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"l have never believed in the general practice of carrying

weapons. | think it should be sharply restricted and only
under license." - Karl Frederick, President, NRA, 1935-1936
"Fromny cold, dead hands!" - Charlton Heston, President,

NRA, 1998-2003



BLACK.

Then, a slight glimrer of light. It grows brighter, |arger,
the black of the screen shimering until we reveal we are --

EXT. A LEAF - DAY

Looki ng at an extrene cl ose-up of the black eye of a tiny
junping spider resting on a wwde leaf. It twtches.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
You know j unpi ng spiders?

The little spider raises a leg in the air, testing the w nd.
Suddenly, a large fly -- large enough to dwarf the spider --
| ands on the |eaf.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q) (cont'd)
Fearless little freaks. They'll take
out prey twice their own size. Know
how they do it?

The spider positions itself, noving in short, sharp bursts.
The fly rubs its front | egs together, none the w ser.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
They're smarter than the other bugs.
Sneakier. And when it's tinme to
pounce - -

The spider LEAPS onto the fly, latches on hard, and sinks
its fangs through its carapace before we --

CUT TO BLACK.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
They're utterly fucking ruthless.

FADE | N:

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

A nondescript room a confy chair, a potted plant in the
background, a snmall side table with a glass of water and a
small, enpty dish onit. Sitting in the chair is --

SUPER: TANYA K. METAKSA, GUN RI GHTS ACTI VI ST

Pushing 80, with thick glasses and short hair that's dyed a
bri ght bl onde, she chews on toothpick that she renoves when
she speaks. She | ooks |ike America's angry grandma



PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
That was Harlon Carter. The Bullet.
My mentor. Taught nme everything |
needed to know. Like how to pounce on
t he biggest prey around if | thought
I could win. And goddamm, did Harlon
know how to win. What he pulled off
in Cncinnati is... legend. Anmpong the
NRA crowd, at |east. Not so nuch for
the rest of you.

She puts the toothpick back between her teeth.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)
But | can't just start with Harlon.
You' re gonna need sonme context first.

CUT TO BLACK.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
So we'll start with a nan who call ed
hinself Alek J. Hidell.

FADE | N:
I NT. HI DELL'S APARTMENT - DAY - FLASHBACK

Sunlight filters through drawn blinds as ALEK HI DELL (24),
thin with sharp features, carefully clips a coupon out of
t he pages of a gl ossy magazi ne.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
In March of 1963, he opened his issue
of the NRA's Anerican Rifl eman
magazi ne and found this ad. "Lightly-
used, fast-loading, fast-firing 6.5
Italian carbine,” it said. Beautiful
weapon. Wth a coupon, it would cost
hi m twenty-one dollars and forty-five
cents. So Hidell clips this coupon
and mails it, along with a check. ..

We follow close on the coupon as Hidell pairs it with the
check and slips it inside an envel ope --

I NT. MAIL ORDER HOUSE - DAY

Close on the Italian carbine itself, resting on a rack with
others like it.



PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)

...to a mail -order house in Chicago.
They pack it up and ship it off to
Hi dell in Texas. Renenber that.
I1linois to Texas.

(then, chuckl es)
Bet they woul dn't have done that if
t hey knew what was com ng.

I NT. HI DELL'S DOORSTEP - DAY

A long, narrow cardboard box plunks down on the cracked
cenment stoop.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)

Anyways, a few days |ater the carbine
shows up on Hidell's doorstep

The door opens and Hidell snatches up the package.
I/ E. H DELL'S APARTMENT - DAY
A rapid-fire series of shots as Metaksa continues talking --
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
He opens it, loads it, and tests it.
Li ke any responsi bl e gun owner woul d.
Hi del |l renoves the gun fromits packagi ng.
Hand-| oads rounds into it.
FIRES at a tree in the building' s small backyard.
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q) (cont'd)
And it works Iike a dream So he
stores it until the next Novenber.
Hi del| places the rifle upright in the back of a closet.
I NT. HI DELL'S APARTMENT - CLOSET - TI MELAPSE
The gun sits and waits as the cl oset door opens, closes,
opens, closes. Spring jackets becone w nter coats hanging
fromthe crossbar.
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Then, on Novenber 22 of 1963, Al ek J.
Hi del|l picks up his rifle..

Hi del | opens the closet door and snatches the carbine up.



PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
...and heads to Dealey Plaza in
downt own Dal | as.

EXT. DEALEY PLAZA - DAY
A parade is on. People line the streets, cheering as --

A PRESI DENTI AL MOTORCADE rol I's by. PRESI DENT KENNEDY waves
fromthe back of a roll-top |inobusine.

I NT. TEXAS SCHOOLBOOK DEPCSI TORY - THAT MOVENT
Hidell ains the Italian carbine at the President's head.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
See, Alek J. Hidell's real nane was
Lee Harvey Oswal d.

Hi del |, AKA LEE HARVEY OSWALD, takes a deep breath. Exhales.
And pulls the trigger. But instead of a gunshot, we hear --

I NT. US SENATE CHAMBER - DAY

The BANG NG of a gavel as SENATE MAJORITY LEADER M KE
MANSFI ELD signals the end of voting on a new bill.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Five years later, the traitors in
Congress ram through the Gun Control
Act of 1968...

I NT. OVAL OFFI CE - DAY

PRESI DENT LYNDON JOHNSON signs the bill with a smle on his
face. Cameras fl ash.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
...and LBJ signs that steamng pile
into law. Anpbng its provisions, a
total ban on mail-order firearm sal es
across state lines. No nore Illinois
to Texas.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY - END FLASHBACK

Met aksa di scards the toothpick in the little dish and takes
another froma snmall container of themon the table.



PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
The goddamm Gun Control Act of 1968.
That proved to us gun owners, nyself
i ncl uded: our governnent did not
trust us. We scared 'em So in their
infinite wisdom our |eaders decided
to take our rights away one by one
until they weren't scared anynore.
And we weren't gonna |let that happen.
Not a goddamm chance. Soneone had to
put a stop that bullshit, and why not
us, right?

EXT. A LEAF - DAY
The little spider again, alone. Before the fly has | anded.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Wiy not the NRA?

I NSERT TI TLE:

GUNFIGHT

Over the image of the spider.

SVASH TO
I NT. NRA-ILA OFFI CE - MORNI NG
SUPER: NOVEMBER, 1976

Above the door, nmounted in a place of honor, is an old 12-
GAUCE SHOTGUN. From there, we take a tour through --

A rented office space on the top floor of a hotel: a large
bull pen littered with desks. Mst cleaned out, others have
PINK SLIPS atop them This place has the air of a funeral.

We zip past BOB KUKLA (42), all thin, greasy hair and
oversi zed bifocals, |ooking distraught, as we nove to --

A corner where two nen, JOHN D. AQUI LI NO (25) and JOSEPH P
TARTARO (39) confort one another. Aquilino cries. W fl oat
by them finding --

A younger TANYA K. METAKSA (38), still with the short,
sensi bl e hair and thick glasses, chew ng a toot hpick.

She sits at her desk in front of her typewiter. She |ooks
left, to the neighboring desk: a pink slip rests on it.



To her right, another desk with another pink slip.

She exhal es and rests her fingers on the keys of her
typewiter as --

The office door BURSTS open and in strides HARLON BRONSON
CARTER (64). A big, broad bulldog of a man with a shining
bald cranium he wears a suit, carries a briefcase, and
noves like a brick wall with a bad attitude. But --

He stops cold when he sees the state of the office, dropping
his briefcase to the floor with a resoundi ng THUD.

The remai ni ng enpl oyees freeze. No typing, no tal king, no
breathing. Al eyes are on Harlon Carter's scowing face.

CARTER
(bel | ows)
What in the hell is goin' on in here?

FREEZE- FRAME.

SUPER: HARLON BRONSON "BULLETHEAD' CARTER, EXECUTI VE
D RECTOR, NRA | NSTI TUTE FOR LEGQ SLATI VE ACTI ON

END FREEZE- FRAME

Carter picks up a pink slip fromthe nearest desk and gl ares
down at the signature on it: MAXWELL E. RICH

CARTER (cont' d)
"Il be goddammed.
(1 ooks up, seething)
How many?

Kukl a approaches |i ke a scared puppy.

KUKLA
Well um let's see. He got Steve,
Joan, Fat Steve, M ke, Scooter --

MVETAKSA
Seventy-four.

Carter grimaces, surveys the room Wen he speaks, it's with
the remai ns of a Texas accent he's tried and failed to | ose.

CARTER
Ri ch, you son of a notherfuckin' ...

He pulls the 12-gauge down from above the door and stal ks
ri ght back out of the room |eaving his briefcase behind.



EXT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Carter crosses the street, toting the shotgun on his

shoul der like a marching soldier. The ILA's offices are in a
hotel just across from--

NRA HQ An eight-story glass nonolith.

SUPER: NATI ONAL RI FLE ASSOCI ATI ON HEADQUARTERS. FAI RFAX, VA

Carter storns through the doors, alarned pedestrians
scattering in his wake.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - LOBBY - DAY

Carter strides quickly past the reception desk, where an
i mredi atel y nervous young RECEPTI ONI ST greets him - -

RECEPTI ONI ST
Uh, good norning, M. Carter.

CARTER
Yeah, not so nuch, Sheil a.

He noves to the elevators, past a BLANK WOODEN WALL that we
linger on for a nonent. In just a few nonths' tine, this
wall will be fanous.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - EVP'S OFFI CE - DAY

The top-floor corner office of the Executive Vice President
of the NRA is all dark wood and huge w ndows. Standing
behind the | arge oak desk is --

GENERAL MAXVELL E. RICH (60), a stern and stone-faced boy
scout, phone pressed to his ear in a white-knuckled grip.

RI CH
Aw Christ, Sheila, and you just |et
hi m wal k by?
(t hen)
I"'msorry, he had a what?

FREEZE- FRAME on his frustrated face.

SUPER: FORMER GENERAL MAXWELL E. RICH, EXECUTI VE VI CE
PRESI DENT, NRA

END FREEZE- FRAME as - -
Carter THROAS the of fice door open and strides in.



RICH (cont'd)
Sounds good, sounds good. Looking
forward to it. Bye, Geg.

Ri ch hangs up the phone and | ooks up into the red, angry
face of Harlon Carter.

RICH (cont'd)
Harl on! Jesus, what are you doi ng
with that thing?

CARTER
This here "thing" is ny daddy's
shotgun. This gun saved ny life, and
| keep it in the office to rem nd
nysel f, every day, of why we fight so
hard to keep gun ownership a
fundamental right in this country.
This gun is a synbol of ny right to
defend me and mne. And that is what
I"mhere to do, Ceneral. To defend

t he | LA.
Rl CH
(si ghs)
Fi ni shed?

FREEZE FRAME again as Metaksa interrupts --

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Actually, he's not. But before we go
any further...

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

The ol der Metaksa pulls the toothpick fromher |ips, holding
it between two fingers like a cigarette.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
...it"d probably be good to explain
what the ILA actually is.

I NT. US SENATE CHAMBER - DAY - FLASHBACK

Met aksa speaks over images of floor debate: white nen in
navy suits nmake conpeting speeches, using diagrans and
graphs adorned with pictures of guns.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
When t hese waves of gun control
| egislation hit, Harlon knew exactly
what to do. The ILA was his idea.



I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - BQOARD ROOM - DAY

A long boardroomtable lined with old white nmen, many of
t hem bl owi ng snoke into the hazy air. Up at the front,
Carter nmakes an inpassi oned speech. Al eyes on him

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
A whol e arm of the NRA dedicated to
political action, built to put a stop
to gun control |egislation. The
Board, they loved it. Thought it
woul d really fire up the nmenbership.

In the corner, Max Rich watches darkly.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
Max Rich, on the other hand, was not

a fan. The man hated politics. And

fair enough, if we're being honest.

I NT. HOTEL BALLROOM - DAY

Streanmers and defl ated balloons hang Iinply fromthe
ceiling. Remmants of a weddi ng.

Carter stands at the wi ndow, glowering out at NRA HQ across
the street. This is the future office of the ILA

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Rich did his dammedest to nmake sure
the LA was a failure fromthe junp.
Put us in a goddamm bal | room across
the street fromHQ for one.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY - END FLASHBACK
Met aksa still holds her toothpick like a cigarette.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
And never gave us the funding we
needed to do any real |obbying, for
anot her.

(t hen)

Wiy don't we have Harlon hinself
expl ain how the I LA went so w ong?
It's really nore his purview, anyhow

And we're VWH SKED off to --
I NT. UNI VERSI TY LECTURE HALL - QUTSI DE CF TI ME

We're in a cavernous, darkened |lecture hall with Carter
front and center before a chal kboard.



10.

On the chal kboard, a series of illustrated steps. As Carter
speaks, the chalk illustrations animate, conming to life to
act out each step.

CARTER
It's sinple. Alobbyist's job is to
incentivize legislators to help his
cause. So we take 'emout to dinner.
Invite "emto fancy parties. Dunp
noney into their canpaigns. Just Kiss
all the Congressional ass we can.

A cartoon Harlon Carter shakes hands with a nunber of
cartoon Congressnen on the chal kboar d.

CARTER (cont' d)
While we've got their ear, we tell
"em what kinda |l aws we wanna see and
what kind we don't. And if they're
anenabl e to our agenda, we'll keep
"em el ected and workin" for us.

The cartoon Carter hands a Congressman a stack of bills.
Anot her cartoon Congressman lights a cigar with a bill of
his own. They all |augh and slap each other's backs.

CARTER (cont' d)
(wth rising anger)
But all that wheel greasin' costs
noney. And say your organization is
under - funded because sone snake-in-
t he-grass fornmer CGeneral won't | oosen
t he purse-strings...

The cartoon Carter now entertains a group of cigar-snoking
Congressnen at a restaurant.

CARTER (cont' d)
In that case, well... you're pretty
much fucked.

The bill arrives at the cartoon table. The Congressnen al
| ook to the cartoon Harlon Carter, who sinks in his seat.

CARTER (cont' d)
So the ILA, to this point, has been
about as effective as a blank on a
battlefield. Al thanks to Max Ri ch.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - EVP'S OFFI CE - DAY

We're back with Carter as he confronts his boss. Rich shifts
a bit nervously.



RI CH
Harlon... I'msure fromyour end this
| ooks |i ke an anmbush --

CARTER
Ha! You think | didn't see this
comn'? |'ve been waitin' for you to
try sonethin' like this, you sneaky
little piece of shit.

RI CH
Pl ease. This isn't personal. Just
hear ne out.

Carter smrks.

RICH (cont'd)
It's purely budget-based. The Board
t hought your | obbying would bring in
menbers, and it didn't. So we've

agreed -- we're drawi ng back on your
Second Amendnent... stuff.
CARTER

You mean our battle for your rights?

RI CH
Un .. sure. That's how you put it.
But the ILA hasn't been as effective
as we'd hoped.

CARTER
Because you never gave us the chance
to be! W' ve been under-funded from
day fuckin' one and you know it.

Rl CH
|'ve done the best | could with what
| have, Harlon. It's not |ike
| obbying is big business, it was
al ways a ganbl e.

Carter sneers as he pulls out a cigarette case: silver,
enbossed with the i mage of a 12-gauge shotgun. The sane
shotgun on R ch's desk.

RICH (cont'd)
I'd appreciate it if you didn't snoke
in here.

CARTER
| bet you woul d.



12.

Carter lights a cigarette. Rich sighs.

Rl CH
kay. The fact is, we're preparing to
| eave the | obbyi ng behind. The NRA
isn't built for politics. Never was.

CARTER
Because you never gave us a chance --

RI CH
So, we're shifting all of our
resources back to basics, the way
Anbr ose Burnsi de i nt ended.
Mar ksmanshi p. Gun safety, hunting.

CARTER
Gonna have a hard tine huntin' once
t he ATF confiscates your rifle.

Rl CH
C non, don't start wth that paranoid
bul I shit agai n.

FREEZE- FRAME.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
kay, stop, stop, stop.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
["msorry, but Max Rich is dead wong
about this. Yes, the governnent does
cone for people's guns. It's not sone
| unatic conspiracy theory.

| NT. SHABBY APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - HALLWAY - NI GHT
A squad of ATF ACENTS batter down a scuffed apartnent door

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
See, back in 1971 the Bureau of
Al cohol, Tobacco, and Firearns busted
in the door of an NRA nenber naned
Kenyon Bal | ew, just because they
heard he had sonme unregi stered
firearns in his apartnent. And maybe
a few grenades.

(then, Qbvi ously)

What ? He was an antiques coll ector!



13.

I NT. SHABBY APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Kenyon Bal l ew s stunning display case of Cvil War, WA, and
VWA'| -era weapons. Mstly guns, but a few grenades. A hand
reaches out and grabs an 1847 COLT PISTCL fromthe shelf.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
... who happened to be in violation of
the Gun Control Act of 1968.

| NT. SHABBY APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - HALLWAY - NI GAT
The door splinters and the ATF agents stream i nside.
I NT. SHABBY APARTMENT - CONTI NUQUS

They stop: a barrier made fromfurniture bl ocks the way: a
sofa, dining chairs, an ottonman.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
The ATF cl ainmed Ball ew came at them
with a replica 1847 Colt cap-and-ball
pi stol. Another beautiful gun.

KENYON BALLEW st ands, conpletely nude, on the other side of
the barrier, aimng the Colt.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
They al so said he was nude. Just
trying to be historically accurate.

An ATF agent FIRES, hitting Ballew in the head.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q.) (cont'd)
The bullet |lodged in Ballew s brain,
paral yzing himfromthe wai st down.
He could only form about fifteen
words after what the ATF did to him
all because Ball ew, an NRA nenber,
tried to defend his hone from what he
t hought was a crim nal break-in.

As Ballew hits the floor in SLOWVMOTI ON, we go back to --
I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - EVFP'S OFFI CE - DAY - END FLASHBACK
RESUME FREEZE FRAME on Carter.
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q.)
So don't you tell nme that the idea of
t he governnent com ng for us is sone

paranoid fantasy. It's real. It
happened.



14.

END FREEZE- FRAME. Carter seethes. Rich sighs.

RI CH
| didn't expect your support on this.
I know better than that. But we're
hurting here. Menbership's been on
the decline for years --

CARTER
Because of the stigma the government
is puttin' on guns. |'mout there

tryin' to change that.

Rl CH
Pl ease. It's over. Done. The NRA
doesn't represent guns, we represent
gun owners.

CARTER
Who are havin' their rights stripped
t hanks to pieces of shit |like you --

RI CH
Conme on, Harlon. I"mnot the villain
here, and calling ne the villain
isn't gonna make it true.

Carter snorts, anused by this. Then, his eyes land on a
pi ece of paper on Rich's desk. He picks it up. Onit, a
logo. Simlar to the NRA's seal, but it doesn't say NRA

It reads National Qutdoor Association. Carter |ooks first at
t he shotgun on the table, then at Rich

CARTER
The hell's this, General ?

Rl CH
W' ve already put in a bid for sone
and in Col orado. Forests, rivers,
wildlife. An Aynpic-level training
facility with the best marksmanship
coaches in the country.

CARTER
You're... novin' the NRA to Col orado?
RI CH
You could have a job out there if you
want ed one. Hell, with your shooting

skills | bet you could coach the US
AQynpic Rifle team
( MORE)



15.

RICH (cont'd)
(t hen)
Gonna be a whol e new day for the NRA

CARTER
Well. In that case, it's gonna have
to fuckin' be one w thout ne.
RI CH
(bli nks)

l"msorry?
SMASH TO.
I NT. NRA-ILA OFFI CE - DAY
Harl on bursts into the room thundering --

CARTER
Nat i onal Qut door Associ ati on?
Nat i onal fuckin' Qutdoor Association?

Met aksa and the few remaining | LA enpl oyees | ook up.

MVETAKSA
What ?

CARTER
Goddamm son of bitch thinks he's Davy
fuckin' Crockett.

Carter snatches up his briefcase fromwhere he left it and
heads to his office at the back of the room

METAKSA
What' s happeni ng?

CARTER
(turns back)
They're novin' the whol e damm
operation to Col orado. Leavin' DC,
shuttin' down the ILA

Bob Kukla trails himinto his office.

KUKLA
What're you tal ki ng about, Harlon?

Carter punctuates certain words by hurling office supplies
into his briefcase.
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CARTER
| amtalkin' about Rich tryin to
rel ocate to goddamm Col orado and | et
t he governnent and t he goddam
hi ppi es control the gun debate.

KUKLA
That -- that can't be right. Mx
woul dn't do that to us.

CARTER
Way don't you go ask himyourself
t hen, Bob? G ven that you're the man
in charge here now.

KUKLA
I'"'m-- I"'mthe man in -- what?

CARTER
| resigned.

Carter SLAMS his briefcase shut and strides out of the
of fice. Kukla scranbles to foll ow --

KUKLA
You can't just -- hey! Harlon! W
need you here.
Met aksa rises fromher desk, calls to Harlon --

MVETAKSA
If you're resigning, so aml.

Carter stops, turns to her.

CARTER
No. Absolutely not. Just keep your
head down. |'m gonna need good,

strong nmen on the inside.

The younger Metaksa | ooks into the canmera and gives us a
charm ng wink as we --

FREEZE- FRAME on her.
SUPER: TANYA K. METAKSA, HEAD OF LOCAL OPERATI ONS, NRA-1 LA

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
That's right. I'"'mHarlon Carter's
strong man on the inside.

END FREEZE- FRAME
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VETAKSA
For what ?

CARTER
You'll see.
(to Kukl a, darkly)
Good | uck there, Bob.

Then he turns and | eaves. As he goes, his expression darkens
fromconfidence to sonething resenbling rage, with maybe
just a hint of fear.

I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - DAY

MARYANN CARTER (58) sits in a worn rocking chair, cleans and
oils a deconstructed pistol on the coffee table while
keepi ng one eye on the TV, where --

JI MW CARTER makes a | ast-m nute canpai gn speech. She scoffs
at sone political platitude. W hear the apartnent door
open. Maryann perks up.

MARYANN
Har | on?

THUD. The sound of Carter once again dropping his briefcase
to the floor. He trudges into the living room | ooking
shel | -shocked and def eat ed.

MARYANN (cont' d)
What's wong, why aren't you at work?

CARTER
| resigned.

MARYANN
You what ?

CARTER
It's over, Maryann. They're killin'
the ILA. Rich -- he's givin' up the
whol e fight.

Carter sinks down into a squatting position in the mddle of
the living roomw th a heavy sigh.

CARTER (cont' d)
W lost. We lost...

He's like a child, hugging his knees with despair.
MARYANN

Hey. Hey, Harlon. Cone here.
( MORE)
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MARYANN (cont' d)
(he doesn't nove)
Cone here.

And he does: Harlon Carter crawl s on his hands and knees to
rest his head in Maryann's | ap. She strokes his bald scalp.

MARYANN
Tell me. Way'd you go to work for Max
Rich in the first place?

CARTER
You know t hat.

MARYANN
But | want you to say it. Qut [ oud.

CARTER
Because it's ny duty. Qur duty, to
def end ourselves from the government
when they try to overstep.

MARYANN
And you still believe that?

CARTER
O course | do.

MARYANN
Then | can't for the life of ne
gat her what you're doin' here in this
apartment right now

Carter lifts his head and | ooks at his wife, confused. She
strokes his cheek.

MARYANN (cont' d)

| have never known you to give up on
any dam thing, not once. You think
I'"d be here right now, married to
you, if Harlon Carter knew how to
take no for answer?

(t hen)
I nean, | ook how far you've cone
al r eady.

As Maryann stares into her husband's icy blue eyes, we're
transported to --

EXT. CARTER FAM LY HOME - DAY - FLASHBACK

LAREDO, TEXAS, 1931: the sun beats down on a small ranch
house. Bl eached, chi pped paint and a saggi ng porch.
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Everything is idyllic: drenched in gol den-hour sunlight, a
perfect, peaceful recollection of a rustic upbringing.

A YOUNG HARLAN CARTER (17, and we'll come back to why his
name is spelled that way) rolls up to the house on a rickety
bi ke, hops off, and clinbs those precarious steps.

I NT. CARTER FAM LY HOVE - CONTI NUOUS

We follow Harlan inside. He's strong, tall, handsone -- our
Harlon's idealized version of his younger self.

YOUNG HARLAN
Mama? You hone?

We hear a SOB fromthe next room

YOUNG HARLAN (cont' d)
Mama?

We follow Harlan into the --

KI TCHEN

Wiere we find MRS. CARTER (42) seated at the kitchen tabl e,
clutching a 12- GAUGE SHOTGUN wi th white knuckl es. She wears
a worn house dress, her hair a frizzy ness.

Harl an i mmedi ately goes to her.

YOUNG HARLAN
Mama! What's wong, what happened?

MRS. CARTER

It's -- it's them damm wet back boys.

They' re back, they been loiterin' by

the river all afternoon...
Harlan hurries out of the kitchen, back to the --
LI VI NG ROOM
Where he peers out a window Fifty or so yards away, a snal
river lazily winds its way through the |andscape. Beside it,
t hree MEXI CAN BOYS ranging fromages 12 to 15 skip rocks.

Harlan stares at themfor a nonment. His bl ood begins to
boil. He straightens up and marches back to the --

KI TCHEN

Where his nother | ooks up at him
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MRS. CARTER
They still there?

Harl an nods, stoic, brave, Al -Anerican.

MRS. CARTER (cont' d)
They al ready stol e your daddy's car.
I"'msure it was them Wo knows what
they' Il take next?

Ms. Carter's breath cones in short, sharp sobs. She's
terrified. Harlan reaches out and grasps the shotgun --

YOUNG HARLAN
Not hin'. That's what.

He snatches the gun out of her hands, cocks it, and marches
out of the kitchen and out of the house. As sunlight fills
the frame, turning it stark white, we --

FADE TO
I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - DAY - END FLASHBACK

And back to Carter's face. No longer filled wth despair,
hi s expressi on has hardened into resolute determ nation.

He takes a breath. Maryann sm | es.

MARYANN
There. There's the tough Texas son of
a bitch I marri ed.
(t hen)
Now what're you gonna do?

Carter | eans over, kisses Maryann on the nouth, and stands.

CARTER
"' mgonna call Neal.

SVASH TO
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

Tanya Metaksa di scards her toothpick. Thinks as she pulls
out a new one. Then --

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
What can | say about Neal Knox?
(t hi nks)
He and Harlon had a | ot in conmmon.
They both | oat hed any form of gun

contr ol
( MORE)



PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)
Both wanted to | ead the charge on
fighting it. But they had very
di fferent reasons. Harlon believed in
the right to bear arns for self-
defense, protecting your famly, that

kinda thing. But Neal... Neal's
reasons were a little nore, let's say
bat shi t.

I NT. UNIVERSI TY LECTURE HALL - QUTSIDE OF Tl ME

Now, it's CLI FFORD NEAL KNOX (42) standing before the
chal kboard. Jowy, with dark hair in a slicked part and
| arge, thick glasses perched on his nose.

He wears an ill-fitting suit and speaks quickly, al nost
feverish. Eager to convince us.

KNOX
Qur rights are being stripped from
us. That nuch is crystal clear
t hrough cataracts. Wy? Because they
-- y'know, the government -- caught
alittle glinpse of the real power of
the people during Vietnamand it
scared 'emshitless. So now they're
takin' away that power. And do you
trust the so-called "people" who sent
kids -- kids! -- to an inpossible war
for twenty goddamm years to ever know
when to stop? Ha! Sure, today they
j ust wanna take your cheap handguns
t hat break apart when you fire 'em
but tormorrow it'll be your granddad's
pistol fromthe War. Then your
hunting rifle. And step by step until
you're not allowed to go to church on
Sunday and can't say the word "fuck"
in your own bedroom and --

Knox | ooks around, scow s.
KNOX (cont' d)
Were are we, anyhow? This sone
i beral university classroon? No
decent | earning' s happening in a
place like this. C non.
Knox wal ks off canmera and into --
EXT. DEALEY PLAZA, DALLAS, TX - DAY - FLASHBACK

In the distance, MJSIC, CHEERI NG

21.
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KNOX
You wanna know how they're getting
away with it? I'll tell you: they're
maki ng you afraid.
Knox starts walking up a snmall hill. One mght even call it
a knoll. It has grass on it.

KNOX (cont' d)
Peopl e actually believe that Lee
Harvey Oswal d shot the bullet that
killed JFK. He didn't. Nah, that
bull et cane fromright here. Froma
gun fired by an agent of the C A

A CI A SHARPSHOOTER | i es prone on the grassy knoll, sighting
t hrough a sniper rifle.

KNOX (cont' d)
And Martin Luther King, Jr.?

I NT. BOARDI NG HOUSE, MEMPHI S, TENNESSEE - EVEN NG

Suddenly, Knox is standing in a bedroom across the street
fromthe Lorraine Mdtel. If you squint, you m ght make out
the figure of MARTIN LUTHER KING JR on the notel bal cony.

Anot her Cl A ASSASSI N, decidedly not Janmes Earl Ray, sights
down the scope of arifle at him

KNOX
Sanme damm thing. Then there's Bobby
Kennedy.

I NT. AMBASSADOR HOTEL, LOS ANGELES - BACK HALLWAY - NI GHT

A MAI TRE D HOTEL | eads ROBERT F. KENNEDY through a narrow
back hallway as Knox, in the foreground, continues.

KNOX
Oh, you bet your ass that was the
Cl A

A GUNSHOT in the background, a scuffle, shouting, as Knox
noves around a corner to block our view

KNOX (cont' d)
And then suddenly --
(nmocki ng)
"0Ooo00, guns are too dangerous for
ordi nary Americans! W need
restrictions, for the public good!"
( MORE)
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KNOX (cont' d)
(t hen)

But this is just the first step: a
fewnore CIA killings, and they' Il be
taking all of our guns. Knives too,
probably. And nost fol ks, nbst sheep,
they' Il give "emup willingly. After
that, they'Il be able to do anything
t hey want. And anyone who resists...

I NT. SHABBY APARTMENT - NI GHT -

Kenyon Bal |l ew, bullet wound bleeding in his head, lies on
t he ground, blinking. Alive, but barely present.

KNOX (V. Q)
Well, you al ready saw what they did
to Kenyon Bal |l ew.

SVASH TO
I NT. HOTEL BAR - EVENI NG - END FLASHBACK

Carter, cigarette in hand, glass of seltzer in front of him
sits beside Knox, also snoking, drinking bourbon.

The air around themis hazy with nore snoke fromthe snal
tabl e of SU TED WHI TE MEN behi nd them Congressnen.

KNOX
It was the ATF. O the FBI. O the
CIA. One of those three-letter
devils, | guarantee it. They got to
t he General, squeezed him Threatened
his famly or --

CARTER
O. O the man just | oves hunting.

Knox sighs, rolls his eyes.

KNOX
We can sit here and argue about the
General's notives all damm ni ght. But
you didn't call nme here for that.

CARTER
No. That | did not.

KNOX
Way then?
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CARTER
"Cause | figure if anyone was
interested in findin' a way to keep
up the fight, it'd be you. W could
start a new organi zation, |ike
Anericans for Liberty. O... Firearns
for Famlies, or sonethin'.

Knox grins, shifts in his seat to face Carter

KNOX
You wanna keep | obbyi ng?

CARTER
"Course | do. | figure you m ght be
able to drum up sone support wth
t hose magazi nes of yours, rally sone
menbers to get us started.

FREEZE FRAME on Knox.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Oh, that's right. Neal Knox was the
editor of no | ess than two gun
publ i cati ons.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - PRESENT DAY

Met aksa hol ds up aged copi es of Knox's nmgazi nes. The covers
| ook I'i ke 70"s porn mags, but for guns instead of girls.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
At that time | believe they were
Ri fl e Magazi ne and Handl oader
Magazi ne.
I NT. HOTEL BAR - EVENI NG
Knox nods thoughtfully. Then --

KNOX
| could. But...

Knox trails off, the gears in his addled mnd shifting.

CARTER
You got a better idea?

KNOX
Wiy don't we just take back the NRA?

Carter al nbst chokes on his seltzer. He COJUGHS a bit.
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CARTER
l"msorry?

KNOX
Think about it. If we could oust the
CGeneral, we could turn the NRA into
everything it always needed to be.
Rebuild it entirely around the ILA
No nore nmoney to fucking target
ranges in New Mexico, nothing to
Col orado. What ever resources we have,
it's all funneled straight to
| obbyi ng. Menbershi p dues, donati ons.

CARTER
Once we start seeing real results the
gun rmakers won't be able to enpty
t heir pockets fast enough.

KNOX
And with that kind of noney, we'd be
t he nost powerful | obby in DC

Carter quickly becones lost in a daydream W drift past the
men, over to the table of Congressnen behind them.

KNOX (O S.)
Paints a mghty pretty picture..

And now Carter hinself sits anong the Congressnen, chonping
a stogie and flashing sonme cash. And we ZIP TO --

I NT. GUN STORE - DAY

A gl eam ng selection of pristine pistols, rifles, and sem -
aut os. A handsone gun store owner smles at themas --

Carter guides the cigar-snoking Congressnmen on a tour of the
shop's offerings. Gins all around as we ZIP TO --

I NT. NRA MEETI NG OF THE MEMBERS - NI GHT

A crowd ROARS as Carter, a mmssive toothy smle splitting
his face in two, raises a 12-gauge shotgun over his head.

He wears a cap with the letters NR-Aon it, and as we push
in on his crocodile grin and bright red hat, we ZIP TO --

I NT. REPUBLI CAN NATI ONAL CONVENTI ON - NI GHT
Harlon Carter on a stage, going in for a handshake wi th none

ot her than RONALD REAGAN hi nsel f. As Reagan bypasses the
handshake, going straight for the hug, we ZI P BACK TO --



I NT. HOTEL BAR - EVEN NG

Carter blinks, coming out of his reverie.

KNOX
Ni ce thought, huh?

CARTER

(breat hl ess)

Yeah. Yeah, sure is. | just don't see
any kinda path to it.

KNOX
"Cause you're still thinkin" Iike

police, not a politician.
Now it's Carter's turn to | ook at Knox, intrigued.

KNOX (cont' d)
You know about the voting rul es at
t he Meeting, yeah?

CARTER
Well, sure...

KNOX
Anyone can bring a neasure to the
floor and it has to be voted on. So,
we wanna get rid of Rich, we gotta
bring it to a vote.

CARTER
But the Board el ects the Executive
Vice President. That ain't
menber shi p.

KNOX
Yeah, 'cause that's a rule. And rul es
can be changed..

CARTER
Hot damm.

KNOX
Now you're getting it.

CARTER
By a vote from nmenbership.

KNOX
Meeting's in six nonths. Think that's
enough tinme to | obby the whole of the
NRA' s nmenbership to our side?
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Carter drains his seltzer and stubs out his snpke.

CARTER
If we get started right fuckin' now?

He breaks out that big crocodile grin of his again..
EXT. A LEAF - DAY

The junping spider again, still alone. The fly lands on the
| eaf. The spider turns its attention toward it, tw tching..

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
So now they had a pl an.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
We had a plan. But of course, in
order for it to have any chance of
wor ki ng, Harlon and Neal needed to
get the word out. And they couldn't
do that al one. They were gonna need
hel p. A team of true believers.

She pops a toot hpick between her lips and grins.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)
That's where the rest of us came in.

I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - EVEN NG

CLOSE ON: An old radio sitting on the kitchen counter. Bing
Crosby's "Santa Claus is Comng to Town" plays through the
ti nny speaker as --

Carter paces. Knox sits at the table, pad of paper in front
of him Mryann sits at the table, too.

CARTER
John Aquilino?

KNOX
He's young, though.

MARYANN
Pl enty of enerqgy.

INT. DI SCO - N GHT

A deeply uncool late '70's disco club. Dancing |ike an idiot
full of youthful energy booze is JOHAN AQUI LI NO (26).
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CARTER (V. Q)
Hard worker, too. Can't inagine
anybody coul d' ve been nore pissed
about what the Ceneral did than ne,
but he'd give ne a run for ny noney.
And yeah, kid's got a lotta energy.

Aqui | ino dunps a small pile cocaine froma vial onto his
hand and hoovers it up, then dances even nore stupidly.

I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - EVEN NG
Knox jots down Aquilino's nane on his notepad.

KNOX
Fi ne. John Aquilino.
(t hen)
What about Joe Tartaro?

MARYANN
Do | know Joe?

CARTER
You' ve nmet Joe.

I NT. TARTARO HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NI GHT

Huddl ed in the corner of the nodest bedroomis JOE TARTARO
(34), his WFE, and their whinpering GOLDEN RETRI EVER
Tartaro white-knuckles a shotgun as --

A FLASHLI GHT BEAM pl ays under the doorjanb. An intruder.

KNOX (V. Q)
Good fam |y man. And he cones at his
Second Amendnent views from
experience. Used a shotgun to defend
his famly froma break-in.

I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - EVEN NG
KNOX
So you've got a little sonething in
common, Harl on.
Carter scow s, disapproving of Knox's conment.

CARTER
Joe's good. | |ike Joe.

Knox wites the name down, nunbling --
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KNOX
Joseph... Tartaro.
(t hen)
You know nmy guy in California?

MARYANN
You got a guy in California?

KNOX

Ray Arnett? Used to be the head of
Fi sh and Gane out there.

CARTER
Sounds |ike nore of a Max Rich guy.

KNOX
Nah. He'd be with us. Plus --

I NT. CALI FORNI A STATE CAPI TCL - DAY

G RAY ARNETT (46 here, 52 in 1977), a tan, square-jawed
California man, smles and clings to a stack of folders in
t he back of a group of suited nen.

KNOX (V. Q.)
The man worked directly wi th Reagan.

PULL BACK to reveal Ronald Reagan at his desk, utterly
ignoring our man Arnett.

CARTER (V. O.)
Reagan | ost the nom nati on.

KNOX (V. Q.)

But | hear whispers he mght run

agai n.
I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - EVEN NG

KNOX

Can you imagi ne getting Reagan's

endor senent ?
Carter grins.

FLASH TGO

I NT. REPUBLI CAN NATI ONAL CONVENTI ON - NI GHT

Ronal d Reagan skips Carter's handshake and goes for a hug.



I NT. CARTER S APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - EVEN NG

CARTER
Sure woul d be ni ce.

KNOX
Alright. Ray Arnett.

Knox rights it down. Maryann clears her throat.

MARYANN
What about Tanya?

CARTER
Met aksa?

MARYANN

You know she'd work hard for you
Harlon. And it'd be nice to have a
woman' s perspective. Another wonman's
per spective, | nean.

slips the notepad away from Knox and studies the
list of names.

CARTER
Yeah. | can call Tanya. ['Il call 'em
all tonorrow.

KNOX
You'll call "em-- call "emall?

Carter blinks at Knox, surprised by his indignation.

CARTER
Well, if I"mgonna be in charge of
this little operation they oughta be
hearin' fromme first, right?

KNOX
You' re gonna be...?

CARTER
Who el se?

Then Carter realizes Knox had hoped he'd be in charge.

CARTER (cont' d)
It'd look a little funny if the
magazi ne editor ran the NRA over the
former NRA president and executive
director of the ILA wouldn't it?



Carter shoots Maryann a sly grin. She smles back. Knox
noti ces the exchange.

KNOX
Just thought, considering the whole
plan was ny idea --

CARTER
There'll be plenty for you to do,
Neal . Don't get your panties in a
bunch about it.

Carter |aughs. Knox gives a | ow chuckle before we --
SMASH TO.

I NT. KNOX' S HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NI GHT

Knox paci ng back and forth in front of the bed in his

tighty-whities, his wife WENDY (40) sitting up in bed
wat chi ng. A pistol rests on the nightstand besi de her.

KNOX
That son of a bitch, Wendy. That son
of a bitch.

VENDY

Cal m down, Neal --

KNOX
He's trying to take this from ne.
Just using ny ideas, ny connections,
just using ne to get what he wants.

VEENDY
But what he wants is what you want,
isn't it?

KNOX

That's not the goddamm poi nt.

VENDY
Wiy not? Let it go, honey. If you
just work with him--

KNOX
I'"d be working for him M best
friend, supposed best friend --

VENDY
You need each other to get this done.
He knows that.

31.
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Knox sits on the edge of the bed and groans. Wendy scoots
down to himand starts caressing himnoving her hands
steadily toward his crotch

KNOX
Son of a goddamm. ..

VENDY
Honey. Work together.

KNOX
Yeah, yeah.

He gives her a perfunctory Kkiss.

KNOX (cont' d)
Fuck.

She kisses him puts her hand in his briefs, but his mnd is
clearly el sewhere.

I NT. NRA-ILA OFFI CE - DAY

The younger Metaksa sits at her desk, stone-faced, dutifully
typi ng away on sone docunent or proposal. The phone on her
desk RINGS. She picks it up.

METAKSA

Hel 1o, NRA Institute for Legislative

Action. This is Tanya Metaksa, Head

of Local Operations.

(t hen)

Oh, hi Harl on!
The right side of the screen pushes in to make roomfor a --
SPLI T- SCREEN
I NT. NRA-ILA OFFI CE/ CARTER S APARTMENT - KI TCHEN

CARTER
Any news fromthe front |ines?

Met aksa | owers her voice and turns away from prying eyes.

METAKSA
Not hing to report.

CARTER
Ah, that's fine, | ain't callin" for
news, anyways. |I'mcallin" because |

need your hel p.
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The bottom of the screen pushes up now, so we have three
frames. The third is --

I NT. NRA/I LA OFFI CE/ CARTER S APARTMENT/ | NTERVI EW ROOM

Present - day Metaksa speaks as the younger Metaksa listens to
Harl on speak, her eyes grow ng w der and w der.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
When Harlon told ne what they were
pl anni ng, | dam near flipped ny desk
over and quit the ILA on the spot.
Here was the man that hired ne,
pronoted ne, showed us all what the

NRA could really do... | was in

before he finished the first

sentence. | renenber he said --
CARTER

So what do you --
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA

And | said --
MVETAKSA

I'd love to. |'d | ove to.
CARTER

And what about ol' Bob over there?
Thi nk he'd be on board?

Met aksa gl ances over to Kukla, sitting in Carter's old
of fice across fromMax Rich hinself. She scows, letting us
know what she thinks of that idea.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Yes. What about ol d Bob Kukl a?

END SPLI T- SCREEN
I NT. NRA-ILA OFFI CE - EXECUTI VE DI RECTOR S OFFI CE - DAY

Bob sits behind Carter's old desk. The desk itself is
covered in winkled papers and ink, just as disheveled as
Bob hinself. Rich sits opposite him

KUKLA
Al'l 1'"msaying here is that you
really ought to consider that the
will of the nmenbership brought the
ILAinto being in the first place --
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Because they got sold a bill of

goods. @un control
I LA"s whining won't

KUKLA

is here and the
change t hat.

We're not whining. There's plenty in
Congress who agree with us --

Rl CH

Then where are they? Why aren't you

nmeeting with themr

KUKLA
(of f - bal ance)

i ght now?

I -- I just think you're

underestimating --

Rl CH
Aw, can it, Bob. I’
underestimati ng shi

m not
t.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
(through a t oot hpi ck)
Hmm Not doing so well, by the | ooks

of it. Ah, shit.

She licks her lips, spits a litt

| e.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)

Splinter. Can't bel

ieve | gave up

cigarettes for this shit.

(t hen)

Anyways, now that Harlon had rallied

his troops, it was

time to meet. And

for sone unfat honabl e reason, we

chose to neet in --

EXT. LOUI SVI LLE, KENTUCKY - VAR

QusS

The skyline of Louisville, mrrored in the Chio River

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Loui sville, Kentucky. Just a hundred

m | es sout hwest of

our final

destination in C ncinnati.

| mages of the city: horses on the track at Churchill Downs,

t he Louisville Slugger factory,

the Louisville Waterfront

Park, Wi tehall House and its |ush gardens.
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A plane ROARS in for a landing at Louisville International.
EXT. BROMWN HOTEL - LOUI SVILLE - DAY

The historic Brown Hotel in downtown Louisville: a massive
concrete facade with a burgundy awni ng proclai m ng THE BROMWN
in golden letters.

Tanya Metaksa hurries up to the front door, dragging a
sui tcase behi nd her.

I NT. BROMWN HOTEL - BAR - LOUI SVI LLE - EVEN NG

Dar k wood, burgundy carpet, flowers and candl es on the
tables, warmevening light filtering through the w ndows in
t he open | obby/ bar/restaurant area.

A gl ass of bourbon is raised --

KNOX (O S.)
To the Second.
And several nore glasses of bourbon -- along with a single
gl ass of seltzer -- follow
ALL (O S.)

To the Second!

Carter, Knox, Metaksa, Aquilino, and Arnett all sit at a
table in the plush hotel bar. Al drink -- Carter is the one
with the seltzer

A nonent as everyone downs their bourbon. Carter takes the
opportunity to light a cigar wwith a silver lighter. He holds
it up, showing off the 12-gauge shotgun enbossed on it.

CARTER
This gun right here -- ny daddy's
shotgun -- saved ny life. This gun.
(to Tartaro)

Joe, | know sonmethin' simlar
happened to you.
(to all)

And | just want y'all to know how
happy | am how proud | am to be
sittin' here gettin' ready to defend
that right to ownership with all of
y'all true Americans.

AQUI LI NO
Her e, here!
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He raises his glass. No one else does. He quickly lowers it
and takes a sip of bourbon.

KNOX
Agreed. Harlon and | couldn't be
happi er that you're all here.

ARNETT
And um beg pardon but what exactly
are we here for? What's the pl an?

METAKSA
That's what we're here to figure out.
Ri ght, Harlon?

CARTER
That's right. Before we get into
anything |li ke that though, don't
y'all think we need to come up with a
nanme? For the group of us, | nean. W
ain't the NRA, not yet at |east.

TARTARO

You' re saying we need a brand?
CARTER

Wy not ?
AQUI LI NO

How about... The Strai ght Shooters?
KNOX

The New NRA
METAKSA

But we're not trying to be a new NRA
we're just trying to fix the old one.

ARNETT
The Society of the Second?

AQUI LI NO
I like Straight Shooters nore.

TARTARO
No one el se does.

CARTER
Fol ks. Fol ks.
(all eyes on him
| got it.
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Wth a twinkle in his eye, Carter opens his nouth to utter
t he nane of the group --

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - PRESENT DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
The Federation for the NRA. That's
what we wound up calling oursel ves.
Not great, but... fine. It was fine.

I NT. GUN RANGE - LQUI SVILLE - DAY

An indoor shooting range: Tartaro watches Aquilino FIRE a
handgun at a target, hitting nore often that not. Aquilino

bl ows on the barrel |ike a cowboy out of an old Wstern.
AQUI LI NO
Beat that.
TARTARO
Oh, I'mneant to be inpressed?

We drift to the next |ane, where Metaksa | oads a handgun of
her own as Arnett drones on.

ARNETT
You didn't hear it fromnme, but
Reagan's definitely running again.
One hundred percent.

METAKSA
He' d have mny vote.

Knox saunters over and joins their conversation. Carter
wat ches fromthe sidelines, arns crossed over his chest.

KNOX
Dam right. Politicians been running
Washi ngton for too damm | ong, and
| ook where it's got us.

BANG Tartaro fires at the target. Bullseye. Aquilino huffs.

AQUI LI NO
W' ve been dicking around | ong
enough. Shouldn't we get started?

KNOX
Aw, don't be nmad, Johnny. It's al
noot anyways.

Aqui lino | ooks at him



KNOX (cont' d)
Harlon's got y'all beat on the
mar ksmanshi p front.

TARTARO
That so?
KNOX
How many records you got there,
Har | on?
CARTER
Still standing? Three.
KNOX

You got one of the best shooters that
ever lived right there.

TARTARO
VWell, let's see it, then.

Tartaro offers Carter his gun. Carter |ooks at it.

CARTER
Actually, | gotta hit the head.

He saunters off. The others watch him go.

AQUI LI NO
And we got work to do. Right?

ARNETT
That ki nda mar ksnman and he never
served in a war, huh? Seens |like a
real waste of talent.

KNOX
Border Patrol starting in '36. He
stuck with that, kept himout of the
war. But that doesn't nean he never
put themskills to good use.

At the bathroom door, Carter pauses. He listens briefly.

TARTARO
What do you nean?
KNOX
You hear things, is all. Runors...

Carter steps into the bathroomand energes in --

38.
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EXT. CARTER FAM LY HOME - TEXAS - DAY - FLASHBACK

LAREDO, 1931. The nostal gic, sepia-toned sunlight gives
everyt hing a gorgeous gol den glow. Harlon has becone Harl an,
t he younger version of hinself, |ooking down at --

The 12-gauge shotgun in his hands. Gathering his senses,
Harl an strides across the yard toward the river.

There, the three young Mexi can boys continue to skip rocks.
The ol dest is RAMON CASI ANO (15), | anky, skinny, with the
ghost of a nustache on his lip.

Harl an hops easily over the fence marking the property line
and approaches the boys.

YOUNG HARLAN
Beg pardon, boys.

Ramdn turns to him sees the shotgun. Smirks.

RAMON CASI ANO
Pi érdase, gringo.

YOUNG HARLAN
(i ndi gnant)
Boy, you're on ny property.

Randn shakes hi s head, anused.

RAMON CASI ANO
No. Your fence is back there. And ny
nane i s Ranon.

Ramdn turns back to his younger friends, who are eying
Harl an and his gun nervously fromthe riverbank.

YOUNG HARLAN
| know what you done, Ran®n.

Randn turns back

RAMON CASI ANO
cQue?
YOUNG HARLAN
My daddy's car? | know you stole it.

RAMON CASI ANO
(amused)
What do | want with your papd's
shitty car?
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YOUNG HARLAN
| dunno, but you're gonna conme wth
me and we're gonna call the police.
You're gonna tell 'em where you
stashed it.

Ramdn LAUGHS. Harlan's face twists with anger: if there's
one thing he hates, even at this age, it's being | aughed at.

He steadies the shotgun, aimng it at Randbn's chest.

YOUNG HARLAN (cont' d)
C non, boy.

I NT. BATHROOM - DAY - LOU SVILLE - END FLASHBACK

Carter stands at the sink in the bathroom ranrod straight,
studying hinmself in the mrror. The flat white fluorescents
contrast sharply with the sepia glow of 1931

Carter puts his hand on his reflection. Al nobst tenderly,
bef ore marchi ng out of the dingy bathroom |eaving a
handpri nt fading on the gl ass.

I NT. GUN RANGE - LQUI SVILLE - DAY

Knox has Metaksa and Arnett's attention as Tartaro and
Aquilino continue their little conpetition next door.

KNOX
All 1'"msaying is, you |l ook up
"Harlon Carter”™ with an O you get no
records. Look up "Harlan"™ with an A
on the other hand...

METAKSA
Wiy are you looking this up to start
wi th? You' re just causing trouble.

KNOX
Way woul d you ever trust anyone to be
who they tell you they are? That's
how you get in real trouble.

Carter stalks into the roomtoward the rest of the
Federation. Tartaro is taking his turn with the handgun, and
Carter sinply strides up to himand --

Slips the gun fromhis hand and enpties it at the target. An
effortless tight grouping. He sets the gun down.

CARTER
Enough di ckin'" around.



He turns and wal ks away. The ot her
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Feder ati on nenbers | ook

at each other, at the grouping on the target.

AQUI LI NO
Yeah.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

There's a growing pile of toothpicks in the dish beside
Met aksa. She adds another one to it.

METAKSA

Speaki ng of dicking around, what do
you think Max Rich was up to while we

were in Louisville?
EXT. COLORADO CONSTRUCTI ON SI TE -

Max Rich, wearing a yell ow hardhat

DAY

, wal ks through a clearing

with a REAL ESTATE AGENT. Fallen pines litter the ground,
t he Rocky Mountains |oomin the background.

Not hi ng has been built here yet; it's just a piece of real

estate that's being cleared by bu

Rl CH

| dozers and dunp trucks.

So actually the guy's patent just
expi red. Wiich neans you're going to
see a | ot nore conpanies

manuf acturi ng the AR-

15. For ny noney

t hough, you want to hunt a buck, a
Rem ngton 700 rifle is still your

best fri end.

REAL ESTATE AGENT

Is that a seni aut omat

Rl CH

ic?

Wiy do you need that? If you're a

good hunter, all you
cl ean shot.

need i s one

REAL ESTATE AGENT

Just doesn't seem as

Rl CH

fun that way.

How nmuch nore of this forest is

getting cl eared?

REAL ESTATE AGENT

They' re about eighty

per cent done.



Ri ch pauses,

Rl CH
(poi nts)
We'd put the main facility over
there. So we're standing in the
par ki ng structure right now.

takes a huge SNIFF of the fresh air.

his future kingdomw stfully.

RICH (cont'd)
| can really see it.

REAL ESTATE AGENT
Does that nean you're ready to sign
the prelimnary paperwork?

RI CH
You bet | am

REAL ESTATE AGENT
And um you actually don't have to
wear the hardhat. They're just
cl earing brush today.

Surveys

Rich just takes another big breath of nmountain air.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

Met aksa smirks into the canera.

I NT. DI NER -

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Yeah. Really focused on what matters,
t hat guy. Anyways, back in
Kent ucky. . .

LOU SVI LLE - DAY

42.

CLOSE ON: A cup of coffee being filled to the brim A plate
of bacon, eggs, toast, and grits. A flask tipping a splash
of bourbon into the coffee.

The Federation is cranmed into a pleather booth in a greasy
spoon. Cigarette snoke hangs in the air.

KNOX
We'l|l start by going around the
table, and if you know any | ocal NRA
organi zers or chapter |eaders, Tanya
will wite their nanes down.

MVETAKSA
Wy am| witing them down?
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KNOX
You're the secretary.
METAKSA
Oh no, | absolutely the fuck am not.

In the neighboring booth, a MOTHER with two young CHI LDREN
| ooks over her shoul der and gives Metaksa a filthy | ook.

The other nen at the table | augh. Knox burns with
enbarrassnent, eyes down on the table. Carter, watching al
of this with a slight smrk, clears his throat --

CARTER

Actual ly.

(all eyes on him
The first thing we gotta do is cone
up with a platform Ain't no one
gonna get on board with us if we
can't tell 'emexactly what they're
gettin' on board wth.

Aquilino sips his coffee, winces. It's not good.

ARNETT
(mouth full)
First step in any successful

canpai gn.

KNOX
You' ve never run a canpaign, Ray. You
wer e an appoi nt ee.

Aqui lino, pouring a bit nore bourbon into his coffee --

AQUI LI NO

So uh, what is our platforn?
TARTARO

It's... no gun control, right?

A WAI TRESS with terrible bangs appears with a pot of coffee.

WAl TRESS
Y all doin' okay?

They all collectively ignore her.
METAKSA

But there already is gun control. The
1968 act --



TARTARO
Ckay, so no nore gun control

KNOX
Nuh-uh. There's things in that 1968
Act that we cannot allow to stand.
The governnent gets to decide who is
and isn't nmentally fit to own a gun.

ARNETT
That's not so bad.

KNOX
"Til they tell you you're nentally
unfit to own one.

ARNETT
But -- |'m not.

KNOX
Exactly.

WAl TRESS
Vel |, alright then.

She slips away, still unnoti ced.
TARTARO

We can live with the Saturday N ght
Speci al ban, at | east.

Carter SNORTS in derision. The others | ook at him

FREEZE- FRAME

CARTER
That ban opened a door, Joe. It m ght
only be open a crack for now, but
mark ny words, it's get gonna get
wi der. And before you know it, it's
gonna bl ow wi de open and there'll be
nothing we can do to stop it.

TARTARO
But that ban's done sone good --

on Tartaro.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)

Y' know what, it mght help if we
pause to explain just what the hell a
Saturday N ght Special is. Joe?

44,
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I NT. UNI VERSI TY LECTURE HALL - QUTSI DE CF TI ME
It's Joe Tartaro's turn in the lecture hall this tinme.

TARTARO
A Saturday N ght Special is a cheap,
smal | cal i ber handgun. Like this.

He hol ds up a Rohm Gesel Il schaft RG5: a small .22 pistol,
with a black barrel and cheap faux-wood grip.

TARTARO (cont' d)
They'd come in under thirty bucks, so
j ust about anyone could afford one..

I NT. LIQUOR STORE - NI GHT

A ROBBER in a ski mask points an RG5 at a cowering CLERK
He thrusts a paper bag at the terrified man. Tartaro tal ks
as the clerk hurried pulls cash out of the register.

TARTARO (V. Q)
I ncl udi ng your conmon crimnal, which
is why they caught a lot of flack
during that urban crine wave in the
"60's. The gangs, the robbers, the
muggers: y' know, the negros. They
could buy 'em use 'emonce, and get
rid of 'em

And now, Tartaro hinself steps into the scene. The robber
and clerk don't see him it's like he's wal king through a
noving, life-sized dioram

TARTARO
Total |y di sposabl e. Which neant
they' d occasionally --

The robber FIRES the gun. It backfires, disintegrating in
t he robber's hand and bl ow ng half of his face off in
excruci ating sl ow notion.

TARTARO (cont' d)
Just blow up in your hand.

He pinches the grip of the pistol between two fingers and
gingerly lowers it onto an endcap display of beer.

TARTARO (cont' d)
So when they were banned by the Gun
Control Act of 1968, nobst fol ks said
good riddance.



I NT. DI NER -

LOU SVI LLE - DAY

Back in the diner, Carter holds court.

Carter takes

She SLAPS the table. The nen junp, except for Carter.

TARTARO (V. Q)
But not Harlon Carter.

AQUI LI NO
I dunno, we put those guns back on
the street and they're just gonna be
used to kill decent fol k again.

CARTER
That's the price of freedom John.

a huge bite of pancakes. As he chews --

METAKSA

He's right.

(all eyes on her)
That's how Stalin started. Wen ny
parents were living in the USSR -- he
started small, just like they're
doi ng here. But before you knew it,
the son of a bitch had all the guns
and the people had fuck-all. And if
anyone conpl ai ned... BANG

nom at the next table shoots Metaksa anot her gl are.

ARNETT
So you want to, what? Advocate the
repeal of the entire 1968 Act?

CARTER
You bet your ass | do.

KNOX
I'"d | ove that as nuch as you, but you
think it's realistic?

CARTER
| don't care about what's realistic,
| care about what's right. Wien |'m
wal ki n® down the street in DC and |
see sone shadowy figure comn' ny
way, the only reason | feel safe is
because | got ny sidearm on ne.
Everyone deserves to feel that safe.
Every day. That's what's right.

The

46.
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TARTARO
I think we all agree on that, but
t here nust be sonme ki nda conprom se
we can find --

CARTER
No. No conprom se.

AQUI LI NO
Harl on --

CARTER

(a sudden epi phany)
No. That's it. That's the platform
No conprom se. No gun control

The group pauses. They | ook at one anot her.

CARTER (cont' d)
Sinple. Cear. Cean. A goddam
t hree-year-old could understand it.

ARNETT
It's good.

The attention goes to Arnett now.

ARNETT (cont' d)
We get to fight on as few fronts as
possi bl e and make the other guys
fight on as many as we can. W say,
“"No conmprom se. No gun |egislation."
They gotta say, "Sone gun
| egislation,” and then we make them
justify every single piece of it
whi |l e our nmessage stays exactly the
same. It's smart politics.

CARTER

It ain't just that.
(t hen)

This ain't just about winning. It's
about this. Qur whole country. W |
t he governnent chip away at the
Second Amendnent, how | ong before
they cone after the First? And when
t hey do, what's gonna stop 'enf

et

A sobering pause. Knox picks up his nmug of coffee and raises
it in a toast.

MATCH CUT TGO
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I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - PRESI DENT' S OFFI CE - DAY

A mug with the NRA seal on it gripped in a hand that bel ongs
to MERRILL RIGHT (60), handsone with salt and pepper hair
and a crisp suit. He nods as the man across fromhimtalks.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Meanwhi | e, Bob Kukla was trying
desperately to get anyone to |isten
to him Even the President of the
NRA. Who, despite the title, is just
a figurehead with a pretty face.

SUPER: MERRI LL RI GHT, PRESI DENT, NRA

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
And he's not even that pretty.

Ri ght continues to nod as Kukla's voice takes over.

KUKLA (Q. S.)
I just don't think Max is taking this
seriously. These guys -- they nean

busi ness. If you ignore them.

Rl GHT
(nods thoughtfully)
You think they could get Max ousted?

KUKLA
| think they're sure gonna try. And
listen, | happen to agree with the
guys. But | still wanna do this

right. If Max can address their
concerns now nmaybe there won't have
to be a circus in G ncinnati.

Rl GHT
Alright. | hear your concern. ']
bring it up with Max, nmaybe we can
find some kind of conprom se.

Ri ght sips his coffee again and we --

SMASH CUT TO
I NT. BROAN HOTEL - BAR - LOUI SVI LLE - EVEN NG
A gl ass of bourbon held aloft in Knox's hand.

KNOX
No conprom se! No gun control



49.

A ROAR of approval fromthe Federation nenbers, who are al
gat hered around the table. A few other hotel bar patrons
shoot annoyed | ooks at them

KNOX (cont' d)
kay. Local chapter |eaders you know.

AQUI LI NO
| got this guy Wayne in Virginia.
He's not into guns, but he'll fight
i ke hell against the governnent.

CARTER
Wayne what ?
AQUI LI NO
LaPi edro or sonethi ng?
KNOX
Call himup. Anyone el se?
METAKSA
["min touch with a woman in Florida
who could be hel pful. I"mnot sure if

she's | eading a chapter yet but she
wants to be as involved as possible.

CARTER
Nanme?

METAKSA
Mari on Hammer.

TARTARO
Good nane.

KNOX
G eat nane.

CARTER

Mark it down. Anyone el se?
I NT. GUN SHOP - LQUI SVILLE - DAY

The Federation nenbers admre the wares. Carter holds up a
shiny silver Colt revolver, examning its glittering finish.

Aqui lino stands beside him |eaning in close.

AQUI LI NO
VWhat about the Pant hers?
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CARTER
(di stracted)
What ?
AQUI LI NO
You know. . .
CARTER

Y' mean t he Bl ack Pant hers?

He | ooks at Aquilino sharply. Aquilino gives hima | ook
back: Yeah, |'m serious.

CARTER (cont' d)

(chuckl es)
You are outside your m nd on that
one, son.

Carter turns his attention back to the Colt, but Aquilino
squares up to him

AQUI LI NO
Thi nk about it, man. They believe in
t he Second, sanme as us. Hell, they

m ght even believe it harder than us.
Remenber that stunt they pulled in --
what was it, '67?

EXT. CALI FORNI A STATE CAPI TOL - DAY

Reagan stands before a crowd of gathered third-graders, who
all sit cross-legged on the grass, rapt as he speaks.

Meanwhi l e, a group of fifteen ARMED BLACK PANTHERS, guns on
t heir shoul ders, saunter by toward the capitol building.

AQUI LI NO (V. Q)
They marched all | ocked and | oaded
straight up to Reagan hinself after
he signed that bullshit gun | aw

The kids, and even Reagan, turn their attention to the
Pant hers as they head up to the capitol, berets and all.

I NT. GUN SHOP - LOUI SVILLE - DAY
Back with Aquilino and Carter.

CARTER
That's just theatrics.
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AQUI LI NO
But those theatrics mght really help
our cause, don't you think?

CARTER
Forget it, Johnny. We're not gangin
up with a bunch of... gangsters.
AQUI LI NO
(to hinself)
Vel |l | thought they were cool.

Carter focuses back on the Colt for a beat, |eaving Aquilino
di sappoi nted. Then --

CARTER
Al t hough that does rem nd ne...
(over his shoul der)
Hey Ray, what about the G pper?

Arnett, standing in an aisle, junps and drops the box of
bull ets he's exam ning. A hundred or so of them CLINK as
they scatter across the fl oor.

ARNETT
Unmm . .

EXT. CALI FORNI A STATE CAPI TOL - DAY - FLASHBACK

Arnett hinmself stands behi nd Reagan as the Bl ack Panthers
march by. He subtly shifts his position so he's nore or |ess
hi di ng behi nd Reagan, who --

Senses himthere, turns, gives hima |ook: Wat the hell?
I NT. GUN SHOP - DAY - LOUI SVILLE - END FLASHBACK
Arnett gul ps.

ARNETT
I"lI'l uh -- 1'll see what | can do.

CARTER
That's all we ask.

METAKSA
You don't think calling up nenbers is
gonna get the job done on its own
t hough, do you?

CARTER
No. That | do not. That's why we got
our secret weapon. Neal ?
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EXT. DRI VI NG RANCE - LQUI SVI LLE - DAY

A sudden cut to a driving range as Knox THWACKS a golf ball.
It sails through the air as the others watch approvingly.

KNOX
| got a total circulation of one-
hundred thirty-ei ght thousand, two-
hundred seventy-three between the two
of 'em

He hands his club to Carter. Behind them --

AQUI LI NO
That's a helluva | ot of nenbers.

CARTER
It ain't bad.

He scoops up a ball and places it on the tee.

CARTER (cont' d)
Tell you what, Neal. Set sonme pages
aside for us. Put in sone calls to
action. "Keep Rifle in National Rifle
Associ ation."” "Defend Your Rights,"
t hat sorta thing

KNOX
We aren't worried about tipping off
t he General ?

CARTER
Fuck the CGeneral.

THWACK. His ball sails over the green and | ands just past
Knox's, edging himout.

I NT. BROWN HOTEL - CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

The group sits around a conference table. Carter stands
before them drawi ng on a paper display resting on an easel.

He di agrans as he speaks --

CARTER
He's got the NRA using nenbership
dues to provide services: classes,
wor kshops, and shit. The nenbership
then pays in again to retain access
to those services.

He's created a diagramthat | ooks sonmething |ike this:
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He continues with a new di agram - -

CARTER (cont' d)
But. We get | obbying going, the NRA's
noney goes to canpai gns and prograns
instead. We start getting
sponsorshi ps. @Qun nmakers, outfitters,
the folks we're benefiting. That's
nore i ncone, which we use to get nore
influence. It's a beautiful circle.

Hi s new di agram | ooks |ike this:

> NRA,
T 3
kout “f_.“(‘_on GRESS

Most of the Federation nenbers nod. Tartaro rai ses his hand.

TARTARO
But... what about the menbers?

Carter just blinks at himand | ooks back at his diagram not
conpr ehendi ng t he probl em

CARTER
They'I'l still pay dues.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA ( PRE- LAP)
And that was that for Louisville.

| NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
The ol der Met aksa renoves the toothpick from her nouth.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Everybody ran off to their corners of
the country and got to work. Me and
Ray went back to DC. John, too. Joe
was back in Buffalo with his famly.
Harl on and Maryann | eft DC and went
back to their house in New Mexico. He
al ways did hate the city.

( MORE)
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PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)
(chews t oot hpi ck)
And Neal ? Neal went to DC as well.
And he went right to work.

EXT. WOODS - HUNTI NG BLI ND - MORNI NG

CLOSE ON: A full-page gl ossy nagazi ne advertisenent. A
gleaming rifle clutched in a fist, along with the words KEEP
RIFLE | N NATI ONAL RI FLE ASSCOCI ATI ON!

REVEAL: Merrill Right stares at down at the ad. He wears
khaki s and a bl aze-orange vest. So does his hunting
conpani on, who sits beside him

Max Rich, sighting down the scope of a brand newrifle. He
adjusts, aimng at a squirrel.

Ri ght hol ds out the gl ossy: Handl oader Magazi ne.

Rl GHT
You seen this?

RI CH
One second.

The squirrel hops behind a tree. Rich sighs, takes the
magazi ne, peers at the cover.

Rl GHT
I think we got a small problem

Rl CH
W th Handl oader Magazi ne?

Rl GHT
Look at the insert.

Rich flips toit, looks at the ad. He focuses on the smaller
print at the bottom Join the fight in Cncinatti!

RI CH
The hell is this?

Rl GHT
Neal Knox's magazi nes. Looks like him
and Harlon are plotting sonething.

RI CH
Harl on? What nakes you think that?

Rl GHT
You know they don't agree with your
plan for --
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Rl CH

You been tal king to Bob?
RI GHT

I"'m-- I"msorry?
Rl CH

Kukl a!l Bob Kukla. He tried the sane
shit with ne, telling ne Harlon
Carter is gonna sonehow stop our deal
in Colorado. You talk to hinf

Rl GHT
He uh, he m ght've nentioned
sonet hi ng. . .

Rl CH

Sneaky little piece of shit.

Rich sets the nmagazine aside and starts fiddling with the
scope on his rifle again.

Rl GHT

So you don't think we should worry?
Rl CH

(1 ooks at him

Merrill. You know why fol ks cal

Harl on Carter "Bull et head?"
Rl GHT

Because his head is shaped like --
Rl CH

Because his head is as hard as a

bullet. He'll never admt he's w ong,

but these guys got nothing. They
wanna scream about decade-ol d gun
laws, let "em No one's |istening.
Except maybe Bob fucki ng Kukl a.

Rl GHT
Are you sure?

RI CH
I'"m sure of what the NRA needs and
what the nenbership wants. |I'm al so

sure | didn't invite you here so we
could talk work. W're here to hunt.
So keep it down.

Ri ch goes back to his scope briefly, then glances back down
at the nmgazine's cover.
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RICH (cont'd)
And who the hell reads Handl oader
Magazi ne, anyhow?
He takes aimat the squirrel again, and --
BANG.
MONTAGE: WHO THE HELL READS HANDLOADER MAGAZI NE?

- Knox sits at a desk in his dimstudy, hamering away at a
typewiter. Wendy sets a beer beside him

- Copi es of Handl oader Magazine and Rifle Magazine fly off
t he presses.

- Apile of mail, R fle Magazine on top, is shoved into a
mai | box.

- Handl oader Magazi ne goes in anot her mail box.

- Anot her nmail box, another Rifle Magazi ne.

- A bundl e of Handl oader Magazines held by a pair of hands:
John Aquilino's. He wears a shirt and tie and hands themto
peopl e as they exit a church.

- Bob Kukla gl ances around before entering Max Rich's enpty
of fice. He | eaves a Handl oader Magazi ne on Rich's desk.

- Joe Tartaro, in a Buffalo public library, glances around
before dunping a load of R fle Magazines on a shelf beside
some LI FE and TI ME nagazi nes.

- Harlon Carter, wearing a bright yellow Lion's O ub vest,
hands Handl oaders to other aging vest-clad Lions seated in
rows of folding chairs in a community center

- Rich finds the Handl oader Kukla left on his desk. He
scoffs at it and tosses it straight in the trash.

- Handl oader in the hands of MARI ON HAMVER (38), wearing a
red bl azer and sporting a severe bob haircut, sitting in her
Florida living room Her phone RINGS.

She picks up. W enter a --

SPLI T SCREEN

Wth Metaksa in the I LA office.

MVETAKSA
Mari on Hanmmer ?
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HAMVER
Yes?

As their conversation quiets, the screen divides into four
guadrants with --

WAYNE LAPI ERRE (28), soft-spoken, already wearing his
signature face-subsum ng spectacles, in a nondescri pt
office. He's utterly boring and nundane.

Hi s desk phone RINGS. He picks up.

In the final quadrant, John Aquilino in a nessy bedroom
cl ot hes strewn everywhere, enpty whiskey bottle on the
ni ght st and.

JOHN AQUI LI NO
Wayne!

LAPI ERRE
Un yes?

And now the screen splits again. Mre nenbers calling nore

people. It splits again and again, exponentially grow ng
into a cacophony of "Hellos" and ringing phones. Then --

- Neal Knox sitting at a desk in his office, typing away on
his typewiter, generating copy for his nagazines.

- CLOSE ON a magazi ne ad: COLORADO? COLORA-NO Marion Hammrer
raises it in front of a community center crowd, shouting --

HAMMER

If you can, if you are able, get on a
pl ane, on a bus, in a car, and --

- Knox pulls a type-filled page fromhis typewiter.

- Tartaro, in a snmoky Elk's Club Lodge, pontificates before
an audi ence of tipsy m ddl e-aged nen.

TARTARO
Get your ass up to G ncinnati!
Because gentlenen, this --
- Knox feeds another page into the typewiter.
- LaPierre speaks froma podiumin a church basenent.

LAPI ERRE
Is deeply troubling news, to say the

| east.
( MORE)
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LAPI ERRE (cont' d)
The NRA is um is abandoning the
Second Amendnent to the wol ves of
governnent, and that neans --

- Knox furiously pounds the keys.

- Aquilino, standing on the porch of a frat house, talKking
to a cluster of clean-cut, sweater-clad FRATERN TY BROTHERS.

AQUI LI NO
You are the last line of defense
agai nst the tyranny of Washi ngton.
How s that sound? Badass, huh?

The frat brothers all grin at each other, totally into it.

- Knox pounds out the last couple words and rips the page
fromthe typewiter

- CLOSE ON a copy of Handl oader Magazine. Pulling back, we
see feet on a very expensive desk. The nmagazine is |owered
to reveal the grinning face of Ronald Reagan hi nsel f.

I NT. CARTER S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - DAY

THWMP! A stack of magazines |ands on the table in a bright,
well-lit kitchen in Carter's Arizona hone.

Carter sits at the table across from Maryann. Both eat eggs
and bacon, drink orange juice as Carter cracks a nagazine.

CARTER
"Defend your rights in Cncinatti!"

Maryann | ooks at himas he holds up a new ad: fists hol ding
up rifles in front of the Cncinatti skyline.

CARTER (cont' d)
Neal 's been on fire.

MARYANN
"Il say.

CARTER
Hand me t he book?

Maryann slides a LEDGER across the table to him He opens it
up: it's filled with Iists of nanes and phone nunbers. Sone
are crossed out, nost have CHECK MARKS next to them

CLOSE ON: Check mark after check mark after check nark.
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CARTER (cont' d)

Sorry. | just like lookin' at it.
(whi st | es)
Dam, that's pretty.
MARYANN
You think it's enough?
CARTER
Guess we'll find out in a couple
weeks.
He gl ances over at a CALENDAR on the wall. It's already

turned to MAY, 1977.
EXT. A LEAF - DAY

Qur little spider friend raises its front legs, preparing to
attack the enornmous fly just a few inches away. It adjusts
its position, hunting..

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA ( PRE- LAP)
So. Seenmed |ike Neal's nmagazi nes were
doing the trick

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
Met aksa | ooks up from a copy of Handl oader Magazi ne.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
So were the calls, the neetings,
etcetera. But Neal, well. The son of
a bitch had a hard tinme |eaving well
enough al one.

I NT. WASHI NGTON, DC STEAKHOUSE - N GHT

Knox and Arnett have a quiet dinner: white tabl ecloths,
ci gar snoke hanging in the air. A copy of the NRA RULES AND
REGULATI ONS on the table beside Knox as he --

Slices into a rare T-bone. Blood pools on the plate.

KNOX
kay, so point one is nore power to
menbership. Make it a 501(c)4. Rich
is gonna have a hard tine arguing
agai nst that. Then --

ARNETT
We cone in hard agai nst Col orado.
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KNOX
The asshole won't know what hit him

Arnett nods, but | ooks doubtful.

ARNETT
You really think this is gonna work?

KNOX
It's a risky play. But it's the only
one we got. Just...
(I eans in, conspiring)
The only thing I"mnot sure of is
Har | on.

Arnett blinks, taken aback. Knox takes a bite of steak.

ARNETT
You -- what, you don't think he's
all-in? Because if anything it seens
like he's too all-in.

KNOX
(chew ng)
You renenber Operation Wtback?

EXT. DESERT ROADSI DE, TEXAS - DAY - 1950'S

Bl i ndi ng sunlight blasts a bone-dry | andscape. A 1950's bus
idles at the side of the road, a long |line of MEXI CAN
M GRANT WORKERS ki cking at the dirt beside it.

BORDER PATRCL OFFI CERS work the line, checking ID s, asking
for papers. Their |leader is Harlon Carter hinself, in his
early 40's but no less inposing and no | ess bald.

ARNETT (V. Q)
When they deported all those Mexicans
wi t hout due process?

KNOX (V. Q.)
He oversaw that whol e thing when he
was with the Border Patrol.

Carter strides over to a MEXI CAN MAN who's standi ng up
straight, proud and defiant. He gets unconfortably close to
t he man, threatening.

KNOX (V. Q) (cont'd)
And he saw sonet hing nore than a
governnent operation, too. Al ways one
step ahead. He saw an opportunity.
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M DDLE- AGED CARTER
"' m gonna need bus fare from you.

The Mexi can man | ooks at Carter, unconprehending. Carter
takes a step back to address the whole |ine.

M DDLE- AGED CARTER (cont' d)
Y all think these buses are free?
They're takin' you all the way to
Juarez! This shit is not free!

The m grants gl ance at one another, but none nmake nove.
Until one of Carter's Border Patrol guards SLAMS the butt of
his rifle into the proud Mexi can man's gut.

The others scranble to hand their noney over to Carter.
I NT. WASHI NGTON, DC STEAKHOUSE - NI GHT

KNOX
Took every red cent those Mexicans
had and pocketed it for hinself.

ARNETT
(concer ned)
Who uh, who told you all this?

KNOX
O d Bull ethead hi nsel f.

EXT. DESERT ROADSI DE, TEXAS - DAY - 1950'S

Carter smles his wide bullfrog grin as he slips the
m grants' noney into his front shirt pocket.

KNOX (V. Q.)
He's goddamm proud of it.

I NT. STEAKHOUSE - NI GHT

ARNETT
You're saying Harlon -- Harlon
br agged about stealing everything
t hese peopl e had?

KNOX
Well, when you put it that way it
sounds practically sinister.

ARNETT
We are about to enter the political
arena here, Neal .

( MORE)
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ARNETT (cont' d)
Qur opposition is gonna do everything
they can to dig up dirt on whoever's

| eadi ng us.
KNOX

So... what should we do?
ARNETT

If it were ne? |'d nom nate soneone
other than Harlon Carter to | ead the
NRA once we're rid of Max Ri ch.

KNOX
Got anyone in m nd?
ARNETT
I uh, I dunno. | suppose... you were

the other half of the teamthat cane
up with the idea in the first place.

Knox shoves another bite of steak into his nmouth to suppress
his sly grin.

KNOX
Hm

EXT. WAREHOUSE - TEXAS - DAY

The m ddl e-aged Carter glances around outside a |arge
gover nment war ehouse. He wears his Border Patrol uniform as
he approaches a truck stacked with crates of anmmunition.

ARNETT (V. Q)
This is a man who was running the
Border Patrol when 20, 000 rounds of
ammuni ti on went m ssing right out
from under his nose.

Carter picks up a box of ammp, scans his surroundi ngs again,
and hustles over to a shiny new 1950's Ford pi ckup.

TARTARO (V. Q)
That doesn't nean he stole it.

Carter opens the gate of the pickup. Several nore crates of
ammo are already waiting there.

ARNETT (V. Q)
Not necessarily. But that's not the
poi nt .
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EXT. KNOX' S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

A cookout at Neal Knox's house. The entire Federation m nus
Carter is there. They're in a new subdivision: houses spread
out with sprawl i ng backyards |eading to bare fields.

Hanmer holds a rifle while next to her, Aquilino holds a
cl ay pigeon, discus-style.

HAMMER
PULL!

Aqui lino HURLS the clay pigeon.
BANG It explodes in the air.

A handful of NEW FEDERATI ON MEMBERS are scattered around the
yard. KNOX'S SONS, twelve and ten, chase through the little
groups of adults, FIRI NG cap guns at each ot her.

Over near a charcoal grill, Knox and Arnett chat with
Tartaro and LaPierre, who JUWS at the sound of the gunshot.

ARNETT
The point is, he had to testify
before a Grand Jury. The man's been
accused of stealing from good
Anerican | aw enforcenment officers.

TARTARO
Sure, but he wasn't convicted.

KNOX
This is just you not understandi ng
politics, Joe. He doesn't have to
have done it if his enem es can make
peopl e believe he's done it.

Knox goes about flipping burgers on the grill. Flames LEAP
into the air.

HAMVER (O. S.)
PULL!

BANG
LaPi erre junps again.
LAPI ERRE

So um so what -- what are we going
to to do about this?



ARNETT
Vwell, when the tine conmes, |

t hi nk

it'd be a smart nove to support Neal

f or Executive VP.

LAPI ERRE
Over Harl on?

TARTARO

But this whole thing was Harlon's

fromthe get-go.

KNOX

It was both of us. Harlon and

ARNETT
And Neal has plenty of nane

ne.

recognition fromthe nmagazi nes.
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Met aksa edges into the conversation, peering at the grill.

METAKSA
How re those burgers com ng?

KNOX

Al nost done. Just give us a couple

nmore m nutes.

METAKSA
Looki n" good.

Met aksa stands there with the nen, Knox giving her a | ook

that says, Go away, the adults are talking.

Met aksa gets the nessage. She raises the beer

METAKSA (cont' d)
Vel | .

Takes a sip and saunters off.

HAMVER (V. O.)
PULL!

BANG
LaPi erre junps. Again.

KNOX
So what do you think, boys?

LaPierre and Tartaro gl ance at each ot her,

unsure. ..

in her

hand.
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EXT. KNOX' S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DAY

Carter approaches the front door, carrying a suitcase and
wearing a dark | ook on his face.

He nmounts the steps, takes a breath. Replaces his grinace
with a grin, raises his fist to knock, and --

The door opens. Wendy Knox smles and goes in for the hug.

VENDY
Harl on! How are you?

EXT. KNOX' S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Met aksa sits in a lawn chair renoved fromthe rest of the
group, a beer in hand, observing. Knox |aughs with Tartaro
and LaPierre, then glances her way.

Met aksa | ooks away, but it's too |ate. Knox is already
sauntering toward her.

KNOX
How you doi ng there, Tanya?

METAKSA
' m good. GCood.
(t hen)
Exci t ed.

KNOX
Damm right. So uh...
(I eans in)
How nuch of that did you hear back
t here? About Harl on?

Met aksa just | ooks at him sips her beer.

KNOX (cont' d)
You know himas well as any of us.
You really think he's the right man
to lead this thing?

MVETAKSA
You really think you are?

Bef ore Knox can answer, Wendy opens the back door for
Carter, who now has a beer in hand. Al eyes turn to him
Met aksa stands up and wal ks right past the speechl ess Knox.

METAKSA (cont' d)
Har |l on! Wel cone back!
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CARTER
| don't know if "Il ever feel
"wel cone” in DC, but | thank you for
the sentinment. Good to see ya, Tanya.

They hug as, in the background --

HAMVER (O. S.)
PULL!

BANG A clay pigeon EXPLODES in the sky, and we --
SMASH TO:
I NT. KNOX'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
Wendy stands exasperated in the living roomas the two Knox
boys chase each other around the furniture, firing their cap
guns and | aughi ng.
VENDY

Boys! Boys, it's tinme to go to --

boys! Bed!
Laughter fromthe boys as we push out the wi ndow and into --
EXT. KNOX' S HOUSE - BACKYARD - NI GHT
Where Carter and Knox drink in the dimlight froma fixture

on the back of the house, lounging in patio chairs. Carter
lights a cigar with his shot gun-enbossed |ighter.

CARTER

So. You think we pulled it off?
KNOX

Christ. | dunno.
CARTER

(snorts, then)
| owe ya a big thank you, Neal.
don't want you to think |I'm not
appreci ati ve of what you've done.

KNOX
Nah, you don't have to --

CARTER
No, | do. | do. | think -- | think ny
whole life, 1've been fightin' for

sonmet hing without really know n' what
it was. And now | know. And that is,
in part at |east, thanks to you.
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KNOX
Well. | appreciate that. And we're
gonna wi n on Sunday, |'d stake ny
l[ife and ny wife on it.

CARTER
And once we do, | want you to know - -

you're gonna be ny right hand nman. |
m ght get the CGeneral's office, but
you and | -- we're still gonna be a
team | can't do this w thout you

Knox hides a reflexive scowl at being considered the
si deki ck behind his beer.

KNOX
Thanks. I'm.. lookin' forward to it.

He picks up a NOTEBOX resting on the table beside him

KNOX (cont' d)
Whaddya say? Wanna go over the
mani festo one nore tinme?

Carter rests his cigar on the edge of the table as Knox
opens the notebook. The two begin to conspire.

EXT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - DAY - ESTABLI SHI NG

A bright, sunny spring day: the inpossibly shiny facade of
NRA HQ reflects the fluffy white clouds in the sky.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - BQOARDROOM - DAY

A | arge boardroom with Max Rich at the head of it, Merril
Right at his right hand. The Board, entirely male and al nost
entirely white, lines both sides of a conference table.

Behind Rich, a | arge wi ndow | ooks out at the hotel across
the street where the remamins of the ILA reside.

Rl CH
Just a couple nore points before we
all head to the airport. The Col orado
deal is set to close immediately
after the neeting. Oram
International, the consultants Tom
brought on, tell us fundraising
shoul d i ncrease significantly as |ong
as we limt the use of firearns on
outdoor firing ranges --
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The boardroom door opens and Bob Kukla enters. He's timd,
hunched, one hand in a pocket. The entire roomturns to | ook
at him Rich sighs.

KUKLA
Hel | 0?

Rl GHT
Bob? What are you doi ng?

KUKLA
Vll, um.. | wanted to -- before we
go to Gncinnati, | wanted to bring
up -- | think we may be

underestimating the um the
seri ousness of Harlon Carter and Neal
Knox's um .. nobvenent.

Rl CH
Oh Christ, not this again.

KUKLA
No, | -- just hear ne out.
(t hen)
I know you ran the nunbers and t hat
gun legislation -- it doesn't seem
inmportant to the menbership. O it
didn't. But Neal and Harlon...

QUI CK CUTS: PREPARI NG FOR REVOLUTI ON

As Bob speaks in voiceover, we get inmages of Federation
menbers prepping their supplies for G ncinnati.

- Tanya Metaksa presses | arge CAMPAI GN BUTTONS with the
sl ogan KEEP RI FLE I N NATI ONAL RI FLE ASSOCI ATI ON!' on t hem

- Knox types out the manifesto from his notebook.

- Aqui lino packs a |udicrous nunmber of BLAZE ORANGE HATS
into his suitcase.

- Harlon Carter straightens his tie in a bedroommrror.

KUKLA (V. O.)
What they're doing -- they're making
peopl e think that their rights m ght
really be at risk here. And nost of
t hese fol ks had never even consi dered
that, so of course the legislation
wasn't inportant to them but -- |I'm
worried it mght be very inportant to
an awful ot of them now.
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I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - BOARDROOM - DAY

RI CH
Are you done, Bob?
KUKLA
Um vyes.
RI CH
So what is it you want us to do?
KUKLA
Just -- reconsider Colorado? O at

| east getting rid of the ILA W
could do great work with enough
funding. We could be the public face
of the whol e organization.

The entire room | ooks at Kukla. Sweaty, oily, balding Kukl a.

Rl GHT
You want to be the face of the NRA?

KUKLA
Well no, not ne specifically, but --

Rl CH
That's enough. It's not gonna happen.
You really think our nenbers care
nore about the freedomto carry a
goddamm tommygun than they do about
their own kids' safety? Because |
think that's downright insane.

KUKLA
Are you willing to wager the entire
NRA over that point?

Ri ch, already annoyed, stands up.

Rl CH
I"mnot wagering. |'msure of it.
Lobbyi ng against settled lawis a
waste of resources, it's not what the
NRA was built for --

KUKLA
(to the Board)
We' ve been fielding conplaints across
t he street, people wondering why the
| LA was cut back --
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RI CH
It's a waste of tine. Just l|ike you.

KUKLA
I"mtelling you --

RI CH
Get the fuck out!

Kukl a | ooks i ke he m ght say sonething nore, but instead
nods and scurries out of the room W follow himout to --

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - HALLWAY - CONTI NUCUS

As the door CLICKS shut behind him LAUGHTER can be heard
from the Boardroom

Kukl a straightens his tie, nops his forehead with a

handkerchi ef, and strides away. His gait is surprisingly
confident for a man who just got dressed down by his bosses.

We stay on himas he recedes down the hallway and di sappears
around a corner, slowy cross-fading to --

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Kukla tried to warn him

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

Present -day Metaksa sits snugly in her chair, the little
pil e of toothpicks grow ng on the side table next to her.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA

(shrugs)
But instead Rich strolled into
G ncinnati |ike Napol eon marching

i nto Russi a.
EXT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI BI TI ON CENTER - DAY

A blocky building with a grid-like design on its wall that
spells out G NG NATTi. It's kind of an eyesore.

SUPER: MAY 22, 1977

Sweaty folks in canpb, blaze orange, red, white, and bl ue,
and yes, even nondescript streetwear all streaminto the
bui | di ng. Heat haze obscures the distance.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI Bl TI ON CENTER - VARI QUS - DAY

The place is bustling with gun-1oving, gun-toting patriots.
W see themin a series of shots --
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The ATRIUM NRA nmenbers stream through the doors. Then --
A long, narrow EXH BI TION HALL |ined with booths:

One for the BLACK PANTHERS, dressed in their self-styled
mlitary garb and chatting am cably with white passersby.

A MAN in full Revolutionary War garb shows of f sone period
weaponry in another boot h.

Even a booth for Handl oader Magazine, a tired-|ooking
EMPLOYEE manning it.

The interior of the CONVENTI ON HALL itself: rows upon rows
of folding chairs, and still nore being set up.

Up on the dais, Max Rich | ooks out upon his kingdom flanked
by American flags and franed by the seal of the NRA

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI Bl TI ON CENTER - ATRI UM - DAY

The airy entryway, one wall of which is all glass. The
Federation nmenbers stand in a sea of people, who part |ike
water to nove around them Carter stands in the center.

CARTER
Al right everybody, wal kies on.

Everyone in the group has a wal kie talkie. They switch them
on as Aquilino hands out BLAZE ORANGE HATS: their uniform

KNOX
Everybody has the manifesto?

Affirmative murnurs fromthe gathered Federation nenbers.
Wayne LaPierre holds his copy up: several stapled pages.

METAKSA
Oh, | alnost forgot --

Met aksa opens her purse and pulls out a stack of her KEEP
RI FLE I N NATI ONAL RI FLE ASSCCI ATI ON buttons. She hands one
to Carter, who grins at her.

CARTER
Very ni ce.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Harl on and Neal got to wite a
mani festo. | got to nake buttons.
( MORE)
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PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (cont' d)
(pops in a toothpick)
Go figure.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI BI TI ON CENTER - ATRI UM - DAY
The Federation nenbers pin their buttons to their chests.

CARTER
Everybody ready?

A chorus of "yes."

KNOX CARTER
Alright, let's -- Let's get to it! Fan out!

Knox shoots Carter a glare, but nobody notices. They all put
their orange hats on their heads and --

Spread out into the crowd. A brief beat of themall walking
in SLONMOTION in a |ine, the other NRA nenbers giving them
pl enty of space for their cool group wal king shot.

I NT. CONVENTI ON HALL - DAY

Up on the dais, Max Rich adjusts the podium and gl ances back
at RVINE C. PORTER (66), a straight-and-narrow | awer with
an Al abama drawl who's fiddling with sonme audi o cabl es.

Rl CH
Hey, Irv.
(he | ooks up)
I want you to keep a real tight rein
on the voting tonight. No weird shit,
got it?

PORTER
What kind of weird shit you
expectin', sir?

Rl CH
I"'mnot sure yet. Just -- keep things
nmovi ng, woul d you?

PORTER
Things ain't gonna nove at all if |

can't get this mc workin', sir.

Porter approaches the podium and R ch awkwardly steps out
of his way.

Rl CH
Oh, sorry.
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I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI BI TI ON CENTER - HALL - DAY

The narrow exhibition hall, lined with booths. Carter and
LaPierre cut through the crowd, Carter pointing at a |l arge
cluster of nen.

CARTER
You said you wanted to learn howit's
done? Watch a master work, kid.

Carter strolls toward the group with a big grin on his face.

CARTER (cont' d)
Excuse ne, gentlenen, can | have a
nmoment of your tinme?

LaPierre stands there watching. He glances to one side and
sees Aquilino laughing it up at the Bl ack Panthers' booth.
He blinks at the spectacle, unsure what he's |ooking at.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI BI TI ON CENTER - HALL - DAY

El sewhere, Hanmmer and Met aksa have cornered an NRA WOVAN
one of very fewin the room

METAKSA
The governnent's al ready taking away
people's rights. They deci de
sonmeone' s dangerous, banl No nore
Second Anmendnent for you.

HAMVER
How | ong before they decide it's too
dangerous to let us "weak-wlled"
wonen carry a gun at all?

METAKSA
Then what' ||l you do when sone drug-
crazed man attacks you in an alley?
NRA WOVAN

(terrified)
I

|, uh,
I NT. CI NClI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - DAY

Knox, Arnett, and Tartaro scope out their battleground from
t he back of the room watching Rich and Porter on the dais.

KNOX
We just gotta be first to the mc
once this kicks off.
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TARTARO
What do you think Harlon will do?

KNOX
If we catch himoff guard? There
won't be a damm thing he can do.

Knox strolls up the center aisle, |leaving Arnett and Tartaro
to | ook at each ot her nervously.

EXT. A LEAF - DAY

The little spider prepares to junp. But as it does, the fly
buzzes away. A beat, then --

The fly returns. The spider repositions itself.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
And now we cone to it.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY NMETAKSA
After all we'd done, we still had no
idea if it was gonna be enough to
unseat Max Rich and his A d Guard.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - EVEN NG

Later. The chairs are quickly filling up, NRA nenmbers of al
stripes streaming in and jostling for position. The
Federation's orange hats are scattered throughout the crowd.

Carter finds his place up near the front of the room Arnett
saunters up and takes a seat next to him

ARNETT
Mnd if I join you?

Carter nods his approval.

A hush conmes over the crowd as Porter steps up to the mc
It WHI NES, making the collected nenbership w nce.

Behind him the ENTIRE BOARD sits in a row of chairs. On one
side, a row of MEN in Revol utionary War uniforns and
triangle hats stand at attention with period rifles.

PORTER
Sorry. Sorry. Um please find your
seats. We are about to begin.
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Down on the floor, Hammer and Metaksa scan the crowd. Hanmer
el bows Met aksa and poi nts at anot her WOVAN.

HAMVER
Got onel!

METAKSA
Nah, we tal ked to her already.

PORTER
Okay. Good eveni ng, everyone.

Munbl ed "good evenings,"” like we're in church.

PORTER (cont' d)
H. My nane is Irv Porter, and |'1I
be your master of cerenonies for the
evening. 1'd first like to wel cone
everyone to the National Rifle
Associ ation's Annual Meeting of the
Menmbers. The NRA has been going
strong for one hundred and six years
now, and the past year was our best
one yet. Sone highlights...

As he tal ks, Metaksa eyes Knox as he strolls up the center
aisle. He finds a seat on the edge near the front.

APPLAUSE, and we're back on the dais with Porter.

PORTER (cont' d)
I'"d now like to wel come to the podi um
President Merrill R ght, who wll
lead us in the Pl edge of Allegiance.

Ri ght steps up to the podium Cears his throat.

Rl GHT
Let us now honor Anmerica by reciting
t he Pl edge of All egi ance.

The whol e room st ands, hands over their hearts.

EVERYONE
| pledge allegiance to the flag of
the United States of Anerica.

Down in the crowd, Knox's eyes take in each m c: one stage
| eft, one stage right, one front and center, and one in the
center aisle toward the back
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EVERYONE (cont' d)
And to the republic for which it
st ands, one nation under God,
indivisible, with |iberty and justice
for all.

The Revol utionary War guys snap into action, FIRING blanks
into the air to honor Anerica. In the crowd, Wayne LaPierre
junps, startled.

Rl GHT
And now, a wel cone nessage from our
Executive Vice President, General
Maxwel | E. Rich.

As Rich steps up to the mc, we hear a few BOOS scattered in
with the applause. Rich | ooks up sharply, perturbed.
RI CH
Good -- um good evening. Wl cone to

G ncinnati. The jewel of OGChio!
A few native Chioans appl aud. Someone in the back coughs.

RICH (cont'd)
We're very pleased to see the | argest
ever turnout for a Meeting of the
Menbers! This year marks a great
turning point for the NRA. Tonight,
we're going to be discussing sone
changes that will see our
organi zation leading the way into a
safer, stronger, and better future
for firearns in Anerica.

Agai n, scattered appl ause. Carter SNORTS deri sively.

RICH (cont'd)
Before we get into all of that, we'd
like to first allow nenbers to bring
up any points of order they would
1 ke to discuss. lrv?

CARTER
(to hinself)
Here we go.

Rich steps aside and Porter once again takes the mc.

PORTER
There are four m crophones on the

fl oor.
( MORE)
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PORTER (cont' d)
If there are any itens you would |ike
pl aced on the agenda, now is the
time. Please keep statenents brief
and on-topic.

Carter and Knox both go at the sanme tine. Carter is closer
to the front-nmost mc than Knox, but Arnett stands in his
way, taking up the whole aisle.

CARTER
Pardon nme, Ray.

Arnett pretends not to hear as --

CARTER (cont' d)
Hey. Ray --

Knox throws a smug | ook at Carter as he hurries to the mc.

CARTER (cont' d)
What the fuck're you doin'?

Knox reaches out. Grabs the mc. A subtle WH NE of feedback,
and Neal Knox wins the first round.

KNOX
Hello. My nanme is difford Neal Knox,
I'"'mthe editor-in-chief of Handl oader
and Rifl e nmagazi nes.

CARTER
What the goddamm hel | you think
you're doin', Ray?

ARNETT
Oh, I"'msorry! You were trying to --
geez, ny apol ogi es, Harl on.

Carter grow s, but calnms down a bit as Knox continues,
| eaning into his Texas drawl for effect.

KNOX
I wanna read sonething for all of
y'all tonight.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a crunpled piece of
paper. Clears his throat. Then --

KNOX (cont' d)
Hell, | don't even need to read it. |
got this menori zed.

He tosses the paper over his shoul der.
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KNOX (cont' d)

"Awell regulated mlitia, being
necessary to the security of a free
state, the right of the people to
keep and bear arns shall not be
infringed."

( APPLAUSE, t hen)
Shall. Not. Be. Infringed. Now, let's
talk about a little |aw that was
passed in 1968.

A few nore scattered BOOS in the crowd.

KNOX (cont' d)
Damm right, boo. Boo to a general
prohibition on interstate firearns
sales. Boo to mandated |icenses for
gun nerchants. Boo to the ban on
Saturday N ght Specials. Those things
sure sound a helluva like
infringenments to nme. How about you?

CHEERS and affirmations fromthe crowd.

KNOX (cont' d)
But it's all just fine and dandy with
Max Rich and Merrill Right! They want
the NRA to give up on politics. They
want to abandon the Second Anmendnent
to the whins of big governnment so
they can build vacation hones in
Col orado. What say you to that?

Louder BOOS fromthe crowd. Up on the dais, Right glances at
Ri ch, nervous. Rich renains stoic.

PORTER
Wul d the gentl eman pl ease nmake his
proposal and | eave the m crophone?

KNOX
Dam right, I'll make nmy proposal. In
fact, 1've witten a series of
fifteen proposals to save the NRA

CARTER
(snorts)
He's witten?

PORTER
One proposal per nenber, please.
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KNOX
Alright. That's fine.

Knox makes eye contact with Arnett and points at the other
m crophones around the room trying to be subtle about it.
Arnett pulls out his walkie and heads to the nearest mc.

Carter sees himleave, glowers, and slips out of his seat.

KNOX (cont' d)
My first proposal: to change the
NRA's nonprofit certification to
501(c)4. This would all ow nmenbership
to vote the out-of-touch old guard
t he hell out!

ROARS of approval fromthe crowmd. In the aisle, Carter
pauses, soaking in the cheers.

CARTER
Holy shit.

On the dais, Porter turns and | ooks at Rich. He's frozen.

PORTER
(into mc, confused)
Um we cannot change the nonprofit
status of the NRA right now That
requires significant paperwork --

KNOX
Prepared and ready to file first
thing in the norning.

PORTER
Un alright. The uh, the proposal is
to change the NRA's nonprofit filing
status to 501(c)4 to allow for a
strengt hened rol e for nenbership. Is
t here anyone who woul d like to speak
agai nst this?

A hush falls over the crowd. Porter |ooks back at Rich,
panic in his eyes. Right starts to stand, but Rich grabs his
arm and pul | s hi m back.

Rl CH
How re you gonna speak agai nst

denocracy, Merrill?
Chastened, Right sits back down.
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PORTER
Un alright. Those in favor say aye.

The "Ayes!" echo thunderously fromall corners of the room

PORTER (cont' d)
Those opposed say nay.

The "Nays!" are hugely outnunbered. Porter, w de-eyed,
gl ances back at Rich again. Rich grinds his teeth.

PORTER (cont' d)
The uh -- the ayes have it. Mtion
passed.
BANG. He slanms his GAVEL on the podi um

PORTER (cont' d)
Next proposal ?

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

The el der Metaksa smiles into the canera, suprenely
satisfied. She shakes a toothpick out of its container.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA

Alright. Listen, | know parlianmentary
procedure isn't thrilling stuff. It's
boring as hell and -- y'know what,

screwit. I"'mjust gonna let Aquilino

handle it. Take it away, John.
I NT. UNIVERSITY LECTURE HALL - QUTSIDE OF TI ME

Behi nd Aquilino, the chal kboard is scrawmed with terns,
nanmes, and a massive web of crisscrossing arrows connecting
everything. It looks like the work of a nmadman.

AQUI LI NO

(sarcastic)
Gee, thanks Tanya.

(t hen)
What you just saw was the nenbership
of the NRA voting to give thensel ves
power to elect their own | eaders, who
used to be elected by the Board.

Using a pointer stick, he points to MEMBERS, LEADERS, and
OLD GUARD ASSHOLES (AKA the Board) on the chal kboard.

AQUI LI NO (cont' d)
So now that we've got that power, we
have to vote to --
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I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - EVEN NG
Tartaro on the mc now.

TARTARO
Restore the Institute for Legislative
Action to the nunber of enployees it
had prior to Novenber, 1976!

A thunderous round of "AYE"
A BANG of the gavel.
I NT. UNIVERSITY LECTURE HALL - QUTSIDE OF TI ME
Aqui | i no agai n.
AQUI LI NO

Then we gotta bat a little cleanup.
Stuff like --

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - EVEN NG
Hammer takes the floor this tine.

HAMVER
Abol i shing the corrupt NRA managenent
conmttee in favor of nore power for
t he menber shi p!

"AYE!"

BANG.

Merrill Right pales, |ooking Iike he m ght barf.
I NT. UNIVERSITY LECTURE HALL - QUTSIDE OF TI ME

As he talks, Aquilino tries to follow his own story with the
pointer, tracing the maze of |ines on the chal kboard.

AQUI LI NO
So we're voting on the right to vote,
voting to vote out the old guard,
t hen voting their ideas down and
voting to nom nate new people, and...

He's lost his place on the chal kboard.

AQUI LI NO (cont' d)
And it's -- it's just, listen. You
get it. It's a lot of voting. It's
just a lot of voting, and --

( MORE)
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AQUI LI NO (cont' d)
(t hen)
Seriously, Tanya? Neal got to do the
grassy knoll and Joe got that guy's
face blown away and | get this shit?
What gives?

There's no answer from off-screen. Aquilino scoffs and
stonps off the lecture hall set in a huff.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
Present - day Metaksa | ooks unconfortable, shifts. Then --

METAKSA
Qookay. Moving on, | guess. Wth the
passage of that prelimnary shit al
taken care of, it was tine for Carter
to strike a real blow

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - EVEN NG

Carter stands at the mc closest to the dais so he can | ook
Max Rich in the eye. He clears his throat.

CARTER

Harl on Bronson Carter, NRA President,
1965 to 1967, |LA Executive Director
1975 until... well, sone bullshit.

(TITTERS in the crowd)
I"d like to bring up a tenporary
noratoriumon all expenditures on
facilities in Col orado. These pl ans
are fraudul ent, corrupt, and
conprom sed by our | eadership.

MURMURS t hr oughout the crowd. Metaksa watches, rapt.

CARTER (cont' d)

Oram I nternational is a fund-raising
consulting firmwth no stake in our
Associ ation or our m ssion. But when
they canme to Max Rich and the Board
and told themto tone down our stance
on the Second Anmendnent and -- and --
[imt shooting at our new A ynpic-
| evel shooting center, Rich and his
sycophants said --

(rmocki ng tone)
"Sure thing, boss! Anything for nore
noney!" They sold you out.

A m xture of BOOS and appl ause fromthe crowd. Onstage --
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RI CH
(to Right)
How t he hell does he know about O anf

CARTER
No nore noney spent in Col orado or
New Mexi co. Not one dine until we are
assured that the NRA will focus on
protecting the Second Amendnent
rights of every single American.

PORTER
Okay. The proposal is for a tenporary
nor at ori um on spending for projects
underway in New Mexi co and Col or ado.
Is there anyone who would like to
speak agai nst this proposal ?

Rich gives Merrill Right a |ook. Right sighs,

stands, and takes the mc.

Rl GHT
Hello, M. Carter.
(clears throat)
Merrill Right, NRA president. It has
never been the NRA's m ssion to deal
in politics --

CARTER
(into mc)
Ch, cone on --
Rl GHT

Pl ease, M. Carter. You had your
chance to speak.

(t hen)
Furthernmore, Harlon Carter and Neal
Knox believe that anyone shoul d be
able to carry any gun they please.
They're extrem sts. So if you think
every crimnal should be able to get
t heir hands whatever firearm he
wants, by all nmeans vote vote with
them That's what they're fighting
for. But that's not who we are.

Ri ght steps back fromthe m c as THUNDEROUS APPLAUSE fills
the room Knox is red-faced, furious.
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KNOX
That's -- that's goddam |Ii bel!
That's |ibel!

Behind him a MAX RI CH LOYALI ST scoffs.
MAX Rl CH LOYALI ST
You don't even know what that word
means, do you?
KNOX
["lI'l show you exactly what | know,
you not herfuckin' --
A FEDERATI ON SUPPORTER besi de Neal grabs his arm --

FEDERATI ON SUPPORTER
Whoa, whoa! Hey!

Knox steps down, still fumng, and scows at the l|oyalist.

On the dais, Right settles in beside Rich --

Rl CH
Ni ce worKk.
Ri ght nods his thanks.
PORTER
Okay. Al those in favor, say aye.
"“AYE!"
PORTER (cont' d)
Those opposed say nay.
" NAY! "

A pause. The two responses were al nost identical in volune.
Porter glances at Rich, unsure. Then back to the mc --

PORTER (cont' d)
| um-- the nays have it.

CARTER
Bul | shi t!

The crowd ERUPTS.

Knox turns back to the Rich |oyalist behind himand tries to
take a swing, but the Federation supporter catches his arm
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Carter | ooks over to the Federation as he pulls his wal kie
tal kie fromhis pocket. He holds it up.

Met aksa sees this and pulls out her own wal ki e. Channel
three. She hits the button.

METAKSA
(into wal ki e)
Everyone, keep it going. Keep it
| oud, push for a re-vote!

HAMMER
RE- VOTE! RE- VOTE! RE- VOTE!

Of in another part of the crowd, Aquilino |lowers his walkie
and takes up the chant --

AQUI LI NO
RE- VOTE! RE- VOTE!

He turns to the people around him Bl ack Pant hers.

AQUI LI NO (cont' d)
C non man, you gonna | et them get
away with this shit?
(t hen)
RE- VOTE! RE- VOTE!

The Panthers start chanting, too.

Even LaPierre, positioned toward the back, chants quietly as
he nods his encouragenent at those near by.

LAPI ERRE
Re-vote. Re-vote. Re-vote.

On the dais, Porter is bew |ldered. The fumng Rich finally
stands and stal ks over to him gets in his ear.

Rl CH
For Christ's sake, just do it a-
f ucki ng- gai n!

Porter nods, swallows, leans into the mc.

PORTER
kay. Okay! Quiet please, everyone!
O -- order!
(bangs gavel)
O der! O der!

At last, the crowd quiets.
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PORTER (cont' d)
W' || vote again.

JEERS from Rich | oyalists. Sonme FEDERATION FAN in the
audi ence shouts --

FEDERATI ON FAN
You' re goddamm ri ght!

PORTER
(Shut up!)
Al right!
(t hen)
Al'l those in favor say aye.

A deafening "AYE!'!!" from the crowd.

PORTER (cont' d)
Those opposed, say nay.

"NAY!" Notably quieter than the ayes this tine.

PORTER (cont' d)
The ayes have it. The notion passes.

Porter BANGS the gavel. The Federation nenbers and their
supporters erupt into cheers. Mtaksa and Hamrer hug. Carter
grins and shakes hands.

Knox flashes a trolling grin at the Rich |oyalist.

On the dais, Rich glares at the cromd for a nonment, then
stal ks of f --

Rl GHT
Max? Max!

And out a side door to a --
BACK HALLWAY
Dm dingy. He turns a corner, noving wth purpose.
RI CH
Hel | 0?
(t hen)
Hel | 0?

He turns another corner and there he is: a JANITOR taking a
break from noppi ng, snoking, |eaning against the wall.

RICH (cont'd)
Hey. Hey, | need your help.
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JANI TOR
Huh?

Rich takes out his wallet, funbling with it as he pulls out
a wad of cash.

RI CH
VWhere are the controls for the air
condi ti oni ng?

He holds up the wad: all hundreds. The janitor is inpressed.
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

Met aksa fans herself with a paper fan as she chews her
| at est t oot hpick

METAKSA
Alright, full disclosure: all we know
is that the AC broke down in the
convention hall on the hottest day of
the year. W don't know for sure that
the General was responsible, but...
(dramati c whi sper)
The son of a bitch did the thing.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT

Rich strides back onto the dais and sits beside Right, who's
fanning hinself with a piece of paper.

They watch as Porter tries to west control of the voting
from Aquilino, who's at a floor mc

Rl GHT
Jesus, it's hot in here.
(then, to Rich)
Where'd you go?

RI CH
Don't worry about it.

At the podium Porter has cal med Aquilino and the crowd.

PORTER
The proposal is to hold a vote for
t he position of second vice
president, currently held by Al onzo
Garcel on. Any nom nati ons?

No one volunteers. Rich scans the lineup of the Board. H's
eyes |l and on THOVAS BI LLI NGS (55), overweight, bal ding.
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Rl CH
Tom
(he | ooks)
Get up there!
Billings | ooks confused.
RICH (cont'd)
Just -- take as long as you can. W
gotta start wearin' 'em down.
Bl LLI NGS
O -- okay.
Billings hustles to the podium Porter steps aside.

Bl LLI NGS (cont' d)
Thomas Billings, Vice President of
Fi nance. Uh, when | first net M.
Gar cel on over a decade ago..

Down in the crowd, Knox fans hinself with his copy of the
mani festo and checks his watch. It's nearly 11PM He slides
out of his seat and heads for the door at the back.

From his seat, Carter watches Knox go, then gets up to
follow. As he strides down the aisle --

Met aksa spots the brewing confrontation and foll ows Carter
out into the --

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI Bl TI ON CENTER - ATRI UM -
CONTI NUOUS

A few NRA nenbers hang out in the relative cool of the
atrium as Knox strides through. One of them wearing a
CONBOY HAT, calls out --

COABOY NRA MEMBER
Good goin', M. Knox!

KNOX
Yeah, thanks.

He keeps wal ki ng, his eyes on a set of VENDI NG MACH NES
agai nst the far wall.

He PLINKS sone quarters into one before noticing --

Al of the little "Enpty" lights are |it up next to every
single option. Sane with every other vendi ng machi ne.
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KNOX (cont' d)
Fuck.
He hits the coin return button: nothing.

KNOX (cont' d)
Fuck!

He BANGS on a machi ne, turns, and --
Finds hinself face to face with Carter.

KNOX (cont' d)
Jesus Chri st!

CARTER

Aw, sorry. Didn't mean to scare you.
KNOX

It's -- fine.
CARTER

Goin' pretty good in there, huh?

KNOX
Seens to be. Listen, if you're
| ookin'" for a Coke, they're all out.

CARTER
Nah, | ain't |ookin" for a Coke. |
actually wanted to ask you -- when

you got up there on the mc, you said
you wrote that nmani festo. Yourself.

KNOX
well, | did. | typed it up --
CARTER
Usi ng points we devi sed.
KNOX
But you didn't wite it.
CARTER
That's not what |I'm sayin' and you
know it.
KNOX

Then what are you sayi ng?

Carter studies Knox for a nonent. Leans in --



90.

CARTER
I know you been tellin" our friends
stories about nme. About the Border
Patrol . Maybe even before that.

Knox freezes for a beat -- he wasn't expecting this. He
tries to shrug it off with a little LAUGH --

KNOX
Aw, c'nmon Harlon --

FLASH TO
EXT. CARTER FAM LY HOME - DAY - FLASHBACK

LAREDO, 1931. Young Harl an stands, shotgun pointed at Ran®bn
Casi ano' s chest. Ranmdn's LAUGH NG just |ike Knox.

Ranmdn pulls a SWTCHBLADE from his pocket and flicks it open
in a single snmooth, practiced notion.

Harlan's finger tenses on the trigger, and --

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON- EXHI Bl TI ON CENTER - ATRI UM -
NI GHT - END FLASHBACK

BAM Carter's fist SLAMS into the vendi ng machi ne.

CARTER
Don't. Lie to ne.

Knox suddenly | ooks terrified. Carter is much bigger than
him and nuch nore experienced when it conmes to viol ence.

CARTER (cont' d)
We were in this together, right? W
started this whol e goddam t hi ng. And
now you're in there pullin' a Brutus,
and | can't for the life of me figure
out the hell why.

KNOX
I"'m-- I"mnot --

CARTER
You told Ray to stop ne fromgettin
to the mc first, didn't you?

KNOX
(a beat, then fiery)
You -- you never gave nme credit for
an ounce of what we did.
( MORE)
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KNOX (cont' d)
You stand up in front of God and
everyone and make your big damm
speeches, soaking in the glory,
taking it all for yourself, and you
prom se nme, ne, the nman who canme up
with this whol e fucking plan, that
"Il be allowed, by the grace of
Harlon Carter, an executive position
when all's said and done?

Knox, having built up a full head of steam l|eans in, gets
in Harlon's face, full of venom --

KNOX (cont' d)
| don't want an executive position. |
want the executive position, because
I'"'mthe best goddamm man for the job.
Not | east of all because I'mnot a
murderer or a crimnal.

Carter takes a step back, considering. Nods. Sniffs. Then --
Wnds up and THROAS A FUCKIN PUNCH at Knox, who --
Does an awkward hal f - dodge, hal f-bl ock, avoiding the bl ow

KNOX (cont' d)
Fuck --

METAKSA (O S.)
Har | on! Harl on!

She races onto the scene and grabs Harlon's beefy arm before
he can take another sw ng.

METAKSA
Stop it! Stop it! For Chrissake!

She gets between the two, instantly diffusing the threat of
physi cal conflict.

METAKSA (cont' d)
You're on the sanme damm side, you
nor ons!

Carter and Knox gl ower at each other.
METAKSA (cont' d)
Honestly, | don't give a fuck anynore
whi ch of you takes the Ceneral's

pl ace.
( MORE)
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METAKSA (cont' d)
But | swear to God above, if you |et
your dicks put a stop to what's about
to happen in there, | will personally
cut 'emoff. Ckay?
(no answer)
kay.

She strides off in a huff. A tense beat. And when Carter
speaks, he's convincing hinmself as nmuch as Knox.

CARTER
(grow s)
| ain't a murderer. Don't you ever
say shit like that to nme again, got
it? 1 ain't a nurderer.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
Present day Metaksa chews a toothpick and rolls her eyes.

PRESENT- DAY NMETAKSA
Goddamm t estosterone. Sonetines |
feel like you nmen would rather fight
t han wi n.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT

It's hotter than ever. Porter, sweat soaking his shirt, his
tie | oosened, buttons unbuttoned, runs the voting.

PORTER
The proposal is to hold a vote for
the role of Vice President for
Fi nance, currently occupied by Thomas
Billings. Are there any nom nations
for the post?

Hanmer is on a floor mc.
HAMVER
I"d i ke to nom nate Joseph Tartaro,
[ife nmenber of the NRA
In the crowd, Aquilino shouts --

AQUI LI NO
Seconded!

As the voting continues, Carter slips in at the back and
makes his way back toward his seat down a side aisle.

On the dais, Rich spots him He quickly disnounts fromthe
stage and stal ks toward him
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Hey, Max --

Too |l ate. Again. Rich approaches Carter, a full head of
st eam wor ked up

Rl CH
Just what in the hell do you think
you' re doi ng?

CARTER
Oh. Didn't someone warn you this was
how it was gonna go down? |'msorry,
| told soneone to warn you

RI CH
What do you want ?

CARTER
| just wanna nmake ny voi ce heard,
Max. It's what America's all about.

Rl CH
You're too fucking late, y' know. The
Col orado deal is closing as we speak.
It's over.

CARTER
Nah. W ain't done. Just you watch.

Carter brushes past Rich and heads back toward his seat as
the resigned Porter keeps the voting going --

PORTER

Alright. Joseph Tartaro is the new
Vice President for Finance.

Rl CH
Goddanmmi t .

Carter slides back into his seat beside Arnett.

ARNETT
Joe just won.

Anot her [ight TAP of the gavel.
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Ni ne. Hours. That's how | ong fl oor

debate and voting went on. Qusting
every single Board nenber
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I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT

PORTER
The proposal is to hold a vote for
the position of First Vice President,
currently occupied by M. Irvine
Reynol ds.
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Voting in our own in their places.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT
Porter TAPS the gavel.
PORTER
The gentl eman from New York is
el ected First Vice President.

A m ddl e-aged FEDERATI ON MEMBER shakes hands with those
around him

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY NMETAKSA
Over. And over

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT
"AYE. "
TAP goes t he gavel

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
And over

Sweat - soaked fol ks fan thensel ves, an exercise in futility.
But no one | eaves: the place is still just as packed as when
t hi s marat hon began.

"AYE. "
TAP goes t he gavel
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY
PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Until two thirty in the goddam

nor ni ng. We'd ousted everyone el se.
We just had one thing left to do.
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EXT. A LEAF - DAY

The little spider creeps closer than ever to the fly. Its
| egs tense, ready to pounce.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Get the hell rid of Max Rich.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT

Dark circles under his eyes, sweat soaking his hair and
shirt, Porter grips the sides of the podiumto stay upright.

PORTER
Are there any other proposals our
menbers would |ike to bring forward?
He | ooks around. No one on the m crophones.

At the back of the room Knox |ooks around frantically for
hi s cohorts.

Arnett is asleep in his chair.
Tartaro is chatting with a couple of supporters.
Neither is paying any attention.
Knox springs into action and hurries toward a mc.
PORTER (cont' d)
Anyone? | think we're all nore than
ready to call it a night.

Knox is working against a crowd of people standing in the
ai sl es, fanning thensel ves --

KNOX
No. No --

And he energes fromthe other side of that crowmd near a mc
He reaches for it, and --

Sonmeone steps in front of him Takes the mc.
It's Bob Kukla. In a blaze orange hat.

Knox stops cold, confused. Kukla was never a part of the
Federation. Never a part of his plan.

Kukl a gl ances across the room and nmakes eye contact wth
Carter. Carter nods back at him
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KUKLA
Um Bob Kukl a, Executive Director of
the Institute for Legislative Action.

Rich sits up in his chair, alarned.

KUKLA (cont' d)
| would like toum 1'd like to
propose a vote by nenbership for the
position of Executive Vice President.

Murmurs ripple through the exhausted crowd as --
Kukl a starts to pull sonmething from his pocket.
KUKLA (cont' d)
| believe that Maxwell Rich is unfit
to represent the interests of the

majority of the gathered nenbers. And
um this is why.

A HANDHELD TAPE RECORDER. He holds it up to the mc
Rich sees it and al nost topples out of his chair.
I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - HALLWAY - DAY - FLASHBACK

Kukl a stands just outside the door to the boardroom
recorder in hand. Through the door, nmuffled --

RICH (O S.)
Oram International, the consultants
Tom brought on, tell us fundraising
shoul d i ncrease significantly as |ong
as we |limt the use of firearns --

Kukla hits RECORD, slips the device into his pocket, and
wal ks into the --

BOARDRQOOM
VWhere the whol e Board | ooks at him

RI CH
Bob?

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT - END FLASHBACK

Kukl a hol ds the tape recorder up to the mc as the recording
finishes playing out.

Rl CH ( TAPE)
Get the fuck out!
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Kukla hits STOP and --

The crowd goes NUTS. People SCREAM Enpty soda cans fromthe
vendi ng machi nes are HURLED onto the stage. These sweaty,
exhausted people are suddenly fully tuned in again.

Rich stands, al nbst charges off the stage and into Kukl a
before Ri ght grabs hi mand hol ds hi m back.

Rl CH
What -- what the fuck! Bob, you son
of a bitch! You backstabbi ng piece of
fucking shit --

Rl GHT

Max! Max! C non!
Porter ducks a flying can, yells into the mc --

PORTER
Pl -- please! Please! Let's --
( BANGS gavel)
CRDER!' ORDER
(not hi ng)
ORDER, GODDAMM T!

At last the crowd starts to settle down.
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA
Yeah. That really happened. Little
ol d Bob Kukla and the enornous brass
balls swingin in his trousers really
did that shit.
(chuckl es)
Lord, what a night.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT
Back to Porter on the mc.
PORTER
Alright! Wuld you |like to nom nate
anyone for the position, M. Kukla?

KUKLA
Un yes | woul d.

Behi nd Kukl a, Knox wat ches, sweating profusely, fists balled
at his sides, desperately hoping for sonme kind of mracle.
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KUKLA (cont' d)
I'd like to nonmi nate Harl on Carter,
former president of the NRA and
former Executive Director of the |LA.

Scattered APPLAUSE. On the dais, Rich is apoplectic.
Over by Carter, Arnett sees Knox scow i ng.

ARNETT
Shit.

He starts meking his way toward Knox as, on the mc, Kukla
makes the case for Carter in a surprisingly inpassioned
speech for such an anxi ous, unassum ng nman.

KUKLA
Harlon Carter put up with the
poi sonous, uncaring, and frankly
unpatriotic attitude of our Executive
Vice President for two years at the
I LA, and when Rich stabbed himin the
back, he gave up his job and a steady
paycheck to fight for us. That's who
Harlon Carter is.

A HUGE OVATION fromthe crowd. Kukla | ooks over at Carter
who soaks it in with a huge grin on his face.

PORTER
"Il take it the nomnation is
seconded.
(crowd CHEERS)
Any ot her nom nations?

Rl CH
Yes.

Ri ch stands, snmooths out his suit jacket, and approaches the
podi um Porter stands aside.

RICH (cont'd)

I"d i ke to nom nate nysel f.

(crowd BOOS)
Harl on Carter, Neal Knox... Bob
Kukl a, these nen, they claimthey're
trying to protect your rights. But
really, nmy friends, they are afraid.
O the governnent, of their
nei ghbors. Their own friends. And
t hey want you to be afraid, too.
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The gat hered nenbers slowy start sitting up straighter
payi ng attention as Rich nakes a conpel ling case.

RICH (cont'd)
It was Ceneral Anbrose Burnside
hi nsel f who created this
organi zation. Not to fight against
t he governnent or his nei ghbors, but
to support them To protect them

EXT. FIELD - DAY

1871. A green, grassy field. AMBROSE BURNSIDE (47), with his
killer sideburns/mnmustache conbination and full mlitary
regalia, wal ks along a lineup of --

YOUNG MEN firing rifles at straw targets.

RICH (V.0)
He wanted to teach Anerican boys to
shoot straight, so should the need
for war ever arise again, they could
nore readily defend Anerica from al
enem es, foreign and donestic.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

1950. An NRA | NSTRUCTOR wal ks al ong a |ineup of young nen
firing nore nodern rifles into paper targets.

RICH (V.0)
And for generations, that's what we
have done. W have taught
mar ksmanshi p, gun safety, and gun
mai nt enance to | aw abi di ng Aneri cans.

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT
Back with Rich at the podi um

Rl CH

We have never been a political
organi zati on. To becone one now,
well... we wouldn't be the NRA
anynore. Not one |'d recogni ze, and
not one | want to be a part of.

(t hen)
We're at a crossroads here, folKks.
Pl ease. Make the right choice.

Rich steps down. APPLAUSE fills the room On the floor, the
sm | e has di sappeared from Carter's face.
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Porter approaches the podiumas --
Knox heads for the floor mc Kukla just vacated, but --

Arnett grabs himbefore he gets there.

ARNETT
Neal , don't do this.

KNOX
Leme go.

ARNETT

You're gonna split the damm vote! If
you nom nate yourself, you could hand
the General a victory.

KNOX
| said let ne go.

Arnett |looks into Knox's resolute face and rel ents. Knox
continues to the mc.

PORTER
Does anyone second M. Rich's
nom nati on?

Behind Porter, Right pipes up --

Rl GHT
Seconded!
PORTER
Very well. Any further nom nations?

He spots Knox at the floor mc.

PORTER (cont' d)
M. Knox?

KNOX
Yes. | would like to...

Knox pauses. Clears his throat. Surveys the crowd. Al eyes
are on him including Carter's. H's expression is
i nscrutable. Knox sniffs.

KNOX (cont' d)
| would like to endorse Harlon Carter
for the position.

More appl ause and cheers. Carter smles, and we --
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FLASH TO
EXT. CARTER FAM LY HOME - DAY - FLASHBACK

LAREDO, 1931. Ran®n Casi ano brandi shes his knife with a
cocky grin.

Young Harlan's nmouth twists into a snarl --
I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - N GHT - END FLASHBACK

PORTER

Thank you, M. Knox. M. Carter's
nom nati on was al ready seconded. Any
further nom nations?

(t hen)
Very well. Al those in favor of
Harl on Carter being appointed to the
position of Executive Vice President
of the NRA, say "aye."

The sound threatens to blow the roof off the place.

PORTER (cont' d)
Those in favor of M. Rich?

A few scattered "ayes." It's a resoundi ng def eat.
PORTER (cont' d)
By a vote from menbership, Harlon
Carter is elected to the position of
Executive Vice President.
FLASH TGO
EXT. CARTER FAM LY HOVE - DAY - FLASHBACK

Ramdn's smile falters when he sees Harlan's expression. A
nonment of recognition: he knows what's about to happen.

Shot gun ai med square at Randbn's chest, Harlan pulls the
trigger and --

I NT. CI NCI NNATI CONVENTI ON HALL - NI GHT - END FLASHBACK
BANG

Porter's gavel falls on the podium and the el even hundred
gat hered NRA nenbers CHEER

Ri ght | eans over to Rich.
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Rl GHT
What in the hell just happened?

Rl CH
They took it. They just fucking took
it right out fromunder us.

On the floor, Metaksa applauds and cheers --

METAKSA
Speech! Speech! Speech!

The crowd picks up the chant, THUNDERI NG, "SPEECH SPEECH "

Feigning humlity, Carter heads for the dais, nmounting the
steps. As he approaches --

Rich gets out of his seat and stal ks of fstage, brushing by
Carter, who gloats --

CARTER
Bad | uck, WNhax.

Bef ore heading to the podium Carter goes to one of the
Revol uti onary War reenactors, who hands him his nusket.

Carter raises it above his head triunph. The crowd goes
absol utely fucki ng bananas, and Carter's bullfrog smle is
wi der than it's ever been in his life.

As the ovation slowy dies down, Carter takes the podi um

CARTER (cont' d)
Thank you, |adies and gentl eman.
Thank you. | can't tell you what an
i ncredi ble honor this is. And | can
prom se you this: with me as your
| eader, there will be no nore civil
war in the National Rifle
Associ ation. There will be no nore
conprom se and no nore gun control

The crowd ROARS rabidly, and their screanms carry us to --
EXT. A LEAF - DAY
The spider LEAPS, and in extreme closeup it --

Sinks its fangs into the fly's head. The fly scranbl es, but
can do nothing as the venomtakes it over.

The CHEERI NG of the crowd conti nues.
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I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM - MODERN DAY

The present-day Metaksa just smirks into the canera,
sati sfied, a toothpick hanging fromher |ips.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - LOBBY - DAY

The wooden wall that, when Carter wal ked by it at the
begi nni ng of our story, was bl ank.

Now, a JANI TOR cl eans the brand new shining stainless steel
cursive lettering there. It reads --

".the hight of the people
Lo keep and beah armh,
shall not be infringed.”

A broad, bald, besuited man strides by these words, carrying
a duffle bag into the el evator.

I NT. NRA HEADQUARTERS - NEW I LA COFFI CES - DAY

The top floor of the building. Qut the window, the hotel the
old LA offices were crammed into is visible.

The new office is packed with shiny new conputers, their
tiny state-of-the-art CRT nonitors gl ow ng green.

Sm |ing enpl oyees type, |laugh, work. Metaksa is anong them
Ray Arnett leads a smling CONGRESSMAN in a suit out of his
office. This is Harlon Carter's dream and we --

Drift through it, past a door readi ng EXECUTI VE DI RECTOR
NEAL KNOX, and out into a --

HALLWAY

Wiere we find Carter wal king with purpose. He pauses at the
door to the ILA office and |l ooks in, smling.

Met aksa sees himand sm | es back. Carter waves, then --
Conti nues down the hallway and through a door into the --
BOARDROOM

Where the new Board of Directors awaits him Knox is there,
as is Tartaro. A group of new and famliar white male faces
all look up as Carter enters and --

THUNKS his duffle bag on the table. Unzips it. And pulls out
hi s daddy's shot gun.
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He turns and carefully, reverently places it on a nount
already installed on the wall above the door. Then --

He goes to the head of the Board table. Clears his throat. A
beat as the Board waits for Carter's first words as the
unquesti oned | eader of the new NRA

CARTER
| hope you are all ready to fight
i ke hell, because we are never going
to win this.

Carter's loyal soldiers | ook at one another, uncertain

CARTER (cont' d)
There' Il al ways be fol ks | ookin' to
strip the Second Amendnent from us.
Weak peopl e scared of our freedons.
Politicians tryin' to seize nore
power. There's al ways gonna be
soneone. So no, we're never gonna
wi n. But that's okay. Because victory
doesn't |l ook |like peace. Not for us.
For us, victory |looks |ike war
wi t hout end. W give not one inch.
Not one. They'll throw everything
they got at us, and we'll stand
strong and tall. Because from here on
out, gentlenen, the NRA's got one
m ssion and only one m ssion: zero
gun legislation in Anerica.

Speech over, he takes his seat at the head of the table.

CARTER (cont' d)
What do you say we get started?

SMASH TO BLACK.
A beat. Then, a --
SERI ES OF SUPERS:

In 1980, the NRA endorsed its first Presidential candi date:
Ronal d Reagan.

His victory cenented the NRA's inportance as a powerfu
| obby.

In 1981, the public finally |earned of Harlon Carter's fatal
shooting of fifteen-year-old Randbn Casiano in 1931.
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When the story hit the presses, his approval rating with NRA
menber shi p skyrocket ed.
These words fade. W wait in darkness for a beat, then --
SERI ES OF SUPERS:

96 people per day are killed with firearns in Anerica. Four
nore died while you were watching this novie.

There is a nearly 15% chance that one of those people was a
chil d.

Harlon Carter's NRA currently has over 5 mllion nenbers.
EXT. A LEAF - DAY

The little spider sinks its fangs into the fly and begins to
feed. W watch for a nonent.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. Q)
Wy not us, right?

SIVASH TO BLACK.

PRESENT- DAY METAKSA (V. O.) (cont' d)
Wiy not the NRA?

THE END.

Harl on Bronson Carter and Cifford Neal Knox in 1978.



