
I/E. SCALES CAR / PARKED - DAY

An unmarked police car sits parked on a city street. 
Inside SCALES sits, his eyes trained at another vehicle 
parked further down and across the street. A cellphone 
RINGS. Scales pulls the phone from a jacket pocket and 
glances at the screen. He taps a button.

SCALES
Hey, boss.

HARPER (O.S.)
Where are you?

SCALES
Checking out that thing we talked about.

HARPER
The bodega?

SCALES
Yeah.

HARPER
You sure about this?

SCALES
Hey. As far as I know, I’m just casing 
the neighborhood.

HARPER
I can’t help you this goes south.

SCALES
Yeah. I’ll be in by 1100 (eleven 
hundred).

HARPER
Right.

Scales hangs up the phone. He lifts a camera with a 
telephoto lens. Looks through it. Through the camera’s 
POV we see MacVeigh sitting in his car. MacVeigh takes a 
bite of a donut. 

Something catches MacVeigh’s eye and he turns his head to 
focus on it. The cam’s POV follows his eyeline. Scales 
adjusts his angle and focus. Suddenly pretty young 
schoolgirls in uniforms come into focus.

Cut to Scales pulling the camera away from his eye, 
shaking his head slightly.
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SCALES
Come on, man.

As Scales brings his attention back toward MacVeigh, he 
suddenly sees a bicycle rider pass MacVeigh’s car and 
throw something into the driver’s seat through the open 
window.

Scales whips the camera up and looks through. He lowers 
it, frustrated. MacVeigh’s car suddenly pulls out and 
whips a u-turn. Scales tilts his seat back to keep from 
being seen. As MacVeigh passes, Scales raises the seat 
back, starts his engine and pulls out.

I/E. SCALES CAR - SIDE ALLEY

Scales car pulls slowly into a side alley. As Scales 
lifts his camera we switch to a POV and see MacVeigh 
lumber out of his car. MacVeigh throws a few glances 
around as he makes his way to the side door of a rundown 
factory.

Scales sees MacVeigh look up toward a surveillance 
camera. The side door pops open. A sudden PING startles 
Scales. He drops the camera from his eyes and pulls out 
his cell phone. A TEXT message from Harper reads: “It’s 
11:30.” Scales throws the gear aside and pulls out.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

SCALES
That doesn’t seem weird to you?

HARPER
We’re not having this conversation.

SCALES
Come on, boss. Stonewalling me’s not 
gonna make this be right.

HARPER
Half the day your ass is mine. You decide 
to use your off time to, say, run the 
ownership records on a building that may 
or may not have a bearing on our case - 
that’s your call.

SCALES
Roger that.
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