jensen.

Ricochet uses his camera as a weapon and holds the disciples at bay. They can’t get near him as long as the camera is trained on them. Ricochet leads them all around the space.

BOY: We both knew it would come to this, Richie.

RICHIE: Ever since Primary School Prom, I’ve been waiting for a rematch.

BOY: I out-danced you there – I’ll always out-dance you.

RICHIE: Talk is cheap. Let’s dance.

Richie Rich and Boy President face off to music for 100 seconds.

TWO HEADS: Stop this madness!

The music and the dancing stops. Everyone bows down before Two-Heads. Two Heads takes the camera from Ricochet.)

TWO HEADS: I am sick of fighting!

BOY: It’s you!

TWO HEADS: That’s right. I am no actor – I am the true Two-Headed Arab.

BOY: What are you doing here?

TWO HEADS: I wanted the true events of the election night debate to be recorded. Now I have the tape I am satisfied. Here. (he tosses the camera to Voice of Reason.) Perhaps it will interest you to learn that in truth, I did not lose the election. I received far more votes than you, Boy President.

BOY: Then why didn’t you say anything?

TWO HEADS: Because America deserves you, Boy President. America needs you.

Two-Heads walks offstage cackling. 
REASON: All right, Ricochet… (SASSY END EPISODE LINES…)

STANDARD: (SOMETHING WITTY)

TRUMPETER: (WITTY AND VINDICTIVE)

They drag Richie and Ricochet off to be executed / beat ten kinds of crap out of them.
BOY: And that’s the end of that episode!

USURPER: But what about the Minister for Education, Boy President?

BOY: Ah yes. I think there’s been far too much of this – abuse of ministerly powers. In order to streamline the bureaucratic process, I hereby disband the ministers. From now on, all ministerial duties will be conducted centrally from Boy President’s office!

USURPER: Hooray for Boy President! What a thinker!
PAGE  
9

