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EXT. CITY JAIL CELL - DAY 

Dillon watches a cop escort two other inmates out of the 
cell. They wave good-bye to Dillon. 

INMATE 1 
You good? 

DILLON 
Yeah. I got this other thing. It's 
stupid. See you at the next one. 

The inmate nods and walks out with his friend and the cop. 

Dillon, now alone in the cell, looks ahead, staring at 
another COP doing paperwork at a desk. This cop is the only 
other person in the room. 

DILLON 
It's only, like, three unpaid tickets. 
Can't I just give you my credit card 
and settle up? Maybe you can buy 
yourself something on Amazon... 

(No reaction from the cop) 
You look like you could use a nice 
wine opener. You drink wine right? 

The cop continues working, ignoring Dillon. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
I mean, that chair you got there.... 
it's from the 50s. No ergonomics. I 
was at the courthouse rallying for 
worker's rights. You like having 
rights, right? 

No answer. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
So you don't like wine. You don't like 
rights.... what do you like? 

No answer. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
How about facts? You like facts? Our 
state has the highest rate of gun 
violence in the country. That's worse 
than Chicago. Chicago. Don't you have 
real criminals to arrest? 
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The cop finally looks at Dillon. 

COP 
You'll be out soon. 

DILLON 
(finally) 

Thank you. 

Dillon smiles at the cop, flirting. 

COP 
The feds have been wanting to 
interrogate an anonymous hacker for 
awhile now, lucky you. 

DILLON 
(laughs) 

I'm not a hacker. 

COP 
They have pictures. You are. 

Realizing shit is about to hit the fan, Dillon's wise ass 
demeanor drops. 

DILLON 
(earnest) 

Look. I haven't done anything wrong. 
We're just... trying to make things 
fair. 

The cop nods --       Dillon is starting to get desperate.                 sure.                                      

DILLON (CONT'D) 
You don't have to do this. Paperwork 
gets messed up all the time, right? 
Clinical error. I was never even here. 

The cop goes back to paperwork, unimpressed. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
(grasping at straws) 

I can help you. Whatever you need. 
Lower car payment, wipe out your 
credit card debt. I can... do things 

The cop keeps ignoring Dillon, who then walks up to the bars 
pleading. 
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DILLON (CONT'D) 
Please. My brother is in the hospital. 

The cop almost laughs. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
I'm not shitting you. You can check. 
He's got acute myeloid leukemia. Got 
it when he was fifteen and it just... 

(holding back tears) 
It keeps fucking coming back. He's not 
gonna make it through the month. I 
can't... not be there. 

The cop looks at Dillon, listening, considering. 

DILLON (CONT'D) 
He told me not to go to that rally, 
but... 

(pissed) 
I had to. I wouldn't have if I knew... 

(getting emotional) 
Please help me. Please let me see my 
brother again. I fucked up here, okay? 
I fucked up, just like I always 
fucking do. 

(more) 
But nothing I did was for me. It was 
for people like you... People like my 
brother. Please let me tell him that 
I'm sorry. 

The cop doesn't look back. Dillon, broken, hangs head. 


