
THE BRANDENBURG GATE - 

Reagan smiles warmly. Victorious. Purpose achieved, his 
life’s work complete. His final and largest Curtain Call. 

INT. VIKTOR’S STUDY - NIGHT - THE PRESENT231 231

Viktor holds his one last photo of Reagan. In his final 
days. Cowboy hat, fading eyes, distant smile.  

VIKTOR
I knew he was the one. The one who would 
expose the Lie that we were. The one who 
would bring us down. And it wouldn’t be 
with missiles or guns or even politics. 
Something far simpler, far more powerful. 

He puts the photo back into the tattered old file, THE 
CRUSADER. Closes it gently. Tired. 

VIKTOR (CONT’D)
People will not give their lives for 
power, or a State, or even an ideology. 
People give their lives for one another. 
For the freedom to live those lives as 
they choose. And for God. We took all 
that away, which was our greatest evil of 
all. The Crusader gave it back to them. 

(a long beat)
And that is the answer to your question. 

Novikov nods silently. He downs his vodka, pats Viktor’s 
shoulder and exits the study quietly. Leaving the old KGB 
spy alone, to stare into his dying fire. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. TACK ROOM - RANCHO DEL CIELO - DAY - FALL 1994232 232

CLOSE ON: REAGAN’S FACE. In his cowboy hat. He stares 
with child-like fascination at a porcelain model of the 
White House in the bottom of a bubbling fish tank, 
puzzling over it as though distantly recognizing it... In 
seven years, he has aged dramatically. 

PULL BACK - He is staring into another fish tank, as he 
did in Geneva. Looking at the White House. Puzzling over 
it like a child.

INT. RANCH HOUSE - DAY233 233

Nancy and Agent John Barleta whisper urgently.
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BARLETA
He got lost yesterday. We couldn’t find 
him for a half an hour. Horses know when 
a rider doesn’t know what he’s doing. 
He’s going to get thrown again. 

NANCY
I’m not telling him he can’t ride 
anymore. It’s the only thing he loves. 

BARLETA
He loves you, ma’am.  

Reagan appears in the doorway, dressed in riding clothes, 
startling them both. 

BARLETA (CONT’D)
Say, Mister President, maybe we shouldn’t 
ride today. We’re just not having as much 
fun as we used to. 

An awkward beat. Reagan finds a distant, clear smile, and 
just a hint of the old twinkle in the eye.

REAGAN
Okay, John. But just one more. One last 
ride, okay?   

BARLETA
(fights tears himself)

Yes sir, Mister President. 

EXT. THE RANCH - LATE AFTERNOON234 234

Reagan and Barleta make their way up the trail. Reagan 
struggles to concentrate, struggles with his balance. 

REAGAN (V.O.)
My fellow Americans. I have been told 
that I am one of the millions who will be 
afflicted with Alzheimers Disease. 

Approaching the ridge line, the colors of the sunset 
exploding out to the west.

REAGAN (V.O.)
Unfortunately, as the disease progresses, 
the family bears a heavy burden. I only 
wish there was some way I could spare 
Nancy from this painful experience. 

Nancy cries, watching from the stables as he disappears 
over the hill...

114.

Jennifer Rader


Jennifer Rader
End

Jennifer Rader
2/2


