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by
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Logline

What happens when the most powerful man in the world is the weakest man between the sheets? Good morning, Mister President.
Synopsis

Trailing behind in the poles, with the sensationalist executions not having the hoped for impact on the fickle electorate, George, the paranoid leader of a fictional superpower, doubts his masculine prowess and becomes obsessed with finding the female g-spot; but the only woman he trusts is Dolly, his blow up doll. 

Plot Breakdown

Set in a psychiatric hospital where the doctors sit to watch the inmates act out their own devised presentations of power gone mad The War Room has a central character of painfully absurd proportions that yearns to be a lover and a leader but, when he fails at both, turns to proactive hatred to qualify his emasculation.

With the elections looming large George’s increasingly tenuous hold on his power and his mind become so fragile he can’t tell the difference between illusion and reality and, as he fights to retain a semblance of sanity, his walls of illusion finally come crashing down when he discovers that he is being observed by the ghosts of the dead men and women he has had executed in the past – the audience. 

As his sycophantic staff plot against him George becomes explosively unstable when his right hand man manipulates him into believing his blow up doll Dolly has been unfaithful and, as George exacts his revenge on Dolly and the world, he is left alone with us, the ghosts of the dead, to reconcile himself as a man and a leader.

Darkly provocative, obscenely comic, and deliberately crass, The War Room explores the nature of sexual politics, destructive male ego, and maniacal stupidity.

Personal Statement

My four-year old daughter recently watched the six o’clock news on television and saw a boy with his legs blown off. She wanted to know why I wouldn’t help him and I justified my cowardice by explaining to her that it was happening in a country far away. Her response was painfully simple; rushing to the television screen to touch the boy’s face, she turned to me and implored, “But he’s right here.”

Unlike my socially conscious four-year old daughter, I also have a teenage son, whose primary interest via Jackass and Dirty Sanchez lies in tits, arse and fart jokes. So, rather than preaching to the converted, I know the only way to connect with my son’s disinterested generation is to push political satire to the most extreme realms of gross out humour.

Designed for insatiably restless seventeen to thirty-five year olds The War Room intends to leave the most indelible of dents on those who experience it, and, through that crass provocation of gross out comedy it also deconstructs the equally crass motivations of political psychosis, in the hope that it might plant a small seed into that large scatological pile which might grow into something beautiful.
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