
INT. SQUAD CAR - CONTINUOUS

Sgt. Capra sips coffee out of a full to the brim 
Styrofoam cup as he does a double take at Katharine and 
Grant.  

A wink of light reflects off their handcuffs.

He keys on the microphone clipped to the shoulder of his 
uniform.

SGT. CAPRA
Dispatch, this is 209, can I get a 
repeat of the description for 
those would-be bank robbers?

He finally looks back to the road before slamming on the 
brakes.  Coffee washes over the cab like a tsunami of 
burning goodness.

An older couple walking their dog stand horrified, inches 
in front of the cruiser’s grill.

The woman gestures imperiously at the crosswalk sign 
which is flashing the walk signal.

Officer Capra looks from the woman to his lap, where he 
is pinching and holding his pants up off of newly burned 
flesh.

She waits for Capra to look back up, then takes her purse 
and whacks it on the hood hard enough to put an obvious 
dent in it, before continuing through the crosswalk.

The husband makes an apologetic motion with his arms, as 
if to say “what can you do?”

Capra shakes his pants a couple more times before peeling 
out  a U-turn in the intersection to start his pursuit of 
Katharine and Grant.

EXT. CITY STREET - CONTINUOUS

Katharine is looking in the direction of the cruiser.

Grant takes his handcuffed arm and lifts it to his face 
in a sudden expression of worry.

GRANT
What am I doing?  

He stops suddenly.  

(CONTINUED)



Tires from Capra’s squad car can be heard screeching 
offscreen.

KATHARINE
(still looking 
offscreen)

I don’t know.  What are you doing?  
Let’s pick up the pace, shall we?

She gets him moving forward again in double-time as she 
looks off frame towards the police car which just passed 
them.

CONTINUED:
2.


