
INT. RANKIN’S CAR - NIGHT

RANKIN drives as PARCONI gives directions.

RANKIN
Are you sure Freeman didn’t need a ride?

PARCONI
Oh, he definitely needed a ride.

RANKIN
But you told me --

PARCONI
You saved his life tonight, kid. You 
don’t think that’s enough?

RANKIN
Um, yeah, but --

PARCONI
Take this next right.

Rankin does so.

RANKIN
Wait, I thought you lived in K-Town?

PARCONI
I do.

RANKIN
But this --

PARCONI
Another reason Freeman needed to find 
some alternative transportation. Okay, 
slow down... yeah, now pull into this 
alley here.

RANKIN
Uhh... it’s one way.

PARCONI
Trust me, kid. I got you this far didn’t 
I?

Rankin turns down the alley.

RANKIN
(sotto)

Kinda seems like I got you this far.

drm-045-mov-parconi-rankin-at-bar 1.

© 2017 Acting on Action | Lot 49



The car creeps down the narrow alley. About half way down 
two small parking areas open up across from each other. 
Parconi points to the right.

PARCONI
Now turn into that gap and then back into 
the spot on the end on the left.

RANKIN
Let me guess -- you’re a “preferred 
customer” here as well.

As Rankin parks the car.

PARCONI
That’s right, kid. Me and Elvis. And word 
has it he ain’t stopping by any time 
soon.

RANKIN
Rankin.

PARCONI
Hmm?

RANKIN
We’re off duty. Maybe you can call me by 
my name?

PARCONI
Rankin it is.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

A medium sized bar with an old-school vibe. Parconi leads 
Rankin in through a back door. Heads turn. Rankin follows 
Parconi through various customers. Mostly off-duty cops.

PARCONI
What’ll you have?

RANKIN
Umm... just bottled water.

PARCONI
Come on, kii-- “Rankin” -- there’s two 
things you’re definitely getting tonight. 
Bottled water isn’t one of them.

They make their way to a space between bar stools. The 
bartender, having seen Parconi enter, drops a glass of 
scotch in front of him as he glides past to help another 
customer.
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RANKIN
I’m driving. And... in case you hadn’t 
noticed -- I’m Asian.

PARCONI
And I’m Italian. You don’t hear me going 
around bragging about how big my schwantz 
is.

A couple of beefy cops at the bar overhear. One of them 
turns to Parconi.

TURKEL
That right? You losing your touch, 
Parconi? Or let me guess - the rook 
hasn’t been with you for 10 whole 
minutes.

PARCONI
Rankin - this is Turkel. Good cop. Just 
ask him. He’ll tell ya.

TURKEL
Not as good as you, Parconi. No one’s as 
good as you, Parconi.

Parconi suddenly turns his head slightly and makes a 
face.

PARCONI
Whoa. Was that just me? Did you boys feel 
that?

TURKEL
What - earthquake?

PARCONI
Was a... what do you call it - deja vu? 
Yeah, when Turkel said “no one’s as good 
as you, Parconi” -- ah -- never mind. 
(snaps his fingers) 

TURKEL
Here it comes.

PARCONI
It wasn’t you -- it was your wife that 
said it.

Rankin, Turkel’s friend, and a few nearby guys share a 
laugh.
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TURKEL
You ever gonna get sick of that joke, 
Parconi?

PARCONI
(grabbing his crotch)

Probably the day your old lady gets sick 
of this. Now, make room boys. We got a 
new member of the “K” club.

The other guys expressions change.

TURKEL
No shit. 

Rankin looks around confused. Then it hits him.

TURKEL (CONT’D)
(lifting his glass)

Good job, kid. 

RANKIN
How do you know it was a good shooting? 

TURKEL
You’re here and the perp isn’t. 

PARCONI
(lifting his drink - to 
Rankin)

The man’s got a point.
(to Turkel)

And the “officer” responsible for keeping 
Freeman out of the morgue is:  “Rankin.”

TURKEL
Nice work, Rankin.

(signals bartender)
You got one coming from me.

RANKIN
Uh, yeah - thanks guys. But like I was 
saying - Asian. We’re not real good at 
holding our liquor.

PARCONI
I told you, Rankin. There’s two things 
you’re getting tonight. One of them’s 
fucked up. And the other... an Uber. 

A cute girl walks by and checks out Rankin subtly. But 
not too subtly.
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PARCONI (CONT’D)
Only two things I’m guaranteeing, son. 
Everything else you’re on your own.

RANKIN
Well, then.... what’s good?

PARCONI
(shit eating grin)

I thought you’d never ask.

INT. BAR BOOTH - LATER

RANKIN and ERICA sit in a booth. Rankin is buzzed but 
still in control.

RANKIN
So you’re not a cop but you hang out at a 
cop bar?

ERICA
Technically it’s just a bar. And it 
happens to be the cheapest one that I can 
walk to from my apartment.

RANKIN
I should have deduced that. Perhaps if I 
had a little more time with the 
witness...

ERICA
Careful. (OFF HIS LOOK) I wanted to talk 
to you cause you didn’t seem as douch-ey 
and jaded as all the guys who usually 
come here.

RANKIN
Plus I’m about 20 years younger than most 
of them.

ERICA
(smiles despite herself)

Well, there’s that too.
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