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Tc and Victor are on patrol on a footpath in front of the beach.

Victor:
So, let me ask you something.

Tc:
Go ahead.

Victor:
Um, how did you feel to be in charge while Palermo was away?

Tc:
It’s all okay.

Victor:
No but I mean ordering people around, being a big bad authority figure.  Come on, did you like it?  Was it cool?

Tc:
It’s just part of the job Victor.  Why?

Victor:
Well, I’m thinking of taking the sergeants’ exam.

Tc:
So you can order people around?

Victor:
Nnnno, prestige.

Tc:
Oh right.

Victor:
Career enhancement.

Tc:
So why take the sergeants’ exam?  Why not just go straight to Chief?

Victor:
Hey it’s a shot

Dispatch:
Attention all bike and [?] Pacific Blue units.  1-17 in progress.  Rear alley on ocean front.  [?]

Tc:
Pulls his helmet microphone down.  This is 1PB6 responding.

They ride off to the scene where they find two sets of two men fighting and wrestling each other – including Sammy Lugo (you find out who he is a bit later).

Tc and Victor skid around the corner, dismount their bikes and lower the kickstands.

Victor:
Police.  Break it up.

The men keep fighting.

Tc:
That’s enough guys.  Knock it off.

The fighting ceases but they remain glaring at each other.  On of the guys pushes the one he was fighting who drops a small packet of drugs.

Tc:
pulls out his gun and aims.  Hands over your head now.

Victor:
also with his gun out.  Do it.

Tc:
Now.

Victor:
Step back.

Sammy Lugo starts walking backwards.

Victor:
To Sammy.  Where you going?  You, where you going?

Sammy runs off.

Victor:
Damn it!  Puts his gun away and heads for his bike to chase Sammy.

Tc:
Go get him Chief.

Sammy jumps over a wooden fence and runs off through a chain link fence gate.

Victor
Rides parallel to the direction Sammy is running.  Come on, come on.

Victor skids around a corner onto the board walk.

Sammy is running through Venice Beach Gingerbread Court.  He runs out onto the board walk a several metres in front of Victor.  He runs through a seating area and pushes over a man carrying two pop top juice bottles.

He also pushes over a man who is wearing a green beanie, green shirt and green pants.  The man is looking at a stack of children’s plastic chairs and when he is pushed he falls on top of them.

Victor is close behind.

Sammy runs around a corner onto ‘Speedway’ and scares a flock of pigeons.

Victor skids around the corner a few seconds later.

Sammy runs incautiously down Speedway but Victor looks both ways as he crossed an intersection.

Victor catches up and puts a hand on Sammy’s shoulder before diving on him, dragging them both to the ground.

Victor gets up with his radio daggling and pulls Sammy to his feet.

Victor:
Get up.  Up against the fence.  He pushes Sammy against an iron fence.  Hands behind your head.  He flicks Sammy on the elbow when he doesn’t do as he’s directed.  Hands behind your head.

Sammy:
puts his hands behind his head.  You’d better give me preferential treatment homey.

Victor:
handcuffs Sammy.  Yeah, well I prefer not to treat you at all.

Sammy:
You’re gonna be sorry you said that.  I’m gonna do you a huge favour.

Victor:
brings Sammy around to face him.  Oh, you’re all heart.  He pushes Sammy back against the fence and searches him for a weapon.

Sammy:
I’ve got something to trade.  22 carat gold.

Victor:
on the radio.  This is 1PB4 requesting a patrol car on the corner of Paloma and Speedway for suspect transport.

Dispatch:
Roger that 1PB4

Sammy:
No see what I got would be extremely interesting to one of your little pals in shorts.

Victor:
Which one?

Sammy:
That brunette chick; that body.  What’s her name?  Cory.

Victor:
flicks up the microphone on his helmet.  What would you have the would interest her?

Sammy:
Plenty only lets hot talk about that now.

Victor:
That’s right, we won’t.

Sammy:
Listen up man.  This is a matter of life and death.

Victor:
Whose?  Yours?

Sammy:
No, a cop’s.

Victor:
Which one?

Sammy:
I can’t tell you.  I can only talk to Cory.

They exchange glances.

Victor:
leads Sammy by the shoulder.  Let’s go.

Chris walks into a coffee shop juggling her helmet and a magazine.

Chris:
Hey Rosey.

Rosey:
Chris, hi!

Chris:
Hurry please.  You’re looking at a desperate woman.

Rosey:
Making coffee.  So Chris, what happened to your [?] last night huh?

Chris:
Oh, don’t even get me started.  I’m thinking of volunteering my services.  Hey did your cat show up?

Rosey:
Yeah finally around midnight.

Chris:
What’s it about three days now?

Rosey:
Four.  You know I thought I’d never see him again.

Chris:
Oh.  Hey, I bought you something.  Tosses magazine on counter and Rosey takes it.  I picked this up at the design centre for you.  It turns out they have a whole bunch of night courses on fashion design.

Rosey:
Looking at magazine.  This looks great.

Chris:
Pretty reasonable too.  Hey maybe your dad can help you out.

Rosey:
Maybe, so you think I can really get into this course?

Chris:
It’s open for enrolment.  All you have to do is show them your high school diploma and I’m sure they’ll be more than happy to take your money.

Rosey:
Thanks Chris you know I really appreciate it.  Puts the coffee on the counter.
Chris:
Puts the money on the counter and takes the coffee.  And I appreciate this.  Ah.  Coffee goddess Rosey.

Rosey:
Bye Chris.  Waves.
Chris leaves.

Cory is walking through the Firehouse with her bike and parks it near the glass board situated near the bike shop.

Victor:
Hey Cory.  Puts a hand on her bike.  Can I talk to you for a second?

Cory:
Sure.  What’s up?  The two progress to the other side of the firehouse.
Victor:
Ah, it’s kinda weird.  We busted this Chika-feet-street[?] dealer and he claims he’s got something to trade.

Cory:
Laughs.  There’s a first.

Victor:
Well he claims it’s a matter of life and death.

Cory:
Looks oddly at Victor.  Goes into the girls locker room to puts her helmet away in her locker while Victor waits outside.  So go to the DA.  Why are you telling me?

Victor:
Cause he’ll only talk to you.

Cory:
Comes out.  Why me?

Victor:
He wouldn’t say.

Cory:
Oh.  What’s his name?

Victor:
Sammy Lugo.

Cory:
Doesn’t ring a bel.  They walk back through the Firehouse.
Victor:
Well, maybe you’ll recognise his face.  He’s a local.  We’ve taken him down before.

Cory:
Look I don’t know about this.

Victor:
He stops her.  Cory, I think there’s something to it.

Cory:
What makes you say that?

Victor:
I don’t know.  It’s just a feeling.  Now I’ve got him in the interrogation room.  I suggest you go in there before Palermo gets to him.

Cory:
Alright.  Thanks man.

Victor:
Right.

Victor and Cory walk off in separate directions.  The camera follows Cory till it gets to Tc and Chris coming down from Palermo’s office.  Both of them are looking at pieces of paper.

Chris:
Look at all these kids.  It so gets to me.

Tc:
I can’t get over how young they all are.  This one (hold up paper) looks like he’s all of 11.

Chris:
Flicking through.  Makes me sick.

Tc:
Looks contemplative.  Imagine how bad it must be at home for them to run.

Chris:
Mmm.  (flicks over a page).  Oh my god.

Tc:
What is it?

Chris:
Shows him the paper.  I know this girl.  She makes my cappuccino every morning.

The two exchange glances and walk off.
Sammy is in the interrogation room.  He’s sitting in a chair behind the desk looking around at his surroundings.

Cory comes in and smirks.
Cory:
Bobo.

Sammy:
Hey beautiful.  Miss me?

Cory:
Like I miss the Macarena.  What’s the headline here?  She stands in front of him.
Sammy:
I wanna make a deal.

Cory:
You’re talking to the wrong gal.  You need one of your admirers at the DA’s office.  She goes to leave.
Sammy:
Nnno.  It’s got to be you.  No DA, no other cops.  Just you.

Cory:
You know I would have thought you knew the judicial system better.

Sammy:
Look, if you like my story, perhaps you can persuade the DA’s office to cut me some slack.

Cory:
And if I don’t like your story?

Sammy:
No charge.  See I know what a straight arrow you are Cory and I know you pay your debts.

Cory:
Talk.  Folds arms.
Sammy:
I was transacting a commercial endeavour.

Cory:
Supply site?

Sammy:
No, check and delivery.  I happened to be in the company of one of my industries leading distributors.

Cory:
Now you’re making me sick.

Sammy:
Anyway.  He was bragging about how he was going to be revenged on this weasel who dissed him major.

Cory:
He said this in front of you?

Sammy:
He’s arrogant man.  He don’t care.

Cory:
And who is this pillar of the community?

Sammy:
That stays a secret.

Cory:
Who’s the weasel he wants to pay back?

Sammy:
Looks thoughtfully.  A cop.

Cory:
Goes to grab Sammy.  Alright.  You’re going to tell this to my lieutenant.

Sammy:
Cory, it’s your brother.

Cory doesn’t grab him.  Instead, looks worried.
Sammy:
He took this guy for big cash and dumped a tonne of his product.  And now that your brothers not protected by the badge, this boss is gonna make him pay.

Cory:
How?

Sammy:
Hired a hitman to kill him.

Cory looks scared and Sammy looks smug.
Tc gets his helmet from his desk and goes over to the bikes where Chris is.

Tc:
You sure you know this girl?

Chris:
I’m positive it’s her.

Tc:
According to the sheet she just turned 17.

Chris:
Yeah I saw.  But she told me she graduated from Hamilton High School and lives on [?] with her father.  She released the kickstand and wheels her bike towards the door.  Tc follows suite.
Tc:
The flier says she’s from Cummings.

Chris:
Wherever that is.

Tc:
Bar[?] away from San Francisco.  TC75[?].

Chris:
Central nowhere?

Tc:
You got it.

Rosey is putting a coffee in a paper bag.
Chris and Tc walk into the café.

Chris:
Let’s just take this slow.  They walk up to the counter.  Hi Rosey.

Rosey:
Hi Chris.

Chris:
Points as she speaks.  Rosey, Tc, Tc, Rosey.

Tc:
Hi.  Gives a small wave.

Rosey:
Hi.  Points to the coffee machine.  Do you need a fix Chris?

Chris:
Oh no thanks.  I’m fine.

Rosey:
What’s going on?

Chris and Tc exchange looks.
Chris:
We just wanted to ask you a few questions.

Rosey:
Sure, just let me take this latte to Oscar and I’ll be right back.  Goes to delivery latte and gives the two a reassuring grin on the way through.
Tc goes to follow her but Chris stops him.

Chris:
It’s okay.

Tc:
It’s definitely her.

Chris:
She’s such a sweet girl.  She wants to be a fashion designer.

Tc:
She’s in a pretty big hurry to get ahead.

Rosey is running off down an alley.

Chris:
You follow her.  I’ll circle around.

They take off running to their bikes.

Tc skids off down the alley after Rosey and around another corner.

Rosey climbs over a wooden fence and takes off running along a street.

Chris comes running around the corner and Rosey runs right into her.  Chris grabs her.

Chris:
Rosey.  They struggle a bit.  You’ve got to talk to me.

Rosey rolls her eyes.

Peter comes out of his office and Cory rides up behind him.  The office door has a sign saying Peter McNamara – Private Investigator.
Cory:
Peter!

Peter:
Turns around.  Cory, what’s up?

Cory:
Stops her bike.  We need to talk.

Peter:
Nah, can’t.  This PI’s busy stuff.  Do you realise there are people all over southern California cheating on their lovers?

Cory:
This can’t wait.  Come on.

They go to a park in front of the beach.
Peter:
So what’s the emergency.

Cory:
We busted a guy this morning.  Small time pusher.

Peter:
Name?

Cory:
Sammy Lugo.  Goes by the name of Bobo.

Peter:
Never had the pleasure.

Cory:
Well unfortunately I have.  He said he heard from one of his bosses, someone you leaned on, that there’s a contract out on your life.

Peter:
Scoffs.  Who’s his boss?

Cory:
He won’t say.

Peter:
And I suppose he’s passing along this information out of some civic responsibility.

Cory:
Well, no.  He wants me to lean on the DA and make the charges go away.

Peter:
It’s bull.  It’s just Bobo’s desperate attempt to cut a deal.

Cory:
I’m not so sure.

Peter:
Why not?

Cory:
Well because this can’t be reported through normal channels.

Peter:
You’re got that right.

Cory:
Which of course Sammy knows.  I mean, if he was going to make up something to trade he’d have created a more liquid asset.

Peter:
You’re giving these guys way too much credit Cor.

Cory:
I believe em Pete.

Peter:
Alright, well maybe there is a tiny bit of truth to the whole thing but believe me; Mr Bobo is just blowing this way up to create a bargaining chip and he thinks he has a better chance with you than with than ADA.

Cory:
Pete.

Peter:
Look Cor.  Thanks for looking our for me.  I don’t deserve it.  I’m already into you so deep I can’t repay.  But I can’t go into hiding on the word of some low-level street scum.  I gotta go.  He kisses Cory on the cheek.  Ah Cor, you haven’t told anybody about this have you?

Cory:
Of course not.

Peter:
You can’t either.  Not anyone.  Palermo, Chris nobody.

Cory:
Don’t you think I know that?

Peter leaves and Cory looks worried.
Rosey is in the interrogation room.

Chris lands on her shoulder.

Chris:
Rosey, please.  We really do want to help.

Rosey:
Then just let me go.

Chris:
You know we can’t do that.  I’m gonna ask you one more time.  Where are you living?

Rosey looks blankly at her.
Palermo has his arms folded and is leaning against a window frame.
Palermo:
Rosey, why’d you run away?

Rosey shakes her head.
Victor comes to the door.
Victor:
Lieutenant?

Palermo:
Goes to the door.  Yeah, what?

Victor:
Ah, I called her parents.  Her father said he’d be here first thing in the morning.

Rosey
Yelling.  No, I’m not going back with him!

Chris:
Rosey.

Rosey:
Still yelling.  Just let me go I’m not going back there!

Chris:
With her hand on Rosey’s arm.  Rosey take it easy.  Rosey tries to pull away.  You have to tell me what’s going on please.

Rosey glares at Chris, shakes her head and looks at the guys.

Cory climbs the stairs in the Firehouse and knocks on Palermo’s doorframe.
Cory:
Lieutenant, got a minute?

Palermo:
Is looking through files.  Please, anything to spare me from this.

Cory:
Stands in front of his desk.  Uh, this is a little weird so bare with me okay.

Palermo:
I welcome the distraction.

Cory:
I’ve got this cousin, Anne-Marie.  She’s driving me nuts.

Palermo:
I have a cousin like that.  Louie.

Cory:
You see, ah, she’s writing a screenplay.

Palermo:
Who isn’t in this town?

Cory:
It’s about professional hitmen.

Palermo:
Ah.

Cory:
She’s bugging me night and day for inside info.

Palermo:
Ah right.  The OJ trail.

Cory:
I bet your pardon?

Palermo:
Your cousin probably got the idea from [?] and that woman from North Carolina, go on.

Cory:
Anyway, she’s been pestering me for details about how a real hitman operates and well I haven’t the faintest idea and then I remembered you once worked in organised crime detail.

Palermo:
Right.

Cory:
And didn’t you hear all this stuff about professional assassins?

Palermo:
I worked with an FBI guy I knew worked on a case once.

Cory:
Do you think you could run by me what you know.  I mean like methodology, MO, just so I can pass it on to my cousin and get her off my back.

Palermo:
I can give you an idea.  Actually it’s quite fascinating (motions) sit down.  She sits.  These guys are extremely methodical about the whole thing.  First of all they spend days, sometimes weeks tracking the target.  Shows Peter coming out of his office.  Where he works, where he lives, his routes to and from work, what he does on his days off, (shows assassin writing notes in a book) evenings.  These guys take meticulous notes.  Peter going to his car.  And once they’ve found the optimal location (shot goes back to Palermo) they rehearse.  It’s just time in, time in, time in (shot shows Cory).  Clearing the location, how they transport the weapon, how to dispose of it.  Back to Palermo.  A thousand and one details.  Shows the assassin rehearsing.  And once they’re ready its really just quite simple.  Peter gets into his car.  They’ve got it all down pat like they’ve done it in their sleep.  Back to Palermo.  They just take the target out.  Shows Cory then switches to the assassin putting the gun down and writing more notes.
Chris walks into Palermo’s office with coffee for her and Rosey.

Chris:
It’s not quite what you’re used to but it is coffee.  She hands over the cup.  Technically.  She sits on the edge of the desk.  How’d you sleep?

Rosey:
I didn’t.

Chris:
Nods.  Look Rosey…

Rosey:
I thought you were my friend Chris.

Chris:
I’m trying to be your friend.

Rosey:
Right.

Palermo comes to the door.
Palermo:
Rosey, your fathers here.

Rosey:
Under her breath.  No.

Palermo:
Looks downstairs.  Mr Evans.  He moves aside and Lenny comes in.
Lenny:
Rosey.  Rosey looks around to him and then to Chris.  Let’s go home Rosey.  Rosey gets up and leaves.  Thank you both very much.  I can’t thank you enough.  He shanks hands with Palermo before leaving.
Chris looks sad and Palermo looks confused.
Cory walks past the cellblocks.
Sammy:
Hey beautiful.  Want to meet Jimmy and JM the cat?

Cory:
Lucky for you I don’t know what the hell you just said.  She opens the door to his cell.  Come on.

Sammy:
Where are we going?

Cory:
Seductively.  I have to get to your room.  She grabs Bobo.
Sammy:
Ooh baby.

Cory:
Shut up Bobo.  Don’t speak til spoken to.

Camera pans to Victor who is looking on inconspicuously and concerned from in front of the glass board.

In the interrogation room.
Cory shoves Sammy into the room.
Sammy:
So, we got a deal?

Cory:
Slides a chair over to him.  Sit down and shut up.

Sammy sits and Cory starts walking in circles around the chair.
Cory:
Now if you want my full co-operation I’ve got to have yours.

Sammy:
You already got it Cory, come on.  This is that thanks I get?

Cory:
You’re holding out of me Bobo.  You come clean or you’re taking the full trip.

Sammy:
What do you want to know.

Cory:
The name of the man who ordered the hit.

Sammy:
Nnnno.

Cory:
Fine but isn’t this the third strike for you?

Sammy:
Jumps up.  Wait.

Cory:
Slams him back down into the chair.  Sit down.

Sammy:
You don’t know what you’re asking.

Cory:
You know the thing is Bobo, I believe your story but that’s not going to stop my brother’s murder.  So, I need to know the mane of the man that ordered the hit.

Sammy:
I can’t risk that.

Cory:
Then weigh these risks.  Give up the name and I’ll broker the deal.  Don’t, and you’ll go away for a long, long time.

Sammy:
Thinks.  It’s Little Boy.  Says reluctantly.
Cory:
Austin St Pierre?

Sammy:
Yeah.

Cory:
Alright Bobo.  I’ll see what I can do.

Sammy:
Thing is Cory you’d better hurry.  That his has to be carried out by midnight tomorrow.

Cory:
Why?

Sammy:
Got no idea.  All I know is the shooter has to make that deadline.

Cory runs out of the room.

Cory is walking down the street in civvies when Victor pulls up beside her.

Victor:
Hey Cory.

Cory:
Victor.  What are you doing here?

Victor:
Looking for you.  What’s going on between you and that weasel?

Cory:
Believe me you don’t want to know.

Victor:
Sighs.  You’re not jamming yourself up are you?

Cory:
What do you think?

Victor:
I don’t know.  I don’t know.  Can I help?

Cory:
Yeah, you can keep your mouth shut alright.

Victor:
Think I can do that.

Cory:
Thanks man.  She walks off.
Victor:
Stares after her.  Be careful.

Austin St Pierre is looking out over the water.

Austin:
When I was a kid in Compton I used to come to the beach every weekend.  Now I have a 20-room house.  Each room has got a view of the sea.  Turns to face Cory.  You’re the cop, you’re McNamara?

Cory:
That’s right.  Thanks for coming.

Austin:
I was intrigued.

Cory:
I’m hearing a rumour on the streets.

Austin:
You ought to know about it.

Cory:
This one has a ring of truth to it.  It concerns my brother.

Austin:
Who might that be?

Cory:
Peter McNamara.

Austin:
Shakes head.  Never heard of him.  What’s the gossip?

Cory:
That you ordered him dead.  That you hired a pro to make it happen and that it’s going down in the next 32 hours.

Austin:
That’s a pretty detailed rumour.

Cory:
Is it true?

Austin:
No, now we done?

Cory:
Not quite.  Now listen…

Austin:
Wait.  Hang on.  Did you say Peter McNamara?  It seems I do remember hearing something about him.  I heard he was as dirty as they come.  Heard he broke every rule on the streets and pissed off a whole bunch of people and that he deserves to die a painful, horrible death.  Now are we still talking about the same Peter McNamara?

Cory:
Now you listen to me Mr St Pierre.  If anything happens to my brother I’ll know you’re responsible and with him gone there’s no reason for me to keep this out of the system and you will go down for it.  I promise.

Austin:
Girl scouts honour?  Cory smirks and goes to leave.  Office McNamara.  I’ll refresh you on the laws of the street.  Anyone who gets in the way deserves the same treatment as the one he (motions) or she is trying to help.  Now that’s the story case speaking.

Austin raises his eyebrows at her.  Cory glares and walks away.  Austin turns back to watch the water.

Chris is in the Firehouse looking through a folder and is approached by a guy.

Evans:
Are you Kelly?

Chris:
That’s right.

Evans:
They ah said I should see you.  He motions to people behind him who are offscreen.
Chris:
How can I help you?

Evans:
I came to pick up my daughter.  Rosemary Evans.

Chris whirls around in shock.

Cory is walking up the street – still in her civvies – tailing Peter.

Peter gets stopped by a guy.  Cory looks on concerned but Peter brushed the guy off and keeps going.  Cory relaxes a bit.

Peter gets stopped again by a gang of youths.  Cory looks more concerned but Peter keeps going.

Shot shows the assassin with his gun pointed ready to fire.

Peter is stopped again but a guy and Cory calls to him.

Cory:
Peter!

The assassin lowers his gun and is frustrated.

Peter:
What’s up?

Cory:
Pete, we need to talk.  I know more now.  Come on.  She pulls him off.
In Palermo’s office.  Palermo enters the room first followed by Evans and Chris squeezes in behind.
Evans:
You turned her over to him?

Palermo:
Mr Evans calm down.  Why don’t you sit down?

Evans:
Nno, you just turned my daughter over to a monster.  Don’t tell me to calm down.

Palermo is seated at his desk and Chris is standing beside him.

Chris:
Obviously a mistake has been made and we’re very sorry but let’s just concentrate on finding Rosey okay?

Evans:
Sits down.  I just can’t believe this.

Palermo:
One of the problems is that we don’t know very much about the situation.

Chris:
Or your daughter, maybe you can give us some background?

Evans:
The problem started when we moved to Cummings about three years ago.

Palermo:
Just you and Rosey?

Evans:
And my wife.  Rosey was always shy, my wife really protected her.  So ah well Rosey started going to this big regional high school.  She couldn’t handle it.

Chris:
Where is your wife Mr Evans?

Evans:
Dead, cancer, 2 ½ years ago.

Chris:
Must have been really though on Rosey.

Evans:
Yeah, it was tough on both of us.  Carol was the heart and guts of our family.

Palermo:
She and Rosey were close?

Evans:
As close as it gets.  Sighs.  When Carol died both Rosey and I were torn up.  Couldn’t eat, sleep.  I couldn’t help Rosey that much cause I was having a pretty hard time myself.

Chris:
Did you go for counselling?

Evans:
You mean like a psychiatrist?

Chris:
Yeah.

Evans:
Shakes his head.  We don’t do that in our family.  Chris and Palermo exchange looks.  And that’s when this slime got hold of her.

Palermo:
And who is this guy again?

Evans:
Lenny Patrani.  He was her science teacher.  I mean Rosey was just prime to have some scum take advantage of her.

Chris:
And how did he do that sir?

Evans:
When Carol died Rosey started smoking grass, skipping school.  We weren’t talking so he came along and posing as a friend he tried to pull her out of it.

Chris:
And you didn’t think he was sincere.

Evans:
No.  he’s a sick creep.  She began staying out late at night and then sometimes not coming home at night at all.  So I layed down the law.  And I’m not like one of those parents who babies their kids.  Be home at eight I said or don’t come home.

Palermo:
And one day she didn’t.

Evans:
Nods.  I ain’t seen her since.  But Patrani disappeared the same time.  Everybody knows they ran away together.

Chris:
Was theirs a sexual relationship?

Evans:
Jumps up and yells.  What do you think I’ve been talking about?  I mean right now he’s probably got his hands all over her doing god knows what to her.

Palermo:
Easy.

Evans:
Now are you going to help me find my little girl or are you going to sit there yapping?

Chris:
Yes sir, we are going to find her.

Cory and Peter are in a bar.

Peter:
So what Bobo told you this?

Cory:
Yeah.  He said the shooter had to bring you down by midnight tomorrow.

Peter:
Now how does he know that.  This guy sounds like a punk.  Just a fleet of big guys.

Cory:
I don’t know.  Right place, right time.  He even gave me the name of the boss.

Peter:
Who is it?

Cory:
Austin St Pierre.

Peter:
Little Boy.

Cory:
Yeah and he totally stone-wagged[?] me.

Peter:
What?  You saw him?

Cory:
For all the good it did me.  All I got out of him was a threat.  Pete you just have done something really bad to Little Boy didn’t you.

Peter:
He deserved it of course, but yeah I stung him pretty bad.  He is one malevolent SOB.  You really believe he put a contract out on me.

Cory:
Yeah I do.

Peter:
Maybe I think I do too.

Cory:
Well, so what do we do now?

Peter:
I don’t know.

Cory:
Okay, first off I think we need to get Jenny and the kids out of town.

Peter:
Fortunately they’re up at Mammas for the week.  But look Cory, we can’t take this to anyone.  We’ve got to take care of it ourselves.

Cory:
Understood.  Look, maybe you should blow town till this deadline passes.

Peter:
No I’m not going to run away.

Cory:
Oh Pete, don’t go macho on me.

Peter:
Who’s to say the guy wouldn’t follow me anyway.

Cory:
Maybe that’s what we want.

Rosey is leaving her house.  Chris comes around the corner.

Chris:
Rosey.

Rosey halts and walks off quickly in other direction.

Tc comes around the other corner and grabs her.  She struggles.

Tc:
Easy, easy.

Rosey:
Let me go.

Chris:
Your real father showed up.  Rosey struggles some more.  Look Rosey, this has gone from bad to worse.  I can’t help you if you don’t tell me what’s going on.  So relax.  No one’s going to hurt you.

Tc:
I’ll keep an eye out for Patrani.  He leaves.
Rosey settles down and Chris lets go of her.

Chris:
We know about Lenny.  And we know about your mother dying, and…

Rosey:
You don’t know anything except for what my fathers told you.

Chris:
Why don’t you tell me your version.

Rosey:
You know all you’ve gotta know is one thing.  I love Lenny and I am never ever going back to that pig.

Chris:
Come on.  She leads Rosey away.
Victor comes out of the bike shop and Cory walks up to him.

Cory:
Victor.

Victor:
What’s up?

Cory:
Um, I need your help.

Victor:
Okay, you’ve got it.

Cory:
Well, don’t say that till I explain a few things.  She looks around.  Um, let’s go over here.  They walk to a corner.
Victor:
What’s going on?

Cory:
Sighs.  You’re gonna have to fly blind on this okay.  I can’t tell you what’s going on or why it’s going on.  You’re just going to have to do what I say.

Victor:
Come on.  You can tell me.

Cory:
I know I can tell you but believe me, it’s way better if I don’t.  You still wanna help?

Victor folds his arms and looks at her.

Peter runs out of his office to his car with a bag and a sleeping bag and throws them in his boot.  He gets in his car and speeds off.

The assassin throws his cigarette on the ground, gets in his own car and follows.

Patrani is walking down the street look around very cautiously.  He goes to his building and sees Tc sitting on the steps waiting for him.

Tc:
Mr Patrani.  He gets to his feet.
Lenny turns to run away but decides against it and puts his hands in the air.

Tc:
You can put your hands down sir but you are going to have to come with me.
Lenny puts his hands down and offers them to be cuffed.

Tc:
And ah, I don’t think that’ll be necessary.  Grabs Patrani by the shoulder.  Come on.

Peter is driving down the highway and the assassin is following.  Peter keeps looking in the rearview mirror.

He pulls off the road to a Pacific Bell phone booth and calls Cory.
Peter:
Cor it’s me.  I think he’s buying it.  The same grey ford has been following me since Santa Monica.  Okay.  Cya.

Peter runs back tot he car and keeps going down the highway.  The assassin is still following.

In the interrogation room.  Lenny is seated and Palermo is resting on his hands on the desk and towering over Lenny.

Palermo:
You’re in an avalanche of trouble Mr Patrani.

Lenny:
Looks stressed.  I know.

Tc is sitting down and Chris is standing next to him.

Chris:
We want to hear this from your side.

Lenny:
She was my student, 10th grade biology at Menrole County Regional High School.  There was always something about her though that, ah, not like a lot of the kids.  She was old fashioned, sweet, nice you know.

Chris:
How did things start between you?

Lenny:
She started cutting class, ah, she was skipping school.  She was showing up stoned.  She would burst into tears seemingly for no reason at all. I tried to talk with her.  See if I could help her.

Palermo:
Could you?

Lenny:
Yes I think that I did, I ah, she trusts me.  She could talk with me.

Chris:
Was your relationship intimate Mr Patrani?

Lenny:
Sighs.  In the beginning it was, god help me.  Then she came to me and she said she couldn’t handle it, that it was messing her up badly and could we just stop that part.

Tc:
And you agreed to that?

Lenny:
Of course I agreed to that.  I told you, I love her.  She is the most important thing in my life.

Palermo:
Alright.  What brought you to the beach?

Lenny:
Things went from bad to worse for her at home.  You know about her mother dying and she and her father weren’t speaking.  And the beatings got rose.

Chris:
Holds her hands up in front of her.  Wwwait.  What beatings?

Lenny:
Well, she didn’t say anything about that?

Chris:
No.

Lenny:
Well the man would hit her with his hand or with his belt.  With a chair.  I mean, he slammed a chair down on her and broke her wrist.

Chris:
Do you know this for a fact?

Tc put his head in his hand looking rather ill.

Lenny:
You don’t have to trust me.  Just look at her wrist.  Look at her back.

Palermo motions to Chris.

Chris leads Rosey up the stairs to Palermo’s office and closes the door behind them.

Chris:
Rosey, I need to see your back.  She closes the blinds.
Rosey:
No.

Chris:
Please don’t fight me here.  She turns to face Rosey.  Okay Rosey turn around.  Rosey turns around.  Life over your shirt please.  Rosey lifts up her shirt and her back is scarred.  Okay you can put it back down.  Can I see your wrist?  Rosey turns around and Chris looks at her wrist.  Okay.  She taps Rosey on the shoulder and exits the room.  Palermo and Tc are waiting outside.  She’s been beaten alright.  Badly.

Chris goes downstairs.  Tc looks confused and motions to the office.

Palermo:
I’ll talk to her.  He taps Tc on the shoulder and goes in.
Peter is driving along a road near a beach with Lifeguard Tower 5 in the background.  Cory comes out from behind a sign and Peter pulls up and talks to her through the open window of the passenger side.

Peter:
He’s still on me.  He should be along any minute.

Cory:
Great.

Peter leaves.

Cory pulls out a gun from her bumbag and checks the ammo cartridge, retreating back to behind the sign as she does so.

The assassin comes from behind the sign and pushes his gun into her neck.  He reaches out and takes Cory’s gun from her.

Miller:
I love the beach in the offseason.  Let’s go.  Come on.

Rosey is sitting in Palermo’s office.  Palermo opens the door for Chris who sits down next to Rosey.  Palermo waits, leaning against the doorframe.

Rosey:
Where is he?  Where’s Lenny?

Chris:
He’s downstairs.

Rosey:
Well can I talk to him?

Chris:
Rosey I want to talk to you about what’s gonna happen.

Rosey:
To Lenny?

Chris:
No, to you.  You don’t have to go back to your father.

Rosey:
What are you talking about.  Where else am I gonna go.

Chris:
We’ve called in a social worker.

Rosey:
No.

Palermo:
Her names Debbie Roland.  She’s great.  I’ve worked with her before.

Rosey:
She’s gonna make me go back to my father.

Chris:
No, she’ll do an investigation and determine whats in your best interest.  Does your mother have a sister?

Rosey:
I want to be with Lenny.

Chris:
It’s not going to happen Rosey I don’t wanna lie to you.

Rosey:
You’re selling me out.

Chris:
Rosey, please.  Try to understand.

Rosey:
I understand that Lenny’s the only person who loves me.  You know he cared about me when nobody cared at all.  Now he’s getting punished for the good he’s done.

Chris and Palermo exchange looks.

Peter is pitching a tent on the beach and scanning the cliffs.

Cory is getting handcuffed by the assassin.

Miller:
It’s too bad you know.  Normally I don’t kill cops.  It’s a professional courtesy.  Cory looks at him.  That’s right I know you’re a cop.  He brushes hair from her shoulder.  I saw your uniform.  Oh, feel free to shout by the way.  The wind is blowing, he won’t hear you.  Besides there’s no one else around.

Cory:
I don’t need to scream.

Miller:
Oh.

Cory:
Peter knows your coming.

Miller:
You think that’ll really make a difference.

Cory:
Yes because you’ll never catch Peter looking the wrong way.

Miller:
Why are you so devoted to this rotten apple?

Cory:
He’s my brother.

Miller laughs.
Cory:
Is that funny?

Miller:
Yeah.  You know I have a sister who’s a cop too.  We’re not that close.  Oh, last chance for a shout?  Suit yourself.

He goes to gag her but she knees him in the gut and tries to run away.  She doesn’t get too far before he grabs her by the waist.  They struggle.
Miller:
Next time you try that, you’re dead.  Let’s go.

Palermo is in his office.  Evans goes up the stairs with Chris behind him.

Evans:
Looks around.  Where the hells my daughter?

Palermo:
She’s being looked after.

Evans:
I wanna see her.

Chris:
Take it easy.  She puts her hand on his arm.
Evans:
He brushes her off.  Don’t tell me to take it easy.  I wanna take Rosemary home now.

Chris:
It’s not going to happen at this time sir.

Evans:
What are you talking about?

Palermo:
We had to call in a social worker.

Evans:
Social worker?

Chris:
She’ll be conducting an investigation and making a recommendation to a juvenile court judge.

Evans:
Juvenile court judge?  What kind of recommendation?

Palermo:
As to where she might live.

Evans:
My daughter lives with me.

Chris:
Not anymore she doesn’t.

Evans:
Now this is America.  You can’t take my daughter away from me.

Palermo:
Mr Evans are you aware that your daughter’s back is covered with scar tissue.

Chris:
And that her right wrist has been fractured.

Evans:
What are you talking about?

Chris:
I’m talking about the fact that your daughter has been beaten repeatedly over a long period of time.

Evans:
Nno, Rosemary was a headstrong, wilful child.  I tried to teach her some discipline.

Chris:
With what?  A baseball bat?

Evans:
With strap and rod.

Chris:
Sarcastically.  Oh, excuse me.

Evans:
Well if it was good enough for me growing up it’s good enough for her.

Chris:
No sir it’s not.

Evans:
Oh, you’re trying to tell me how to bring up my daughter now?

Chris:
Somebody has to.

Palermo:
There are certain procedures we need to follow in a case like this.

Evans:
Oh the damn government just wants to get their hands in everything.

Chris:
Put yourself in the system sir.

Evans:
Yells.  Just shut up.  You talk to me like that again and I’ll…

Chris:
What?  Put a strap to me?

Evans:
Yeah, maybe I should.  Maybe you’d learn then.

Chris:
In his face.  You beat your own child.  That beautiful precious girl, you beat her.  Like an animal.  And if I have any say about it you will never get your daughter back.

Palermo:
Easy Chris easy.  Hey.  Pulls her away.  Take it easy.  Mr Evans there’s a DA from Menrole[?] county downstairs who wants to ask you some questions.

Evans:
About Patrani?

Palermo:
No, about you.  Downstairs now.  Pushes Evans towards the door.  Go.  Gives one last look at Chris.

The DA escorts Evans downstairs followed by Palermo.

Evans reaches the bottom of the stairs and point Patrani in the cells.
Evans:
That’s him!  Takes off running towards the cells.

Palermo:
Evans!  Runs after Evans.
Evans:
Reaches through the bars and grabs Lenny by the throat.  Keeps repeating you’re sick!

Palermo:
Let him go.  Let him go.  He tries to pull Evans off Lenny.  Need some help!

Tc jumps up from his desk and runs over to help.

Chris comes downstairs.

Rosey:
Stop it!  Stop it!

They pull Evans off and slam him into a chair.
Rosey:
Jogs over to Lenny and kisses his hand.  Are you alright?

Lenny:
Yeah.

Rosey:
Did he hurt you?

Lenny:
No.  No, I’m fine.

Chris:
Come on Rosey.  Rosey looks at Chris.  It’s time to go now.

Rosey:
Looks back turn Lenny.  I love you Lenny.  I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you.

Lenny:
Shh.  I know.  I know you do.  Rosey kisses his hand.  I know.

Evans looks on in despair.
Lenny:
You’d better go.  You go.

Rosey turns around to Evans and glared at him.
Evans:
Rosey, I want you to come home.

Rosey:
To social worker.  Let’s go.

They walk away.

Chris look to Palermo who motions to Evans.  Chris looks to Lenny and to the floor.
On the beach.
The assassin is leading a handcuffed and gagged Cory by the elbow.

Miller:
McNamara.

Peter turns around and stands up slowly.
Peter:
Let her go.

Miller:
Shut up and follow instructions.  Take our your gun slowly.  When Peter doesn’t move Miller points the gun at Cory.  Do I have to blow her head off?  Peter puts one hand up in surrender and retrieves his gun by the handle from his bumbag.  Now toss it on the sand in front of me.  Peter throws the gun a whole three feet in front of himself.  Good.  Miller moves Cory forward a few paces before forcing her to kneel down on the sand.  Your turn.  On your knees.  Peter just stands there.  You’ve got no options.  Peter kneels.  Thanks for picking such a secluded spot by the way.

Peter:
Look, I don’t know who you are…

Miller:
Whoa.  I don’t care what you’ve done.  I don’t care what a good guy you are.  I was paid a lot of money to wack you and that’s how I make my living.  Points the gun at Peter.  Bye bye.

They hear a gun shot.  Victor is riding into the beach firing his gun.  Cory gets up and kicked the gun out of Miller’s hand and dives on it.  Peter goes for the gun he through on the sand.  Victor rides closer to shore and Miller takes off running.  Victor rides parallel to him before ditching the jetski into the beach and somersaulting off it.  He runs towards Miller and pulls out his gun.  Miller bends down to get a spare gun from the holster on his ankle.  When he stands up to shoot, Victor shoots him three times and Miller falls down.

Cory and Peter run over to them.  Victor checks for a pulse.
Victor:
Shakes his head and sighs.  He’s dead.

Cory nods and leans her head on Peter’s shoulder.
Cory and Peter are walking along a beach in Santa Monica holding umbrellas because it is raining.

Peter:
Palermo buying the story about Miller?

Cory:
Why not?  It’s the truth.  Someone had a grudge against you, hired Miller to settle it.  No questions asked.

Peter:
Man we got lucky.  If Miller had been around to answer questions everything would have come out.

Cory:
Yeah.  You still have this hanging over you Pete.

Peter:
St Pierre doesn’t strike this and forget the type huh?

Cory:
Not really.  Well, what’s to keep him from hiring another shooter?

Peter:
Pulls out an envelope.  Hopefully this.

Cory:
Takes it.  What is it?

Peter:
A bunch of stuff I collected on St Pierre.

Cory:
Wow.  Names, dates, fieldment[?] suppliers, bank accounts numbers, overseas accounts.  How’d you get all this?

Peter:
Oh, twisted a few arms.  Called in some IOU’s.  I used to be a pretty good cop, remember?

Cory:
Yeah I remember.

Peter:
Send him away Cor.

Cory:
I’ll do my best brother.

A lady is loading the last boxes into a van and Rosey is standing watching with an umbrella.

Chris:
In civvies.  Rosey.  Walks over to her.  I know you’re about to leave and I just wanted to come and say goodbye.

Rosey:
Bye.

Chris:
So you’ll be living with your aunt?

Rosey:
Yeah.

Chris:
I met her last night.  She seems really nice.

Rosey:
She is.

Chris:
I know you probably don’t understand all this and I know you probably hate me right now.  Rosey laughs sarcastically.  I think you’ll come to see that this is the best way.

Rosey:
You’re right I don’t understand.

Chris:
Look Rosey, you can finish school.  You can come back to LA and take those design classes that you…

Rosey:
You just don’t get it.  Chris in 11 months and 9 days I’m gonna turn 18.  And the day you let Lenny out of prison I’ll be there waiting for him.

Rosey gets into the van and it drives away.

~The End~

