
ACT I, SCENE 1. Afternoon.  LAINIE and 
ROXANNE in bed, (appear) naked, 
languorous after sex.

ROXANNE
I love these afternoon gigs.

LAINIE
(Kissing Roxanne fully)  Hmmm, yeah -- no lights, no camera, no 
Frank rating my performance ...

ROXANNE
(Pushes Lainie playfully) I’m the only ratings you should care 
about!

LAINIE
Yeah?  So what’s my score with the famous Roxanne Pelletier, 
terrorizing boss of young social workers?

ROXANNE
I am not “the boss” -- I’m “in charge.”

LAINIE
Right.  I know how that goes ...

ROXANNE
How what goes?

LAINIE
How you let me think I can do what I want, but you already know 
which way I’m gonna go.

ROXANNE
Open book, babe.

LAINIE
And you love it.

ROXANNE
Indeed I do.

LAINIE
So, you never said, about my score ...

ROXANNE
It’s improving, Lainie, but you need to put in more hours.

(She pulls Lainie down for an embrace.  Fade out.)

SCENE 2.  Same afternoon.  KYLE in 
“limo.”

(WILL RUSSITT enters down church stairs, gets in limo.)
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KYLE
Did it go well, Senator?

WILL
Well enough.  Do we have time for a round?

KYLE
You said you have a dinner at 6 in Georgetown.

WILL
Damn, Kyle.  How many do they think a person can stand?

KYLE
Yeah.  And the Wizards game starts at 8.

WILL
Don’t remind me.

KYLE
You hear from your wife?

WILL
Jeanne’s so glad she doesn’t have to visit the “man cave.” She 
thought “dirty laundry pit” was more accurate.

KYLE
That’s funny!  I’d like to meet her sometime.

WILL
She doesn’t play golf, y’know.  It’s really her only failing.

KYLE
It’s great you think that way about her, Senator.

WILL
No way I coulda got elected without her.  Steel trap mind.  Eats 
details by the shitload.  Unbelievable.

KYLE
We could shoot nine holes if you had a clean shirt with you.

WILL
Damn ... wait!  Go to that big cheapo store--

KYLE
--And wait at the curb while you buy a shirt.  Excellent!

WILL
Man, I’m gonna whup your ass!

(Kyle smiles knowingly.)

WILL (CONT’D)
No smirking!  I woulda caught you on the back nine Monday if I 
hadn’ta got that call.
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KYLE
So you say.  (Beat.) You decide on your strategy for the election 
yet?

WILL
Win, what else?!  (laughs)  I’m gonna need your help, y’know.

KYLE
Sure.  What you got in mind?

WILL
I’m working on it.  I got a good team, plenty of money for the ads 
and shit.

KYLE
Man, I couldn’t do what you do.

WILL
Yeah, you could.  Well, I dunno, you might not be pretty enough!

KYLE
Curse of my life.  Except for football -- looking mean and ugly 
came in handy.

WILL
You still play?

KYLE
What, the weekend warrior thing?

WILL
Especially ‘cause you sit on your ass all day in this fucking car.

KYLE
I get too many jobs to play much.  But I get passes sometimes, 
‘cause of my two Bowl games.

WILL
Bet they come in handy ...

KYLE
(To mirror) Yes, they do.  (Pause.)

WILL
The election’s a game.  Dress the part, look the part, act the 
part, then do what you gotta do once you’re in.

KYLE
Sounds like Scott Whatshisname, with the barn coat and pickup?  
(Will sniggers)  Don’t your advisors tell you do this, do that?

WILL
Nah.  Nerissa runs the office -- probably runs me, if I think 
about it too long.  Knows her shit, that one.  Hands it out, too.  
(Beat.)  That’s a pain in the rear.  Nothing like some gorgeous 
ass giving you shit on the job.
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KYLE
She doesn’t!

WILL
Fortunately for her, she’s dead-on most of the time.  Like Jeanne.

KYLE
But you must have a campaign manager, policy wonk, a couple of 
researchers, interns ... ?

WILL
If I had ‘em, I’d have to keep ‘em busy.  Keeping it small, 
there’s not so many loose ends to worry about.  Besides, my best 
friend -- the guy who recruited me in the first place? -- he’s 
solid.  Been around the Hill a long time, knows everybody.  He’ll 
put the team together when it’s time.

KYLE
How’s he thinking about your chances?

WILL
Like I said earlier -- I’m gonna whup ass!  Let’s get that shirt 
already.

TRANSITION

Series of media images, placards, projections, audio clips, 
about:  demonstrations against “ObamaCare” including “death 
panels,” 60-39 vote in Senate (Christmas Eve, 2009), Nancy 
Pelosi denounced as Speaker of the House, disruptions at 
local Congressional reps summer recess meetings, Ted 
Kennedy, Iraq and Afghanistan wars, etc.  At minimum, head 
shots of Rachel Maddow, Scott Brown, and Bill O’Reilly, and 
something related to “ObamaCare.”

SCENE 3.  Next morning.  LAINIE and 
ROXANNE are sitting up in bed, reading 
the newspaper (Roxanne The Hilltown
Journal, Lainie The New York Times), 
drinking coffee/tea, etc.

ROXANNE
It’s nice to have a morning together.

LAINIE
How’d you get out of that mandatory, never-to-be-missed-or-I’ll-
die meeting?

ROXANNE
I pleaded starvation.

LAINIE
(Beat. Appraisingly) You look pretty good to me.
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ROXANNE
Feed me.

(They kiss, sensuously.)

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
More, please.

LAINIE
One of us has to work.

ROXANNE
I’m still hungry ...

LAINIE
May it always be so.

(They kiss again.)  

LAINIE (CONT’D)
But I have to prep for today.

ROXANNE
Bummer, bummer, bummer.  Oh well, absence makes the heart--

LAINIE
--and other parts--

ROXANNE
--grow fonder, you randy girl.  (Sighs.)

(Picks up paper, as does Lainie.  They read for a few 
seconds.)  

ROXANNE (CONT’D)
Did you see this?

LAINIE
(Still reading) Hmm.

ROXANNE
No, seriously.  (Two beats.)  The water heater’s exploding!

LAINIE
WHAT?!

ROXANNE
I said, did you see this? (indicates page of paper)

LAINIE
Noooo ... Omig-d, give me that.  (reading)  Sonovabitch. (Beat.)  
He can’t be serious.  (Beat.)  No.  No way. (Beat.) Did you see 
this?!

ROXANNE
Yes, hon.  That’s why/
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LAINIE
(Kissing her) Love you, gotta go.  (to herself) Unbelievable.  
Absolutely unbelievable. 

(Gets robe, cell phone, etc., dials phone as she walks to 
computer which is always on.)                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

ROXANNE
Uh, bye.  See you / later.  Have a nice time.  Don’t forget to 
write.  (goes back to paper)

LAINIE
(On phone) Renee?  I know you’re up, don’t give me that.  (Beat.)  
So take another swig.  I need everything - EVERYTHING - on William 
Russitt.  (Beat.) No, not just the last year!  (Beat.) I’m still 
working it out.  We’re gonna have fun.  See you in two.

(Hangs up, stands at computer, many clicks and typing, 
singing happily “A source of innocent merriment, of 
innocent merriment.”)

SCENE 4. Same morning.  DALE, an 
attractive but conservatively dressed 
woman driver is in front seat of limo, on 
cellphone.

DALE
He’s coming.  38 out. 

(Dale stows phone.  WILL enters, goes to back seat of 
limo.)

WILL
Well, good morning!  What’s your name?

DALE
Dale, sir.

WILL
Miss or Mrs.?

DALE
Just Dale, sir.

WILL
Where’s Kyle?

DALE
Don’t know, sir.  Where to, please?

WILL
Thought I’d get a round in, but ...  Do you play golf?

DALE
Where to, sir?

Lynne S. Brandon  "Mad Cow"  page 6.



WILL
Is Kyle sick or did he quit?

DALE
I’m afraid I don’t know, sir. 

WILL
Damn.  I was gonna crush him today.  (Beat.)  Okay, the office, I 
suppose.

DALE
Yessir.

WILL
(Brief pause.) Are you a lesbian?

DALE
Excuse me?

WILL
I said, are you a lesbian?

DALE
Sir, I’m your driver.

WILL
Hey, no problem.  I was just wondering.

DALE
Yessir.

WILL
(Brief pause.)  Do you know who I am?

DALE
Of course, sir.  Senator William Russitt, elected to fill the term 
of that legislator who had a stroke.

WILL
Very good.  So what do you think of me?

DALE
I’m sorry, sir.  I’ve just met you.

WILL
Are you my permanent driver?

DALE
I don’t know, sir.

WILL
Okay, look:  I’m not gonna spend my time with a robot.  You come 
back tomorrow, you better know some things.

DALE
Yessir.  (Beat.)  My handicap is 8.
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WILL
You’re shittin’ me!  I don’t believe you.

DALE
I have no reason to lie, sir.  Last time I played at Generals 
Ridge.

WILL
No wonder.  What a two-bit course.  Why go all the hell out there?

DALE
I drive for a living, sir.  I play all around the District.

WILL
So do I.  (catches himself)  That was not a joke!  I love my wife.  
Jeanne.  My wife.

DALE
Yessir.  I’m glad for you, sir.

WILL
What’s that supposed to mean?

DALE
It takes a lot of work to maintain a good relationship, sir.  Do 
you have children?

WILL
Hardly see the little fuckers.  One’s in L.A., the other’s in 
Chicago.  Good kids, but they make me keep up with them on 
FaceBook.  What a colossal waste of time.  Like I care when they 
finished their laundry.

DALE
That’s funny, sir.  Do you have any pictures?

WILL
Sure.  You play golf with me, you get to see pictures.

DALE
Sounds like a deal, sir.

SCENE 5.  Same morning.  Cubicle office 
at TV network.  

(LAINIE, casual clothes, coffee in hand, backpack, enters, 
talking on cellphone.) 

LAINIE
Frank, I’m just walking in, give me an hour.  (hangs up, yells)  
Renee!

(Unloads, starts clicking at computer, shuffling papers, 
etc.) 

Lynne S. Brandon  "Mad Cow"  page 8.



LAINIE (CONT’D)
RENEE!

RENEE
(Entering with sheaf of papers)  You bellowed?

LAINIE
Where’d you put it?

RENEE
Under my arm for safekeeping, of course.  (hands over papers)

LAINIE
(While scanning papers) You-- 

RENEE
--saw The Hilltown Journal.  I’m already working on video.  There 
was this Facebook post--

LAINIE
--From?

RENEE
“BlowWind.” 

LAINIE
For real?!

RENEE
Literally and figuratively.  What this guy posted -- I assume it’s 
a guy -- not flattering.

LAINIE
About Russitt?

RENEE
Unh uh.  Some mashed together clips of you, ending with a bend-
over ass shot.

LAINIE
Subtle.  (Beat.)  But nothing about Russitt’s press piece.

RENEE
Not so far.

LAINIE
Keep looking.  And I need more of this (holding up sheaf of 
papers).  You have 20 minutes ‘til I update Frank.

RENEE
Our Fab Producer is holed up with the Master Of The Universe.

LAINIE
Dear MOTU.  Is she beating him up about budget or personnel?
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RENEE
Don’t know, don’t want to know. 

LAINIE
I want something for when he escapes from Purgatory.  18 minutes.

(She turns back to computer, Renee exits.  Desk phone 
rings, Lainie picks up without looking.)

LAINIE (CONT’D)
Lainie David.  (Beat.)  Rox!  Why aren’t you on the cell?  (Beat.) 
Okay, let me check.  (looking up calendar function on cell phone 
while talking) Yeah, baby, real nice.  And definitely too short.  
Let’s go hiking on Saturday.  (Beat.) Okay, let’s see.  Nope, 
can’t do the 11th.  (Beat.)  That’s the only day they’re free?  
(Beat.) No, I can’t-- (Beat.)  See if they’re coming here on the 
way home, we could go to that new place-- (Beat.)  I know you hate 
this, but it’s not just me with the tight schedule.  (listens, 
then interrupts) Babes, I can’t do this on the phone.  I -- 
tonight, we’ll talk tonight.  (Beat.)  Love you too.  (hangs up)  
Gimme a break ... (turns back to computer)

SCENE 6.  Same morning.  WILL in his 
office.  Big wood desk, framed politico 
pictures, family pictures on credenza.  
Computer off.  

(Reading The Hilltown Journal, he snaps it shut with a big 
smile.  NERISSA, his exceptionally pretty assistant (tight 
skirt suit, high heels), walks in with a steaming cup of 
coffee.)

WILL
Bless you, Nerissa.

NERISSA
Can I get you anything else?  Your first appointment is / not 
until 11.

WILL
Wasn’t this great? (indicates paper)

NERISSA
I’m sorry, I was running late and --

WILL
Here.  (hands her the paper) Don’t mess it up. (she takes it)  
Make 25 copies.  Make sure they’re good, y’know, of my face.  Even 
if the type’s a little light.  Put one on the bulletin board in 
the break room; send the rest to the usual.

NERISSA
Looks like great coverage.
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