Crooked

An Original Short Script by Steve Meredith
INT-PHYCOLOGISTS OFFICE-AFTERNOON

DR. SAMANTHA BRENNAR sits behind HER desk looking across at DETECTIVE FRANK CAVANAGH.  CAVANAGH looks around the room, observing the décor, the pictures on BRENNAR’S desk, everything, just taking it all in.

CAVANAGH:
So, is everything in here Mahogany?

BRENNAR doesn’t know what to think of this comment.  SHE stumbles over her words.

BRENNAR:
Uh, well.  I mean, I don’t know.  I’m not much of a craftsman so I couldn’t tell you.

CAVANAGH:
I was just sayin’, because it looks like mahogany, you know, it looks expensive.

BRENNAR’S frustration is near its peak.  The audience gets the feeling that CAVANAGH is avoiding conversation.

CAVANAGH:
I’m sorry Dr. Brennar, I’m wasting your time.  I should go—

BRENNAR: (with a calm, yet commanding tone)
Frank, sit.  

PAUSE

BRENNAR:
First of all.  I told you in our four previous meetings that you can call me Sam.  You can call me Sam because I’m going to call you Frank.  I’m on a first name basis with all of my clients.  Secondly, you can’t just walk out of these sessions.  You’ve been here for four Thursday’s in a row and we’ve gone nowhere.  The state requires that all officers, detectives, or anyone on the force that might need psychiatric evaluation see me, or another psychiatrist for at least six weeks.  Now why do I get the feeling that you’re just trying to stall me in these meetings so that you can say you’ve done your time with me?  Are you going to open up or what?  Because let me tell you something Frank, if we don’t get anywhere, I can tell your CO what’s happened here and have you for another six week term, and I can tell by the look on your face that you don’t want that, so why don’t you save yourself the hassle, and just spill it.  Ok?

There is a moment of silence between the two.  CAVANAGH’S face says it all.  HE doesn’t want to be here, in fact, HE knows that HE doesn’t deserve to be here, and that it’s a gigantic waste of HIS time.  Reluctantly, however, CAVANAGH gives in.

CAVANAGH:
I didn’t sign up for this shit—

BRENNAR:
Yeah, well, the state requires it so, just suck it up—

CAVANAGH:
I wasn’t talking about this…I’m sorry.  I’m sorry that I’ve been making these sessions hard for you.  It’s just that I didn’t sign up for this shit when I became a trooper.  I didn’t sign up for this when I took the detectives exam.  Being a police officer and a detective is a fucked up profession.

BRENNAR is enthused by this “break through,” she discretely starts writing on a legal pad.

BRENNAR:
And what kind of stuff are you talking about?

CAVANAGH:
Like how loud a gunshot is.  You know, it’s funny, Smith and Wesson are always making these huge technological strides to make guns quieter.  But when you pull that trigger everything just seems so much louder.
BRENNAR:
Well, adrenaline can heighten the senses, and a finer sense of hearing can be one of the effects felt by a lot of officers in the line of duty.

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, but it’s not just that.  They don’t tell you about the stench of death in cadet school, you know?

BRENNAR:
Well, it’s funny that you ask that because I’m not sure I’m following.

CAVANAGH:
When I was a rookie, I got assigned to my first partner around Christmas time.  And he was nice enough to buy me a Christmas gift.  He had gone out to Sam’s Club and bought a brick of that Dentyne Ice gum, you know what I’m talking about right?

BRENNAR:
Yeah, I love that stuff.

CAVANAGH:
The week after Christmas and New Years, he told me that we’d be seeing a lot of dead people in our time together, and that this gum will cut through your sinuses and block out the stench of death.  He said it would help me do my job without puking my guts out all over the crime scene.

BRENNAR:

So it helped you?

CAVANAGH:
For 14 years it’s helped me.  14 years up until eight weeks ago, when I found my brother dead in an abandoned apartment complex.  Before I’d laid my eyes on him I’d popped in a piece of that gum.

PAUSE

CAVANAGH:
I swear Sam…that night…I could have polished off the brick of Dentyne Ice, and it wouldn’t have done a damn thing to get the smell out of my nostrils.

BRENNAR:
Well, now we’re getting somewhere.

CAVANAGH:
We are?

BRENNAR:
You called me Sam.  Thank you.

CAVANAGH:
Uh, you’re welcome.

BRENNAR:
Frank, you can say no to this, but could you take me back to that night.  The night your brother was killed, you know, the night where everything sorta hit the fan, if I may use an expression.

PAUSE.  CAVANAGH is seen with a contemplative expression on his face.  HE is weighing HIS options, and HE isn’t sure if HE’S ready for this.

BRENNAR:
If it’s too soon, I understand—

CAVANAGH:
Nah, it’s not.  I knew we’d have to talk about it sometime…as they say, there’s no time like the present.

INT-DINER-EIGHT WEEKS AGO

CAVANAGH is seen in a diner eating some dinner.

CAVANAGH: (V.O.)

It started around 9 o’clock that night, three weeks ago.  I was getting dinner when the call came in.

CAVANAGH’S RADIO crackles, and a dispatcher comes over the airwaves.

DISPATCHER:
All units be advised, we have a 10-108 on the corner of Brookfield and West 2nd street.  Officer is requesting assistance.

CAVANAGH: (to himself)

Shit.

CAVANAGH stops eating and starts digging for HIS wallet.  HE throws some cash on the table, wipes HIS mouth with a napkin, and gets up to leave.  On the way out, HE sees HIS waitress, a WOMAN in HER early 20’s named KELLY.

CAVANAGH:
Hey Kelly, I got a call, I gotta run.  Thanks for everything, the money’s on the table.

KELLY:
Sure thing Frank.

CAVANAGH: (V.O.)

So I got in my car and left, responding to the dispatcher while I was en-route.

EXT-DELAPIDATED APARTMENT BUILDING

CAVANAGH’S car pulls up outside the building.  HE gets out and radios the DISPATCHER.

CAVANAGH: (into radio)

Dispatch this is detective Cavanagh, I’m on site and requesting back-up.

Three shots ring out from inside the building.  CAVANAGH ducks behind a dumpster.  HE fishes inside HIS pocket and pulls out a small package of gum.  HE pops a piece in HIS mouth.
CAVANAGH: (into radio)

Dispatch, we’ve got shots fired on scene.  Proceeding with caution, but I’m going in.  I need back up.

CAVANAGH runs to a ground level exit, taking out HIS gun as HE does so.  CAVANAGH kicks out the door and barges into the complex.
INT-APARTMENT COMPLEX-CONTINUOUS

CAVANAGH hears a struggle upstairs, so he runs up a nearby staircase.  Once upstairs, he opens the door to the stairwell to see HIS partner, DETECTIVE CHRIS DAVENPORT shooting a man.  The audience sees this exchange from CAVANAGH’S perspective, which is behind DAVENPORT.  The MAN who DAVENPORT has killed is not immediately visible to CAVANAGH.

CAVANAGH:
Chris, you o.k.?

DAVENPORT: (turning around)

Oh, shit, Frank, thank God.  Yeah, I’m fine.  Look, I think you should wait outside for the backup, I got this.  I can clean it up.
As DAVENPORT turns, the DEAD MAN’S face is revealed.  It is CAVANAGH’S brother MIKE.  Sirens can be heard in the background.  They are approaching fast.

CAVANAGH:

What the fuck is going on here?—

DAVENPORT:
Frank, you don’t have to be here right now, I got this handled—

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, like FUCK you do, Jesus!  Jesus fucking Christ!
Three UNIFORMED OFFICERS come charging up the stairs and into the room where DAVENPORT AND CAVANAGH are standing.  CAVANAGH is close to MIKE’S lifeless body, with a visible look of frustration and sadness on HIS face.

DAVENPORT: (to one of the UNIFORMED OFFICERS)

Take Frank outta here, that’s his brother.  He shouldn’t have to see this.

Two of the three UNIFORMED OFFICERS grab CAVANAGH, who tried to resist their grasp.

CAVANAGH:
LET ME GO!  FUCK, let me FUCKING go!!

DAVANPORT:
Frank, I’m sorry.  

The two UNIFORMED OFFICERS take CAVANAGH into the stairwell and proceed down the stairs.  DAVENPORT shouts to CAVANAGH as the UNIFORMED OFFICERS escort CAVANAGH downstairs.

DAVENPORT:
Frank, he had a gun.  He SHOT AT ME!!  I HAD TO FRANK!!  JESUS, I’M SORRY, FRANK.

INT-PSYCHOLOGISTS OFFICE-PRESENT DAY
CAVANAGH is rubbing HIS temples.  HE is tearing up.  BRENNAR grabs a couple of Kleenex and hands them to CAVANAGH, who holds up HIS hand in polite refusal.

BRENNAR:
So, watching your partner shoot your brother, how did that make you feel?

CAVANAGH: 

Psssh, how do you think it made me feel?  You know, you barge on a scene and watch your best friend since third grade shooting your brother.—

BRENNAR:

You’ve known Detective Davenport since third grade?—

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, since the third grade.  All we talked about when we were growing up was being cops, being detectives.  And my brother, you know, all I can think about is “what the fuck was he doing with a gun?”  You know?  And throughout this whole fucking process, all Chris keeps saying to me is, “you aren’t going to tell anyone about this are you?”  Well what the fuck am I supposed to say to that, huh?

BRENNAR:
Well you can tell me.  Part of my job is keeping secrets; they just disguise it with the term “client confidentiality.”

PAUSE.

BRENNAR:
So what happened next?

CAVANAGH:
For the next four weeks I’m kept in the dark.  Chris keeps buttering up to me like he’s my buddy, and whenever I try to view anything from that night; ballistics reports, crime scene photos, I mean anything, Chris is always steering me in another direction.

BRENNAR: (matter of factly)
That’s odd.  I’m not going to lie to you, that is very strange.  

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, you think?

BRENNAR:
So, correct me if I’m wrong, but you haven’t seen any evidence from that night?

CAVANAGH:
Not a fuckin’ scrap.

PAUSE.

CAVANAGH:
And with Chris’ current mode of operation, I doubt I’ll ever see a shred of evidence that implied my brother in any wrongdoing.

BRENNAR:
Have you spoken to Internal Investigation about this?

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, they already took my statement.

BRENNAR:
What did you say; if I may ask?

CAVANAGH:
What the fuck was I supposed to say?  I told them that I knew nothing.  I told them that because it was the truth.  I was fucking dragged out of there before I could look at anything in the scene, and with the shock of seeing my brother lying dead, what the fuck was I going to remember anyway?  In fact, the only fuckin’ thing I remember is how it smelled.  It smelled like death…and the gum didn’t do jack-shit for me.

PAUSE.  

BRENNAR:
So, how are you feeling now?
CAVANAGH:
The worst I’ve felt in my entire life.  My brother’s dead, and I can’t figure out why.  Sam, my brother graduated Magna Cum Laude from Brown Law School.  He was one of the best lawyers in the state of Massachusetts.  Now, I don’t know if he was working on a case, or what the fuck he was doing in that apartment complex.  What I do know is that the guy was a straight shooter.  I’ve never known him to own a gun.

PAUSE.

CAVANAGH:
And what’s equally as confusing, if not worse, is the fact that now I gotta wrestle with the notion that the man who I’ve called a friend for 25 plus years, the man that I grew up next to, dreaming about becoming detective, might just be the same man who’s lost himself and gone crooked…just like the hundreds of other bad cops out there today.

PAUSE.

BRENNAR:
Frank, I’m going to ask you a question, and I need you to answer it as truthfully as you can.

CAVANAGH nods.

BRENNAR:
Have you been having any suicidal thoughts?
CAVANAGH:
You mean to tell me that you wouldn’t have suicidal thoughts if this had happened to you?

BRENNAR nods.  SHE scribbles something down on a prescription pad, tears it off, and hands it to CAVANAGH

BRENNAR:
Zoloft.—

CAVANAGH:
Oh c’mon now Sam.—

BRENNAR:
No, you don’t get to argue with me on this one, ok?  No one’s going to know about it, and no one’s going to think your crazy.  Twice a day, one a breakfast, one at dinner.

CAVANAGH and BRENNAR stare at each other.  CAVANAGH finally concedes and nods in understanding.  HE gets up to leave.

BRENNAR:
Frank, do you feel better?

CAVANAGH:
Yes.

BRENNAR:
Don’t keep things from me.  I want to help you.  It’s what I get paid for.  Take the meds, they’ll help.
CAVANAGH nods and leaves BRENNAR’S OFFICE.  The door closes and BRENNAR picks up HER phone and dials a number.

BRENNAR: (into phone)

Yeah, hi Dave it’s Sam…yeah, could you do me a favor and pull up the case file on that drug raid that took place a couple of months back?  It’s the one from the Brookfield Apartment Complex. (PAUSE)  It’s been destroyed?  Why would it have been destroyed?  (PAUSE)  Who authorized it?...no, Dave, I have some confidential information that leads me to believe that I am now in the position to need to know that information, now who the hell authorized that? (PAUSE) Dave, Chris Davenport doesn’t have the authority to do that. (PAUSE) Well does the chief even know that it was incinerated?
PAUSE.  A genuine look of concern passes over BRENNAR’S face.

BRENNAR: (into phone)

O.k…alright Dave.  Thanks anyway.

BRENNAR hangs up the phone.  SHE puts HER face into HER hands and sighs heavily.  SHE then picks up HER phone dialing another number.

BRENNAR: (into phone)

Hi Beth it’s Sam, hey is Jamie in?...thanks. (PAUSE) Chief, hi it’s Sam Brennar…oh I’m alright I suppose, but I do need to talk to you about one of your detectives. (PAUSE) Detective Chris Davenport, sir…yes, I have some confidential information that leads me to believe that he’s gone crooked. (PAUSE) I understand that he’s one of the force’s best, but that doesn’t change the information I’ve received. (PAUSE) Chief, you know I can’t share that, it’s a breach of client confidentiality. (PAUSE) Well, in that case, Detective Cavanagh should be given an honorable discharge from this force. (PAUSE) Yes, that’s my official diagnosis, sir…o.k…have a good day…bye.

BRENNAR hangs up the phone and rubs HER temples.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN-INT-PARKING GARAGE-DAY

CAVANAGH is loading up a box of HIS personal items as BRENNAR walks up to HIM.
BRENNAR:
Hi.

CAVANAGH: (closing his trunk)

Hi.

BRENNAR:
You all packed?

CAVANAGH:
That’s the last of it, yeah.

PAUSE

BRENNAR:
I want you to know that I didn’t want you to get fired.  I specifically asked for an honorable discharge—

CAVANAGH:
I know, Sam.

BRENNAR:
Do you have a job lined up?

CAVANAGH:
In Pittsburgh, yeah.  They said they could use a special investigator.  I’ll be working any special cases, and when they’re aren’t any, I’ll be working the homicide division.

BRENNAR:
Good.  That’s really good to hear.

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, one of the nice things about the way these guys let me go is I can use the excuse that I was laid off.

BRENNAR:
Frank, I’m sorry.

CAVANAGH:
Sam, it’s not your fault…this entire city is full of bad cops.  And that’s the last, and maybe the most important thing they don’t tell you in cadet school.  Being part of the fraternal order of police is just as much about making money as it is about protecting and serving.  The more money you make, they better off you are.  Now, I don’t know how deep this shit runs, but there’s definitely money involved.  It’s the sole motivation for anybody in this world, and it always will be.  When somebody like me comes along, just trying to be a good guy and do my job, not a lot of people like it, you know.  I understand that, and I understand that sometimes the good guy’s gotta take the fall.

BRENNAR:
I didn’t want you to have to take the fall.  It’s not right.

CAVANAGH:
And life’s not fair.  So I’ll move on.

BRENNAR and CAVANAGH share a hug.

CAVANAGH:
Thank you.  For everything.

BRENNAR: (with a half smile)
I never thought I’d be thanked for helping a guy get fired.
CAVANAGH: (chuckling)
You got me out of this.  And that’s what I needed.

BRENNAR:
You’re welcome.  Will you keep in touch?

CAVANAGH:
Yeah, I’ll e-mail you.

BRENNAR digs out a small piece of paper and a pen.  SHE scribbles something on the paper and gives it to CAVANAGH.

BRENNAR:
That’s my cell phone number.  I don’t know how much longer I’ll be at the force.  Like you said, they don’t tend to like people who try to do the right thing and make a living out of it.

CAVANAGH:
Do you know where you might end up?

BRENNAR:
I don’t know.  I’m thinking Pittsburgh.

The two smile at each other.

CAVANAGH:
I’ll e-mail you my info once I get settled in Pittsburgh.  You should call me if and when you get in.

BRENNAR:
I’ll do that.

BRENNAR and CAVANAGH hug one more time.  CAVANAGH then gets into HIS car, while BRENNAR waits and waves goodbye to HIM.

INT-CAVANAGH’S CAR-CONTINUOUS

CAVANAGH has HIS eyes fixed on the road.  HE looks down at HIS police scanner.  After a moment of self-debate, HE turns the scanner on.  It is silent for a few moments.  Then CAVANAGH hears DISPATCH over the scanner.

DISPATCHER:
All units, be advised of a 10-108 at the warehouse on Shilus Street, that’s 1518 Shilus, Detective Davenport requesting backup.

CAVANAGH turns off the scanner and debates with himself weather or not to respond.  HE then floors it over to the warehouse.

EXT-WAREHOUSE-DAY

CAVANAGH’S vehicle is the first to the scene.  CAVANAGH gets out and runs into the warehouse, HE sees DAVENPORT standing over a lifeless body, with a smoking gun.
CAVANAGH:
You alright Chris?

DAVENPORT:
Frank.  I thought you’d left.

CAVANAGH:
I was on my way out.  I forgot to turn off the scanner; it sounded like you needed a hand.

DAVENPORT:
Thanks.  Backup’s always fifteen minutes late anyway.  Where’d you get the gun, I thought you’d turned yours in?

CAVANAGH:
Oh, I keep this one in the glove compartment of my car.

DAVENPORT:
Smart move.

DAVENPORT turns around, looking once again at the lifeless body at his feet.

DAVENPORT:
Thanks for doing this.  I know it’s kind of an odd way to say goodbye.

CAVANAGH:
Not as odd as you might think.

DAVENPORT: (turning around)

What is that supposed to mean?

CAVANAGH’S now got HIS gun pointed at DAVENPORT.  DAVENPORT raises HIS hands.

DAVENPORT:
What the fuck is this?

CAVANAGH:
25 years, Chris.  25 fucking years we’ve been friends.  And to think that you’d be the guy that would go bad and murder a member of my family, shit man.  You had the wool pulled over my eyes, that’s for damn sure.

DAVENPORT:
Frank, think about this for a second, they’d find the shell casing, they’d trace it to your gun.  You’d be done, man.

CAVANAGH shoots DAVENPORT, hitting HIM in the throat.  DAVENPORT falls and begins to choke on HIS own blood.  CAVANAGH bends down, keeping HIS gun firmly fixed on DAVENPORT’S dying body.  CAVANAGH picks up the shell casing.  DAVENPORT’S blood is going everywhere.

CAVANAGH:
Goodbye Chris.

CAVANAGH turns and runs out of the warehouse as the faint sound of sirens can be heard from miles away.  The audience sees CAVANAGH’S car speeding away from the scene of the crime.

INT-CAVANGH’S CAR

CAVANAGH puts the murder weapon in HIS glove compartment and turns on his police scanner.  It is static filled, as CAVANAGH gets further and further out of range.  A faint message is picked up from DISPATCH.

DISPATCHER: (over radio)

Code 14 requesting Coroner to 1518 Shilus Street; repeat, requesting coroner to 1518 Shilus.  Two bodies, one suspect, one officer.

CAVANAGH turns off his radio.

EXT-ROADWAY-CONTINUOUS

The scene zooms out as CAVANAGH speeds towards Pennsylvania.

FADE TO BLACK

ROLL CREDITS

THE END.
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