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yf^^K FADE IN: 

EXT. NEW YORK STREET — EVENING 

We're in the West Forties. The usual street traffic, tourists, 
etc. A restaurant, the "ODESSA,n advertises "authentic Russian 
cooking" on its window. 

INT. ODESSA RESTAURANT — EVENING 

The place is about half-full. There's a table with a young 
couple eating, a table with two older couples, and a larger 
table where three men sit together, speaking Russian and 
laughing. And a table where one woman sits by herself, reading 
a book, eating her soup. This is GRACIE HART. She reads, 
eats, and spills a little soup on her pants. 

GRACIE 
Oh, damn. 

She starts blotting her pants with a napkin when her attention 
is caught by another man, a huge slab of a human being who 
enters from the back of the restaurant, smoking a cigar. 
This is VICTOR KRASHOW. The others rise to greet him, speaking 
Russian and hugging him. He's clearly the star of whatever 
show they've got going. 

Gracie watches out of the corner of her eye, then leans into 
her book and starts speaking quietly. 

GRACIE (CONT'D) 
Zhivago had landed. 

EXT. NEW YORK STREET ~ EVENING 

It's the same street we were on before, except now we notice 
one more detail—a van parked across from the Odessa. 

INT. VAN — EVENING 

A group of five men sit wearing FBI jackets, surrounded by 
surveillance equipment. They can see a video input of the 
inside of the restaurant. The Senior Agent is HARRY MCDONALD. 
Also listening in on headphones is ERIC MATTHEWS, good—A' 
looking, cocky, a bit of a cowboy on the job. The other Agents 
are CLONSKY, FELL, and HARRIS. 

ERIC 
(into a microphone) 

Give us a better look, sweetheart. 

INT. ODESSA RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Gracie carefully moves her salt shaker on the table. 
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GRACIE 
Roger. And don't call me sweetheart, 
Beefcake. 

INT. VAN — NIGHT 

The Agents can see the table where the Russian mobsters sit, 

ERIC 
Okay, ladies, showtime. 

They all begin pumping cartridges into rifles, adjusting 
bulletproof vests, etc. 

MCDONALD 
Remember, this guy's a killer. Eyes 
open, stay cool, stay strong. 

ERIC 
You heard the Boss. Let's do it! 

They begin piling out of the van, leaving McDonald watching 
the video screens and talking into his headset. 

INT. RESTAURANT — NIGHT 

A WAITRESS comes over to Grade's table. 

WAITRESS 
Do you know what you want for an 
entree? 

GRACIE 
Nothing. Just the soup. 

WAITRESS 
Borscht is not a meal! 

GRACIE 
I also had bread. I'm full. 

WAITRESS 
Let me tell you the specials— ^ 

GRACIE 
(frighteningly tough) 

I'm full! Get back in the kitchen 
right now. 

The Waitress turns and heads away. After a moment, Agents 
burst in, guns drawn. 

ERIC 
FREEZE! FBI! 
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Gracie jumps up with her gun drawn. The Russians don't move 
It's incredibly tense. 

ERIC (CONT'D) 
Put your hands on your head! Do it! 

KRASHOW 
(in broken 
English) 

No...English. 

There's a tense moment. 

GRACIE 
Vadeska koya! 

Everyone in the room, agents and Russian mobsters, look over 
to her, surprised. Gracie puts her hands on her head to 
illustrate her point. 

KRASHOW 
Ah! Vadeska koya! 

The Russians nod, when suddenly another Russian bursts out " 
of the kitchen, firing at the Agents. 

( ) All Hell breaks loose. Customers drop to the floor. Gracie 
throws a table over and ducks behind it. 

Through the chaos, she sees Krashow try to escape out the 
back behind one of his guards. The Guard gets shot. Krashow 
changes direction and jumps through a window. Gracie sees 
the other agents pinned down by gunfire, so she leaps out 
the window in pursuit. 

EXT. BACK ALLEY — CONTINUOUS 

Gracie can just make out the hefty figure running down an 
alley. 

GRACIE 
Freeze! FBI! Freeze, goddamit! What's 
the word—Freezivich! ,t 

Krashow keeps running. 

KRASHOW 
Taxi! 

GRACIE 
Hey! Give it up! You'll never get a 

A**- taxi on Eighth Avenue! All the 
• Broadway shows are letting out! 
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Krashow's about to turn the corner. Gracie gets into firing 
position. She's got a clear shot. She hesitates. The look 
on her face is one of total paralysis. She waits a moment 
too long...and Krashow disappears around the corner. 

GRACIE (CONT'D) 
Damn it! 

Gracie gets up and takes off again in pursuit. 

EXT. EIGHTH AVENEUE — NIGHT 

Krashow heads towards the subway. Gracie follows at a full 
run. 

INT. SUBWAY — NIGHT 

Krashow is huffing badly as he runs towards the turnstiles. 
A train is pulling in. He roughly pushes people out of the 
way as he slowly lifts himself over the turnstile. Gracie 
rushes in. The line at the turnstile has re-formed. 

GRACIE 
Move! FBI! Get out of the way! 

No one moves fast enough. Gracie leaps up, grabs onto a steel 
beam and swings herself over the crowd and the turnstile. 

She looks to see Krashow getting on the train. The doors 
shut and the subway starts to pull out. Without hesitating, 
Gracie leaps onto the platform between cars. 

INT. SUBWAY — NIGHT 

Gracie bursts into Krashow's car. Krashow grabs a crutch 
from a man to defend himself. He swings it at Gracie who 
gracefully ducks, and then kicks him in the gut. Krashow 
staggers as Gracie slaps him up against a pole and handcuffs 
him. Then she hands the crutch back to the man. 

GRACIE 
Here you go, Sir. Sorry for the 
inconvenience. *i 

-EXT—5OTH STREET STATION NIGHT 

Several Agents escort Krashow to a waiting car. Gracie is 
there with McDonald and Eric. 

ERIC 
You're the man, Hart. 

GRACIE 
Right back to you, girlfriend. 
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ERIC 
(to McDonald) 

She did a helluva job, didn't she, 
Sir? 

MCDONALD 
Well, we got him. 

McDonald walks off. 

GRACIE 
What did I ever do to him? You think 
it's a woman thing? 

ERIC 
Nah. No one thinks of you that way. 

GRACIE 
So what is it? 

INT. BAR — EVENING 

This is an FBI hangout. Eric and Gracie play pool while 
Clonsky, Fell and Harris watch, along with several other 
agents, including another woman, SANDERS. Gracie sinks a 
shot and raises her cue in triumph. 

GRACIE 
I believe you owe me fifty dollars, 
Sir. 

ERIC 
No, no, I meant fifty cents. I just 
said let's play for fifty— 

GRACIE 
So if you won, you could ask me for 
say, fifty pairs of pants. 

ERIC 
Aren't you happy I lost? 

CLONSKY It 
Rematch! •-• 

ERIC 
Love to, but I've got a pressing 
social engagement to fulfill— 

A very attractive, very young woman enters the bar. 
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GRACIE 
Come on. One more game. It'll take 
her a few minutes to find her fake 
proof. 

ERIC 
Sorry to disappoint you, New Jersey 
Fats. 

Eric heads off to the girl. 

SANDERS 
You could get him on the firing range. 

GRACIE 
Nobody's a better shot than him. I 
could get him wrestling, but I don't 
think he could deal with me taking 
him down. It's a guy thing. I know 
how that works. 

CLONSKY 
I bet you do. 

Gracie hits him as she heads over to the bar, where the 
Bartender slides her a beer. 

GRACIE 
Thanks, Bill. 

Eric wanders over with his young date, BETH. 

ERIC 
Hi, Bill. We need a beer and... 

BETH 
White wine spritzer. 

The Bartender heads off after giving Beth a look. 

BETH (CONT'D) 
So most of the people in here are 
agents? ,? 

ERIC 
Yeah, it's kind of an FBI bar. FBI 
standing for "Free Beer Inside". 

Beth laughs. Gracie rolls her eyes. 

GRACIE 
Bill, give me another one and some 
Pepto-Bismal. 
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r ERIC 
As a matter of fact, here's an agent— 
Gracie Hart, this is Beth Carter. 

BETH 
Oh, wow. 

GRACIE 
Right back to you. 

ERIC 
Beth is at N.Y.U., and she's doing 
an article on law enforcement. I'm 
helping her get an inside look. 

GRACIE 
I'm sure she'll do the same for you. 

BETH 
Gracie, I'd love to get a woman's 
point of view— 

ERIC 
You're barking up the wrong tree, 
Beth. Right, Hart? 

[ ~ ) Gracie grabs her crotch in the typical male gesture. Bill 
brings the drinks over to Eric and Beth. 

ERIC (CONT'D) 
See you later, Hart. 

They head off to their own table. Gracie watches them go for 
a minute, and turns around to see Agent Sanders and Clonsky 
kissing together. She turns back to the bar, where Bill slides 
over another beer and some Pepto-Bismal. 

INT. GRACIE'S APARTMENT ~ NIGHT 

Gracie enters this modest, one-bedroom apartment. She turns 
on the lights, and we see the place in all it's lonely 
splendor. Marginal furnishings, functional furniture. Paster 
of Springsteen on the wall, a Giants pennant. A dog lies»-ton; 
the floor, making not a single gesture of greeting to his 
master. 

GRACIE 
I•m home...don't get up... 

She lightly nudges the dog, who lets out a low whimper. 
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GRACIE (CONT'D) 
You know, I could've gotten a cat or 
a husband if I wanted this kind of 
greeting... 

The dog makes a disapproving sound. 

GRACIE (CONT'D) 
Walk yourself. 

Gracie heads into the kitchen, goes to the refrigerator, 
gets out a Lean Cuisine for one, and pops it into the 
Microwave. Dissastisfied, she stops the Microwave, gets 
another Lean Cuisine, and pops that in as well. 

She heads over to the Answering Machine and presses a button. 

MAN'S VOICE (V.O.) 
Hey, honey. Just wanted to remind 
you that I'm getting married tomorrow 
at six-thirty and I expect my only 
daughter to be there...And don't 
worry, Francine's not mad that you 
missed the Bridal Shower...or at 
least that's what I told her. 

The Machine Beeps. 

MACHINE 
End of messages. 

Then the microwave beeps. Gracie gets the two dinners out 
and heads back into the living room. She turns the TV on, 
finds an old re-run of the "Mary Tyler Moore" show and settles 
in to watch. Then she puts one of the dinners on the floor 
for the dog, as they both eat in silence. 

EXT. NEW JERSEY STREET ~ MORNING 

A K-Car pulls up outside this small apartment house. After a 
moment, Gracie emerges dressed for work. Pantsuit, sunglasses. 

INT. CAR — MORNING *t 

Eric is at the wheel. 

GRACIE 
So, how was your orgasm? 

ERIC 
Good. How was the rest of your night? 
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A^ GRACIE 
The normal. Came home, had a little 
dinner, read the Bible. 

ERIC 
You know, it's funny—Beth asked how 
come you and I never got together. 

GRACIE 
That is funny. She's funny. Don't 
let her go. 

ERIC 
I told her we were partners and 
friends, and we didn't want to let 
anything get in the way of that. 
And it's hard for two agents to have 
a relationship, because there's always 
a chance of one of them getting shot 
or blown up, and it's hard to raise 
a family and everything — 

GRACIE 
And she stayed up for this whole 
speech? 

EXT. HOLLAND TUNNEL—JERSEY SIDE — MORNING 

The K-Car heads into the Holland Tunnel from the Jersey side 

EXT. NEW YORK STREET — DAY 

The car screeches to a halt outside a Starbucks. Eric and 
Gracie emerge, sunglasses on, all business. 

ERIC 
Ready? 

GRACIE 
Let's do it. 

INT. STARBUCK'S - MORNING 

There's a gigantic line. Gracie and Eric enter. People stop 
to look at them as they cut to the front of the line. 

GUY ON LINE 
Hey, I've been waiting — 

GRACIE 
-^ (flashing her 
[ badge) 

Federal Agent, Sir. You'll want to 
stay out of this. 
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Everyone is impressed. But not this guy, a young hotshot 
Wall Street type. 

GUY ON LINE 
So what? That doesn't give you the 
right to just burst in here— 

GRACIE 
Where'd you get the watch? 

GUY ON LINE 
My watch? 

GRACIE 
The Rolex knock-off. Did you know it 
was a knock-off when you bought it? 
Because if you did, that's a violation 
of the Interstate Commerce Act, which 
falls under our jurisdiction. Maybe 
we should go down to the Federal 
Building and talk about it. 

GUY ON LINE 
No...no, I didn't know. 

Eric is now at the head of the line. 

ERIC 
I need four caffe lattes, two double 
espressos, two mocha cappuccions — 
what does Harris like? 

GRACIE 
Tea. 

The Guy on Line smiles at Gracie, fully intimidated. 

GUY ON LINE 
I like tea too. 

Gracie just stares at him, all business. The guy looks like 
he's going to cry. 

•rt 

EXT. FBI HEADQUARTERS - FEDERAL PLAZA - MANHATTAN A' 

The nondescript white building is in the background. Eric's 
car races around the side of the building and disappears 
into an underground garage. 

INT. FBI MEETING ROOM — DAY 

^s- A bunch of agents are standing around, drinking the Starbucks. 
• After a moment, McDonald enters, grabs a coffee. The room 

quiets down. 
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MCDONALD 
Two days ago, we got a call from one 
of our undercovers—Helen Franklin. 
She was infiltrating the Daughters 
of the New American Revolution. Mike— 

AGENT SIMPSON pops in a tape and it comes up on the screen. 
We see a burning office building in Manhattan. 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
They're the folks who torched the 
offices of Carmen and Rice 
Publications, the company that 
publishes several X-Rated pornographic 
magazines, including "She" and 
"Everybody Loves Big Ones." 

A shot of a beauty pageant comes up. 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
This is the Miss Pennsylvania pageant. 

Suddenly, the lights go out in the pageant. There are screams 
from the pageant audience. 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
The Daughters knocked out the power, 
trashed the stage, cut the hair of 
several of the contestants and set 
the building on fire. 

The screen goes blank. 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
Apparently there was a power struggle 
going on in the Daughters, and a 
radical faction won out. At least 
that's what Franklin was reporting. 
Until two days ago. That's when we 
lost contact with her. We think her 
cover was blown. 

• 

Now the Agents in the room are really interested. «t 
» * * * 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
We searched the last location Franklin 
reported from, a farm upstate, but 
the Daughters were long gone. That's 
all we know. Except for one more 
thing—Franklin said if the radical 
faction won out, the Daughters were 
going for the big time—the Miss 
United States pageant. They're 
planning to kill the winner. Onstage. 
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There are mummurs in the room. 

MCDONALD (CONT'D) 
We•re going to stop these people and 
get our agent back. The Pageant's in 
San Antonio, but the Daughters are 
our jurisdiction, and the Director 
wants it handled from here. Matthews, 
get a team together. 

ERIC 
(surprised) 

You want me to take point? 

MCDONALD 
Five years you've been talking about 
running an op. This is it. I want 
preliminaries on my desk by Tuesday. 
Mike will give you all the background. 

McDonald starts to head out of the room. Gracie goes to him. 

GRACIE 
Sir, I'm very happy for Agent 
Matthews, but I've been here longer 
than he has. 

MCDONALD 
And that means... 

GRACIE 
At some point, I'd like to be 
considered for heading an op— 

MCDONALD 
I'll tell you what I'm considering 
you for, Hart. A desk job doing 
Security Checks. 

ERIC 
Sir, Gracie rocked on the Russian 
thing— 

*t 

MCDONALD -J* 
I reviewed the tapes. We had 
surveillance in the alleyway. You 
had him dead on, Hart. No bystanders, 
no chance of civilian casualties, 
and you didn't take the shot. 

It's a tense moment. All the Agents are listening. Gracie 
doesn't know what to say. 



mc-hw4 j . 

jf*»V 

c 

GRACIE 
Well, I...I know, but, at the moment, 
I thought... 

McDonald just starts out. Gracie is embarassed. The other 
Agents pretend nothing happened, going back to their coffee. 

GRACIE (CONT'D) 
(to McDonald) 

It's two-fifty for the coffee, Sir. 

MCDONALD 
Watch it, Hart. 

McDonald stares at her, then walks out of the room. 

GRACIE 
He's going to pay me, right? 

CLONSKY 
Look, you know why he resents you. 
He thinks you don't belong here. 

GRACIE 
Why? I took the test, I passed 
Quantico like everybody else. 

SANDERS 
Yeah, but everybody else isn't the 
daughter of a legend who got promoted 
over him. 

Simpson comes over. 

SIMPSON 
(to Eric) 

We should get going. 

ERIC 
Yeah. 

(to Gracie) 
Hang in there, buddy. 

INT. FBI BUILDING - DAY 

As Gracie walks through the halls dejectedly, she passes by 
a row of photos of past agents, an Agency Wall of Fame. All 
of them men. Until she gets to a photo of an attractive 
woman with the inscription — "Emily Hart - 194 0-1985" — 
Gracie looks at it for a moment. 

GRACIE 
(quietly) 

Sorry, Mom. 



/flPBS. 

mc-hw4 14 . 

EXT. HOUSE — DAY 

This is a small house on a non-descript street somewhere in 
upstate New York. 

INT. BASEMENT — DAY 

An FBI Agent, HELEN FRANKLIN, is tied to a chair and gagged. 
SIX WOMEN in their thirties come downstairs, led by NORA. 

NORA 
Would you like to hear tonight's 
specials, Miss F.B.I? It's healthy 
and nutritious, and by the time we 
finish with you, you'll be able to 
fit into a swimsuit like one of those 
little plastic pageant bimbos we're 
going to unwrap. 

Helen lets out an unintelligible whimper. 

NORA (CONT'D) 
Don't want to hear the specials? Oh, 
well, too bad. Maybe dessert. 

The ladies laugh as Nora signals them to head back upstairs, 
leaving the agent alone in the dark basement. 

EXT. CHAPEL - EARLY EVENING 

Gracie sits on the lawn outside a church, looking incredibly 
uncomfortable in a Bridesmaid's Dress. After a moment, JAY 
HART, her father, an amiable man in his sixties, comes and 
sits next to her. 

JAY 
Hey, beautiful. 

GRACIE 
Hey, liar. Sorry about missing the 
Bridal Shower. But at least I sent a 
gift. 

FRANCINE -A 
Oh, yeah. Francine really loved the 
Lo-Jack. 

GRACIE 
I still can't believe you're marrying 
a woman who cuts her hair exactly 
like Martha Stewart, but I'm happy 

( you're not going to be alone anymore. 
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JAY 
Thanks, honey. I wonder when I'm 
going to be able to say the same 
thing to you? 

GRACIE 
I'm not alone. I'm with you. 

JAY 
You know, there's more to life than 
catching bad guys. Even your Mom 
had me and you — 

GRACIE 
Excuse me, Sir—are you perhaps trying 
to tell me something? 

JAY 
I just want you to be happy. 

GRACIE 
I'm happy. Now back off or I'll have 
to shoot you. 

There's a moment of silence between them. 

JAY 
Honey, are you a lesbian? 

GRACIE 
Oh, Dad—I wish. 

A BELL BEGINS CHIMING in the background. 

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - DAY 

Gracie is at a table with a group of single people. They're 
all talking. Gracie is playing with her silverware, tapping 
to the music. Finally, one guy, STEVE, turns to her. 

STEVE 
How you doing? I'm a dermatologist. 

GRACIE r" 
I have a theory about dermatology. 
You use the same cream for everything, 
don't you? Big vat in the back? 

Jay and FRANCINE ascend the bandstand and bang their glasses 
Francine is a meticulous, Martha Stewart type. 

f^ FRANCINE 
Quiet, quiet, please. 
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The crowd quiets. Gracie looks around the room. She observes 
an older couple holding hands, a few of the single people at 
her table self-consciously flirting with each other, a young 
married couple holding their five-year-old daughter. It all 
accentuates her loneliness. 

FRANCINE (CONT'D) 
The first time I met Jay, I knew I 
was in love. I said Jay, this is 
going to cost you. 

Everyone laughs. Gracie swallows her champagne in one shot 
as Steve puts his arm on hers. 

GRACIE 
Ah, Doctor — 

STEVE 
I love the way you fill out those 
sleeves. 

GRACIE 
Let me guess. You're single? 

ANGLE BACK on Jay and Francine. 

JAY 
What can I say? I'm the luckiest man 
in the world. Maybe not the richest, 
but the luckiest. 

The crowd laughs again. 

JAY (CONT'D) 
I want to thank everybody for coming, 
and God willing, we'll all be together 
again soon for my daughter's wedding. 

Steve's hands move into forbidden territory. Gracie grabs 
him and flips him onto the table, which collapses with a 
crash. 

JAY (CONT'D) -t 
Or not. - - • 

EXT. GRACIE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - EVENING 

A car pulls up. The door opens. Gracie stumbles out, a 
little drunk. 

GRACIE 
Am*'\ Goodnight, Dad. Goodnight Francine. 

' I had a really nice time. 
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FRANCINE (O.S.) 
I will never forgive you for ruining 
our wedding night! Never! 

JAY (O.S.) 
Alright, Francine, calm down— 

FRANCINE (O.S.) 
How can I calm down! She resents me! 
I can't help it if I'm not in the 
FBI like her mother. 

JAY (O.S.) 
Honey, would you like to come home 
with us tonight? 

GRACIE 
Oh, that is so nice... And so 
pathetic. I only moved out a year 
ago. 

As Gracie starts to get back in the car, a voice calls out. 

VOICE (O.S.) 
Hart? 

Gracie turns around to see Eric standing in the shadows under 
a streetlight, leaning up against his car. He looks 
attractive in a Stanley Kowolski kind of way. 

ERIC 
Nice dress. Got a minute? 

GRACIE 
(into the car) 

I can stay here tonight. 

INT. GRACIE'S APARTMENT - EVENING 

Eric and Gracie enter. 

ERIC 
Wow—I've never been inside before. «? 

He looks around the relatively barren place. And he can't 
think of anything to say. 

ERIC (CONT'D) 
Nice sheet rock. 

GRACIE 
Take a seat. 

Gracie starts to sit, but misses the chair. 
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ERIC 
So, I've been working on this Miss 
United States thing. 

GRACIE 
Yeah? How does it feel to be in 
charge? 

ERIC 
I'll tell you when I feel like I'm 
in charge. But at least we came up 
with a preliminary plan. We're going 
to do a full scale op. Surveillance 
on-site and off, undercover judges, 
waiters, ushers, choppers, metal 
detectors, big time. And I want you 
on the team. 

GRACIE 
Get out! Really? What am I doing? 

Eric takes a second. 

ERIC 
Like I said, we've got an undercover 

v̂-., blanket on this place. Except because 
r̂ ') it's a beauty pageant, there's a few 

places we can't get to. 

GRACIE 
What places? 

ERIC 
Places they don't let men go in 
pageants. Places where only the 
contestants go. Onstage. 

There's a moment of silence as Gracie takes this in. She 
looks too shocked to speak. 

GRACIE 
Miss United States? Me? Me? In 
the Miss United States contest? •* 

Gracie laughs uproariously for a minute, then gets up and 
rushes to the bathroom. WE HEAR RETCHING from another room. 

ERIC 
Obviously, you weren't our first 
choice. 

(MORE) 

V 
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ERIC (CONT'D) 
But you'd be surprised how difficult 
an assignment this is to fill. We 
conducted an extensive search. 

CUT TO: 

INT. FBI COMPUTER ROOM - DAY 

Eric is hunched over a console. A COMPUTER OPERATOR, JENSEN, 
sits at the keyboard. 

ERIC (V.O.) 
We compiled a visual read-out on 
every female Agent under the age of 
thirty, excluding for Agents with 
high visibility, current assignment, 
and excessively large hips. 

Jensen hits some buttons. From the Agents POV WE SEE various 
women show up on a bank of screens, each with their name and 
division. Jensen hits another button, which places each 
candidate in full figure, disrobes them down to their 
underwear, dresses them in an evening gown, then a swimsuit. 

The room has taken on the feel of a bachelor party, as it's 
filled with scores of male agents, whooping it up and cheering 
as each figure comes on the screen. They put a picture of 
Eric up and dress him in an evening gown to a round of cheers. 
Eric sits at the keyboard, presses some buttons, and McDonald 
comes up in a swimsuit. The laughter quickly dies down. 

ERIC (CONT'D) 
He's right behind me, isn't he? 

Eric turns around to see McDonald standing there. Jensen 
sits back down, hits some more buttons. 

JENSEN 
Wait a minute. Here * s one. 

They all look. It's a shot of Gracie in a swimsuit. 

MCDONALD 
Jesus. 

INT. GRACIE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Gracie is now sitting on the bed wearing a washcloth that 
says "Hers". 
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ERIC 
If it's an inside job, this is the 
only way to be sure we're completely 
covered. 

GRACIE 
No...freaking...way. 

ERIC 
Why not? You do a few butt-shaping 
exercises, we could pull this off. 

GRACIE 
I am not parading around in a swimsuit 
like some airhead bimbo in a network 
televised soft-core porn film. 

(imitating a contestant) 
"Hi, my name is Gracie Lou, and I 
want to save the world through peace, 
love and crochet." 

ERIC 
Now you sound like a Daughter of the 
New American Revolution. 

GRACIE 
They're right about this. Beauty 
pageants!?! You don't need an agent 
for this. You need a model, or one 
of those pre-schoolers you date. 

ERIC 
Gracie — 

GRACIE 
It's because McDonald hates me, right? 
He's trying to punish me — 

ERIC 
Hey—I had to beg him to let you do 
this! 

Gracie takes this in. ', 
*̂ 

GRACIE 
You're kidding. 

ERIC 
Like it or not, you screwed up that 
night. I know you caught the guy, 
but you should've shot. McDonald can 
nail you to a desk job for the rest 
of your life, so I'd think about 
this. 
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Gracie sits down, overwhelmed with this news. 

GRACIE 
I can't believe it...You mean I'd 
have to do the whole thing—the 
dancing and the bathing suit and the 
smiling and the twirling...Where 
would I put my gun? 

ERIC 
No place I want to know about. 

GRACIE 
Eric...look, I didn't grow up like 
other girls. On my fifth birthday— 

CUT TO: 

INT. KITCHEN — DAY 

There's a birthday party going on. Young Gracie sits at the 
table unwrapping a present while EMILY, her mother, Jay, and 
her Grandmother and Grandfather look on. Finally, she gets, 
the present open. It's a doll. 

GRANDMOTHER 
It's a doll, sweetheart! 

GRACIE 
Thanks, Grandma. It's so...you. 

Her mother hands over a present. 

EMILY 
This is from Daddy and me, honey. 

Gracie rips it open. It's a holster with two water guns. 

GRANDMOTHER 
Oh, for God's sakes. 

GRANDFATHER 
Well, this makes it official. She's ** 
not going to be Amish. "^ 

GRACIE 
It's just what I wanted! Thanks, 
Mom! Thanks, Dad! 

JAY 
Your welcome, Sweetface. 

EMILY 
Now remember—we only use guns to— 
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GRACIE/EMILY 
Protect those who can't protect 
themselves. 

EMILY 
Badges! 

Gracie pulls out a mini-FBI badge as her mother pulls hers 
out. 

CUT TO: 

INT. GRACIE'S APARTMENT — NIGHT 

GRACIE 
I don't even own a dress. I'm not 
beautiful the way those women are — 

ERIC 
I think you're potentially attractive. 

GRACIE 
You've never seen me in a bathing 
suit. 

•#ii E R I C 

A ^ x Sure I have. On the computer. 
GRACIE 

And? 

ERIC 
We can make it work. 

EXT. HOTEL IN SAN ANTONIO - DAY 

Print on screen: MISS UNITED STATES HEADQUARTERS. 

INT. MISS UNITED STATES HEADQUARTERS—OFFICE - DAY 

Eric and McDonald are sitting with STAN FIELDS, in his 
fifties, distinguished, the host of the Miss United States 
contest. Alongside him is the Director of Operations fo* 
the contest, KATHY MORNINGSIDE. She is absolutely gorgeous 
and regal, befitting a former contestant, which she was. 

STAN 
I don't know if I'm hearing this 
correctly — 

KATHY 
A^ Stan, these gentlemen — they want 
^ to have one of their agents in the 

contest. 
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That's crazy. You want her to win? 

ERIC 
No, Mr. Fields, we just have to get 
her into the top five, so she'll be 
on stage at the big moment — we'11 
have to rig the judging. 

MCDONALD 
We've got some good leads on this 
group, we're moving towards 
apprehension right now. But we still 
want to do everything we can to 
protect the beauty pageant — 

Kathy nearly jumps out of her chair. 

KATHY 
What did you say? 

Eric looks at McDonald, mystified. 

KATHY (CONT'D) 
This is NOT a beauty pageant! This 

-̂ \ is a scholarship program! It was 
f ^ when I competed in the contest, and 

it's even more so now. 

MCDONALD 
My wife and I watch every year. 

KATHY 
These women have struggled, rehearsed 
and prepared for this night most of 
their lives. I won't let it be ruined 
for them. 

MCDONALD 
We want to work with you— for the 
safety of the girls. Women. 
Scholarship... ladies. 

ERIC "^ 
We don't want to take a chance on 
anybody getting hurt. And neither do 
you. 

There's a moment of silence 

/ S ^ * 5 ^ 
KATHY 

I will not agree until I'm able to 
meet the young woman you choose. 
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MCDONALD 
Fair enough. 

KATHY 
How are you planning to get her into 
the contest? 

MCDONALD 
If Miss New Jersey and the first 
runner-up become unavailable, it's 
at the discretion of the State 
Committee to choose another 
contestant. 

KATHY 
And how will you deal with Miss New 
Jersey and the first runner-up? 

ERIC 
All I can tell you is, we won't kill 
'em. 

EXT. SAN ANTONIO STREET — DAY 

McDonald and Eric walk out. 

f"^ MCDONALD 
You better be damn sure Hart can 
pass muster with that Pageant fanatic. 

ERIC 
(not so sure) 

No problem, Sir. 

INT. AEROBICS CLASS - DAY 

A group of men and women in sweats are pounding away to some 
funky music. Eric and Gracie enter. 

ERIC 
Which one is Miss New Jersey? 

Amidst the sweating, panting, huffing people in the roomf, WE 
SEE JENNIFER BARRON, a thin, perky blonde, who despite her 
exertions, is not even sweating. 

GRACIE 
I'm guessing the pretty one with 
make-up. 

Eric starts to bop a little. The class ends. Everybody starts 
to grab their towels. Eric and Gracie stop Jennifer. 
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ERIC 
Excuse me, Miss Barron? 

JENNIFER 
Yes? 

ERIC 
I'm Agent Matthews. This is Agent 
Hart. FBI. 

They show their badges. 

JENNIFER 
It wasn't me. It was my sister. 

GRACIE 
We're not here about that. 

ERIC 
Your sister look like you? 

JENNIFER 
Just in the bust. 

ERIC 
(taking out his pad) 

We'll need her number, of course. 

GRACIE 
Miss Barron, we've got a national 
emergency and we need your help. 

JENNIFER 
Oh my God? What is it? 

GRACIE 
We can't tell you. 

JENNIFER 
Wow. 

ERIC 
But we need you to relinquish your /* 
Miss New Jersey title. 

There's a pause. 

yitS^s. 

GRACIE 
It means give up. You'd have to 
give up your title. 

JENNIFER 
No way. No how. Uh-uh. 
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ERIC 
Miss Barron — 

JENNIFER 
I've worked my entire life to get 
where I am now. While all the other 
girls went out after school to eat 
hot fudge sundaes, I was eating celery 
and cottage cheese. Have you ever 
had that? You know what it tastes 
like? It tastes like victory. I 
knew with each bite I was getting 
one step closer to my dream. My 
dream of walking down the aisle with 
a crown on my head and a sash that 
said Miss United States. And no one 
is ever going to take that dream 
away from me. Ever. 

Eric takes out a checkbook. He writes a figure out and shows 
the check to Jennifer. 

JENNIFER (CONT'D) 
Make it out to Jennifer Barron — 

> •£- INT. BOWLING ALLEY 

I NIKI DEAN is at the counter, handing out shoes, score sheets, 
etc. 

NIKI 
| (yelling in a thick 

New Jersey accent) 
Hey, lane fourteen! Lose the heels. 

(to herself) 
You big horse. 

Eric and Gracie approach her. 

ERIC 
Are you Niki Dean? First runner up 
in this years Miss New Jersey contest? 

NIKI 
Why? 

ERIC 
I'm Agent Matthews. This is Agent 
Hart. FBI. 

NIKI 
A^ Well, that's not going to help you 
\ get a lane. It's Seniors Night. 
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/*""V ERIC 
( There's been a problem with Miss New 

Jersey. 

NIKI 
(hopefully) 

Is she dead? 

ERIC 
No. She had to pull out of the 
contest. 

Niki explodes in joy. 

NIKI 
Yes! Yes! I knew it. I knew that 
silicone whore wasn't classy enough 
to represent the Garden State. 

(calling out) 
I quit! I'm done here! Hey Bernie, 
I quit, you son of a bitch! 

GRACIE 
Hold on, Bernie. 

(to Niki) 

r We need you to resign from the 
• contest. 

NIKI 
Are you crazy? You just told me I 
won. 

GRACIE 
You'd be doing a service to your 
country. And we'd be happy to 
compensate you. 

NIKI 
No fucking way. 

GRACIE 
How did she not win? 

.t 
ERIC •:*• 

I'd think twice about this, Wanda. 

The mention of the name "Wanda" brings Niki to a dead stop. 

ERIC (CONT'D) 
Agent Hart? 

:A^- Gracie hands over a typical post-office "Wanted" picture. 
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A^ ERIC (CONT'D) 
- Wanda Kowolski. Wanted for bank 

robbery in Alaska. Your hair's 
different in the picture. Longer. I 
guess you needed to keep warm in the 
getaway sled. 

NIKI 
(pause) 

What kind of numbers we talking about? 

INT. TELE-COM BOARD ROOM — DAY 

This is the corporate Boardroom of Tele-Com Corp, a multi
media giant. The room's floor to ceiling windows afford a 
spectacular view of San Antonio. ALAN SPIRO, President of 
Tele-Com, mid-forties, successful, British, is there along 
with his Vice-President, ROB OKUN. Kathy enters. 

KATHY 
Alan! How are you? 

There are kisses and hugs all around. 

r) 
SPIRO 

Kathy, please, have a seat. You know 
Rob Okun, our new head of marketing. 

KATHY 
Rob, of course. 

SPIRO 
So, to what do we owe the pleasure 
of this visit? 

KATHY 
Well, since we discussed the ratings 
decline at our last meeting I came 
up with a few ideas to pep things up 
a bit. I thought we could add some 
special effects, like an animated 
character who talks to the girls. 

SPIRO 
I love that! Rob, jot that down. 

ROB 
Got it. 

SPIRO 
But I do think it's going to take 
more than that. I think we have to 
update the whole look and feel of 
the pageant. 
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KATHY 

Kathy takes out a pad. 

( I also had some other thoughts— 

/S5P"Vj 

SPIRO 
Kathy, I know how hard this is to 
accept. You and Stan have been with 
the pageant for thirty years. 

ROB 
But our research indicates Stan has 
almost zero recognition with the 18-
4 9 demographic. And when I say almost 
zero, I mean he has negative 
recognition. They think he's somebody 
else. 

SPIRO 
And if we're bringing in a new 
management and production team, 
they're going to want their own people 
on board. They all have way too much 
respect for•you to take charge while 
you're still there. 

Kathy looks saddened and hurt. 

SPIRO (CONT'D) 
Of course, we'd want you to remain 
on in a consulting capacity. 

KATHY 
But...this is my pageant. 

SPIRO 
No, actually, it's Tele-Corn's pageant. 

KATHY 
There's nothing I can do to change 
your minds? I'll adapt. I'll change. 
I'll listen to gangsta rap. 

SPIRO '•" 
Kathy, let's go out in style and 
make this the best pageant ever. 
Alright? 

Spiro smiles. Kathy looks crushed. 

EXT. BATTERY PARK — DAY 

Gracie is in sweats, running through the park at a fast clip 
After a minute, Eric catches up to her, running just as fast 
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r ERIC 
Ready to start Operation Make-Over? 

GRACIE 
What do I have to do except buy a 
pair of heels and get a lobotomy? 

Eric hands Gracie a piece of paper. 

ERIC 
Go to this restaurant. You'll meet a 
Mr. Victor Moorehouse there. 

GRACIE 
As much as I enjoy the whole "Spy 
versus Spy" thing, who is he? 

ERIC 
The Michael Jordan of beauty 
consultants. This guy has coached 
more Miss United States winners than 
anybody else. And now he faces his 
greatest challenge. 

Eric laughs. Gracie does not look happy. 

(^ GRACIE 
You coming? 

ERIC 
Love to, but Beth only got a C on 
her law-enforcement paper. We're 
gonna see if we can't get it up. 

GRACIE 
Are you actually this superficial? 

ERIC 
Hard to believe, isn't it? Have fun 
tonight. 

INT. MANHATTAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

An upscale eatery. Gracie enters direct from jogging and 
immediately feels out of place — underdressed, still sweaty. 
She looks over to see a dapper MAN dressed in a perfect suit 
at the bar, sipping a martini. He wears a single white 
carnation. This is VICTOR MOOREHOUSE. When Gracie enters, 
Vic stands. 

VIC 
A^ If you're Gracie Hart, I quit here 

and now. 
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-»v GRACIE 
( Too bad. I was really hoping to look 

like you when we finished. 

VIC 
Charming. I suppose we'd better get 
to know each other. Are you hungry? 

Yeah. 

Yes. 

Yeah. 

Yes 

Yeah. 

Yes. 

GRACIE 

VIC 

GRACIE 

VIC 

GRACIE 

VIC 

f*\ GRACIE 
You know, I have to be somewhere 
next Friday. 

VIC 
Always "Yes". Never "Yeah". Miss 
United States is well-spoken and 
polite. 

GRACIE 
But I'm not Miss United States, am 
I? 

Gracie turns around and spits her gum into a receptacle. 
Then she gets a whiff of her underarms. 

GRACIE (CONT'D) U 
Yow. I should've showered. -y' 

VIC 
Oh, but why? Eventually, you'll just 
get dirty again. 

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

'f**\ Vic is carefully eating his meal. Gracie is chomping away on 
V ' a steak, drinking a beer, a sport jacket thrown over her 

sweats. Vic signals the waiter, who quickly comes over. 
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VIC 
I'll have another Merlot Laffite, 
please. Another keg for you? 

GRACIE 
(mouth full) 

I'm okay, thanks. 

VIC 
That's all for now, Phillip. 
Incidentally, the complimentary sport 
jacket will require dry cleaning. 

WAITER 
Yes, Mr. Moorehouse. 

The waiter walks off. 

GRACIE 
So, how long have you been doing 
this pageant consulting? 

VIC 
I'm sorry. What was the question? I 
was distracted by the half-masticated 
cow I saw rolling around your wide 
open trap. 

GRACIE 
What's your problem? 

VIC 
My problem? 

GRACIE 
Yeah. Excuse me, yes. You've been 
giving me crap since I walked in 
here. What's the deal? Did I offend 
you in some way? 

VIC 
Other than in an olfactory sense? 
Meaning— *4 

GRACIE 
Smell. From the Latin "Olfactoris." 
I went to college. 

VIC 
Where? Dragnet U? 

(** GRACIE 
Yale. 
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VIC 
That's impossible. I went to Yale. 

GRACIE 
They can take up to three people a 
century now. 

VIC 
Alright, then. I will tell you my 
story. I was the most sought after, 
highly paid consultant in pageant 
history. Every season girls would 
plead with me to train them. Ten of 
the past eleven years, my girl was 
crowned, and the only time I lost 
the winner was a deaf mute. How can 
you beat that? 

GRACIE 
Life can be so unfair. 

VIC 
Then there was last year. 

Vic pauses and takes a drink of wine. 

VIC (CONT'D) 
Sara Ann Lowell. A perfect package 
of poise, grace and teeth. She'd 
made it into the Final Five, of 
course, and was waiting to chat on 
issues of the day. Normally, she was 
a fountain of Bon Mots, but that 
night, when Stan Fields asked how 
she felt about affirmative action, 
she froze like a puddle in Antartica. 
Finally she mumbled something about 
how "we should all be affirmative, 
and we should all take action." 
Then, she started to cry. And then 
sob. Then heave. 

GRACIE *< 
So I take it she didn't win. 

VIC 
No, she didn't win! But that's not 
the worst of it. Afterwards, she 
told a reporter she froze because of 
the pressure I had placed on her. 

j ^ That I was a crazed perfectionist 
( I who nitpicked and harangued her within 

in an inch of her sanity. 

/^^V*. 
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GRACIE 
Did you? 

VIC 
Of course! How else could I transform 
some dormitory slut from a Junior 
College in Alabama into Miss United 
States? 

GRACIE 
Well, there's always next year. 

VIC 
No, there isn't. After the article 
came out, my business dried up. Nobody 
wanted me. I was reduced to prepping 
women for the local auto show. I 
started putting on weight and drinking 
domestic wine. 

GRACIE 
So, with all due respect, how come 
the Bureau went after a loser like 
you for this job? 

s0* VIC 
(/ Because everyone else worth having 

already has a contestant! They have 
their Southern Belles, Midwest Farmers 
Daughters, spunky Western cowgirls. 
And I have...Dirty Harriet. 

INT. FBI SCREENING ROOM - DAY 

ON SCREEN WE SEE a video of a woman walking gracefully down 
the aisle in a swimsuit and heels, smiling and waving. Vic 
sits with Gracie, watching. 

VIC 
This is the legendary Kathy 
Morningside. Watch how she walks — 
as if she's floating, lightly 
ascending from cloud to cloud towards •* 
heaven. The smile, the spin — -A 

GRACIE 
The horror. These are not actual 
women, are they? These things were 
created in a offshore rubber factory 
by non-unionized workers. 

A^\ Suddenly another piece of film comes up with a contestant 
performing an opera — shrieking an opera is more like it. 
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GRACIE (CONT'D) 
If we were dogs, we'd be dead now. 

INT. BLOOMINGDALE' S — DAY 

Vic and Gracie walk through the Women's section. Vic picks 
up a tiny one-piece bathing suit. 

VIC 
Now this is absolutely scintillating. 

GRACIE 
I've worn band-aids bigger than that. 
Why can't we go to the GAP? 

Vic turns to Gracie angrily. 

VIC 
Let me tell you something—yours is 
a generation that prides itself on 
it's so-called individuality. All 
this trumpeting of false bravado 
about expressing your true Generation 
X selves, and yet, like sheep, you 
troop en masse to the same store to 

^SSPV, buy the exact same pair of baggy 
( stone washed jeans and overpriced 

faux baseball jersey. That is not a 
revolution. That is a lack of taste 
and a spiritual void which reflects 
the true GAP at the center of your 
generation, our culture, and the 
entire civilization. 

GRACIE 
What about Banana Republic? 

VIC 
You're hopeless! I quit. 

GRACIE 
Okay. 

,.:r. 
VIC 

Not okay! I can't quit! I need to 
redeem myself. No. I am going to 
rise to the challenge. I am going to 
take a veritable farm g i r l — 

J0m*>\\ 

GRACIE 
I'm from Paramus— 


