
INT. DINER - NIGHT

PARCONI fiddles with his food as he eyes RANKIN who 
stares out the window, his food untouched. Finally...

PARCONI
Like my ex-wife loved to say, “get to 
work - it ain’t gonna eat itself.”

Rankin turns toward Parconi, still lost in thought, as 
their waitress, SHERRY, pauses on her way past the table.

SHERRY
You boys doing alright?

RANKIN
Hmm?

PARCONI
Come on, kid - you’re making me look bad 
here. You don’t touch your food and 
Sherry’s gonna take it personal. Next 
thing you know I lose my preferred 
customer status. 

SHERRY
Give the kid a break, Parconi. (to 
Rankin) You want me to box that up for 
you, hon?

RANKIN
Umm, uh, no - thank you. 

He grabs a french fry and sticks it in his mouth.

RANKIN (CONT’D)
Sorry, just...

SHERRY
(sincerely)

You take all the time you want. (throws a 
look at Parconi - snarky) Wouldn’t be the 
first cop to move in.

Sherry continues on her way as Parconi barks at her 
retreating figure.

PARCONI
You know I love a woman with attitude! 
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Rankin turns his head in time to see Sherry bend over a 
table to point something out to a customer on a menu as 
she slyly puts her other hand on her hip and flips 
Parconi the bird. The moment helps Rankin break from his 
daze as he turns to Parconi with a slight laugh.

PARCONI (CONT’D)
There any of that left?

RANKIN
Hmm? Any of what?

PARCONI
Attitude. With your... millennial chicks. 

RANKIN
Uh, yeah, sure.

PARCONI
And “Emo” doesn’t count.

RANKIN
What do you mean?

PARCONI
“Emo.” That’s what you kids call it - 
right? No one gives a straight answer. 
Everything’s doom and gloom?

RANKIN
I think you mean “goth”. 

PARCONI
Whatever. Your generation. Call it what 
you like. Me - I call it a pain in the 
ass. My generation you know were you 
stand. Right is right and wrong is wrong.

RANKIN
Must be nice.

PARCONI
Like your shooting.

RANKIN
What do you mean?

PARCONI
He was wrong, son. And you did the right 
thing.

RANKIN
I guess.
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PARCONI
There’s no guesses. If you hadn’t put him 
down Freeman would be the one in the 
morgue now. 

RANKIN
Thanks.

PARCONI
The only one deserving thanks is you, 
kid. 

RANKIN
(BEAT) I was supposed to be a doctor. 
(OFF PARCONI’S LOOK) Lotta doctors in my 
family. I was pre-med. Dropped out senior 
year.

PARCONI
Didn’t have the grades?

RANKIN
No. The grades weren’t a problem.

PARCONI
Let me get this straight. You’re a 
senior. Pre-med. Got good grades. And you 
drop all that to - what - be a cop?

RANKIN
I wanted to do some good.

PARCONI
You know what doctor’s do, son?

RANKIN
I wanted to help in my way. Not my 
parents way. I thought at least you would 
understand.

PARCONI
Hey. Whatever works for you, kid. You 
sure did Freeman some good. Now me - I 
would have gone and been a doctor.

RANKIN
You do know they have to have bedside 
manner?
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