
PARR
And Rawhide is moving. 

HAND HELD, MOVING CAMERA - Follows Reagan and his SECRET 
SERVICE ENTOURAGE as it grows man by man from observation 
posts. They wind through the hallways, past the kitchen. 
Deaver and Press Secretary JIM BRADY join him midway.   

REAGAN
That wasn’t so bad. Nobody threw 
anything.

EXT. WASHINGTON HILTON - CONTINUOUS132 132

And TIME SLOWS DOWN as we live the next ten seconds. 
Reagan waves to a crowd gathered across the street, and 
to another behind a Rope Line next to the hotel wall. 

FREEZE FRAME. SHOTS RING OUT. 

WILD, FRENETIC CUTS--

As the Scene comes back to full speed life. BRADY and a 
DC POLICEMAN are HIT, Brady in the head. He falls face 
forward, blood pours onto the sidewalk. 

Secret Service Agent TIM MCCARTHY throws his arms out 
spread eagle to shield the President and-- 

TAKES ONE IN THE CHEST. 

-- BLAM, BLAM, CLICK, CLICK!! 25 year old JOHN HINCKLEY 
keeps pulling the trigger even after the bullets are 
gone, pointing wildly at--  

REAGAN. Jerry Parr dives onto him, throwing him into the 
back seat of the limousine. 

GUNS EVERYWHERE NOW. At least twenty Secret Service 
Agents yank and brandish their weapons, one with a Sub-
Machine Gun Uzi. They wrestle Hinckley to the pavement.

AGENT’S VOICE
Don’t shoot him, DON’T SHOOT HIM!

The President’s limo roars off, nearly running over the 
crumpled McCarthy. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - THAT MOMENT133 133

On the floorboard, Reagan squirms angrily as Parr 
struggles to get off him.
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PARR
Mister President, are you all right?

REAGAN
You broke my ribs!

Parr does a quick pat-down, looking for blood. None 
(yet). VOICES CHATTER in his earpiece. 

PARR
Negative, Rawhide is not hit. Proceed to 
Crown, Code Three. 

(Driver hits the gas hard)
I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t mean to throw 
you so hard.

REAGAN
Is anyone hurt?

PARR
Don’t know, sir. It happened so fast. 

REAGAN
Yeah, it really was... fast...

CLOSE ON: REAGAN’S FACE.  Graying up before our eyes. 
Blood trickles out of his mouth, frothing slightly. 
That’s a lung wound. Parr shouts to the Driver.

PARR
Disregard Crown. G.W., GO TO G.W.!!

EXT. STREET - THAT INSTANT134 134

The tires HOWL as the limo makes a HARD RIGHT TURN out of 
a traffic circle. 

EXT. WASHINGTON HILTON  - THAT MOMENT135 135

Hinckley is corralled to a waiting police station wagon, 
bystanders screaming and cursing him. The agents shout--

SECRET SERVICE AGENTS
Are you working alone? Who is with you??

EXT. GEORGE WASHINGTON HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY ENTRANCE 136 136

The Limo roars to a stop, five vehicles behind it. Deaver 
sprints out of one. Reagan will not ride a gurney. He 
waves it off, insisting he walk. More arriving AGENTS 
shield him towards--
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INT. AMBASSADOR’S CHALET - THE NEXT MORNING206 206

Reagan stares forlornly right into camera, as though 
underwater. 

REAGAN
Oh no...

PULL BACK - We are looking at him through the Fish Tank 
in the guest room. A fish floats dead at the top. 

REAGAN (CONT’D)
Oh honey, look what I’ve done.

Nancy stands with the Secret Service guys and Shultz, 
ready to leave. 

NANCY
Oh. Can someone maybe... find another?

SHULTZ
Mister President, we’re on in five. 

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
We’ll find one, Ma’am. 

SHULTZ
We need to go now.

REAGAN
Hold on. Every kid knows his goldfish. 
Somebody give me a piece of paper.  

Shultz bites his tongue as Reagan scratches out a note.

INT. CONFERENCE HALL - MAIN FOYER - MOMENTS LATER207 207

Reagan and Gorbachev shake hands and grab shoulders for 
the whole world as their Joint Statement of a successful 
conversation is read, to huge applause. 

VIKTOR (V.O.)
Nothing was agreed to, beyond agreeing to 
meet again. But for the first time in 
forty years, we were talking TO one 
another instead of AT one another. Peace 
finally seemed within our grasp.

EXT. RUNWAY - DUSK208 208

Air Force One leaps triumphantly into the evening sky. 
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