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Scene 1 – Interrogation Room. 
 
Blackout. In the darkness, we hear Mac’s voice through the wireless microphone. 
 
Mac: My old man was in the great war, in the Pacific Theater. He fought at the Battle of Okinawa. 

He didn’t talk about it much, especially what he did over there. When I was a little kid, I 
asked him about it. Back then, only thing he told me was “I did what needed to be done, 
Roland”.  

 
Lights up on the inside of an interrogation room, Perez is handcuffed to the table, he’s clearly 
been there for hours. He has cuts and bruises all over his face, and his clothes have blood all 
over them. Perez is quietly sobbing into his free arm.  
 
A door opens and light pours into the room. Detective Billy Monaghan and his partner, Det. 
Roland “Mac” McCrea, enter the room. Mac is still a young man, but the job has clearly 
started getting to him. Mac looks like he hasn't slept in months, and his suit is disheveled and 
worn in certain patches. Monaghan is a big man, a fearless Irish cop with a mean streak and a 
reputation for breaking rules and bones. Monaghan is well dressed, and looks like he hasn't lost 
a minute of sleep in his life.  
 
Monaghan is carrying a clipboard with a confession on it. He sets the clipboard in front of 
Perez. Monaghan sits down across the table from Perez, while Mac leans against the wall apart 
from them. Monaghan relaxes in his chair and stares at Perez without saying anything.  
 
Perez: (Quietly) I want my lawyer, man. You can’t just keep me here like this. I have rights. I know 

my rights, and I know that you can’t do this.  
 
Monaghan: Yeah, but the funny thing is, we aren’t actually holding you here. Are we, Mac? 
 
Mac: Nope. 
 
Perez: What? I been cuffed all night! What the fuck you talking about? 
 
Monaghan: According to our log book here, we haven’t brought you in for questioning yet. It looks 

like my careless partner here wrote that we brought you in at 1:15 P.M. instead of A.M. It 
might seem like a minor thing, but rules are rules and we can’t do anything for you until this 
afternoon. Tough break, puta.  

 
Mac: So, to pass the time, why don’t you tell us all about what happened. 
 
Perez: I told you already, I told you.  
 



Monaghan: Tell it again. Let’s see how different it is since you had the morning to think your story 
over. 

 
Perez: It ain’t no fuckin story! I came home, and she was all cut up in the bed. I pulled the knife outta 

her, but she was still bleeding all over the place. I tried to save her! I called 911, I called them. 
But then she was dead. She was dead.  

 
Monaghan: Mm hmm. Thing is, there’s a couple problems with your take on everything. Mac, how 

was the door when the paramedics got there? 
 
Mac: No sign of forced entry, so the suspect had access to the apartment. 
 
Monaghan: What about the neighbors? 
 
Mac: Nothing. Nobody heard a struggle. 
 
Monaghan: No one heard her struggle with the guy that stabbed her to death? If she didn't know the 

guy that did it, wouldn't she have put up some kind of fight? 
 
Mac: She would indeed, Bill. 
 
Monaghan: (opens up folder of crime scene photos, starts showing them one at a time to Perez 

during the following) You've got a key to the apartment, Perez. You knew her. And a big guy 
like you wouldn't have let her put up too much of a struggle. Your fingerprints are all over the 
apartment and the murder weapon! (Perez starts crying and tries to look away from the 
photos, Mac grabs him and makes him look at the pictures) Do you see how things are 
adding up to be very bad for you here? But you can make your life a lot easier if you just tell 
us the truth about what happened. That's all we want here. The truth. 

 
Perez: I pulled the knife out of her, I tried to save her.  
 
Monaghan: You performed CPR on a corpse, amigo. Trying to make us think you didn't do it. 
 
Perez: My prints were there cause I stay over at her place all the time. 
 
Mac: She lets you stay at her apartment while she's off entertaining other guys all night. If that was 

me, I'd be pretty jealous too. 
 
Perez: She just dances for them, that's all. 
 
Monaghan: Oh right, cause strippers never sleep with clients for money.  
 
Perez: Maria wasn't like that! 
 
Monaghan: At least, that's what you thought until you found out the truth. And that was too much for 

you, so you took a knife from the kitchen and stabbed her to death. 



 
Perez: Fuck you! 
 
Monaghan: There were two noise complaints filed in the last month about you arguing with the 

victim. And you've got an assault charge on your sheet. But I guess that's just that famous 
Latin temper, huh? 

 
Perez: I want my damn lawyer. 
 
Monaghan: That's just too fucking bad. 
 
Perez: I didn't do shit. 
 
Monaghan: You had better stop lying to me. 
 
Perez: Go fuck a potato, you mick. 
 
Monaghan: See, now that's just uncalled for. (shoves Perez's face onto the table) I tried to do this 

the easy way, get you out of some trouble. Hell, I was going to talk the D.A. into going easy 
on your worthless spic ass. But no. Tough guy here wants to play things the hard way. (Lets 
Perez up) 

 
Perez: I ain't afraid of you. I didn't do anything wrong. 
 
Monaghan: Unless you start telling me what I want to hear, you should be very afraid of me. 
 
Monaghan puts on a pair of brass knuckles on his right hand. Mac pulls out a hip flask bottle 
from his pocket and takes a big swig. Monaghan pulls a nightstick out and places it on the table 
across from Perez. 
 
Monaghan: Go on. Pick it up. 
 
Perez: What? 
 
Monaghan: Didn't you hear me? 
 
Perez: No way. I try to pick that up, than you guys got a reason to beat the shit out of me. 
 
Monaghan: We'd never do that to a man in your condition. What with the broken hand and all. (Perez 

looks at his hand that's handcuffed to the table) 
 
Perez: No. No please don't. 
 
Monaghan: Sign the confession Perez, and this can all end right now before things get messy. 
 
Perez: (crying) Please, please believe me. I didn't kill my Maria. 



 
Monaghan: I don't believe you. 
 
Mac grabs Perez and holds him down, while Monaghan starts to pummel Perez's left hand with 
the brass knuckles. Perez is crying out in pain.  
 
Monaghan: Are you gonna sign? We know you did it! This is going to get a lot worse before it gets 

better for you. 
 
Perez: I… didn't… do it. 
 
Mac: You don't have any more "Go fuck a potato" insults up your sleeve? Or maybe one of the 

classics, like calling my ma an Irish whore? 
 
Perez: No…. no…. 
 
Monaghan: It's alright, I forgive you for earlier. We all say things we don't mean when we're under a 

lot of stress. See I'm like the Lord in a lot of ways. I can be very forgiving. Like this. (taps 
crime scene photos) We'll call it a crime of passion, we can cut you leniency. Give you a 
good deal on sentencing. But you gotta sign before we leave this room. 

 
Perez:….. No. 
 
Monaghan crushes Perez's hand with the brass knuckles two more times. Mac picks up the 
nightstick, pulls out a condom and starts to put the condom on the nightstick. 
 
Mac: See here Perez. We're not going to hit you with it, so don't worry about that. No, see this is to 

get you ready for what it's going to be like in prison. Unless you start talking, Billy and I are 
going to stretch you out for the boys in Joliet.  

 
Perez: Oh god…. No…. Please no. 
 
Monaghan: (pulls Perez's belt off of him) Or hey, this is a pretty open and shut case. Who's to that 

pretty boy here didn't just off himself as soon as he was alone in the room? Out of guilt or 
whatever. 

 
Mac: Billy, Jesus man. 
 
Monaghan: No I'm serious, I mean why do we gotta waste our day with this piece of shit? He hangs 

himself, we write the murder off and keep our clearance level up. And no one sheds a tear for 
one more dead murderer. 

 
Monaghan loops the belt over Perez's neck, and starts to tighten it. 
 
Perez: Don't do this to me, man. Please. 
 



Monaghan: I mean, we'll just say that we were careless and didn't cuff him, thinking he was gonna be 
okay. We're two highly decorated Homicide detectives, we're allowed to make a lapse in 
judgment every once and awhile. 

 
Mac: Billy! Come on, man. That's enough! 
 
Monaghan: Is it enough, Perez? Huh?! 
 
Perez: (choking) Please. 
 
Monaghan: You gonna confess?! Tell us you did it! 
 
Perez: I'll sign it, man. I'll sign it. 
 
Monaghan: The truth shall set you free. 
 
Monaghan releases the belt. Perez gasps in air, crying and in agony. Monaghan pushes the 
confession in front of him and shoves a pen into Perez's hand. 
 
Monaghan: Sign it.  
 
Perez signs the confession. 
 
Monaghan: Now, just wait here and we'll have the paramedics look at your hand before we send you 

off to booking. You did the right thing. It feels better to confess your sins, doesn't it? 
 
Monaghan walks out of the interrogation room into the office, Mac follows him. Miller and 
Ross, two other homicide detectives are working on the other side of the office. They stare at 
Monaghan and Mac as they enter the room. 
 
Mac: What the fuck was that? 
 
Monaghan: Good police work. You know how we handle things. 
 
Mac: Not like that. 
 
Monaghan: I was just trying to scare him. And it worked by the way, that's another murder that you 

and I have cleared. 
 
Mac: You could've killed him, Billy. 
 
Monaghan: So what? Either way, we would have cleared the case. 
 
Mac: Come on, man. 
 



Monaghan: Roland, this is what we do! Alright? I'm not going to sit around here and second guess 
our damn fine police work. Bottom line, there's one less murderer walking these streets and 
we've got one more case in the black. That's what we do, partner.  

 
Mac: But what if he really is innocent? 
 
Monaghan: (pause) He's not. If he was, he wouldn't have confessed no matter what we put him 

through. Only the guilty have anything to confess to. Now go home, you look like hell. 
When's the last time you slept anyway? 

 
Monaghan re-enters the interrogation room. Mac goes to exit. As he leaves, he passes Miller 
and Ross who block his way.  
 
Ross: Look at that. Trouble in paradise, huh Miller? 
 
Miller: What a bunch of fucking snitches. 
 
Ross: You two boy scouts outta stick together.  
 
Miller: Yeah, it'd be a real shame if something were to happen to you. 
 
Miller and Ross slam their shoulders into Mac as he pushes past them. In the interrogation 
room, Monaghan picks up the confession and the photos from the table. Perez grabs him with 
his good hand. 
 
Perez: If I ever see either of you again, I'll kill you. 
 
Monaghan: Better men than you have tried, sport. 
 
Monaghan hits Perez's injured hand to get him to let go of him. Monaghan exits.  
 
Blackout. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Scene 2 – Mac's Apartment 
 
Mac: (Through the microphone) My partner and I are good police, in a world that makes it harder 

everyday to find some. Used to be, you'd see a cop and feel safe. Now, just about every 
patrolman is running coke or heroin for dealers on the side. We may be a lot of things, but 
Bill and I are clean. We catch bad guys. No matter what. 

 
Inside Mac's apartment. That night. Mac is getting dressed to head back in to work. Jane, a 
young and ambitious journalist, enters from the bedroom wearing pajamas. She stands in the 
doorway and watches him. 
 
Jane: I'm starting to think I have some sort of problem. 
 
Mac: Problem? 
 
Jane: It's either that I snore, or that I toss in my sleep… So, which is it? 
 
Mac: Neither. 
 
Jane: Funny, cause you haven't spent a full night with me in weeks. I was sure it had to be snoring. 
 
Mac: You don't snore, Jane.  
 
Jane: I don't need to be here, Mac. I have a much nicer apartment than you do. I'm only here because 

I want to be here with you. 
 
Mac: I just can't sleep right now. There's something about this case that's bothering me. 
 
Jane: I'm busy too, you know.  
 
Mac: I know. Hand me that lockbox, will you? 
 
Jane hands him the lockbox from the side table. Mac opens it and gets out his gun, putting it in 
his shoulder holster. 
 
Jane: Work is a mess, my deadlines are killing me. But I still get a good night’s sleep once in a while. 
 
Mac: How is life at the Trib? We didn't really talk much before. 
 
Jane: Covering the crime beat in this city is a 24/7 job lately. It’s all drugs and gangs, while the 

murder rate keeps going up. Not that I have to remind you. 
 
Mac: Well, least you keep getting bylines. (Mac sits on the couch and starts putting his shoes on) 
 
Jane: (She sits next to him) On page 6 of the Metro Section. And I'm pushed back to page 8 in the 

morning edition. How sad is that? This poor girl is murdered, you guys caught the guy who 



did it and nobody gives a shit about it? It gets crammed next to the crossword or some 
bullshit.  

 
Mac: Hey, I'm a cop. In this city. I know exactly how it feels. 
 
Jane: Right. Least you’re getting stuff done. Putting people away. I’m not getting any further no 

matter how hard I work. 
 
Mac: I’m sure you’ll get that headline sometime. 
 
Jane: I don’t want just a headline in the Trib. I want to be writing headlines nationally, reporting from 

the front lines. That’s what I’ll do. 
 
Mac: Ain’t that something. 
 
Jane: What? 
 
Mac: No, nothing. I didn’t know that’s what you wanted to do. 
 
Jane: We haven’t exactly had any meaningful conversations yet, honestly. 
 
Mac: Just about work and whose place are we going to do it at. 
 
Jane: Pretty much. 
 
Mac: Babe, I’m sure we’re gonna get to know each other. 
 
Jane: Assuming I don’t kick you to the curb anytime soon. 
 
Mac: Good luck finding another cop who’s going to feed you insider info. 
 
Jane: I’m pretty sure I could seduce another sucker into talking to the press.  
 
Mac: (stands up, gets the rest of his stuff together) Good luck with that. (starts  
 leaving) 
 
Jane: Roland.  
 
He turns and looks at her. 
 
Jane: It’s bad enough I’ve shacked up with one Mick cop, but I have no interest in doubling that 

number. So don’t pout. 
 
Mac: I wasn’t pouting. 
 



Jane: Uh huh. While you’re off looking at evidence or whatever, I’ll be sleeping "the sleep of the 
just" naked in your bed. 

 
Mac: Argh. You know I really need to go… 
 
Jane: I know. Get going, hero. I’ll be around later. 
 
Mac: Alright.  
 
Mac kisses her, and exits. Blackout.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Scene 3 – The Morgue. 
 
Lights up on the Morgue. There are two slabs pulled out, with a woman’s body in a body bag 
on one, and Cary is laying underneath a body bag on the other slab. Mac enters carrying a cup 
of coffee, and walks over to the slab that Cary is laying on. Mac stands at Cary’s head. 
 
Cary: I'm trying to get some sleep. 
 
Mac: Come on Cary. I gotta talk to you. Rise and shine. 
 
Mac hands him the cup of coffee. Cary finally stands up and pushes the body bag off of him. 
Cary is a tall and lanky man, deeply disturbed and looks like he has never seen the sun directly. 
 
Cary: (Looks at his watch) Why aren’t you home?  
 
Mac: I still have some questions. 
Cary: But I don’t have any answers for you. Least not any new ones. 
 
Mac: Humor me then. 
 
Cary: You haven’t been sleeping, detective.  
 
Mac: I’ve been busy. 
 
Cary: Is that all? 
 
Mac: Yeah. 
 
Cary: You remember our arrangement? You give a lie, you get a lie. 
 
Mac: It’s been over a week. 
 
Cary: Since you last slept? 
 
Mac: Yep. 
 
Cary: Since when, exactly? 
 
Mac: Bradley Robertson’s execution. 
 
Cary: Ah. 
 
Mac: I can't get his face out of my mind. I try to sleep and it's all I can see. 
Cary: Other men have been executed based on you and Detective Monaghan's investigations.  
 
Mac: Yeah. 



 
Cary: This one was different. 
 
Mac: He was innocent. I know he was. He didn't kill that couple, he was just some punk kid in the 

wrong place at the wrong time. But Billy didn't listen to me. Shit, I hadn't been a detective 
more than a couple months at the time. Still Green as baby shit. I wouldn't have listened to me 
either. 

 
Cary: He didn't have to confess. 
 
Mac: The shit that Monaghan did to him. I would have confessed to fucking the Pope in the ass if it 

would have got him to stop. Robertson didn't deserve that. And now he's dead cause he was in 
the wrong place at the wrong fucking time. 

 
Cary: I'm not like you detective, I don't think that if I decide to go right instead of left, than all of a 

sudden my life is going to turn out differently. Being here, working in this place makes one 
realize that our actions don't change anything. We don't have anything to say in the matter, 
we're just walking the path that got put in front of us. 

 
Mac: That's bullshit. I don't believe that we don't have any choices or say in our life. That fate or 

some shit has already determined everything. Then why should we bother, huh? Answer me 
that. 

 
Cary: Cause what else are you going to do? 
 
Mac stares at him.  
 
Cary: Detective, you might not want to believe it. You might not be able to believe it right now. But 

if you give yourself some perspective, you'll see what I mean. 
 
Mac: And you know better than I do, huh? 
 
Cary: No. I'm just willing to admit it. 
 
Mac: Guess I'm not. 
 
Cary: You will someday. 
 
Mac: Do I have a choice in the matter? 
 
 
Cary: Would it make that much of a difference if you did? 
 
Mac: I don't know. I guess I just don't like the idea that nothing I do is ever going to change anything.  
 



Cary: Look at it this way detective. We can all live our lives however we want to. But in the end? We 
all wind up on one of my slabs.  

 
Cary lies back down on the slab, and pulls the body bag over him again. Mac looks at the 
number, before stuffing it into his pocket and exiting.  
 
Blackout. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


