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Chris and Cory are on patrol.  They ride past the pier and see Mahmood in a green work jumpsuit scrubbing the railings of the pier.
Chris:
Mahmood scrubbing fish bait.  I love it.  I really do.

Cory:
Chris, don’t you think you’re enjoying this a little too much?  I mean, he did pay you back for the necklace and the watch.

Chris:
Oh you love it too.  Come on, admit it.

Cory:
Okay, well maybe just a little.

Chris:
Ah, there’s the spirit.  Let’s go poke fun at the little scammer.

They ride over closer to the pier.  They stop at the top of the stairs.
Chris:
Hey Mahmood.

Mahmood puts the sponge back into one of the buckets of water and goes over to them.

Mahmood:
Officer Chris, Officer Cory.  So good to see you again.

Chris:
Looks like you lucked out Mahmood.  Community service doesn’t usually come with this nice of a view.

Mahmood:
Pulls a sour face and points to the water.  Oh yes it’s very nice.  But don’t you think scrubbing dead fish off these railings is beneath a man of my talent?

Chris and Cory look at each other.  No.  In unison.

Chris:
I think it’s a perfect fit.

Mahmood:
Taking off gloves.  But I’d be so much more useful working in the city’s payroll department.  I am great with numbers huh?
Cory:
That’s right.  You used to run them didn’t you?

Mahmood:
Hey, hey, hey, lets not dwell in the past here.

Chris:
Hey just be grateful you’re not working in a laundry at the Chino State Prison.
Mahmood:
Oh, I am, I am, but I…

Cory:
Ah, ah, no buts.  Lieutenant took a risk getting you community service instead of jail time so don’t blow it.

Mahmood:
Absolutely not.  You don’t have to worry about me I promise.
Chris and Cory start to ride off.
Mahmood:
Have a good day officers.  Cory waves.  I won’t let you down.  Bye.  He waits till they’ve gone, looks around and takes off his community service jumpsuit to real a grey business suit.

At a parking lot at the beach.

A Willy is standing watch while Raul uses a crow bar to unlock the door of a car.  He opens the door and the car alarm goes off.

Willy cuts a wire in the engine and stops the alarm.
Raul gets in, opens the hood and gets out wires to hotwire the car.

Raul:
Come on Willy.  We ain’t got all day.
Willy:
Hey hold your horses burrito breath.

Raul:
Gets out of the car and slaps Willy.  Man, I told you I don’t play that.

Willy:
Look I’m kidding all right, I’m kidding.  Goes back to fiddling with the engine.  Try it now.

Raul hotwires the car and it starts.
Willy:
Laughs and shuts the hood.  [?] my butt.  He goes around to the passenger side.

Raul:
Come on.
Willy gets in and Raul spins the tires and reverses out of the park.

A guy walks into the parking lot carrying shopping and stops in the middle of the road.
Willy:
Says something in mock Mexican accent.  He nudges Raul.  Still using accent.  Hey easy [?] you’ll get us killed.

The guy on the road drops his shopping and tries to dodge the car.  Eventually he has to jump clear of the car.
Willy:
Still in accent.  Oh you missed the [?].

Raul:
You know one day man it’s gonna be you and me and then we’ll see man.

They speed away with the tires squealing.

At the firehouse.  They are playing with the clear board.
Palermo:
All right.  Car thieves are targeting our area.  They’ve hit the rows of Venice Beach lots, five times in the last three weeks.

Tc:
Looking at paper.  Do you think they’re stripping them down for parts?

Palermo:
Or shipping them. The latest thing to do is to load giant cargo ships full of hot cars and send them off to Russia.

Victor:
Also looking at paper.  Or drive them to Mexico.

Palermo:
What?

Victor:
Two of the cars were ten year old Ford pickups.  Hands the sheet to Palermo.
Tc:
Yeah, why would they steal those?

Victor:
For parts.  There are still a lot of old Fords running in Mexico.

Palermo:
Good thinking Victor.  I’ll fax the border patrol this list of cars and maybe we’ll get lucky.

Palermo walks off and passes Rosa who is scouring for Victor.
Rosa:
Sees Victor.  Victor.

Victor:
Mum?  What are you doing here?

Rosa:
I have to talk to you.

Victor:
Are you all right?  Is everything okay?

Rosa:
I am fine but no, not everything is okay.  Heads for a chair.
Victor:
Sit, sit, sit.

Rosa:
Sits.  Emilio’s mum Miriam called.  She told me he got paroled.

Victor:
But that’s good news right?

Rosa:
He got out of San Quentin over a month ago.  She hasn’t seen or heard from him once.

Victor:
Nods.  Okay.

Rosa:
She’s worried sick.  Holds her head.  If he gets into trouble again…

Victor:
Yeah I know.  Third strike; he’s gone for good.

Rosa:
I couldn’t bear that.  I’m sorry honey that I came like this huh.

Victor:
It’s okay.  I’m glad you came.  I’ll tell you what, I’ll find out where he is from his parol officer and I’ll go see him okay?  He kisses Rosa on the cheek.

Rosa:
Thanks.

Victor:
It’s gonna be all right.  Goes over to a desk, picks up the phone and dials.

Willy and Raul are walking through a car park.

Raul:
Points to a car.  That’s it.  That’s the one right there.

Willy:
Laughs.  Hell and all this time I thought you people knew what you stole.

Raul:
Stops walking.  No don’t start all right.  The orders for a black Mercedes 500 convertible and that’s one right there.

Willy:
That’s a 300 you dick.  The poser owner took off the numbers so people would think it’s a 500.

Raul:
Looks over Willy’s shoulder.  Cops man, walk away.

Tc and Victor ride past and Raul and Willy walk away.

A guy in a Hawaiian shirt and beach towel walks up to the car and unlocks it with central locking.
Willy:
What did I tell you; poser.

Victor and Tc still riding from when they past Willy and Raul.
Victor:
Emilio Lopez practically grew up in my house.

Tc:
Well no wonder your Mum’s so worried.

Victor:
Well, you know, she loves him like another son.

Tc:
Hey what about his mum?

Victor:
Sighs.  We could hardly keep track of her.  She has five kids from four men, all of them abusive.

Tc:
That’s tough.

Victor:
Yeah, well, our house was like his refuge.  We grew up together.  We were like brothers.  We sure did a lot of crazy things.

Tc:
What kind of crazy stuff?

Victor:
Oh you don’t wanna know.  Then Emilio turned 13, then his mum married number five.  We lost touch, he started banking.  He’s been in and out of jail ever since.

Tc:
What did his parol officer have to say?

Victor:
That Emilio made his last appointment.

Tc:
Hey, well maybe he’s serious about staying out this time.
Victor:
I hope so.

Mahmood and Lenny Steinruder are on the boardwalk, both wearing suits.
Mahmood is doing the ‘camera’ thing by making his hands into a square and looking through them.

Mahmood:
This is still available.
Lenny:
Do a lot of people know about this?

Mahmood:
Oh just you, me and the city council but once word gets out that they’re moving the Queen Mary to Santa Monica Pier (laughs) it’s going to be a gold rush.

Lenny:
How much is it gonna cost?

Mahmood:
Well for a mere 500,000 you can tie up the leasing rights to this entire section here.

Lenny:
And, ah, what will my end be?

Mahmood:
Well, 10% on every admission on one of the world’s last great ocean liners.  That includes the hotel, restaurant and the banquet rentals which palms out to be (pulls out calculator and hits keys) over one million dollars a year.

Lenny:
A million!

Mahmood:
Uh huh.

Lenny:
So is she gonna go for it or what?

Mahmood:
Maybe.  I had her convinced but now…I’m not so sure.

Lenny:
What’s her problem?  She’ll get paid.

Mahmood:
Well, she’s a city employee.  For her it’s a big risk.

Lenny:
What are you talking about?  The both of yous are gonna get 10% of my 200 grand and then ba da bing, you’ll walk away with 20 K tax free.

Mahmood:
Shhh, calm down.

Lenny:
What?

Mahmood:
Here she is.

Sarah approaches.

Mahmood:
Holds out hand and grasps her behind the elbow.  Miss Farman, so good to see you again.  Miss Farman, Mr Steinruder.
Lenny:
Shakes her hand.  It is a pleasure to meet you Miss Farman.

Sarah:
To Mahmood.  Mr Romani, I really shouldn’t be here.
Lenny:
Oh please, we’re all friends here.  Isn’t that right Moody?

Mahmood:
Oh yes, friends and business partners.

Sarah:
Tampering with city bids is a class A felony.  If my boss ever found out…

Lenny:
Hey, I’m not gonna tell him.  To Mahmood.  Are you?

Mahmood:
Me?  Not me.  Absolutely not.

Lenny:
See, there you go.  And you know what they say, loose lips sink ships.  Laughs.  Mahmood and Sarah look at him funny.  You get it?  Sink ships, the Queen Mary.  Mahmood give a fake laugh.  You like that?  Isn’t that great?
Meanwhile Cory and Chris are watching on suspiciously.
Chris:
Where’d Mahmood get those spiffy threads?
Cory:
Better question is why.

Chris:
And that guy he’s talking to, he looks familiar.

Cory:
One of your many dates perhaps?

Chris:
Elbows Cory.  No.  I swear I’ve seen him somewhere.

Cory:
Well judging by the suit I’d say from the movie Goodfellas.

Chris:
It’ll come to me.

They ride off.
Emilio is sweeping a path at Pacific High School.
Victor:
Approaches and says jokingly.  Hey hurry up and clean that up.

Emilio:
Puts aside his broom.  Yo, what’s up Victor?

Victor:
Something in Spanish.

Emilio:
How you doing man?

They hug.
Victor:
It’s good to see you.

Emilio and Victor are walking along a rather dirty beach.
Emilio:
Yeah I got this janitor gig at that closed down high school right after I got out.

Victor:
Hey, there’s nothing wrong with that.

Emilio:
Yeah.  It’s not too glamorous but my PO said I needed to have a job you know.

Victor:
Hey, a jobs a job.  Besides, we both you it’s temporary.  You’re too smart not to succeed.

Emilio:
Yeah well not smart enough to stay out of jail Victor.

Victor:
You know what, I should slap you around for not looking me up.

Emilio:
Hey you know I wanted to man but I figured a cop didn’t need no ex con embarrass him on the job you know.

Victor:
Hey, you know what don’t talk like that.  Nothings changed.  We’re still [?] and [?] (something in Spanish) and the [?] that’s all in the past.
Emilio:
Yeah well the past has a nasty way of sticking to your shoes Victor.

They stop walking and face each other.

Emilio:
You know Victor, I don’t wanna go back.  I’d sooner die than go back you know.

Victor:
You know what, you don’t have to.  You really don’t.  Puts his hand on Emilio’s shoulder.
Emilio:
Looks at Victor’s hand strangely then they pretend to box.  What’s with all this touchy feely stuff huh?  You switched teams on me?

Victor:
Hey man, you know what, where you’ve been you’d know more about that than me.

Emilio:
Oh, low blow, man, low blow.

Victor:
Come on.  They leave.
Willy and Raul are in the parking lot in front of Pacific Park at night time.  They approach a car.
Willy:
You see, now why would anyone want to drive that limey piece of crap?

Raul:
Hey, my brother jacked one.  He really loved his.

Willy:
Laughs.  Yeah but since when you ???? a truck full of cars.

Raul:
Pushes Willy.  Hey man, that mouth of yours in gonna get you seriously messed up homes.

Willy:
Hey I’m kidding homes okay?  So why don’t you chill and pop the hood?

Raul:
Gives Willy a parting push.  He uses a crowbar to unlock the door.  Go!  He opens the bonnet from inside the car.
Willy:
Willy turns off the alarm, puts down the lid and get in the car while Raul is hot wiring the car.  Hey man let’s go man.  Hurry up.

The car owner comes running up to the car.  Hey get away from my truck.

Willy:
Throws his hands in the air.  Oh man!

Car owner opens Raul’s door and starts to wrestle with him.  Hey you, get out of my truck.

Willy reaches inside his jacket, pulls out a gun and shoots the car owner.
Raul:
Grabs his eyes.  Oh you crazy bastard man.

Willy:
Laughs.  Yeah, teach him not to buy American huh?

Raul:
Pushes Willy.  You nearly blinded me man.

Willy:
Are you gonna sit there and whine or are you gonna drive?

Raul shuts the door and drives off.

Tc is in Palermo’s office the next morning reading a newspaper article about the car owner who got shot.
Palermo:
All the local TV stations ran a story on their evening news.

Tc:
Says in here the guy had a wife and a (shakes head) four month old baby.

Palermo:
City council has made this our number one priority.  He gets up.
Tc:
Yeah, I’ll be they have.  Tourists will stay away if this stuff hits the national news.  Remember what happened in Miami?

Palermo:
Exactly and I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let these guys do this to my town.  Walks around to the front of the desk where Tc is standing.  The metro has authorized all the overtime we need to keep our squad on the street as long as possible.

Tc:
That’s still no guarantee we’ll find these guys.

Palermo:
No, but our presence may scare them away.  Who knows, we may get lucky.

Tc hands the paper to Palermo who looks at it before tossing it to the desk.
That night at Victor’s.  Rosa, Victor and Emilio are having dinner together.
Rosa:
Picks up a dish.  Here Emilio, finish off the rice.

Emilio:
No, no, no (something in Spanish)
Rosa:
But look at you Emilio, you’re all skin and bone.

Victor:
Mum, please.  He’s cut like a statue.  I should look so good.

Emilio:
No really Rosa.  Some of the best meals I’ve ever had were at your house Rosa.  I used to remember that at the chow line every time.

Rosa:
Puts down the plate.  Well you wont’ have to think about that anymore.  It’s here for the asking.

Emilio:
But don’t you live in Santa Fe?

Victor:
Yeah mum, planning to move?

Rosa:
Don’t look so worried Victor I am not moving here.

Victor:
Just kidding.  Takes a swig of beer.

Rosa:
But whenever Emilio wants a care package all he has to do is call.

Emilio:
Thank you Rosa.  Thank you very much.

Rosa pushes her chair back, stands up and starts cleaning.
Emilio:
Gets up.  Let me help you.

Rosa:
No, no, no, no…You two go out onto the patio while I prepare the flan.

Emilio:
More food?  You’re enough to make me look like a blimp.

Victor:
Gets up and pushes in his chair.  Tell me about it.  If she lived here I’d be in a fat farm by now.

Rosa:
Laughs and waves them away.  Now go on, don’t spoil my fun huh.  Goes to the kitchen.
Victor and Emilio go outside.  Emilio lights up a cigarette.
Victor:
Points to the cigarette.  When’d you start?

Emilio:
I never stopped.  What are you talking about?  We used to sneak smokes all the time when we were kids.

Victor:
Swigs beer.  Yeah we did a lot of dumb things together.

Emilio:
Tell me about it.

Victor:
You know it’s amazing how those dumb things you do as a kid haunt you for the rest of your life.

Emilio:
Looks at cigarette.  Yeah, I tried to quit a couple of times man but they were one of the few things I had in the joint that, you know, eased the time.

Victor:
Yeah, I wasn’t talking about that.

Emilio:
Oh.

Victor:
You know hardly a day goes by that I don’t think about it.  You know, how things might have been different if…

Emilio:
Squash that man please.  It’s in the past for once; it’s not your fault.  Now I ain’t got any room for that anymore man.

Victor:
Nods.  You’re right.

Emilio:
Besides I should quit.  It’s probably gonna kill me one day.  Squishes cigarette on ground and goes inside.

Victor takes a swig before following.

Mahmood is lying on the bed in a hotel room.  He takes a breathe spray from the side table and use it.  He positions himself on the bed when the shower stops and Sarah opens the door.  She looks seductively at him.
Mahmood:
Oh my, my.  Why don’t you come sit by me for a minute huh?  He pats the bed next to him.
Sarah:
Closes the bathroom door.  Now, now.  We don’t want to do something silly now do we?

Mahmood:
Silly’s good.  Silly’s nice.  Pats bed.
Sarah:
Undoes her hair.  Business first, pleasure later.

Mahmood eyes her over.

Sarah:
Walks to the end of the bed.  I’m getting dressed now okay.  She takes her clothes from the bed and starts putting them on.
Mahmood:
As she puts on her underwear.  What’s your hurry?  Come on Sarah, the guy is hooded.  What’s wrong with a little celebration huh?

Sarah:
Not until we have the money.  She picks up her jeans and turns around.
Mahmood:
Sits up on bed.  Hold on a minute, wait.  Steinruder is practically begging us to take his money.  Please?

Sarah:
Puts on jeans.  There is nothing more distracting that mixing business with pleasure.

Mahmood:
I like mixing.  I like mixing a lot.

Sarah:
Towel falls down and she looks over her shoulder at Mahmood.  Oops.  No fair peeking.  Picks up towel and holds it to her chest.
Mahmood:
Wait, wait Sarah.  I thought you liked me?

Sarah:
I do like you Mahmood.  She puts on her shirt.  I like you a lot.

Mahmood:
Then why don’t you show it?  Whining.

Sarah:
I will later.

Mahmood:
Still whining.  When?

Sarah:
Turns around doing up buttons on shirt.  After we get the cash.  I’ll take you to a beautiful beach in some faraway paradise and I’ll show you something very special.

Mahmood:
Transfixed on shirt.  Stammers.  What will you show me?

Sarah:
My idea of heaven.

Mahmood:
Which is what?

Sarah:
Well, lets just say that if hell is hot, heaven is wet.

Mahmood:
Oh yes, very wet.  It has to be.

Cory comes downstairs from Palermo’s office.  Chris walks over to her.

Chris:
Hey Cory.  Got a minute?

Cory:
Yeah.  What’s up?

Chris:
Hands her a red folder.  Remember I told you I knew that guy Mahmood was with the other day?

Cory:
Yeah.  Looks at a newspaper clipping from the folder.
Chris:
Check this out.  It was bugging me so I stopped by the library on my way home last night.  His name is Lenny Steinruder.

Cory:
Hmm, who’s the old man (from the clipping)?

Chris:
He’s a crime boss by the name of Marty Kavelkov.  His syndicate controls the garment issues in Manhatten.  Lenny is the son in law.

Cory:
Mmm, what’s he doing here?

Chris:
He opened a jewellery shop in Beverley Hills about six months ago.  He could be looking for a new business for the family.

Cory:
These are serious people.
Chris:
I wonder if Mahmood knows who he’s dealing with?  Folds arms.
Cory pulls a face and walks off.

Victor and Emilio are at a bar drinking.
Emilio:
Puts an empty stubbie on the bar in front of him.  Damn I miss that.

Victor:
I can tell.  That’s three in five minutes.

Emilio:
You know some days I’d have shagged my own mother for a cold beer.  Oh bartender, can I have a beer?

Victor:
Hey you can’t make up for it all in one night.  Just slow down.

Emilio:
Fronts up to Victor.  Hey why don’t you let me have my fun Victor?

Victor:
Hey, chill out.  Nobody’s trying to cramp your style.  I don’t want to see you do anything stupid.

Emilio:
Nods.  You’re right man.  As usual, you’re always right.

Victor:
Holds up his beer.  We cool.

They clink glasses.
Emilio:
Yeah, yeah.  You know I never got you man.  You were always there for me, not matter what.  Always, you were down for me.

Victor:
And I still am bro man.  Nothings changed man.

A big hairy biker type comes over and bumps into Emilio and Victor making them spill their drinks.
Biker:
Hey Jimbo where’s my pitcher?

Emilio:
Fronts up to biker.  Look what you made me do fat boy.

Biker:
Fronts up to Emilio.  What’s the matter homes?

Emilio:
You butted me face for starters [something in Spanish].

Victor:
Hey it was an accident okay.  No harm, no file.

Emilio:
Hey man look yourself up to this guy.  He needs to learn some respect.

Biker:
You gonna teach me?

Emilio goes for a gun inside his jacket.

Victor:
Grabs Emilio and starts dragging him outside.  Hey, hey.  Take it easy.

Biker:
Laughs.  Right here tough guy.  Standing right here.

Victor:
Hey our apologies okay.  To bartender.  Please, put his beer on my tab.  To Emilio.  Come on, let’s go.

Biker:
You boys have a good night.  How about that pitcher Jimbo?

Victor has dragged Emilio outside to an alleyway and managed to wrestle the gun from him.
Victor:
What’s wrong with you?

Emilio:
That guy had a bad attitude.

Victor:
You’re the one with the problem.

Emilio:
Oh so you’re taking his side now, right?

Victor:
That’s not what I’m talking about.  Do you realize what position you just put me in?

Emilio:
It’s just a bar beef man.  Don’t’ make a federal case out of it.

Victor:
Hey man, I’m a cop.  You just violated your parol.  What am I supposed to do with that?

Emilio:
See that’s why I didn’t even look you up.  I knew this would happen.

Victor:
They this could happen by itself.  He holds up the gun.  You put us in this position.

Emilio:
A man’s gotta have protection, you know that.

Victor:
Come on man?  From what?

Emilio:
You have no idea do you?  You got no idea what it’s like to have to sleep with one eye open and constantly watch your back.

Victor:
Shakes head.  That’s your prison thinking man and it’s dumb crap like that that’s gonna send you right back.

Emilio:
Oh is that what you’re gonna do?

Victor:
That’s not what I said.

Emilio:
Then what?

Victor:
I’m saying you’re out now man and you’ve got one more shot at life but you’ve gotta put garbage like this behind you.  Holds up gun.
Emilio:
I’m really screwed up bad didn’t I?

Victor:
Hey.

Emilio:
I’m so sick and tired of hearing myself say I’m sorry.  Victor, I really am man.  I’m really sorry.
Victor:
Yeah, it’s just one foot in front of the other man.  It’s one day at a time.  I promise you, you won’t be alone this time.

Emilio:
Nods.  It’s hard Victor.  It’s real hard you know.  All the time, it gets in your bones man.

Victor:
I know.  You’re gonna be all right.

They shake hands, hug and walk off together.
Raul is looking over the dead man’s car in a workshop.  Willy is sitting on a work bench.
Raul:
You got that guy’s blood all over the door.  Looks down.  Oh man, it’s on the carpet too.

Willy:
Laughs.  He should have given up the truck man.
Raul:
Who’s gonna buy something with blood all over it?

Willy:
So why don’t you stop yapping and clean it up.

Raul:
Hey, you shot him.  Why don’t you clean it up.  Throws the rag at Willy.
Willy:
Cause I ain’t got the talent.  But wiping up after my people comes naturally.  You’re people…

Raul:
Gets annoyed, picks up a spanner and throws it at Willy.  It misses him and hits the door.  Willy laughs.  Okay, come on Danelle[?].  Come on.  Come on right now.  Come on.

Willy:
Gets off the bench.  Thanks for the tool speedy.  Now I can use it to ram it up your…

Emilio:
Comes into the room.  Sid, that’s enough.

Willy:
Oh hey Emilio, I was just playing with the little guy.

Emilio:
The hell you were man.  We both know you’re a dumb racist cracker now don’t we.

Willy:
Hey man, there’s no reason to talk to me like that.

Emilio:
Now shut up.  Do you realize how much heat you’ve brought down on us?

Willy:
That guy was pounding on your little buddy, I was just trying to help him out.

Raul:
Oh man, that’s crap.  I didn’t need anything.

Emilio:
Your job was to steal the truck, not waste the owner.  Now it’s on every hot sheet in the state.  Raul’s right, this is your mess you clean it up.  Let’s go.  Gives Willy the rag.  And don’t be slow.  My [?] friends are anxious to take delivery.

Emilio and Raul walk off.
Lenny and Mahmood are hanging out at the pier.
Lenny:
Where is she/

Mahmood:
I don’t know.  I was afraid this would happen.

Lenny:
It was your job to call her out.

Mahmood:
I tried.  She was about to crack.

Lenny:
Spots Sarah and shushes Mahmood.  Hey hey, Miss Farman.  Hey you know what you are looking very good today.

Sarah:
Sorry I’m late Mr Steinruder.  I’m a nervous wreck.  I almost didn’t come.

Mahmood:
Well we’re both very glad you did.

Lenny:
Well you can rest easy sweetheart cause here’s a cashiers check for 200 grand and you’ll get your 10% if the deal goes through.

Sarah:
I, I can’t do this.

Lenny:
What?  I thought we had a deal?

Sarah:
I know.  I’m sorry but it’s too big a risk.  I’ve changed my mind.

Sarah walks off and Lenny motions to Mahmood to go after her.
Mahmood:
Sarah, wait please.  Let’s talk.

Lenny:
Please don’t go.  Hear the man out.

Sarah:
No, I don’t want to go to jail.

Lenny:
Honey.  Let me tell you something.  This is the way a lot of business is done.  And I bet your own boss has rigged a few deals in his day huh?

Mahmood:
Yeah, that’s how he got to be the boss.

Lenny:
Sure.

Sarah:
I’ll put your bid at the top of the pile, that’s the best I can do.

Mahmood:
Fine.  If that’s the way you want to be we’ll just forget about the whole thing.  Come on Mr Steinruder.

Lenny:
What are you talking about?

Mahmood:
Look at her.  She’s gonna screw it up.  We’ll find another way.  Come on.

Lenny:
Wait a minute.  What’s going on?

Mahmood:
Nothing.  Come on.  Let’s go.

Lenny:
Reaches inside jacket.  You two think you’re pretty slick don’t you.  Mahmood and Sarah look really worried but Lenny just pulls out a calculator.  You got a better offer and you’re trying to squeeze me out of the deal.
Mahmood:
Now how could you think that of me huh?  Have you spoken to anyone else?

Sarah:
No, absolutely not.

Lenny:
Hello.  Okay, so you got my attention.  Here’s what I’m gonna do.  I’m gonna give you both another 5% on the 200 grand.

Mahmood:
Mr Steinruder, Lenny, I don’t know what to say.

Lenny:
Nothing would be best.

Lenny:
Gives the cheque to Sarah.  Here you go Miss Farman.
Sarah:
Don’t make me do this.

Lenny:
Shoves the cheque into her hand.  I won’t be pushed out of this deal.  He kisses her hands.  I’ll be in touch.

Lenny leaves.
Sarah:
You were amazing.

Mahmood:
No you were.  You know I always thought I was alone in this world, but now I’ve found you.

Sarah makes eyes at him.

Cory and Chris are watching on.  They’re sitting on their bikes.
Cory:
Looks like Mahmood’s got a girlfriend.  She takes off her sunnies and tucks them into her shirt.  Yo Mahmood!

Mahmood:
Oh damn.  I have to talk to them.  Go, go, go.

Sarah:
Meet me back at the hotel.  I’ve got a little surprise for you.

Mahmood:
Is it heaven?

Sarah:
In all it’s glory.

Sarah leaves and Mahmood goes to meet the officers.
Mahmood:
Officer Chris, Officer Cory.  Now is not a good time for me.  I have to go to a very important meeting.

Chris sticks her bike in his way.
Cory:
Nice suit Mahmood.

Mahmood:
Oh you think so?  Well, thank you for noticing.

Chris:
Hardly the proper attire for scraping fish heads off the pier don’t you think?

Mahmood:
Hey, I only put in my three hours a day so if you’ll excuse me.

Chris:
Again blocks his path.  Not so fast slick.  What were you doing with Lenny Steinruder?

Mahmood:
Who?

Cory:
The beef in the suite we saw you with the other day.

Mahmood:
Oh him.  He’s a friend of mine from the jeweller business.  He sells to me wholesale.

Chris:
Do you know who your friend really is Mahmood?

Mahmood:
Yes, I nice Jewish boy from New York.

Cory:
Half right, way wrong.

Mahmood:
Huh?

Chris:
He’s married to the mob.

Cory:
Marty Kavelkov is his father in law.

Mahmood:
Who is Marty Kavelkov?

Cory:
Big time gangster.  The Jewish Godfather.

Chris nods.
Mahmood:
Are you sure?

Rosa and Victor are sitting at the dinner table.
Rosa gets up and grabs a dish from the table.
Victor:
If you heat that up again it’s gonna be road tar.

Rosa:
Pats it and sets it down.  It’ll be fine.

Victor grabs a dish and starts to serve it.
Rosa:
Ah!

Victor:
What?  I’m starving.

Rosa:
Please Victor, 15 more minutes.

Victor:
Emilio’s not coming.

Rosa:
Well maybe you told him the wrong time.

Victor:
I said 7 o’clock.

Rosa:
He’s running a little late, that’s all.

Victor:
A little late.  Looks at watch.  It’s 9.

Rosa:
Well maybe something came up.

Victor:
Then he should have called.

Rosa:
Picks the plate back up.  I’ll put this in the oven, keep it warm.  She gets up.  Oh my god, what if he’s in an accident.  Do you think we should call the hospitals?

Victor:
Mummy, don’t worry.  You know, you’re probably right.  Something came up and he was delayed.  Yeah.

Rosa:
Put the plate back down.  Well there’ll be plenty of leftovers.  I’ll save some for him.  She serves the food.
Mahmood comes into the hotel room with roses and wine.
Mahmood:
Sarah, time for a slice of heaven.  Where are you?

Looks around and sees only a note on the bed.
Mahmood:
Looks around.  Sarah?

Sits on the bed, put down the flowers and reads the note.
Note:
M- Heaven can wait.  S-

Mahmood:
Oh, oh my money.  Disappointed then worried.  The Jewish Godfather.

He leaves quickly.
Emilio is examining Willy’s cleaning job on the car.  A few other guys are standing around.
Emilio:
Lucky for you Willy.  If this hadn’t cleaned up you’d have bought a whole new interior man.

Raul:
Homes they gotta drive.  Our guy on the border shift ends in four hours.
Emilio:
Yeah okay.  Tell em.

Willy:
You know personally I think we should have left blood stains.  I mean, it would have made a federal [?] a ride home.

Emilio:
You’d better shut your mouth Willy.

Willy:
Damn, you’re a lot more thick skinned than Joey man.

Emilio:
Yeah, well I had to be then.  I don’t anymore man.

Willy:
Just trying to lighten things up.  Walks away.
Raul:
Walking with Emilio.  Airhole.  Hey, why you put up with that bingy[?].

Emilio:
It’s just business homes.  He’s the best along guy in town.  What am I gonna do you know?

Raul:
Yeah.

Emilio:
Gives Raul the keys.  Here, tell hem not to speed all right.

Emilio walks off.
The stolen car makes a habit of squealing around corners which attracts the attention of Palermo and Tc who are on patrol.  When the brakes of the car squeal and the driver makes gestures out the window when a car suddenly pulls out in front of them the officers get suspicious.
Palermo:
Bingo.

Tc:
Pulls down helmet bike.  I see them.

Both of the cars continue on their way.
Tc:
Tc and Palermo ride after them.  Dispatch this is 2PB8.  I need a check on a 95 Land Rover licence plate three, nor, x-ray, mary, five, eight, four.

Dispatch:
2PB8.  License belonged to a 95 Land Rover.  Vehicle is listed on the hot sheet.

Palermo:
That’s them.  They speed up.
Tc:
This is 2PB8 in pursuit of 187 suspect.  Request back up.

Dispatch:
Roger 2PB8.

The car goes around a corner.  When Tc and Palermo get there they find the car has been abandoned.

Tc draws his gun and approaches the drivers side but finds the car empty, while Palermo checks behind a fence.

Mahmood:
You know it’s interesting how you never know who people really are.

Mahmood is being dangled by his feet from a bridge of water by two of Lenny’s henchmen.
Lenny:
You lying god of…Nobody at the city hall ever heard of no Sarah Farman I checked.

Mahmood:
You did too?  Hee, hee, that’s funny.  So did I.  We both must have said something.

Lenny:
You think you can steal from me you scrawny little putz.  There are guys a lot slicker than you at the bottom of the east river.

Mahmood:
And they deserve to be there I’m sure.  I am as much a victim as you.  For instance, I don’t get my finder’s fee anymore now…do I?

Lenny:
That’s it, drop him.

Mahmood:
Wait, wait, wait!  I’ll find her.  I’ll get your money back, I swear.

Lenny:
You’d better booty boy or you’ll be wearing your nads for earrings.

Lenny:
Oh come on.  You wouldn’t do that.

Lenny:
Of course I would.  I’m in the jewellery business remember?

Palermo is walking through the firehouse flicking through some papers.  Goes over to Tc and Victor.
Palermo:
Forensics came through with three sets of clean prints off the door and the interior of that Land Rover.

Tc:
Any hits?

Palermo:
Oh yeah.  Two of them are San Quentin.  He puts the papers in front of Tc.
Tc:
Which two?

Palermo:
Willy Either and a Emilio Lopez, paroled about a month ago.

Tc:
I’ll get in touch with the parol officer; see if we can get current addresses.

Victor:
Wait.  Holds up Emilio’s sheet.  I know this guy.

Tc and Victor come out of The Ellison Hotel (15 Paloma Street).
Tc:
To Victor.  Are you okay man?

They go over to their bikes.
Victor:
Shakes his head and sighs.  He gets the radio from his belt.  This is 2PB5.  Please patch me through to Lieutenant Palermo.

Tc:
Hey maybe there’s an innocent explanation as to why Emilio’s prints were there.

Victor:
Thanks Tc but what are the odds?

Dispatch:
2PB5.  Lieutenant Palermo is unavailable.  We’ll page him.

Victor puts the mic back on this belt.
Tc:
You know what Victor.  Some friends you’ve just got to let go of.  You weren’t meant to be friends for life.

Victor:
I wish it were that simple.
Tc:
Why isn’t it?

They start walking their bikes down the street.

Victor:
Because when Emilio and I were kids we stole a car.

Tc:
What?

Victor:
Yeah, just a couple of dumb kids joyriding without a care in the world until we saw the red lights flashing in the mirror.

Tc:
What happened?

Victor:
Oh Emilio was driving.  He made a run for it.  He put off distance between us and the cops and he kicked me out.  He takes off and he gets caught.  That was the first time he was arrested.
Tc:
He give you up?

Victor:
Never said a word, not even to my mother.

Tc:
Kids can do some stupid things.

Victor:
Yeah I know but I can’t help to wondering if that’s where it went wrong for him.  I mean maybe if I’d have stood up or if I’d been there for him.
Tc:
Hey, joyriding is a minor offence.  Have you seen Emilio’s sheets since then?

Victor:
Yeah I know it’s bad but…

Tc:
Hey, you want my opinion Victor?  It wouldn’t make a bit of difference.  He is who he is and you’re not responsible for that.

Victor:
You know I keep telling myself that but for some reason it doesn’t wash.  A couple of bad breaks I could be exactly where he is today.

Tc:
I don’t believe that.

Palermo:
Is riding and is talking to Victor and Tc through the radio system.  Victor, this is Palermo.  Go.

Victor:
Ah, Lieutenant, the hotel manager says he hasn’t seen Emilio in a couple of days.

Palermo:
Think he’s gone?

Victor:
No, his stuff is still there.  I’d like to go by his job and check it out.

Palermo:
I called the high school.  The supervisor said he had the day off.

Victor:
I’d still like to swing by and take a look.

Palermo:
But if you see him call me.  We’ve got a swat team standing by.  Don’t’ try to take these guys down by yourselves.

Tc:
We won’t Lieutenant.

Tc puts his mic back and walks away.  Victor follows.

Cory gets a yellow folder out of a filing cabinet at the firehouse and turns around.
Mahmood:
So let me get this straight.  You told Lenny Steinruder that they’re moving the Queen Mary to Santa Monica and then you sold him leasing rights to the pier?  She goes back to her desk and sits down.
Chris:
Is sitting on a desk.  And then you and your girlfriend scammed the son in law of one of the biggest crime bosses in New York for 200 grand.

Mahmood:
Scab?  No.  We encouraged him to invest.

Cory:
And you want us to help you?
Mahmood:
Exactly.

Chris:
Why should we?  You’re a criminal.  She walks to the filing cabinet.
Mahmood:
No, no, no, she stole the money.

Cory:
From you.  Which makes you an incompetent criminal.

Mahmood:
No, that makes me a victim.

Chris:
Come on, you would have split the money if she hadn’t have ripped you off.  She comes back to the desk.
Mahmood:
But I didn’t did I?

Cory:
But what we’re saying is you would’ve if you could’ve.

Mahmood:
Oh would’ve could’ve should’ve.  It’s a mistake to get bogged down in hypotheticals here huh?

Chris:
Just as big a mistake as it was for you to come to us.  She sits down at the desk.
Mahmood:
You mean to say that after all we’ve been through you’re not going to help me?

Chris:
That’s exactly right, now shoo.  Makes shooing movement with hand.

Cory waves.
Mahmood:
Oh come on guys, I’m in big trouble here.

Cory:
Should have thought of that before.

Mahmood:
I did.  I did.  I tried to say not but she made me do it.  I was just a helpless man with a good heart led astray by a pretty face.

Chris:
To Cory.  How does the mob wack people these days?

Mahmood:
Huh?

Cory:
Depends.  If it’s fast it’s a 38 to the head (she makes a gun hand to her head), but slow…

Chris:
Holds up her pen.  Meat hooks, of course.

Mahmood:
Gets down on his knees between the two desks and pretends to cry.  Oh please help me please.
Cory:
Sorry Mahmood.

Chris:
Yeah, what do you want us to do?

Mahmood:
My only sin was to fall in love.  Is that so wrong?  He sobs and Chris just ‘looks’ at him.  She broke my heart.  Sobs and bangs on chest.
Cory:
Ok, what’s in it for us?

Mahmood:
Recovers quickly and gets up.  Well, I’m glad you asked that.

Chris and Cory exchange looks.

Mahmood is looking at fish in an aquarium.  Lenny and his henchmen come through the front doors of the building and approach Mahmood.]
Lenny:
Where’s my money?

Mahmood:
I’m afraid I don’t have good news Mr Steinruder.

Lenny:
That’s bad news for you.  Take him.

The henchmen reach in their jackets and advance on Mahmood.
Mahmood:
Wait, wait, wait, wait.  There’s a different way to views this.

Lenny:
Stops henchmen.  Really?  What’s that?

Mahmood:
Well I mean you and I should be out together sharing a laugh and a drink.  After all, she ripped me off too.

Lenny:
Let me get this straight.  You got conned too?

Mahmood:
Yeah.

Lenny:
Sarcastically.  Oh cause you didn’t get to keep the 200 grand you ripped off of me?

Mahmood:
Exactly.  So I think the best thing to do is write off the loss, shake hands, so we can do business on another day.
Lenny:
Do you have any idea how many cuts the human body can take before it bleeds to death?

Mahmood:
Sorry, that is a medical question.  I don’t feel qualified to answer that.

Lenny:
Moves forward.  Well I’m gonna shoot for 200 thousand.  You may not last but I’m sure gonna have fun trying.

Mahmood:
Oh could you please speak up Lenny?  I don’t think they got all of that.  He opens his jacket to reveal a microphone.

Lenny looks amazed.  Cory, Chris and two FBI agents come from behind Lenny and the henchmen.
Cory:
Threatening to kill someone is against the law Mr Steinruder.  You’re under arrest.
Lenny:
What?  Are you kidding?  You got to be.  That wasn’t a threat, Mahmood and I were just having words.

Chris:
We got it all on tape.  We’ll just let the judge decide.

Lenny:
You can’t be serious.  We’ll be out in half an hour.

Cory:
Walks past Lenny to Mahmood.  Yeah but I don’t think you wanna be.

Lenny:
Looks at Cory, puzzled.  Really?  Why is that?

Chris:
Puts her hand on Lenny’s shoulder and turns him to face her.  See, we figure you were bank rolled by certain relatives to come out west and shall we say expand the business.
Cory:
Lenny turns his attention back to Cory.  And how do you think Marty Kavelkov is gonna react when he finds out his nimrod son in law was hustled for 200 k?

Lenny:
That’s very good.

Chris:
Turns him back to face her.  Or weren’t you planning on telling him?

Lenny:
Absolutely.  Listen, I’m sure we can work this out like reasonable adults if (turns to Cory) you’ll just give me…
Chris:
Turns him around again.  I agree.  Lenny Steinruder meet Special Agent McReel.  The FBI guys hows his badge.  I’m sure you two have a lot to talk about.

Lenny:
Wait a minute.  He is led away by the FBI guys.  Let me explain one second Moody.  Wait a minute.  Get off my suit.  Mahmood!  Wait a minute.  If you can just…wait for one second.

Mahmood waves goodbye.  Cory looks at Mahmood and Chris shakes her head as the FBI guys drag Lenny out of the room.
Victor is riding through the school.  He sees water trickles from underneath a roller door.  Tc is riding along a path then has to ride down stairs to get to Victor.
Tc:
Doesn’t look like anybody’s been here all day.
Victor:
Then how come the grounds wet right there?

They ride over to the door.  The dismount, open the door and ride into the workshop.

Victor:
They stashed the cars here before they drove them to Mexico.  Dammit!

Tc:
On the radio.  This is 2PB5 requesting back up at Pacific High School.

Dispatch:
Roger 2PB5.

The roller door is shut behind them.  Victor runs over and tries the door.
Victor:
It’s locked.

Tc:
Points to another door.  Victor, through here.

Tc rides over to the door then busts it open by hitting the front wheel of his bike into it.  They ride out to a corridor housed by a chain link fence at one long end and a side, and the building by the other long side.  

Tc and Victor exchange looks.

Their only escape is blocked by a ute that has just pulled up.  Raul is driving and Willy is in the back of the ute.

Two other guys come running out and stand between the ute and Tc and Victor.  All the four bad guys have guns.
Willy:
Looky here boys.  We got ourselves a real turkey shoot.

Victor nods to Tc and they start pedalling really fast towards the ute.
Raul:
Look at these locos.

Willy:
They’re gonna be dead locos in a minute.  To the other two men.  Take your time boys all you gotta do is aim.

Tc and Victor reach full speed then lean forward, resting their pelvis’s against the handle bars with the legs straight against the pedals.  They get out their guns.
Willy:
What are you waiting for you morons?  Shoot!

There is a shoot off between the four men and Tc and Victor.  Firstly the two men on foot are gunned down.  Then Raul is shot.

Willy then shoots and it hits Tc in the head.  He falls and crashes into the chain link fence on his way down.

Victor then shoots Willy.  He stops his bike and sees Emilio running away.  He goes back to Tc and puts his hand on Tc’s shoulder.
Victor:
Tc?  Tc?  You okay?
Tc:
Weakly.  Victor.

A SMPD squad car pulls up.

Victor:
On the radio.  This is 2PB5.  I need an ambulance at Pacific High School.  Officer down, officer down.

Palermo rides onto the school grounds.
Victor:
Hang on buddy.

Palermo:
Rides up to Victor and slides his bike to a halt.  Victor is he…?

Victor:
I don’t know, I don’t know.

Palermo:
Easy, it could just be a crease.  Tc hang on, hang on.  Palermo undoes Tc’s helmet straps.
Victor:
What about Emilio?  Did you?

Palermo:
He couldn’t have gone far we sealed off all the exits.  Tc hang on.  To Victor.  Go get him.

Victor gets on his bike and goes after Emilio.  Palermo carefully removes Tc’s helmet.

Victor is riding through the school carefully checking around each corner before continuing on.  He hears a noise which is Emilio putting his gun down on concrete steps.
Victor stops his bike, dismounts, puts the kickstand down and takes off his helmet.  He gets out his gun and goes around the corner.  Emilio is lounging on the stairs, smoking.
Emilio:
What’s up Victor?

Victor:
Emilio, get up and kick that gun away.

Emilio:
Sorry man I can’t do that.

Victor:
Come on man.  Just do what I say.  There is a pillar at the corner of the steps.  Victor rounds it quickly so that he is standing in front of the steps.  This is serious.

Emilio:
I was hoping it would be you Victor.  He puts his hand on the gun and lifts it slowly.

Victor:
Put the gun down.  Put it down!  Yells.
Emilio:
Throws his cigarette butt away.  I’m sorry man.  I’m real sorry.

Victor:
Don’t make me do this Emilio.  Almost in tears.  Emilio slowly brings the gun around.  Put it down.  Put it down!

Emilio:
I told you I wasn’t going back man.  I can’t go back!  He points the gun at Victor.
Victor:
Before Emilio can fire Victor fire three shots.  No!  As he is shooting.  Emilio is dead.  Dammit.  No!.  Victor cries.
At the firehouse.
Chris is on the telephone.  Cory is leaning on the desk listening in.

Chris:
Nods.  Fantastic.  Great.  Thanks.

Cory:
How is he?

Chris:
The bullet just grazed Tc’s head.  Aside from a nasty headache he’ll be fine.

Cory:
What a relief.  She sits in a chair next to Chris’s desk.
Mahmood:
Approaches the officers.  Officer Chris, Officer Cory.  So good to see you again.

Chris:
What do you want Mahmood?

Mahmood:
Oh nothing.  Why should I want anything?

Cory:
Why does a skunk smell?

Chris:
Why does a snake bite?

Mahmood:
That’s zen right?  Does funny clicking with tongue and a gun like motion with hand.  Cory does the gun hand back to him.  Anyway, now that I gave you in defence Lenny.

Chris:
You didn’t give us squat!  He went to the witness protection program to save his own skin.

Mahmood:
All because of me huh but who’s counting favours here.  Anyway I was just wondering if you could expedite this missing persons report.  He gives Cory a piece of paper.
Cory:
Takes the paper and unfolds it.  Sarah Farman?

Mahmood:
Uh huh.

Chris:
Cory puts the paper down on the desk.  You want us to help you find your ex partner?

Mahmood:
Yeah.

Cory:
The one that ripped off Lenny’s money.

Mahmood:
I would really appreciate it.

Chris and Cory:  Get out.  Chris puts the pencil she was using back into the tin and Cory does this ‘throwing thumb over shoulder’ movement.
They each take one of Mahmood’s arms and escort him to the front door.

Mahmood:
Hee, hee, hee.  You’re not really going to throw me out are you?

Chris:
Looks that way doesn’t it Cory?
Cory:
Looks that way to me.

Mahmood:
Oh come on guys.  Hey, hey, I’m really worried about her.  Something might have happened.

They push him out the first set of front doors before Cory returns to her desk.
Chris:
On the way back to her desk as well, points at one of the officers ‘guarding’ the door.  If he comes back in again, shoot him.

The officer nods.  Mahmood tries to get back in but the officer stops him with a hand to his chest.
Mahmood:
There’s a reward in it for you.  5% of everything I get back.  Does the one minute gesture to the officer.  She shakes her head and keeps her hand in front of him.
Victor arrives home in his very large, old and black pick up truck.
He goes inside and ditches his helmet.
Victor:
Mum?

Rosa:
Reading a book outside.  Outside.

Victor pauses watching her before going outside.

[No sound for this bit].  Rosa puts her book down as he approaches.  He stands in front of her.

She uncrosses her legs and sits up straight in the chair as he tells her the story of what happened to Emilio.  She then puts a hand on her chest and starts sobbing.

Victor knees down to her and they cry on each other’s shoulders.
