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TEASER
FADE IN:
EXT. STREET CORNER/WEST BALTIMORE - NIGHT

Ghetto crime scene. Boarded-up rowhomes, yellow police tape,
emergency vehicles, UNIFORMED COPS, BYSTANDERS -- all of
them black ~- signifying from the periphery. CLOSE ON BODY
of a young-black male, bloodied and supine at curbside. POV
is ground level, tracking frem .22 shell casing to a rivulet
of blood, te another casing, to the face of the victim, eyes
locked in sudden comprehension. Then onward to more casings,
more blocod, street trash, and, near the wvictim's feet, a
crumpled ten dollar bill. Onward past a few more casings
and then the feet of bored UNIFCRM, standing around. BAnd
all the while we are listening tc a DETECTIVE (MCARDLE},
obviocusly white, guestioning a WITNESS, obvicusly black.

MCARDLE (o.c.}
So your boy's name 13 what?

WITNESS {o.c.)

Snot.
MCARDLE {o0.c.)
Snot.
- WITNESS {o0.c¢.)
Huh.

MCARDLE (o.c.)
You called this guy Snot?

WITNESS {(o0.cC.
Snotbcogie, yeah.

——

MCARDLE (o.c.!
Snotbcogie.
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finaily finishes its low-angle scan of the terraln to
HCMICIDE DET. JIMMY MCARDLE, wnitz, mid-thirtiss,
rctepad in hand, questicning the WITNESS, black, early
es, They are sitting, MCARDLE casually and the WITNESS
151y, on the steps of a wvacant rowhouse,
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MCEZROLE {cont..

. . .
He like the name?

{CONTINUED,
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(CONTINUED)

MCARDLE (cont.)

(c£f BODY)
This kid, whose mama went te the
trouble to christen him...

{checks notepad)
...Cmar Elijah Davis, he comes out
of the house one day, maybe six cor
seven years old, and, ah, you know,
he forgets his jacket. And s0 his
nose starts running. And some
asshole, instead of handing him a
Kleenex, he calls him Snot.

WITNESS
Huh.

MCARDLE
So he's Snot forever.

(pause)
Doesn't seem fair.

WITNESS
Life be that way, I guess.

MCARDLE sighs, agrees. Both pause as they watch the MORGUE
ATTENDANTS roll Snotboogie's wrecked BODY. WITNESS winces
at the sight. '

MCHRDLE
So...
(pause)
Whe shot Snot?

WITNESS shoots MCRRDLE a look.

MCARDLE {cont.}
C'mon.

WITNESS
I didn't see it, man.

MCARDLE
You liked him, didn't you? You kinda
liked the guy.

WITNESS
Snot was awright.

MCARDLE
And you hung arocund, even after the
rollers and the ambo got here. You
ware still here walting 'cause vou
got something to tell me, right?

WITNESS:
I ain't going no court.

MCARDLE stares at nim, waiting.

{CONTINUED]
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(CONTINUED)

WITNESS (cont.}
Motherfucker did not have to put a
cap in his ass.

MCARDLE
Definitely not.

WITNESS
He coulda just whipped his ass, like
we always whip his ass.

MCARDLE
No doubt.

WITNESS
He gonna kill Snot when Snot been
doing the same shit since I dunno
how long.

MCARDLE
I agree with you.

WITNESS
Kill 2 man over bullshit.

MCARDLE
Bullshit, huh?

WITNESS
I'm saying every Friday we in the
alley behind the cut-rate. We roll
bones. you know? All the boys from
‘round the way. We roll 'til late,

MCARDLE
iwho gives a shit}
Alley crap game, rignt.

WITNESS
And like every time, Snot, he would
fade a few shoctars, you know. Play
it out until the pot's deep. Then
he would snatch and run, you see
what I'm saying?

MCARDLE
Zvery time?

WITNESS
Couldn't help himsell.

MCARDLE
Lemme understand this, Every Friday
night, you angd vyour bcys would shoot
crap. And every rriday night, your
tal Snctbecogis would wait until there
was ,scome cash 20 The gTound., Then

ne wceuld ¢ral the meney and run away.
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(CONT INUED)
WITNESS nods.

MCARDLE {cont.)

You let him do this=?

WITNESS
Naw, man. We catch him and kick his
ass. But ain't nobody going past
that to shoot the nigger.

MCARDLE stands, turns and watches as the BODY, now bagged,
is hauled into the back of the MORGUE WAGON.

MCRERDLE
I got to ask you. If every time,
Snotboogie would grab the money and
run away -- if he did that every
time -~ why did you even let him
into the game?

WITNESS
Huh?

MCARDLE
If Snot always stole the money, why
did you let him play?
WITNESS looks at MCARDLE like he's an idiot.

WITNESS

Got to.
(pause)
This America, man.

The WITNESS looks away, oblivious toc the poetry of it.
MCARDLE turns around, takes in the scope ¢f the tragedy that
is Baltimore. On our DETECTIVE, delighted with life,

FADE TO:

MAIN TITLES

INT. OUTER LOBBY/FBI FIELD OFFICE - DAY

MCARDLE enters a sterile faderal lobby, repleté wiﬁh Amezicdn
flag, framed pictures of George W. Bush, John Bshcroft and
Louis Ireeh. He walks to a bullet-proof glass frontage,
speaks to the RECEPTIONIST through the glass.

MCORDLE
Mcardle. (City Homicide.

Is anyone expecting you?

(CONTINUZD:
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{ CONTINUED;

MCARDLE
Special Agent Fitzhugh. Squad Five.
(nods at locked door)
He's expecting me. Can I..

RECEPTIONIST
Not without an esacort.

On MCARDLE, made to feel less than trustworthy,
CuT T0:
INT. GHETTC WALK-UP - DAY

Five MEN, all black, all twenties, sit at a battered dining
table, listening to MUSIC from a portable tape player. All
are working diligently, wearing masks. PAN DOWN to reveal
perhaps five or six pounds of raw coke being based into rock.

BRSER #1
..80 like he talkin' like he got
somekind record deal, you kngw?

BASER #2
Man, please. That just shit you say
to get the pussy.
All LAUGH.

BASER #1
True dat, man.

s THEY work on,

cuT TO:
INT. OUTER LORBY/F3I FIZLD OFFICE - DAY
AGENT FITZIHUGH, whites, thirties, better dressed than MCARLDLE,

emerges from behind-thelocked door. He locoks aver, sees
=ne RECEPTIONIST syafucking MCARDLE,

e v A

TOTLHETGHE, awkward, gestures Ifor MCRRDLE to fellow him.

TITZEUGH
Jon't take iT pexscrnal., You know
now they get with sscurity 'round
el =gt~

i CONTINUELD:
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{CONTINUED}

MCARDLE
I know how they get with locals,
yeah.

FITZHUGH smiles weakly. THEY pass through lobby deor.

INT. FBI FIELD OFFICE - DAY

FITZHUGH and MCARDLE glide through a clean, sterile office
of well-funded, well-organized law snforcement. Well-heeled

AGENTS and CLERICAI, WORKERS abound. MCARULE looks like a
bad relation in contrast.

MCARDLE

So what's up?
FITZHUGH

Gocd shit, brother. Good shit.
MCARDLE

Yeah? '
FITZHUGH

Your man gave us a helluva case.
MCARDLE

He did, huh?
FITZHUGH

Comes to informants, you can pick
‘am. I swear, Jimmy, ne's about the
pest C.I. I ever worked.

MCARDLE
You up on a Title III?

TITZHUGH
That and more.

Cn MCARDLE, curious,
CUT TO:
INT. GHETTO WALK-UP - DAY
BRASERS continue to work. BASER #1 pulls down his mask,
a0 exacto kxnife to push a small pile of powder to the
oI the table. ‘ :

BASER #1

Coffea break, yo.
3ASZR #1 ez nis head down, scarts o sncrt. As OTHERS laugh,

CcuT TO:
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INT. WIRETAP RCOM - DAY

With HEADPHONES on, MCARRDLE watches on a black-and-white

screen as BASER #1 finishes his snort. The BASERS are seated

around their table, caught on film talking bullshit with a

couple million dollars of coke on the table in front of them. |
The scene is clear, but with a pronounced fish-eye

perspective. MCARDLE and FITZHUGH are in the company of |
TECHNICIANS and other AGENTS, monitoring the transmission.

MCARDLE
*Jesus Christ.

FITZHUGH
Pretty fucking great, huh?

MCARDLE

How'd you get this on tape?

FITZHUGH
That's not tape.

MCBRDLE locks at him.

FITZHUGH {(cont.)
That's live, brother.

MCRRDLE
Live?

FITZHUGH
Live frcem some shithole walkup on
Homer Avenue 1in the bottoms of

Pimlico.
MCARDLE
{Holy shit;
This 1s going on right now.
FITZHUGH
As we speak.
MCARDLE
How?
SITZHUGH
Tiber-optic lensing. Camera's behind
a hole in the drywall s0 small that
it looks like z naili mighta made ict.
MCARDLE
Where's the mike? These motherfuckers
scung great
TITZHUGH
No mike Therse's nct snough in thsa
roem to hide corne
MCARDLET
No mike?

{CONTINUED;
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FITZHUGH
Parabolics. ©One on the zoof. One
in the apartment below.

MCARDLE shakes his head in amazement.

FITZHUGH {cont.)}
That's about three K's of coke on
the table today. We followed it all
-the way from New York.

MCRRDLE
You're up in New York on this?

: FITZHUGH

Fuck yes. We're backing into some
Dominicans up there. Gonna get a
wire on them soon.

MCARDLE watches the monitor, wistful.

FITZHUGH (cont.)
You give great case, bunky. Wish
you coulda worked it with us.

On MCBRDLE, seeing it from a dark hole,
CUT TO:
INT. LOBBY/CIRCUIT COURTHOUSE - DAY

MCARDLE, and his partner, WILLIAM "BUNK" MORELAND, black,
early forties, wiry and possé€ssing of dry wit, move toward
the meral detector at security checkpeint. BUNK has a brown
sealed evidence bag.

_ MCARDLE
So guess what ne says?

BUNK
Hmom .

MCARDLE
"Goteca let him play. This America.”

BUNK
.laughing:
No Ifucking way.

|

MCARDLE
Couid I make that up?
The TWO badge thzir way zround the detector
BONK
2 give vou the shooter?

(CONTINUED)
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MCARDLE
Three Newports and a grape Nehi and
he's grand juried. 1It's down, Bunk.

MCARDLE turns to the SHERIFF'S DEPUTY.

: MCARDLE (cont.)
Barksdale's in Part Twelve, right?

.. DEPUTY
Huh?

MCARDLE
Project murder. Westside.

DEPUTY
Wnich one nDow?

MCARDLE
Never mind.
{to BUNK)
Gonna sit in on it for a bit. Where
you gonna be?

BUNK
(off evidence bag]
I'm just dropping this on Nathan and
going back to the office.

MCARDLE _
Yeah? Don't answer nc phones, Bunk.

BUNX grunts. As the TWO head in separate directions,
CUT TO:
INT. COURTROOM/CIRCUIT COURTHOUSE - DAY

MCRRDLE enters Courtroom of JUDGE CLIFFORD WATKINS as a murder
trial is in prograss. Defendant is D'ANGELO BARKSDALE, black,
=zvly twentiss, open-faced and nervous next to his diminutive,
rumpled and quire Jawish, defense attorney, MORRIS LIVY, 60,
The prosecutor, CCLLEZEN HANSEN, white, female, thirties and
ambitious, finishes her exam of a state's witness, WILLIAM
EANT,'black, forty, working-class. JUDGE WATKINS, black,

I Ee, i
T, TI281C025.

HANSEN
...And is that your signature cn the
bostom of that photo array card

GANT
Yes

H2MSEN
Ind Thos2 ars vour inlitizls as well
next ©6 the pnoto you identified.
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{CONTIRUED)

GANT
Yes.

MCARDLE sits, looks around at the half-empty courtroom. He
notices a well-dressed, but hardened looking male SPECTATOR
41, black, twenties, at one end of the gallery. He notices
42, sitting a row apart. And, finally, a black male,
SPECTATOR #3 (STRINGER BELL}, who locks almost professorial,
with a briefcase, eyeglasses, legal pad and pen akimbo.
MCARDLE stares at BELL as the questioning continues.

HRNSEN
Mr. Gant, do you see the man you
identified from that photo array
sitting in the courtroom today?

CU on photo array, with a police ident photo of D'Angelc
Barksdale initialed. GANT looks up from the array and across
to BARKSDALE. He glances over at BELL for a moment, who
stares back blandly.

GANT
He's right there.

HANSEN
For the record, the witness has
identified the defendant, Mr.
Barksdale.
{(to LEVY)
Your witness.

LEVY
(studies GRANT a beat)
Just one Question, Mr. Gant. Have
you ever seen this young man before
the day in question?

GANT
No.

e
ki

Thank you. Your Honor, no further
questions.

JUDGE WATKINS
{to HANSEN}
Call vyour next witness.

HANSEN _

The state czlls Rita Lyles, Your

=Zonor.
As ZANT steps down, a SEHERIFT'S DEPUTY goes to door, summons
AITE LYLES, black and tweniy-s$ix, who enters and takes the
stand. We note JURORE, mestly black, clearly worried, as
rney nots not only LYLES' entrance but that of two mcre black
male SPLCTATORS, mid-twenties, well-dregsed, who 32T nszr

{CONTINUED)
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{ CONTINUED)

As LYLES takes the stand and HANSEN asks the preliminaries,
MCARDLE stands and meoves to a seat benind STRINGER BELL.
BELL stops writing on legal pad, eyes a FEMALE JUROR,
continues to write. MCARDLE leans cover BELL's shoulder,
notes that BELL has nearly completed drawing a He-Man action
figure. As MCARDLE admires this, BELL draws a conversation
bubble from the action figure's mouth and writes in the
bubble, "Fuck you, Detective.” He holds legal pad up for
CARDLE to see it clearly. MCBRDLE sits back in seat.

MCARDLE
Cute.

BELL ignores him, takes in the testimony.

HANSEN
Ms. Lyles, what is your occupation?

LYLES
I'm a security guard.

HANSEN
And were you amployed as a gsecurity
guard on May fourth, two-thousand-
one, the day of the shooting?

LYLES
Uh-huh.

. HANSEN
What were your duties on that date?
LYLES _
I was in the booth of two-two-one.
HANSEN
Is that the guard booth in the lobby
of the Frement Avenue highrise?

LYLES

HANSEN
End you are behind bullet-proof glass,
with z clear view of the lobby?

- g =

PR ER]
Ah, yean

HANSEN
Good, Ms. Lylas, now I know this is
diffizuic for you, but can you tell
18 What you SaW?
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{CONTINUED)

LYLES
A man, he’s waiting for the elevator
when another man starts beating on
him, like, and the one man, he got
knocked down. ..

HANSEN
The victim got knocked down?

. LYLES
No, the man with the gun.

HANSEN
The man who was knocked down had a
gun. And do you see that man here
in the courtroom?

LYLES
Nope.

HANSEN double-takes. JURCRS notice.

HANSEN
Excuse me?

LYLES
He ain't here,.

HANSEN looks to JUDGE for help. Nothing doing.

HANSEN
You don't... You testified...

Clearly flustered, HANSEN picks up court file, removes photo
array and hands it to LYLES.

HANSEN {cont.)
Ms. Lyles, remember when Detactive
Barlow showed you this photo array?

LYLES
Yeah.

HANSEN
Geod. I call your attention to your
initials that identify the defendant
as the man who shet Mr. Blanchard.
Did you write your initials above
the pheotograph of Mr. Barksdale?

LYLES
de ain't the one who did the shooting.

HANSEN
L you identified him.

a

Bs

3

{CONTINUED)

-
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LYLES
That's 'cause he looked like the boy
who *did it. But the cne who did the
shooting, I saw him come in the
puilding like a week later.

PICK UP BELL, with a2 slight smile and MCARDLE behind him,
knowing and wearied.

: HARNSEN
You saw ancther person who you thought
did the shooting?

LYLES
Right. A week later.

HANSEN
Ms. Lyles, when yocu talked with the
detectives, you never said anything
about another.

LYLES
I tried. I called Detective...

RITA LYLES pulls a day-minder, turns to marked page, reads.
LYLES (cont.}
...Barlow cn May thirteen at two
o'clock, but he didn't call back.

HANSEN
You ~alled Cetective Darlow?

RITA LYLES 1lifts the day-minder, displays it.
LYLES

Twice. I wrote it down in the log
nook we keep at the booth.

MCABTDIT se=ands, leans over ts 3TRINGER BELL.
MCARDLE
Nicely done. Very subtle.

MCRETIT axits., As STRINGER BELL watches blandly,

3.

CUT TC
INT. TJICLENT CRIMES/STATE'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY
MOZEDLIT welks inte @ffice, greets SECRETARY
MCARTLE
Ahere's Barxlsow at?
SZCEEITRARY gesturses to back offices. MCARDLE walks around
ZIZyner, angsuntsers DIT. TRDD RRRICOW, whise, hezvy, on fhcGhe.

{CONTINUED
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BARLOW

{into PHONE;
...But that's not .pressure-treated,
right? I need a2 price for pressure-
treated...

{pause)
...That's your price. That's the
price that ycu are going to gquote
me?

Disgusted, BARLCOW puts the receiver to his crotch.
BARLOW (cont.)
...You feel that, Mikey? You feel

that? I swear to God that's my dick
in your ear.

BARLOW turns to MCARDLE, raises an eyehrow.

BARLOW {cont.)
Hold on, you fucking thief.

{to MCARDLE}

What's up?
MCARDLE

You been down the hall lately?
BRRLOW

What?
MCARDLE

Your case just nit the wall.
BARLOW

Huh?
MCARDLE

The Barksdale crew in Part Twelve.
They turned it.

. BARLCW
Two eyewitnesses and a statement.
No fucking way, pal.

MCARDLE shrugs, smiles, walks toward the door. As BARLCW
away, continues phone conversation,

CUT TO:

ZXT. DRUG CORNER/EAST BALTIMORE - DAY

Two TEMRLES in carked car watching drug activity on corner.
The driwver, NARCOTICS DET. SHAXIMA GREGGS, twenty-eight,
z2Iiraciive, well-groomed, serious, dressed in strest clothing.
TITTANY, her companicn, thirties, is a rail-thin addict.

my gon damn car o chauifeur
t dusty bitch arcuend.

tCONTINUED)
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GREGGS
Ease up.

TITTANY
You don't understand. I did for
that man and he do this.

' GREGGS
Getting heated up won't change it.

A hand-held radio SQUAWKS. GREGGS grabs it.
HERC {o.c.)

Hey Greggs, we've been in on this
for over an hour. ‘What's your bird

saying?

GREGGS
It ain't what she says. 1It's what I
say.

HERC (o.c.}

Yeah? And what do you say?

GREGGS
HWe wait.

Disgusted, GR%GGS drops the radio.

GREGGS (cont.)
Shithead.

An older Mercedes, with a little shine left in the paint and
a little hum in the motor, pulls to drug corner. TIFFANY
nearly goes *“hrough the window.

TIFEANY
That him.

GREGSE reaches across to restrain TIFFANY.

Tasy, girl.
igrabs radio)
Herc, ycu got nim?

GFREGGES

Tt ea AT P T, | - - -~ -4
A CRLG RUMNMER, nizck and tesnaced, comes from an allsay o
538 cassenger side of Mercedes, and leans in.

| CONTINUED i
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(CONTINUED)

TIEFEFANY
That Ghost.

GREGGS
That's good, Tiff. Tell me, girl,
what I'm seeing.

TIFFANY
He gonna get little Mike.

The RUNNER leaves the car and goes into alley.

GREGGS
Good., What next?

TIFFRANY
Mike come back with the money.

GREGGS
{into radio)
We're going to wait for the drop.
Take the Benz when it's deep in the
block. I don't want a foot chase.

HERC
Copy.

A second BLACK MALE, older, twenties, comes out of alley and
goes to Mercedes, leaning into the passenger side.

HERC {cont.)
Got it.

Car tires SQUEAL. The Mercedes is surrounded and blocked by
an unmarked Cavalier and two radio cars. UNIFORMS and two
vlainclothes NARCOTICS COPS jump out. HERC, white, muscular,
iate twenties, and CARVER, black, lats twenties, short,

stocky, a hydrant build. The BLACK MALE making the drop

races away, two UNIFORMS chasing. HERC and CARVER race to
Mercedes, guns drawn. Along with two other UNIFORMS, they
»ave the OCCUPANTS out and on the ground next to Mercedes,
which idles with car doors splayed cpen. PULL BARCK to GREGGS'
POV in surveillance car. We SEE HERC put a semiauto pistol --

recovered from beneath the driver's seat -- on roof of car,

then high-five and bump chests with CARVER. GREGGS frowns.

GREGGS .
{weary:; to herself;
Two, Herc., Two.

Why he just throw that gqun on my car
like rthat? Shit gonna scratch the
paint.
211 pumped up, HERC kicks the door of Mercedes, gives CARVER
anothsr dap with his Iist.  TIFTANY pissed, trigs =5 g3t OuT
. of surveillance wenizle. GREGGS vanks her back.

{CONTINUED}
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{ CONT INUED)

TIFFANY {(cont.)
Tell him to leave my car be.

GREGGS gets out, walks down the block. Arrives to find HERC
and CARVER, bullshitting with the UNIFCRMS as everyone waits
for the jail wagon, SUSPECTS on the ground.

CARVER
Shoulda seen how that motherfucker
‘looked at me, Kima.

HERC
Ugly little fucker nearly shit himself
he was 3o scared.
{turns to SUSPECT}
Y'all didn't shit yerself, didja?

SUSPECT says nothing. GREGGS sighs, tired.

GREGSS
Two guns? Remember?

GREGGS walks back to Mercedes, roots around in rear seat,
comes out with a sawed-off pump shotgun. She puts it gently
on roof of car, along with pistol, locks at her CONFEDERATES.

HERC
Whatever.

CARVER
It*s all good, Kima. Zase up.

Cn GREGGS, for whom gocd help is hard to find,
CUT TO:

INT. CQURTRQCM/CIRCUIT COURTHCUSE - DAY

T

. day later. Same PLAYERE in the same courtroom drama.
47ARDIE aenters, sits.in back next to BARLCOW and watches as
TRORS enter from a sidedcor and £ile into thelr seats.
coDGE WATKINS enters from chambers.

’r:

[

DE2UTY
3l rise, Parc Twelwve of the Circuit
Court for Balzimore City is now in
session.

MCRARDLZ rises along with the rest of the GALLERY, sits as
WATXINMS zddresses the SURY TORIWCMAN.

JUDGZ WATYINS
Madame forslady. You have a unanimous

L=
yardice?

TORIWCMRN rises, nods. MCA=DLZ takes in the defendant, who
i1z szzred. ¥2 5130 nmotlizszs ZELL ang the ¢ther black mels
SPZCTATCRS, a2ll zrrayed in the courtrcom.

{CONTINUED:
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CLERK
As to che defendant D'Angelo
Barksdale: How say vou to the charge
of murder in the first-degree.

FOREWOMAN
Not guilty.

Cautious reaction.

CLERK
How say you to the charge of murder
in the second-degree?

FOREWOMAN
Mot guilty.

Courtroom ERUPTS. BARKSDALE embraces his ATTORNEY.
Prosecutor HANSEN slumps, disgusted. BELL and the other
SPECTATORS high-five. JUDGE WATKINS, clearly concerned but
dispassionate, GAVELS the noise down. He spots MCARDLE in
the gallery, watches as MCARDLE turns to BARLOW, who has his
practiced who-gives-a-shit face.

MCARDLE
At least you made 'em work for it.

BARLOW
Fuck 'em all.

The JUDGE has already dismissed the JURORS and ordered
D'ANGELO released from custedy. Now, WATKINS motions to his
CLERK, gestures toward MCARDLE and says something. Then, as
celebration and general hubbub continues, he heads to
cnampers. With D'ANGELO in tow, BELL finds himself crossing
MCARDLE and BARLOW. D'ANGELO averts his eyes, but BELL
actually smiles.

BARTLOW (cont.)
(o D'RNGELQ) '
Think I give a fuck? I'lil be chalking
you oZf one night.

BEL
Have a nice day.

Crn MCRIDLE, who saw it Coming,

| CUT TO:
INT. HRLIWRY/CIRCUIT CCURTHCUSE - LAY
MCARTIT axics Courtroom, walking toward stairs. The Judge's
CLZEX zalls tc him

MC T DT T .
ACRRDLE rauses.

PR, —

{CONTINUED!
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- CLERK (cont.}
(fj> Judge asked to speak with you.

MCARDLE éives a look. As CLERK shrugs, unknowing,

INT. CHAMBERS/CIRCUIT COURTHOUSE - DAY

JUDGE WATKINS sits behind his desk surrounded by the

CUT TO:

paraphernalia of a connected legal carger. He extends his

hand, but does not rise, when MCARDLE enters.

MCARDLE
Judge?

JUDGE WATKINS
{(gestures to chair)
what the hell happened out there?

MCARDLE
(dry)
We lost.

JUDGE WATKINS
Were you on this?

MCARDLE's pager goes OFF. He grabs at it.

= - MCARDLE
Mw) The case? No. It was Barlow, with
an assist from Mclarney.

JUDGE WATKINS
Why wers you in court on it?

MCRRDLI looks at pager readout, Ircwns.

MCARDLE
No reason.

JUDGEZ WATXINS
Yzu jus:t like coming to <ourt on
murders you didn’t sven work. Just

= = P
for a thrii..

.JUCGZ WATXINS (cont.]
T knew 2n old wheore snce who said

when you STEIT Cumming wilh the
susTomers, L1's time o st out of
~n& pusiness.
CADTTT
- e e
That Zarksdale kXid -- he's 2 cousin
—3 Rarern Barestale.

{CONTINUED)
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JUDGE WATKINS
Who?

" MCRRDLE
Aaron Barksdale. Stringer Bell.
The whole crew that's been running
Latrobe Homes for a year.

JUDGE WATKINS
Stringer Bell?

MCARDLE
That was him in court. With the
legal pad. Scaring the living shit
out of every witness he can.

JUDGE WATKINS
I saw him.

-MCARDLE
2nd all the rest. Savino, Peanut,
Brother Lee -- all of 'em were there,

showing. the flagq.

JUDGE WATKINS
I saw them.

MCARDLE
You think about clearing the court?

JUDGE WA*KLNS
Cn what basis? It's an open court
in a free nation of laws.

MCERDLE
No shit. I thought this was
Baltimore.

Zren WATKINS has to laugh.

MC. ZDLE {cont.:

fwith a shrug;
Sarksdale has five of the seven towers
irn Latrobe. That's f@en stairwells
in five high-rises, going twenty-
four-seven for doce and coke. and
That's 3ust the <iWers. The low-
rises and.the Avenue corners are
nis, too.

CULGE WATKINS
How deo you- know zhisg?

TUCSEE WRTHINE

' CONTINUED:
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MCARDLE

‘Everyone on the Westside. Barksdale
and Bell are the new power. Have
peen tor like a year, Judge. 1 mean,
they've dropped ten oOr twelve bodies
in as many months. Beat three cases
in court doing the same shit they
just did to yocu.

" DGE WATKINS
Who's working them?

MCARDLE
In the department? No one, really.
We're a little busy making street
rips, you know? Community policing
and all that.

JUDGE WATKINS
Se if it's not your case, why do you
care?
MCARDLE looks at the JUDGE for a beat.

MCARDLE
Who said I did?

Cn MCRRDLE, =2nsing he may have said too much,

CUT TO:

INT. NARCOTICS OFFICE/PCLICEZ HEADQUARTERS - DAY

GREGGS types her arrest reports in the background. LIEUTEZNANT
GERARD DANIEL3, a narcotics shift commander, black, suit-
wearing, forty-five, novexs nearby. HERC and CRRVER have

naw abdicated on the case; they are about street, they are

not abcut paperwork. They play catch with a tennis ball,

fz2at on their desks.

SREGES
You got E.Z.U. numbers?

HERC
Nope.,
—~— I
et AeAE 1 pl
~ — 1
Gat 'em,.
ZERC
Why me?
o m
oeATED
b . - -~ - .
7or wan= the sollar? Do the
submissisns
B e . N o ee. s s L
Q STRC snares = losk wizh TARVER. He ls delighted.

{COMTINUED:
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HERC
You giving me the stat?

GREGGS
It's your turn.

HERC wings tennis ball at CARVER, jumps up, laughing. CARVER
fires the tennis ball back. HERC catches it.

HERC
What s the number for E.C.U.?

CARVER
Motherfucker, do I look like a phone
book?

CARVER gives a small pout, walks over to bulletin-board and
checks an extension list, hunting for number. DANIELS moves
toward GREGGS.

DANIELS
Nice rip.

GREGGS
You know how it goes. A peolice is
only as good as her snitch.

The office phone BLEATS. CARVER picks it up, even as HER"
is dialing evidence control on another line.

DANIELS
We taking the Benz?

GREGGS
Naw. I promised my girl. Car's in
her name.

DANIELS nods.

CARVER
Lieutenant. Deputy Cps on line two.

DANIELS
{picks up phone)
Narcotics. Daniels.

DANIZLS listens. HERC hangs up nolding notepad page with
numbers, sidles over to GREGGS, who is still pecking on the
old typewriter. HERC hands her note.

HERC
Hers you go.

GREGGS
Fuck me. I cannot type.

——

{CONTINUED)
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(CONTINUED) *
CARVER
Who the fuck can? .
GHREGGS
Millennium been an'
messin'

gone and we still
with Smith-Corona.

HERC
We need computers.

CARVER
What the fuck would an ass-ignorant

motherfucker like you do with a
compukter?

HERC
Dunno. Trade stocks and shit.

GREGGS
Jerk off, you mean.

CARVER laughs. HERC throws tennis ball at his head, misses.

CARVER
We get a computer up in here,

Herc'll
be gesp into some porn Sites and

Kima still be pecking out her twenty-
fours on that old piece of shit.

This time GREGGS smiles. DANIELS hangs up, looks pensive.
| GREGGS
What's up?

DANTEZLS
Gotta go upstairs.

Deputy is throwing
some kinda piss-fit,

GREGGS
What aktout?
DAMIELS
How the fuck should T know?
DONTZTS starts for door
- ZEIGGS
Captain krow?
TENIZLS
He's up thars now.
Z&EMNTELS exits
CARAVER
AlZn 3 moutilul of piss, probably
GrFEGGES
Hize wzlk.

{CONTINURD:
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HERC
Like our Captain don't know what it
tastes like. Chain-of-command, baby.
The shit always rolls downhill.

CARVER _
Motherfucker, we talking about piss.

HERC
‘Piss does too. Think about it,

CARRVER
Shit rolls, piss trickles.

GREGGS actually stops typing long enough to absorb this level
of stupidity.

HERC
Downhill, though.
CARVER
You don't know that for sure. Have

you ever actually seen piss on a
hill? You can't just say...

GREGGS
{off notepad)
Not to change the subject on you two

charmers, but why are there only two
6%%3 E.C.U. numbers?

HERC
Dope and gquns.

GREGGS3
Two guns. That's three, right?

HERC
Bw, fuck it, Kima. You want a job
done right, you need to deo the shit
yer ownself.

CARVER laughs at this. GREGGS shakes her head.

CARVER
What he means to say is that we ars
effective deterrents in the war on
drugs when we are on the street.

HERC -
Fucking motherfuckers up,
CARVER
Indeed.
HERC
Tuck the paperwork. Bocdies must De
coilectad. Heads must be split.

{(CONTINUED}
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O Split wide.
HERC

The Western District way.

CARVER

HERC and CARVER high-five again.

GREGGS
You hercic motherfuckers. Winning
the war on drugs, one brutality case
at a time. '

HERC and CARVER crack up.

CARVER
Girl, you can't even call this shit
a war.-
HERC
Why not?
CARVER
Wars end. :

A beat until HERC gets it. He smiles, laughs, is joined by
CARVER. ©On GREGGS, who, despite herself, has to appreciate
the pitch-parfect cynicism,

&

INT. VACANT APRRTMENT/HOUSING PROJECT - DAY

MCARDLE passes through a couple UNIFORMS, arrives at low-
rent crime scene. Cigar lit, BUNK 1is sgquatting over a
decomeped BODY of a black male. ;

MCARDLE
How happy am I to see my pager go
off with your call nuombezx?
ZUNX culls a second cigar and tosses it to MCARDLE.
BUNK
Smoke ‘em if ycu got 'sem.
Motherfucker is as ripe as they get.

MCARDLE

We aren't evan up. Lehmann's saquad
is up.

BTN
Yep

MCARDLE
2ut you had to answer tha fucking
.mrhonzs AL e e g

;o o fadladl - el

{CONTINUED,

CUT TO:
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BUNK

Got to pay down the credit cards.

MCARDLE
Not off him, you ain't.

BUNK nods, puffs.
MCBRDLE (cont.)

-Motherfucker, I leave you alone for
a minute or two and what do yocu do?

BUNK
Awright. I heard you.

MCARDLE
Say the words, Bunk.

BUNK
C'mon, man.

MCARDLE

Speak to me.

BUNK
You gonna cut and run on The Bunk?
Shit ain't right, Jimmy.

MCARDLE stares forlornly at his partner.

BUNK (cont.}
Bwright, then. My case. My file.
If this comes back az murder, you
ain't got to do shit but stand there
and laugh at me. You happy now,
biteh?

MCARDLE
irises; lights cigar)
This'll teach you to give a fuck
when it ain't your turn to give a
fuck.

BUNK
Ain’'t even gonna be a murder.
Motherfucdker probably came in here
to take a shit or something and just
fell out. I bet you thers ain't
nothing to it.

MCARDLE
Tou hope.

MCARDLE heads for door.

BUNK

Whexrs you 3oing?

[14]

{CONTINUED}
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MCARDLE
(::) Back to the office, where I belong.

MCARDLE leaves. BUNK glares at the decomped BODY.

BUNK
(points cigar at BODY)
You mouldering motherfucker. Don't
you even think about coming back 2
‘murder. Don't even think that shit.

On BODY, hideous and silent,

CUT TC:
TNT . MARCOTICS QFFICE/POLICE HEADOUARTERS -~ DUSK

Evidence from the drug bust is gone. So are HERC and CARVER,
leaving only GREGGS, still typing as the workday is all but
over. 1In b.g., DANIELS and NARCOTICS CAPTAIN FRANK FOERSTER
enter. FOERSTER, white and forties, locks dour, pissed as
he gestures at DANIELS, who nods. FOERSTER exits to his
office, laaving DANIELS to contemplate whatever the problem
is. PULL BACK to REVERL GREGGS taking this in. DANIELS
notices her, walks over, sits.

GREGGS
Captain's pissed.

DANIELS
Should be. He didn't have answers
for the Deputy's questions.

GREGGS
About what?

CANIZLS
Baron Barksdale.

GREGGS
AWho?

DANIELS

That's what I said.

o GEREGGS
Who -—he fuck is Aaron Barksdale?

DANIEZLS
Bczording to the Right Honorable
Judge Watkins, a major Westside
plaver, who aprarently indulges in
the nccasional murder. Now, I never
heard of Mr. Barksdals, but by
tomerrow, I £ian to b2 the world's
foramost authority cn the man.

@ Thev share .a lcok, then GREGGS fligs opsn her netsebook.

., (CONTINUED)
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GREGGS
What do we know?

DRANIELS
According to the judge, he runs the
Westside high-rises. Latrobe mostly.

GREGGS

Sounds like bullshit, boss.
DANIELS

Mavybe so.
GREGGS

Has to be tonight?

DANIELS :
Captain needs the file by morning.
Call Andrews over at DEA. See what
they have on this mope.

GREGGS
What about Homicide? If the guy's
doing murders...

DANIELS _
Homicide captain was in the same
meeting. His people will be
scrambling to put something on paper,
too. I doubt they're willing to
share, but you can try.

GREGGS tazkes this in. She will not be going home.
GREGGS
{jotting note}
Barksdale, Raron. We got a DOB?

DANIELS
Naw.

DANIELS gets up, gives her a gquick look of pity, exits. On
GREGGS, alone in the office as night falls,

CUT TOC:

INT. =

O
=

MICIDE OFFICE/POLICE HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT
MCRRDLE enters, checks mailbox, phone messages, prepares Lo
1 a 2

at the end of his shift. He's spotted by his sergeant,
JOE LAMDSMAN, white and mid-thirties.

LANDSMAN

Whers the fuck you been all day?
MCARDLE

Orinking. Crack smeking., Whering

=

myseli on the streets of Baltimore.

rCONTINUED)



“wnen It's Not Your Tura” 29,
T/2E/01

(CONTINUED) .

LANDSMAN
Well, okay. Just so you have an
excuse. But your fuck of a partner
picked up the phone, caught a call.

MCARDLE
Saw him out there.

LANDSMAN
‘Yeah? What'd he get?

MCBRRDLE
Decomp in a vacant apartment.

LANDSMAN
Fuck. Lehmann's shift was up. That
one should be theirs.

MCARDLE
Hey, it's a decomp. Maybe it comes
back a natural death.

LANDSMAN
{hopeful}
You think?

MCARDLE
In the high-rises. No fucking .;ay.

MCARDLE neads for door.

LANDSMAN
Hold up. <Caprain wants to talk to
you before you roll out.

MCARDLE
What about?
LANDSMARN
Tuck should T kxnow. I'm only your

sergeant.

MCARDLE heads toward Rawls s Office. O©On LANDSMAN, curious,

CUT TO:

:NTﬂ REWL'S CEFFICE/POLICZ HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT
Homﬁc de Captain WILLIAM A. RAWLS, white, fifty, an smpty
suit whe has reached as high as the departmental Peter
zrinciplie can allow, is ‘behind desk, trying his best to look
imperizl. In front of nim are several stacks of 3x5 cards,
each with infoc on a recent murder. A KNOCK, MCARDLE enters.

RBAWLS

Scmetning ar:r

{CONTINUED;




O

O

[ 9%
[ap]

“wnen It's Not Your Turn'
7/2e/01

{ CCNTINUED) : *

RABWLS
Put your ass in the chair.

MCARDLE sits. RAWLS gives him the finger with both hands.

RAWLS (cont.)} .
See these, McArdle? See 'em? These
are for you. These are for you for
as leng as it takes me to get even...

' MCARDLE
Captain...

RAWLS
...No... don't Captain me you back-
stabbing smartass piece of shit.
What the fuck are you doing over at
the courthouse anyway? Why the fuck
are you talking to some shitbag judge?

RAWLS gives him two fingers again, for emphasis.

REWLS ({(cont.)

These are for you, McArdle. This
one over here...

(a nod to finger left)
...1s going up your narrow Irish

' ass. And this bad boy over here...

{a nod to finger right)
...is in your fucking eye. I'm
upstairs answering gquesticns about
some project nigger I never heard of
who's supposed to have beat my unit
out of ten murders.

MCARDLE
Three. They only beat three in court.

RAWLS
I got the deputy asking about ten.

MCARDLE
They did ten. We only charged them
with three.

RAWLS .
You're full of shit. -

MCARDLE

Captain, you can check the files. -.
Maurice Scroggins, Toreen Boyd, Ronald
Leggett, whatshername, the girl they
found in the stairwell on Saratoga,
Collette something or cother... T
mean, Captain, these guys are resal.
They beat me up on the Gerard : .
Washington case just liks they did :
Barlow.

' (MORE}

{CONTINUED)
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MCARDLE (cont.)
Bought ¢ff a witness, then came into
court as a crew to scare the living
shit out everyocne else,
RAWLS
(rifles index cards)
Scroggins? I don't have a Scroggins
as an H-file.
MCARDLE
'He was last year. Summer. Dead in
the low-rise courtyard. Two to the
back of the head.
RAWLS
Let me understand something. You
are having the Deputy bust my balls
over-a prior-year case? Is this
what you think I need frem you, you
insubordinate little fuck?
MCARDLF,
Captain, I'm sorry. Really. Watkins
calls me into chambers and asks what
I know about the crew in his court.
I didn't mean to cross you up.
RAWLS
I had to go upstairs, knowing nothing,
and explain to the Deputy Ops why
he's getting calls from some judge
about murders that don't mean a shit
to anyone up here. '
MCARDLE
Look, Captain. This judge -- he
fucks me on this. He asks me a
question and I answer. I don't know
he's gonna call anyone about anything.
RAT

ALS glarss at MCARDLE for a beat, raises both fingers.

RAWLS
Right now, you have my attention,
Detective. You have my complerte,
undivided attention.

MCARDLE

lswers his fingers. MCRRDLE gets up to leave.

REWLS
Whars you geoing?

MCARDLE

'm eight-to-Igur.

A

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLS gets up, goes to coatrack, grabs overcoat.
‘) RAWLS
e No. You're typing.
MCERDLE
Sir? '
RAWLS

‘Deputy wants a report on all this
bullshit on his desk at oh-eight-
hundred.

MCARDLE
A report?

RAWLS .
Clean, nc¢ typos. Make it look right,
then put my name on it.

MCARDLE
You want to reference all of the
marders? Or should I soft-pedal
that.

RAWLS
Fucking horse is out the barn door,
right? Let's try not to make me
look sturid twice. And when you

(r“ﬁ list the case, use those little dots
S next to each. Deputy like dots.

MCRRDLE
I'm sorry, Captain. Really.

RAWL3S igrores him, exits. On MCARDLE, self-fucked,

CUT TO:
INT. CHEVY BLAZER/DOWNTOWN - NIGHT

D'ANGELC sits in the passenger seat of a2 4x4 driven by a man
first seaen as SPECTATOR #2, who i1s now identified as an
enforcer for the crew named WEE-BEY, black, twenties, fierce.

D'ANGELO
Niggers in theres crazy, yo. Eastsids,
Westside. Everybody beefin'.

WEE-BEY
You ain't have no problem, right?
D'ANGELQ
Naw. We deep in there.
WEE-BEY
Hrm
. They Grive in silence for a few beats.

(CONTINUED;




"when It's Not Your Turn” a3,
/26701

(CONTINUED)

D'BNGELO
Y'all deep at the courthouse, too.

WEE-BEY ignores him.

D'ANGELC (cont.)
T didn‘'t know what the fuck was gonna
happen. I'm wondering how y'all
gonna make it happen for me, you
‘know. Lawyer doesn't say shit, you
know. But that was slick the way
y'all got to that security lady.

WEE-BEY turns on the car radio, cranks it, pulls to the curb.

WEE-BEY
Let's walk.

D'RANGELO looks at him, chagrined. WEE-BEY gets out ¢f the
car. D'ANGELO follows reluctantly.

EXT. STREET/DOWNTOWN - NIGHT

D'ANGELO follows WEE-BEY across the sidewalk. WEE-BEY looks
around before speaking. :

E-BEY
What's the rule?

D'ANGELQO
I know.

WEE~BEY
Say it.

DFANGELD

Don't talk in a car.

F
I
]
i
w
[
LA

just looks at him, waltlng.

D'ANGELO (cent.)
Or on the pheone. Or in any place
tnat ain't ours. And don'%t say shit
to anybody who ain't us,

l_l
"
|
Vil
™
g

aods, scarts back toward the truck.
D'ANGELO {ccnt.)
Buc it was just you, yo. And it's
your Truck. -

iy | - ] b b ]
WZI-BEY glares a2t him. D'ANGILO relents.

cyT TO:
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INT. CRLANDO'S STRIZ .CLUB/HOWARD STREET - NIGHT

A private party underway. BELL and the rest of the CREW,
including the SPECTATORS seen in court, are at ease, some
drinking, some talking, some dancing, scome messing with
DANCERS and B-GIRLS, most of them black. At a corner booth,
BARON BARKSDALE, maybe thirty, with a commanding air and
professional ease, holds court. BARKSDALE is not drinking,
nor is he messing with any of the women. He is flanked by
another enforcer, previously SPECTATOR #3, who is known as
STINKUM, and CRLANDO, thirties, the club owner. BELL pulls
a drink from the bar and jeins them, nods toward the door
where a couple PLAYERS, obviously not tried-and-true members
of the crew, are made to walk through a metal detector and
then frisked. One of the DOORMEN looks to STINKUM, who taps
BARKSDALE. BARKSDALE takes in the new faces and nods.

BELL
You invite Marcel?
BARKSDALE
No.
ORLANDO

You want him out?

BARKSDALE
I don't give a shit. Make him pay
for his drinks, though.

BELL laughs. BALRRKSDALE smiles at MARCEL without smiling.

BELL
You remember the police that tried
to pin Gerard con Little Kevin?

BAERKSDALE
Which one?

BELL
Blond detective. The one who was
knocking on all the doors.

BARKSDALE
What abeout him?

SELL
Came to court to watch.

BARKSDALE
He say anything.
BELL

it dmt vk

Naw. 3Sat in tThe back.

BARKSDALE nods, notices D'ANGELO and WEE-BEY entering.
D'ANGELO 1s congratulated by CREW MEMBERS and one or two of
the GIRLS. He tries to play it of%, but s5%ill looks sheepish.
BARKSDRLE watches D'ANGELO until <heir eves meet. D'ENGESD
Then makes a beeline for the corner hooth.

{CONTINUED)
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- D'ANGELC
Hey.

O

—

BELL looks at BRRKSDALE, then gets up, walks off. BARKSDALE
loocks at ORLANDO, who gets the message, leaves with his drink.

BARKSDALE
Must feel good.
C. D*ANGELO
Well, you know how that go.
BARKSDALE
Say what? :
D'BNGELC
I mean, jail ain't no joke.
BARKSDALE

I wouldn't know and I don't plan to
know. You want to talk shit about
jaill, -you can sit down next to Marael
cver there. He just came home.

D'ANGELO looks over at MARCEL, who is paying the BBRTENDER.

D'ANGELC
You right.

ey BARKSDALE
v 507 .

D'ANGELC shifts and bobs.

BARKSDALE {cont.)
Sit your ass down.

D'ANGELC
‘sits in booth)
I know it didn't go so good. But .-
Pooh, ne caught me off guard. Came
at me like he crazy and all.

3ARKSDALE
S0 you shoot the motherfucker.

DYANGELO
I'm sayin' he was jumpin' bad.

BARKSDLRLE
You in our building. You got people
1L Doth STAalrs.  You Got more peoble
QuT in the court. ARNC you got a
gun. Sc how the fuck you end up
shootin' a unigger in Zront of the
security bocoth and zll tiem people?

1]

{CONTINUED:
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BARKSDALE

It ain't about him. Scon as he
touched you, he was dead. It's about
you, Dee. You can't play him out of
that lobby. You can't take a beating
neither. First thing you do, you

get all emotional, pull the gun, do
some dumb shit we have to work around.

.. D'ANGELQ
I know.
RARKSDALE
You ain’'t bequn tc say what I want
to hear. _
D'ANGELO
You right.

BARKSDALE looks at his nephew, partially sated.

D'ANGELO (cont.)
I got to start thinking. You saying
that all the time and you right.

BARKSDALE shares a look with STINKUM.
D'ANGELO (cont.)
But I'm saying, unc, what v*all pulled
with that security lady. That was
tight. I mean, damn. The lady lawyer --

I never seen a white lady turn that
red. She was off the hook.

BARKSDALE smiles, despite himself.
BARKSDALE
You family, Dee. But that shit cost
money. Time and money. You know?

D'ANGELO
Huh. :

: BARKSDALE

Sc you gonna make that rignt?
D'ANGELO

You gonna see. - I get back to that

tower, I'm gonna push them niggers.

'ANGELO gives his uncle a little dap of the hand. As HE
ets up Lo go party,

CcCUT TQ:
INT. HCMICIDE COrrICE/PQLICE HERDQUARTERS - NIGHT

MCARDLZ at his dssk, fyping the regport.

{CONTINUED)
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He reaches down and picks up an open case folder from several
that are spread ocut on the floor. A midnight-shift detective.
RAY COLE, is tucked into a chair, a pillow supports his head,
his shoelesss feet are stretched cut on the desk.

COLE
Type quieter.

MCARDLE throws a look, then continues typing. BUNK comes in
looking beat, carrying twe evidence bags. He drops them on
the desk across from MCARDLE.

BUNK _
You didn't have to wait up, love?

MCARDLE
Your boy didn't have a heart attack?

- BUNK
I went that way, but Doc Frazier
didn't bite when this popped up.

BUNK takes a plastic cylinder that contains a small piece of
lead from his pocket.

MCARDLE
Bad luck. Any leads?

BUNK gingerly empties the first bag, a couple of beer cans
and a bex of KFC -- all of it destined for the print lab.

BUNK
Right now, this is all I got.

3UNK lcoks forlornly at one of the beer cans, then drops it
into a small paper bag.

MCARDLE

Then you serijiously fucked.
BUNK

Speaking of fucked, why you here?
MCARDLE

I did bad, Bunk.

- BUNK

Huh?

MCBRDLE

It wasn't my faunle,

2UNX =stops bagging evidence and g17es MCARDLE a look. From
down the hall, we hear the BELL of the elevator doors opening.

MCARDLE !{cont.)

Ng reaily,
(MORE,

(CONTINUED!
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MCARDLE (cont.)
Judge datkins pulled me up after the
jury let the Barksdale kid go. So
him being a judge and all, I told
him what was up.

BUNK-
He raise a stink?

' MCARDLE
Captaln got busted and I gotta have
a report by morning.

BUNK
There you go, giving a fuck when it
ain't your turn to give a fuck.

MCARDLE smiles sneeplshly, his own lesson run back on him. )
LANDSMAN walks in, early relief for midnight shift. He spots
his two detectives and addresses COLE who is decamping,
tucking his pillow into a desk drawer.

LANDSMAN
Look at 'em, Cole. Doesn’t it make
your dick pump purple piss to be in
the same room with two such noble,
selfless public servants. I know
I'm proud.

_ 6%% COLE doesn't give a fuck, exits. LANDSMAN addresses BUNK.

LANDSMAN (cont.}
Tell me you put this one down.

et

BUNK shrugs.

ILANDSMAN {(cont.)
'Course not. And of course your
partner here has to gc over to the
courthouse and lay our business in
front of Watxins. Are you stone
stupid?

MCARDLE
So you_heard.

LANDSMEN |
Captain calls me at home last nlght,
talls me to get in early and read
over your shoulder.

MCARDLE shows him the face sheet of the report. Points to
the bullstad list of murders.

MCRRDLE
-t's get dots. Deputy loves dots.

@ LANDSMAN
fuck you and your dots.

(CONTINUED)
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MCRRDLE
Look, all I did was answer the man's
questions., He's a fucking judge.

LANDSMAN
oand the Deputy is the fucking Deputy,
dipshit. And he, not the judge,
holds what's left of your beshitted
career in his hot 1little hands.

MCARDLE
Gimme a break.
LANDSMAN
He says so, you're in the Western
tomorrow.
MCARDLE
Fuck it. I came from Western.
LANDSMAN

Well, where don't you want to go,
asshole? Evidence Control?
Personnel? Headquarters Security?

MCARDLE
(beat; smiles)
The boat.
BUNK

Marine Unit?

MCARDLE
Can't swim.

LANDSMEN pulls out a twenty dollar bill.

LANDSMAN
Keap it up. TI'll go this against a
ten that you ride the boat, midnight
shiftr,

MCARDLE smilas. LANDSMAN looks at BUNK, shakes his head,
ncckets pill, exits. MCARDLE looks at his partner.

_ BUNK
Listen to the man, Jimmy.

Cn MCARDLE, doubtful,
cUr TC:

ZXT. COURTYARD/LATRCOBE HIGH-RISES - DAY

D'RNGELO gets off city Zus, zips his jacket and strides into

the projects. On perimeter of courtyard, he passes young

LCOKQUTS who greet him with 2 ned and 2 grunt. WEE-BEY,

znZzrcar, standing by one of the benches, with BELL seated,
waves L'ANGZLO over,

he

(CONTINUED;
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In b.g., other CREW MEMBERS are touting, bringing in'early
BUYERS, who turn over crumpled bills and head for high-rises.

Not four Turn®

-

BELL
You here early.
D'ANGELO
On my game, today.
-, BELL
Good.
D'ANGELO

Eggy put testers out?

BELL nods and D'ANGELO starts for the high-rise.

BELL
Dee.

D'BRNGELC turns.

BELL (cont.)
New deal today.

D'ANGELC
Huh?

BELL
You going out on point, picking up
the business in the pit.

D'ANGELC
What?

BELL
You the man in the low-rises.

D'ANGELO
The low-rises. You got Ronnie Mo
in the pit.

BELL
Ronnie Mo got eight-fifty-one this

morning. You in the pit.

D'RANGELO -
Why?
BELL
Why what?
D'ANGELD
Why you giving me the low-rises when
I had a tower since summar?
DBELL
You had a tower.
{MORE}

- {CONTINUED}

40.
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BELL (cont.)
You might have a tower again if you
keep your mind to-shit.

D'ANGELO
Naw. That's fucked up.

BELL
You show us you can run the pit, you
-be back uptown soon enough.

D'ANGELO
My uncle know about this?

BELL
What do you think?

D'ANGELO takes this in.
BELL (cont.)
(to WEE-BEY)
Yo, Bey. Give little cousin a ride
down the way.

WEE-BEY nods, straightens. D'ANGELO, pouting, looks over at
the tower then back at BELL. As BELL looks away,

CUT TOC:
INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR/POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY
Captain RAWLS of Homicide and Captain FOERSTER of Narcotics
exit a door marked "Deputy Commissioner for Operations”,
sach carrying a file feolder, with RAWLS having the fatter
£ile. They move silently toward the elevator.

FOERSTER
dave your people deal with Daniels.

RAWLS
Right.

The elevator arrives. THEY get on.
INT. ELEVATOR/POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Twe CRAPTAINS ride in sil

1]

nce.

[

INT. DOWNSTAIRS CORRIDCR/POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY
Zisvator CPENS, CAPTAINS exit and are about Lo part ways.

FOERSTIR
You gonna send ycur man MchArdle?

rOERSTIR icont.:! :
Tell him absut the chain-of-command.

{CONTINUGED;
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RAWLS
Tell nim yocurself. He's dead to me.

<:>

On RAWLS, almost amused at the idea,

| CUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD/LOW-RISES -~ DAY

D'ANGELO walks up to be greeted by a much YOUNGZR, more rag-
tag collection of DEALER, TQUTS and LCOKOUTS. He takes in
the surroundings of a drug market infericr to the towers.
Two fifteen-year-old DERLERS, a lanky, sharp-eyed kid named
BODIE and a listless tag-a-long, WALLRCE, stroll over.

BODIE

You lookin' for Ronnie Mo? He uptown.
D'ANGELO

I know.
BODIE

You Dee?

D'ANGELC nods.

BODIE (cont.)
You was in the towers.

65% D'ANGELO S
o Yeah. _

WALLACE
Why they put you down here then?
You mess up the count or something?

D'ANGELO gives his hardest glare.

D'ANGELO
I killed a nigger.

WALLACE is chastened, but BODIE is not entirely impressed.
Cn D'ANGELO, taking in his new digs,

CUT TO:
INT. SOERSTER'S OFFICE/POLI&E HEADOUHRTERS - DAY

Captain FOERSTER of Narcotics waits w1th a thin file con his
desk. A KNOCK. DANIELS enters. ) -

DANTELS e
Captain?

FOERSTER
tholding file}
Counting what the DER gave us, how
much did we have cn this guy?

' !CONTINUED; -




"when It's Hot Your Turn” 43,
7/26/0%

{CONTINUED)

DRENIELS
Sir?

FOERSTER
In my hot little hand, I am holding
how many pages, Lieutenant?

DANTIELS
Four. Sir.

FOERSTER
Rawls had a fucking phone book.

DANIELS
wWhat can I tell you? You can pull a
pretty big rabbit out of ten open
murder files. If we had ten shots
at this gquy, we'd have more than a
fat file.

FOERSTER
I made that peoint upstairs.

DANTELS
They can't put this guy down for a
murder or two, so they're getting us
to do their work.

FOERSTER
They got us. They got you, in fact.

DANTELS
Excuse me, Captain?

FOERSTER
Dawscn has the York and Cator case,
so that leaves you. Set something
up for this afternoon with Homicide
and whoevaer else you want from your
squads. :

DANIELS
State's Attorney?

FCERSTER
Call them, too.

DANIZLS nods, exits into...
INT. NRRCOTICS OFFICE/POLICE HEADOUARTERS - DAY

CANIELS lsaves Foerster's QOffice and is immediately summoned
oy CARVER.

CARVER
ieutesnant, line three.

CRNIZLE goes o pick it up.

(CONTINUED;
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CARVER (cont.)
Deputy Ops.

DANIELS' hand hesitates above the receiver for a moment. He
seemg visibly pained. He picks up.

DANIELS
Daniels. Narcoties.

On DANIELS,. listening as the rest of the CFFICE watchas,

| CUT TO:
EXT. ALLEY - DAY
BUBBLES, late thirties and gaunt, stands in alley, eyeing

street, waiting. JOHNNY, a pimpled scrawny white kid,
twenties, appears at mouth of alley.

BUBRELES
Hey. How'd you do?
JOHNNY _
Went to the library. Ten cents a

COopY -

JOHENNY takes out couple of sheets of papers and hands it to
BUBBLES. The sheets contain photostats of a ten dollar bill.

BUBRBLES
You didn't cut them up?

JOHNMY
Um...

BUBBLES moves to back step of wvacant house where he takes

out a small pen knife and cuts the bills from the sheet. He
inspects one of the counterfeit bills, checking both sides,
then crumbles it in his hands, then picks up a small styrofcam
cup with coffee and pours it on paper. Then he crumbles it
again, drying it slowly in his hands.

BUBBLES
Leastways, you got it con both sides
this time.
| JOHNNY'
Yeah. Both sides.

BUBBLES holds out his hand. JCOENNY gces into his front pocket
and hands BUBBLES a real tenspot. BUBBLES folds the real
ten dellar bill over two phony bills, then pockets money.

JOHNNY (cont.)
Whoa, why we spending real monev?

ZUBBLES

We ain't gaming no lLemmon Street
chumps here. You feel me?

{CONTINUED}
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JOHNNY
I'm down.

On JORNNY, as down as he can manage,

CcUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD/LOW-RISES -~ DAY

D'ANGELO sits on & stoop, surveying his reduced kingdom.
TOUTS are working Fayette Street under WALLACE's watch.
From a distance, we watch BUBBLES talking up a TOUT, while
JOHNNY hangs back. The TOUT directs him to a young HOPPER,
who takes the money from BUBRLES. The HOPPER runs over and
gives the money to WALLACE, while HOPPER #2 runs out of a
vacant unit to serve BUBBLES.

¢

D'ANGELD
Yo, Wallace.

WALLACE jogs over to the bench.

D'ANGELOC ({(cont.)
This how Ronnie Mo set it up?

WALLACE
Yeah.

DYRANGELO
It's fucked up, yo.

WALLACE
Yeah.

D*ANGELG

I'm saying you can't serve your
customers strailght up after taking
their money. Somebody snapping
pictures, they got the whole thing.
See what I'm saying, you géet paid

you seng tham c¢ff around the building,
yo. Then you serve.

BODIE
{joins them)
What up?
D'ANGELO

We got to tighten up, man. Can’'t be
taking no short cuats,

BCDIE
‘to WALLACEZ)
What's your zgunt?
reaches into his pocket and takes out a wad of bills.

AALLACE
I'm up Two-sevanty.

g {CONTINUED}
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WALLACE hands the wad to D'ANGELQ who starts to put it in
his pocket.

BODIE
You want to check it?

D'ANGELO hesitates.

BODIE {cont.)
‘T don't know how it work in the
towers. But down here, you want to
check it.

D'INGELO hesitates, turns into doorway, starts tc count bills.

D'ANGELQ
Y'all been burnt.

Turning back to the two dealers, BODIE and WALLACE, D'ANGELO
holds out three phony bills.

WALLACE
Huh?

D' ANGELQ
Huh? That what you got to say.
Huh? This look like money,
motherfucker? Huh? Money be gre<«n.
Money feel like money. Does that
lookx money green to you?

D'BNGELQO throws fake bills at WALLACE, who picks them up.

WALLACE
It got a dead-ass president on it.

D'ANGELQ stands up, furious, or as close to it as he can.

D'ANGELO
I don't give a fuck about the
president. £ ain't no money.

BODIE
He ain't no president.

D'ANGELO
what yocu mean?

BODIE
Hamilton. He ain't no president.

STANGELO and WALLACE both stare at him, speechlass.

BODIE (cont.)
No president.

(CONTINUED}
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D'ANGELOC

{recovers)

(:j) Nigger, are you crazy? BAin't no
ugly-ass white man get his face on
no legal motherfucking tender 'cept
he president.

{turns to WALLACE)
This shit happen again, you @ff the
meney. You hear me? You ain't even
-gonna be serving. You be out down
the bottom end of Stockton sucking a
forty and yelling Five-Ch.

WALLACE turns away, his feelings hurt. BODIE lecks at
D'ANGELO, sizing up the new bess and his seeming non-violence.

BCDIE
That it?

D'ANGELQO
Huh?

Cn BODIE, dubious,
CUT TO:
INT. BURRITT'S QFFICE/POLICE HERDQUARTERS - DAY

DANIELS sits, a little out of his element, across the wide,
regal desk of Deputy Commissioner ROMALD H. BURRITT, who

- seems to have had his picture taken with every maycr,
congressman, governor and president who ever gset foot in
Baltimore. BROURRITT, fifty and black, is a man whe Xnows how
to use every last trapping of power.

-

BURRITT

In and out. Street rips, buy-bust.
DANTZLS

Yes, sir.
BURRITT

Neo long surveillances, no Kel
‘recorders, no CNRs. And, ©of course,
ne Title IZIs. I want to get in and
out as quickly as possible.

DANIZLS
That makes sanse.

BURRITT
It's a matter of meeting =xpectations.
Watkins isn't jusit a judge, he's a
pclitical entity that regquires our

attention. He asks fcr scmething, I
want to give it To him. For the
deparement’s saks.

{CONTINUED)
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DANIELS

Why is he asking about this Barksdale?

BURRITT
He watched a State's Attorney get
beat up in his court this week.
Lost a murder case to this bunch.

BANTELS

‘We lose cases all the time.

BURRITT
True. But as I said, a judge happens
to be asking about this cne. Sc we
deliver Mr. Barksdale, as quickly
and as cleanly as we can.

DANIELS
I understand.

BURRITT
Who are ycu using?

DANIELS
Lead detective? Greggs. She's my
best, right now.

BURRITT
Do I know her?

DANIELS
C.I.D. for four meonths. Came over
from Eastern D.E.U.

BURRITT can't place her, but nods anyway.

DANIELS {cont.}
Who is Homicide sending?

BURRITT
That's up to Captain Rawls., I
wouldn't be surprised if you get
Mchrdle though. Do you know McArdle?

DANIELS
No. Not really.

BURRITT
He was the one who mouthed cff to
the judge in the first place. But
now you'‘re in the box, he also seems
to know a little something about
what's been happening cver on the
Westside.

DANTELS
He zalked tec the ijudge.

(CONTINUZD)
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BURRITT
That's my understanding. So if he
comes over on this, you need to watch
your back.

DANIELS nods.
BURRITT (cont.)

{pointedly}
-2'11 watch yours.

DANIELS
Yes, sir.

BUORRITT
I'm serious, Lieutenant. Your captain
volunteered you for this -- and not

just because he believes you to be
his most capable shift supervisor.

DANTIELS
You'ra saying the buck has been
passed.

BURRITT

If you make this go away quick, you've
done everyone a good turn. But if

it dvags, or if we can't ease the
judgz's mind, then your captain has

it in mind to back up on you like a
bad stretch of sewer pipe.

DANIELS looks at BURRITT pointedly, assessing the Deputy's
cffer of protection at face value.

BURRITT {(cont.)
You need anything, you ask me. I'l1l
give you all the help I can.

DANIELS
Thank you, sir.

BURRITT
But no surprises. Keep ne briefed.

DBNIELS gets up to go. On BURRITT, having struck a bargain,
CuT TO:
ZXT. COURTYARD/LOW-RISES - DAY

Ahitz boy JOHNNY cruises up, trying to look as casual as a
wihite Doy in the orojects can. He grips a roll of three
seeming tenspots in one hand, watches the foot traffic and
waits while WALLACE ancd another young runner, PCOTIE, are in
& rush To serve an ail-at-one crowd of three other ADDICTS.
JOENNY puts the roll into WALLACE's left hand aven zs WALLACE
ZS Irying <0 make change for another ADDICT.

{CONTINUED)
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JOHNNY
Two and two.

WALLACE
Hold up. Hold up.

JOHNNY
What? Two and two.

WALLACE tries to regroup, make change for the other ADDICT.

WALLACE
You gave me how much?

ADDICT
Twenty. For one and a short three.

WALLACE
So you get...?

WALLACE is literally counting on fingers.

_ ADDICT ,
Seven, yo. I get seven back.

JOHNNY
I'm two and two.

WALLACE
Hold up. You fuckin' me up here,

WALLACE drops the roll in his left hand. The bad bills flecat
free from the good one and begin to blow off in the wind.
JOHNNY looks down, decides to creep away. BODIE looks over
from his perch on a nearby stcop, spots the bad money and
then, JOHNNY, walking sideways to get away. :

BODIE :
Yo, he the motherfucker.

WALLACE,
What?

BODIE

The white boy. There.

WALLACE
Huh?

BODIE Jjumps off the stoop, shouts to POOTIE,

g

Q0
Pootis, man, get

(=
=
™

i

rt

he white boy.
JOHNNY starts to run. POOTIE and two other YOUNGSTERS chase
him into alley. BODIE catches up to the bad bills, still

=3 - - 4 4
flcating across courtyard 1o the wind.

(CONTINUED)
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He reaches down and is still examining them, as POCTIE and

the QTHERS emerge from the alley with JOHNNY, who is now
bleeding from one eye and c¢rying. BODIE turns to WALLACE.

BODIE
Yo. Get Dee.

WALLACE jogs off. BODIE, pleased with himself, walks over
to JOHNNY, who is ill and tired and scared, all at once.

JOHNNY
What? Wwhy you fucking with me?

BODIE
You think you slick. You ain't.

D'ANGELC walks up, with WALLACE in tow.

BODIE
This the motherfucker with the make-
believe money.

BODIE hands the bills to D'ANGELO, who examines them, then
sizes up the wreck that is JOHNNY.

BODIE
I seen him drop that shit when he
copped.
JOHNNY
f_;} Wadn't ne.

BODIE cracks him across the face with a round-house, a blow
so hard that it knocks JOHMNY and PCQTIE both to the ground.
B0DIE kicks JOHNNY again for emphasis.

JOHNNY {cont.)
Serry. I1I'm sorry.

BODIZ :
Surnt us for thirty already. We
nead to take his ass up to Franklin
Street and throw his ass onto the
axprassway.

D*ANGELO

‘ignores EZCDIES
What you geot on you?

- JOHNNY
Just ten I dropped. The rsal tan.

DTANGELO
You give that up and you gonna come
back Scmorrow with Twanty mozrs.
"Til then, motheriucker, you cut

off. Y¥You hear me?

JOBNNY tzkas this in. ESc¢ do z2l) the

YQUNG TURKS.

(CONTINUED:
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D'ANGELO is holding off on the expected beating. D'ANGELO

turns to his CREW.

D*ANGELO lcont.)
Ya'll heard me. Hefs cut off until
he brings twenty.

D'BNGELO walks away. JOHNNY gets up slowly and is shoved
roughly down street by POOTIE. WALLACE throws a bottle to
shoo him on his way. As BODIE watches D’ANGELO, amazed,

CUT TO:
INT. SMALL CONFERENCE ROOM/POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

DANIELS, GREGGS, HERC, CARVER and MCARDLE sit across from

each other for first time, the two Barksdale reports in front
of them. They are joined by Assistant State's Attorney RHONDA
PEARLMAN, white, Jewish, thirties, and Homicide Det. FRANCIS
SANTANGELO, white, forties. SANTANGELO is clearly bored by

it all, aloof. DANIELS enters, breaks the silence.

. DANIELS
For now, we'll work out of Narcotics,
with Kima keeping the file, and
copying everything to Ronnie at the
courthouse.

. .=~ SANTANGELO
Fine with us.

MCARDLE shoots SANTANGELO a look.

DANIELS
McArdls and Santangelo will begin by
working back on some of the unsolved
murders, seeing if anything can be
manufactured there. Kima and my
people will start deing some hand-to-
hand stuff in Latrobe. Buy-bust.
Quizk and dirty.

PEARLMAN
111 make sure to bump those cases
outr of District Court as fast as you
give them tc me. _

DANIELS
Exactly. We put some years over top
of some of these low-lsvel people,
and we'll roll a few no problem.

MCARDLE
We aren't going to get close to Raron
Rarksdale, or 8tringer Bell, cor anyone
else above the street. Not by doing
Duy-bust.,

{CONTINUED]
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DANIELS
You don't know that.

MCARDLE
Lieutenant, these guys are good.
They're deep, they're organized and
they've got everyone in those projects
running scared.

DANIELS

What do you suggest?

MCARDLE
Surveillance teams, DNRs, assets
investigations. Keep gathering string
on until we can find a way in,

SANTANGELO
A way in?

MCARDLE
Either a wired CI or a Title IIT.
That's what makes this case.

DANIELS
That what you told the judge?

MCARDLE '
Okay, so I'aw an asshole for-that.
But I'm right about this much

DANTELS
No Kel-mikes. No wires. We do this
fast and clean and simple,

MCARDLE
Then you don't do it at all,

PERARLMAN
Seems to me you all could've had
this fight amongst yourselves before
calling in the State's Attorney's
Qffice.

MCARDLE
Lfurns to GREGES:

“L&t mé ask something: What do we

know apbout RAaron Barksdale?

GREGGS
What do we know?

MCARDLE
The man's owned 211 of Latrzobe for
almeost a yeagz. 3o what do we have
on nim right now? A DOB? A sheet?
A B-0f-I phgto? We don't even have
a fucking photo of the guy.

(CONTINUED)
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CARVER
So what?

MCARDLE
30 it's a rare sonofabitch who can
take over the most lucrative drug
market in the city and not leave
behind so much as a sheet.

R SANTANGELO
Gimme a break, Jimmy. Two days ago
no one on this fucking floor knew
this mope's name. Now he's some
kinda criminal mastermind.

HERC
I say we go over Latrobe and fuck
some people up.

CARVER laughs. PEARIMAN, irritated, gets up to go.

PEARLMAN
You all don't need a prosecutor, you
need a fucking referee. When you
know how you're playing this, give a

She geoes to door.

CANIELS
We know how we're playing it. My
people are going down to Latrobe to
do some hand~to-hands. Detectives
McArdle and Santangelo are going
back down the hall to review any old
murder files and try to manufacture
a fresh prosecution. As things heat
up, I'll go to the Deputy and get us
more manpower, but this case is not
going to sprawl. We're getting in
and out as fast as possible.

DANIELS eyefucks MCARDLE pointedly, then nods to PEARLMAN.
PEARLMAN , )
Fine. Bring me your hand-to~hands,
and you can take anything on the
murders to Ilene Mathan in violent
crimes. I'll clue her in.
POARIMAN exits.

DANIELS
Anything else?

MCARDLE is shut down. The meeting starts to break up.

{CONTINUED)
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DANIELS {cont.)
One last thing: No one does anything
at 2ll on the street without me
knowing about it first.

{looks at MCARDLE)
Chain-of-command, Detective. That's
now we do things down this end of
the hall.

On MCARDLE, .with tiremarks on his back,

CUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD/LOW-RISES - EVENING
A tester line of DOPE FIENDS forms in side alley. BUBBLES
and JOHNNY race to get there in time for free samples of a
fresh package. 'EDOTIE and an OLD TOUT are handing off.

JOHNNY
Timed it right, Bubs.

BUBBLES
Yes, Lawd.

POOTIE eyes the line of FIENDS, ensuring each gets one only.

POOTIE
One a customer. Keep movin'

BUBBLES and JOHNNY are each handed a pink-topped vial.

BUBBLES
These pinks weren't much last week.

- POOTIE
Tuck last week. Pinks the shit today.
BUBBLES grunts, pockets the vial. Starts out of alley with
JOHNNY trailing. BODIE appears at the mouth of alley with
WEE-BE7, STINKUM and one other ENFORCER. Two of them carry
baseball bats. BODIE nods in JOHNNY's direction. :

BODIE

er
SlM.

~he TTINDS scatter, JOHNNY is beaten to the edge of death.
On ZURILES, who watches weakly, horrified,

CUT TO:
INT., MURTHY'S IRISH PUB - NIGHT

MCRADLE and BUNK drink: MCRRDLE has Jameson, BUNK has Glen

Livew, BINK is only black man in sight. They are lit.
ITNK
If sne fucking you con visitation,
~zke her aszs to court. . -

(CONTINUED)
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MCARDLE
Net that simple, Bunk. Judge gives
me three weekends out of four, I
gtill need her to cooperate, you
know. Mowve it around, so when 1
have to work through a weekend, she
awitches with me. 5S¢ the judge gives
me three weekends but no flex. I

still lose.

BUNK
You two can't talk this through?

MCARDLE downs a shot of Jameson, shakes his head.

MCARDLE
I just want to see my fucking kids,
you know? I mean, what the fuck.

BUNK finishes his scotch, checks hia watch,

MCARDLE ({(cont.)
You know Daniels? From Narcotics?

BUNK
What about him?
MCARDLE :
He's running this detail.
BUNK
Watch your ass then.
MCARDLE
He a snake?
BUNK

Naw. He ain't that. But he’s a
company man, you know? A prospect.
Grapevine says the next district to
open up is nhis.

MCARDLE -
Short list for Major?

BUNK .
He's black, he's still young, he
hasn't pissed anyone off. Shit,
he’'s even got a law degrese.

MCARDLE
No shit.

BINK
University of Baltimore

(CONTINUED)
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MCARDLE :
Well, he's gonna fuck this Barksdale
thing up.

BUNK
Yow's that?

MCARDLE

Buy-bust. He's pissin’ in the wind.

BUNK
You already fucked it up, Jimmy.
You made it happen.

MCRRDLE
(laughs at truth)
I feel like that motherfucker at the
end of "Bridge on the River Kwai™,
vou know. What the fuck did T do?

BUNK
The bridge of what?

MCARDLE
You ain't seen that movie?

BUNK shakes his head, checks his watch again.

MCAFDLE {cont.}
I am fucked. Fucked is me.

BUNK

Goddammit. You gonna make me go
another round.

On 3UNK, weary, motioning for the BARKEEP,
CUT
INT. ORLANDC'S STRIP CLUB - NIGHT
STANGELC, nursing a rum and coke, sits at the bar with BELL.
D'RANGELC
It was only a couple dollars.

’ELL
I- ain‘t the mcney.

D’ ANGELQ
¥'all fucked him up sc bad.
BELL
Ii-'s the message, Dee. Ycu snow

tnat kind of wsakness, you lose
sverything that comes after.

. DFANGELD
3=iill., man. I mean, damn.

{CONTINUED)
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BELL gets up, disgusted, taking his drink with him.

- D'ANGELO (cont.)
Yo, String... Stringy...

BELL ignores him. Alone, D'ANGELO contemplates his drink.
A few stools away, a DANCER, black, twenties, grandly near-
sighted, puts on thick glasses to spec him. Then, vainly,
she puts the glasses back in her purse. Call her SHARDENE.

SHARDENE
You ain't touched that drink.

D'ANGELO looks over.

SHARDENE (cont.)
You want some company?

D'ANGELQO
I ain't no john.

"SHARDENE
Good, 'cause I ain’'t no whore.

D'ANGELC
I mean, I ain't a .regular customer.
I'm with Stringer. I work with
Stringer.

SHARDENE
He pay you, right? C'mon, honey.
Buy me a drink.

D'ANGELQ
How much?

SHARDENE
Twenty.

D'ANGELO winces at the hustle.

SHARDENE (cont.]
But I drink slow.

. DTANGELD
Maybe another time.

SHARDENE nods, manages a small smile. She catches the eye
of another CUSTCMER beycnd D'ANGELO, gets up, moves toward
him to begin her hustle. On. D'ANGELO, to himself,
CUT TO:
INT. GREGG'S APARTMENT/WCODLRWN - NIGHT

GREGGS rushes in, begins pulling off peolice gear as scon as
il : o

{CONTINUED)
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GREGGES
Hey. Where you at?

No answer. She looka down the hall, hears the shower, moves
to the kitchen, where she checks the frig and liberates some
leftovers. She goes to the dining room table, where textbooks
and notepads are already sprawled. She sits amid the
achoolwork, locking at the leftovers. Her female ROOMMATE,
white, twenties, close-cropped hair comes out cf the bathroom
in a towel.. Call her TARYN.

GREGGS {cont.)
Tou late for work?

TARYN
A little.
{off schoolwork)
How much do you have left?

GREGGS
Ten pages and all the footnotes.

TARYN
When is it due?

GREGGS
Beginning of class tomorrow.

TARYN
Long night for you.

GREGGS
Long night for me.

TARYN leans over, kisses GREGGS. More than a frisndly kiss.
TARYN goes back toward the bedroom.

TARYN
I'll bring home coffee anyway.

GREGGS exhales, turns a page, tries to orient herself. &
pager goes off. She checks hers, noting the readout
curiously. She looks at the schoolwork, frowns, hesitates.
As SHEZ reaches for the phone,

ae CUT. TC:
| IXT. CALVERTON ROAD/WEST BALTIMORE - NIGHT
Zarly merning. BUNK and MCARDLE, very drunk, finish a bottle
at the end of a2 street that ends at the Amtrak railbed.

3UNK
...50 I drive 211 the way down Liberty
Road 2t two in the damn morning, on
a midnight shiit with two murders
clice sheoting geoing down, o

\MORZ

{CONTINUED:
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BUNK {cont.)

To get a got-damn mouse out my wife's
pedroom closet. You imagine that?

MCARDLE
What did yocu do?

BUNK
What the fuck you think? T got the
mouse fast as I could and drove back
to work. Couldn't doc nothing else.
Nadine out of her mind over this
tiny-ass field mouse. I mean, she
up on a chair and shit when I ccme,
like some got-damn cartoon.

BUNK tosses the empty Jameson bottle into the brush.

MCARDLE
I mean, how'd you catch the mouse?
BUNK
Catch him? I lit his ass up.
: MCARDLE
{incredulous)

You shot the mouse?

BUNK
fﬁ%ﬁ Uh~huh.
MCARDLE -

With your nine?

BUNK _
First shot killed my wife's dress
shoe. Got him with the second.

MCARDLE cracks up.

BUNK (cont.)
What?

MCARDLE
You shot a mouse with your service
weapon. What did you do with the
carcass?

BUNK
Cleaned it up.

MCZRDLE shakes his head, walks over toward the railbed.

SUNK {(cont.)
But I thought about leavin' the
motherfucker there as a warning ts
. cthers,

{CONTINUED)
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MCARDLE steadies himself against "Do Not Trespass" sign,

ateps through the brush to the railbed. From up the track
we HEAR a distant Metroliner HORN. BUNK checks his watch.

BUNK (cont.)
Fuck me. It's four-thirty and I'm
supposed to be early relief.

MCARDLE is taking a piss on the rails,
' BUNK (cont.)
Jimmy, man. I gotta change clothes
at least. C'mon...

MCARDLE zips his pants, stares up the track.

MCARDLE
I'm gonna do this case.
BUNK
What?
MCARDLE

I'm gonna do this case.
BUNK shakes his head. The train can be EEARD approaching.

MCARDLE (cont.)
The way it should be done.

) BUNK

Buy-bust, Jimmy. Get in, get out.

MCARDLE
Naw, fuck that.

MCARDLE stares at the now-visible train, its whistle WATLING.
He hesitates just long enough so that BUNK, though
intoxicated, nervously takes a step toward his partner.

MCARDLE looks at the train a moment more and steps off the
track, walks toward BUNK. A few seconds later the Metroliner
wails by. BUNK looks at MCTARDLE.

MCARDLE (cont.)
Let's call it a night.

On MCARDLE, set,

CUT TO:
INT. TRIAGE AREA/SHOCK-TRAUMA UNIT - NIGHT

GREGGS. ar:;vns to find BUZRBLES sitting on a stool next to an
unconsctous and intubated JOHNNY, who is on full monitor.

GREGGS
Hey, Bubs.

SBUEBBLES looks over, red-eved.

(CONTINUED)
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GREGGS {cont.}
Thought you was still locked up.

BUBBLES
Naw.

GREGGES
When you come home?

BUBBLES

Been three months.

GREGGS nods, looks over at JOHNNY.

GREGGS
Who's he?

BUBBLES
Friend.

GREGGS

He gonna make it?

BUBBLES shrugs, looks away.

GREGGS (cont. )
So what's the deal?

BUBBLZES
You still working drugs?

GREGGS
Downtown, yeah.

BUBBLES
I got scmething for you.

On GREGGS and her old informant, renewing acguaintances,

CUT TO:
INT. HOMICIDE QOFFICE/PQLICE BEADQUARTERS ~ DAY

Hungover, BUNK nurses coffee at his desk. LANDSMAN is on
the phone, writing on an index card. He turns to look over
at BUNK, then hangs up, gets up and walks over with the card.

LANDSMAN
round body. Two hundred mlock Amity.

BUNK
I'ma little thin today, boss.

LANDSMAN _
Sguad's a little thin remember.
We're down a man since your partner
aon himself deta:ilad

PR B R ) = el ke

{CONTINUED!
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BUNK looks up at LANDSMAN, who 1s enjoying the moment. As
he takes the card, grabs his gun, coat, starts to leave,

cCUT TO:
EXT. AMITY STREET/WEST BALTIMORE - MORNING

CRIME SCENE PERSONNEL and UNIFORMS hover over BODY of middle-
aged black man, shot in back of head. LOCALS and CORNER
BOYS hover behind vellow scene tape. BUNK arrives at scene
in an unmarked unit, gets out and walks over to a UNIFORM.

UNIFORM
One or two in the back of the head.
No witnesses. No suspects. You got
a .380 casing on the ground there.

BONK
Who called it in?

UNIFORM
No one. Twenty-one post found him.
(checks license!
He ig a William Gant, forty-two, no,
forty-three years. Address on
Schroeder.

BUNK
M.E. here? Let's roll 'im if we got
pictures. .

Two M.E. ATTENDANTS straddle BODY and roll it, revealing
face of GANT, the state's witness, who testified against
D'Angelo Barksdale in court.

BUNK (cont.)
He don‘t look like a player.

UNIEFCRM
Naw. Just played.

2ULL 23BCX to REVEAL D'ANGELC BARKSDALE in CROWD on other |
side of crime scene tape. From D'ANGELO's POV, we watch
BUNK and the OTHERS work scene. He recognizes victim, slips

from CROWD, walks back to his perch in nearby low-rises. On
D*ANGELO, head in hands, brooding,

FADE TO BLACK.
THE END



