Gaining Faith

An Original Short Script by Steve Meredith
INT-CAR-NIGHT

DETECTIVES RYAN WALSH and JOHN THOMPSON, both in their late-20’s, are staking out a SUSPECT in a murder investigation.  THEY are parked across the street from the SUSPECT’S house, watching to see if the SUSPECT leaves, or if anyone else goes into the house.

WALSH:
Christ, it’s been three hours, our guy’s probably gone to bed.

THOMPSON: (looking up at a second story window)

Well, unless he’s afraid of the dark, I beg to differ.  His bedroom light’s still on.

WALSH:
How did we get talked into doing this again?

THOMPSON:
Because we get St. Patrick’s Day off, and I don’t know about you, but as an Irishman, it’s my civic duty to be shit-faced that day.

WALSH:

That’s true; I’ll be wasted that day as well.

The shades in the upper bedroom are pulled back, revealing the SUSPECT.

THOMPSON:
Oh, well lookie here.

WALSH:
We got something?

THOMPSON:
It’s the middle of the night, why the hell would he be pulling back the shades?

A WOMAN dressed in HER underwear walks past the open window.

THOMPSON:
Uh oh, looks like our boy’s gonna get lucky.

WALSH:
Why would you open the shades if you were just about to fuck?

THOMPSON:
Maybe one of them has a public sex fetish.  You never know, there are some fucked up people in this world.

WALSH:
I hear you on that one.  One case I worked a couple of years ago, I walk onto a crime scene to see a man with a gunshot wound to the temple.  With the way he fell to the ground, everyone thought it was a suicide.  Couple of weeks later precinct receives a video of the victim blowing his brains out, but he was forced to do it.  You know who the suspect was?

THOMPSON:
Who?

WALSH:
A fuckin’ priest.

THOMPSON:
Jesus.

WALSH:
I know.

THOMPSON looks up at the bedroom window again.  The SUSPECT is now on top of the WOMAN, and is very clearly having sex with HER.
THOMPSON:
And the action begins.

WALSH:
I gotta see this shit.

WALSH grabs a pair of binoculars from on top of the dashboard.

WALSH:
Shit.

THOMPSON:
I think I can one-up you on your priest story.

WALSH: (putting the binoculars down)

Oh yeah?  Try me.

THOMPSON:
The most gruesome crime scene I’d ever seen was from three years ago.  The CSI’S had reconstructed it and the suspect had barged in on this couple and their nine year old daughter—

WALSH:
Aw shit man, do I know where this is going?—

THOMPSON:
The man was knocked out; handcuffed.  When he came to he was forced to watch as his wife was raped and murdered, and then the attacker made off with the kid—

WALSH:
Pssh, what the fuck is this world coming to?

THOMPSON:
Got me.

WALSH:
You know, in all honesty, it’s stories like that one, and the one about the priest that really make me lose my faith in God.

THOMPSON:
I know, some days, I gotta remind myself at least six or seven times that there is a God.

WALSH:
Oh yeah?  What reminds you that there is one?

THOMPSON:
Oh, you know, the usual.  A man’s wife, children, the church.  I’ll tell you though, some days I think my tattoo is the smartest investment I ever made, because I look at that cross in the mirror and it’s the only thing that serves as a reminder that there’s a God.
PAUSE.  THOMPSON looks out the window again.  WALSH peers through the binoculars.

WALSH: (still looking through the binoculars)

You know, my wife doesn’t understand why I question my faith so much.

THOMPSON:
Really?  As a cop, you’re almost required to.  You see the darkest, shittiest parts of the world that are masked by the darkness of night.

WALSH:
That was extremely poetic, batman.

THOMPSON:
Thank you, Robin, I try to be.

THOMPSON looks up at the bedroom window again.  A gunshot rings out and blood spatters on the window.

THOMPSON:
Shit!  That’s our cue!

THOMPSON and WALSH get out of their car and run over to the apartment building.  WALSH shoots out the lock and the two men barge inside.  

INT-APARTMENT BUILDING-CONTINUOUS

The TWO DETECTIVES run up two flights of stairs with guns at the ready.  The burst through the stairwell door onto the SUSPECT’S floor, catching the SUSPECT as HE tries to escape.

THOMPSON:
Police, get the FUCK down!  DROP THE WEAPON!

The SUSPECT shoots THOMPSON twice.  THOMPSON falls to the ground, WALSH returns fire, hitting the SUSPECT, killing HIM.

WALSH runs to THOMPSON who is still breathing, but gargling blood as it rushes into HIS lungs.
WALSH:
John?!  John, can you hear me?!  Hang in there, man, I need you to fuckin’ hang in there!

WALSH reaches into HIS pocket for HIS radio.

WALSH: (into radio)

Detective Walsh requesting ambulance, we’ve got a 10-13 at the Terrace apartment complex on fifth, repeat a 10-13, officer down, requesting immediate EMS.

WALSH goes over to the SUSPECT and checks for a pulse.  Nothing.

WALSH: (into radio)

Detective Walsh, we’ve also got a suspect down, presumed dead.  Again, that’s an officer down, in need of emergency EMT, and a suspect down, presumed dead.

DISPATCHER: (through radio)

10-4 Detective, EMT in route.

The scene fades out as approaching sirens are heard.

FADE IN-HOSPITAL ROOM-NIGHT

WALSH is sitting at THOMPSON’S bedside.  THOMPSON is in a coma.  DOCTOR JESSICA BRADY comes into the room.
BRADY: (to WALSH)
How are you holding up?  You’ve been up for awhile.

WALSH:
I got enough sleep to stake out a suspect all night, I figure I’ll be alright until sunrise.

BRADY:
Well, I don’t know if you’re a religious man, but I’d say if you wanted to help your friend out, you could probably do it the best in the chapel.

WALSH:
You think so?

BRADY:
I don’t like to sound bleak, but at the same time, I’d pray for anyone in Detective Thompson’s position right now.

BRADY leaves the room.  WALSH gets up and leaves shortly after HER.

INT-HOSPITAL CHAPEL-NIGHT

WALSH walks into the chapel.  There is only one other person in the room, and THEY are just getting up to leave.  WALSH kneels at the first pew, folding HIS hands in prayer.

WALSH: (in a soft tone)
You know I’m not a praying man.  Sure I say my “Our Father’s” and “Hail Mary’s,” but I’ve never been much for talking with you.  And you know I’ve had my doubts.  I’ve seen the worst humanity has to offer, and I honestly question weather or not you exist.  Which is why I’m not asking you to do a favor for me.  I’m not asking you to keep John alive for me.  Do it for him.  Do it for him, Lord, because his faith in you has never wavered.  And I think you’d agree that that’s a man who deserves to see the light of day again.

WALSH crosses HIMSELF, gets up from the pew, and leaves the chapel.

INT-HOSPITAL ROOM-EARLY MORNING

The sun is just peaking over the horizon and into the hospital room.  WALSH is asleep in a chair by THOMPSON’S bed.  THOMPSON opens HIS eyes

THOMPSON:
Ryan?
WALSH awakens suddenly, taking in a long breath through HIS nose and opening HIS eyes.

WALSH:
John, you’re awake.

THOMPSON:
What the fuck happened?

WALSH:
You took two from our guy.

THOMPSON:
What did he do, shoot out the windshield?

WALSH:
No, we went in, remember?

PAUSE.  THOMPSON tries to remember.

THOMPSON:
Not really, no.

PAUSE

THOMPSON:
I’m a little scared, man.  About my memory.

WALSH:
It’s alright, it’s nothing a little debriefing can’t fix.
PAUSE.

WALSH:
I was worried for awhile, John.  I was afraid I’d be drinking alone on St. Patty’s Day.

THOMPSON chuckles.

THOMPSON:
Maybe that’s why God kept me alive.  He doesn’t want you drinking alone.  It’s a symptom of alcoholism.

WALSH and THOMPSON both chuckle.  THOMPSON closes HIS eyes and breaths comfortably.

THOMPSON: (with HIS eyes closed)

Thank you, Ryan.

WALSH:
What?
THOMPSON:
Thank you…for praying for me.

WALSH:
How did you kn—?

THOMPSON: (opening HIS eyes)
I didn’t.  But I know you, Ryan.  You may question your faith from time to time, but the bottom line is, “faith” is still in the sentence, which means you’ve still got it.

PAUSE.  WALSH takes a minute to digest this.

The scene zooms out as WALSH walks out to the nurses station to let DR. BRADY know that THOMPSON has woken up.

FADE TO BLACK

ROLL CREDITS

THE END.
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