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1.

INT. POLICE STATION / CORDER & NELSON’S OFFICE - DAY
CORDER enters. Nelson typing on computer.
‘ts up?
Hey.

CORDER
NELSON

Corder reaches into a pocket and pulls out a small
baggie. He sits at the desk and pulls open the center
drawer as he moves his hand with the baggie towards it.
As it slides open he sees the drawer STUFFED WITH USED
PLASTIC RAZORS.
CORDER
What the -- !!
A sly grin spreads across Nelson’s face as she continues
to type.
Really?

CORDER (CONT’D)

NELSON
Something wrong, detective?
CORDER
You mean, besides my partner? (looks
down) Jesus - Nelson - these are used!
That’s fucking disgusting.
NELSON
I have no idea what you’re talking about.
Besides - you think I’m going to buy you
100 new razors? What would they ever be
used for?
CORDER
I don’t even want to know how long you’ve
been saving these up.
NELSON
Are you kidding me? What you’re looking
at partner is the collective mindset of
the entire 12th precinct. (OFF HIS LOOK)
Oh, believe me - everyone was eager to
donate.
CORDER
It’s a new day, partner. New bathrooms,
new freedoms.
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NELSON
Glad it’s working out so well for you.
CORDER
You want - I’m sure Baltz will switch
partners.
NELSON
Don’t even joke.
CORDER
Don’t be fat shaming.
NELSON
It’s not his fat that bothers me.
CORDER
What? You don’t like “Paco Roban?”
NELSON
Jesus - is that what that is? Do they
even make that still?
CORDER
Pretty sure he’s pulling from a stash
he’s got in his bunker.
NELSON
Yeah. And that.
CORDER
What? You don’t think the end is coming?
Be prepared and all that.
NELSON
Seems to me the more time people spend
preparing for the worst is that much less
time they have working to keep it from
happening.
CORDER
Damn. Maybe I underestimated you, Nelson.
(looks down at drawer) Maybe not.
EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY
Corder, noshing on a hotdog, walks up to Nelson as she
surveys a taped off area of a deserted parking lot. She
throws him a glance.
CORDER
Sorry. You wanted one?
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NELSON
You get food poisoning from that you’re
walking back.
CORDER
Hmmph. Let me guess - you never even eat
from the trucks.
NELSON
A “roach coach.” No thanks.
CORDER
Get with the times, partner. Mobile food
is the new reality.
NELSON
I prefer the old one, thanks. Don’t
understand why hygiene had to go out of
fashion.
CORDER
You better be talking about Autencia’s
bacon-wrapped. Messy doesn’t mean stinky.
Well, not all the time.
NELSON
You plan on joining this investigation
any time soon?
CORDER
Spent casings. Why aren’t the tech guys
here picking them up to run ballistics
checks on them?
NELSON
On their way. Someone thought that maybe
the crime scene should be locked down in
the meantime. Unless you got something
better to do.
CORDER
Nothing I love more than watching one of
our city’s finest protect and serve.
NELSON
Try more than just watching sometime,
Corder. May just get a girlfriend.
CORDER
Whooaa! Am I wrong or did “Envelope
Ellen” just throw out some sauce?
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NELSON
Anyone can be crude, Corder. I think
you’ve made that obvious.
CORDER
And she’s back.
NELSON
Wait, “Envelope Ellen”?
Corder notices something (a bloodstain?) on the ground.
He takes a step forward when movement in the distance
catches his eye. He looks up and sees a YOUNG KID sitting
on a BMX bike near the far edge of the parking lot
watching them. Corder starts to casually walk towards the
kid. As Corder gets close the kid moves to start off on
his/her bike.
CORDER
You don’t want me to have to chase you.
The KID turns back as Corder is suddenly next to him.
KID
I didn’t do anything.
CORDER
Then you got no reason to run.
KID
What? Loitering illegal here? I don’t see
no signs.
CORDER
Relax young ‘un. Just thought you might
be able to help a brother out.
KID
With what? I don’t know anything.
CORDER
You don’t know anything?
KID
That’s right. I don’t.
CORDER
About what? Hmm? You must know something
about something. You don’t look that
dumb.
KID
Fuck you, pig - I’m not stupid!
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CORDER
Whoaa! Easy little man. No reason to make
this ugly. How you know I’m not just
wanting to find out where the best food
trucks park?
KID
They don’t usually come here til Sunday.
Who doesn’t.

CORDER

KID
The food trucks.
CORDER
But you saw one here since then? (OFF HIS
LOOK) I’m not looking for a snitch, kid.
I’m just looking to get my grub on.
The kid weighs his options.
KID
All I know is that I asked my mom for 5
bucks.
CORDER
Yeah? When’d you do that?
Last night.

KID

CORDER
You see something that maybe you wanted
to get?
KID
I don’t know.
CORDER
Maybe a burger? Some Bar-B-Que?
KID
No, I like Thai food.
CORDER
Thai food? Around here?
KID
Yeah, tell me about it.
CORDER
So, you don’t usually get much chance to
get your Asian fix then?
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KID

CORDER
But you saw a chance to score some take
out and your ma wouldn’t even have to
make the drive to T-Town.
KID
It didn’t matter. They were gone by the
time I got back.
CORDER
What’d the truck look like?
The Kid’s eyes shift past Corder.
KID
Oh, shit - I think your partner wants
you.
Corder turns and looks toward Nelson who’s busy laying
down plastic numbered markers by the various shell
casings. Corder turns back toward the kid who’s now half
way down the block on his bike and pumping furiously.
CORDER
Son of a bitch.
Corder rejoins Nelson.
NELSON
Scratching that paternal instinct some
more, Daddy?
CORDER
Nieces and nephews, partner. All of the
fun but none of the bills.
NELSON
(quietly)
Not all of the fun.
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