NYPD BLUE

“The Next Voice You Hear”

Teleplay by

K.K. (Ken Kupstis)

EXT. APT. BUILDING – MORNING

     Close on a WINDOW, viewed from an equal height. A man and a woman can be seen arguing within.

INT. SKYSCRAPER CONSTRUCTION AREA – SIMULTANEOUS

     The Apartment Window is seen in bg. A cellular phone, held in a bandaged hand, is held close to a bearded mouth.

                        OPERATOR (VO)

                   Fifteenth Squad…

                        CALLER

                   Good morning. Detective Sipowicz,                                                      

                   Please.

INT. SQUADROOM

     DETECTIVES of the 15th Squad are entering. ANDY SIPOWICZ, already there, is setting down a cup of coffee.

The SECRETARY calls to him.

                        SECRETARY

                   Andy? Phone for you.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Got it. (Picks up) 15th Squad, 

                   Sipowicz here.

INT. SKYSCRAPER CONSTRUCTION AREA – INTERCUT AS NEEDED

     View of the CALLER’S mouth with the APT. in bg.

                        CALLER

                   Good morning, Detective. Sorry to

                   Bother you so early, but there’s been

                   A murder at…The Carter Apartments.

                   14th Floor. Looks like…unit 1420.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Just a minute. (Writes) Carter, 1420.

                   Who am I speakin’ with?

                        CALLER

                   Just a concerned citizen. I have to

                   Get back to work now. But please hurry.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Whoa, hold on a second, there…

The CALLER hangs up. Andy stares at the phone, then hangs it up, fuming.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   (Sotto) Little more ‘concern’ would be

                   nice, Mr. ‘citizen’. 

ANDY gets up and grabs his coat. DETECTIVE SIMONE looks up at him.

                        SIMONE

                   What’cha got?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Report of a murder at the Carter. Either

                   That or a wiseguy with too much time 

                   On his hands.

SIMONE nods and gets his own coat, joining him.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY

     SIMONE and SIPOWICZ walk quickly down the hallway, checking door-numbers while the SUPER follows. 

                        SUPER

                   1420’s the last one on the left. Those

                   two are ALWAYS fightin’.

                        SIMONE

                   You been hearin’ domestic violence and

                   You don’t report it?

                        SUPER

                   Whadda you, kiddin’ me? I reported ‘em

                   Four times, but the punchin’ bag wife

                   Won’t do NOTHIN’. Just tells me to mind            

                   My own business.

They approach the door. Muffled sounds of cursing & struggling are heard. SIMONE & SIPOWICZ eye each other and ready their weapons. SIPOWICZ knocks hard.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Mr. Manning, this is the POLICE! Open

                   UP in there!

He tries the door; it’s locked. SIMONE nods to the SUPER.

                        SIMONE

                   Open it.

The SUPER nods, unlocks the door and steps back.

INT. APT.

    Thrift-shop furniture is seen; sounds of a struggle

Rage from the BEDROOM. SIPOWICZ & SIMONE burst through.

BEDROOM

A long-haired MAN clad only in jeans is throttling his black-eyed WIFE on the bed. Her struggles are weakening.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   All right, that’s ENOUGH! Let her go!

                        MR. MANNING

                   (Raging) WHAT’D I TELL YOU WOULD

                   HAPPEN, HUH? WHAT’D I TELL YOU?!

Manning, berserk, is oblivious to the Detectives until they leap on him and pull him back. His grip is so strong that he drags his wife with him. SIPOWICZ grabs his wrists and tries to pull them off; SIMONE grabs two fistfuls of Manning’s hair & twists hard. Manning howls and lets go.

SIMONE spins Manning against the wall and cuffs him. SIPOWICZ checks the WIFE, who’s gasping for air. She coughs and retches, then gets to a sitting position.

                        SIMONE

                   What’s the story, pal? Get up on the

                   Wrong side of bed?

                        MANNING

                   Oof! This ain’t none of your business,

                   Cop!

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah? Well you just MADE it our

                   Business. (To wife) You think you’re

                   Gonna be all right? You want a doctor?

The WIFE sucks in a deep breath and nods.

                        SIMONE

                   What happened here?

                        MANNING

                   NOTHIN’! She just got outta line.

SIMONE grabs Manning’s hair again, but doesn’t pull it-yet.

                        SIMONE

                   You know, you got real pretty HAIR,

                   Pal. Quiet down and I might let you

                   KEEP some of it.

                        MANNING

                   Man, this is Police Brutality—

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Don’t talk to US about BRUTALITY,

                   “Mister” Manning. We’re askin’ your

                   WIFE what happened, not YOU.

                        MANNING

                   You don’t say NOTHIN’, Brenda, you hear

                   Me?! AAHH—

SIMONE twists his hair.

                        SIMONE

                   What’d I tell YOU would happen? Huh?

                        BRENDA

                   (Quiet) He brought home an 8-ball. I

                   flushed it down the toilet.

Manning’s face tightens in anguish. He cranes his neck to look at her.

                        MANNING

                   (Pleading) Brenda, baby, that’s between

                   US. You don’t have to tell ‘em anything!

BRENDA snaps and charges to attack Manning, clawing and screaming. SIPOWICZ pulls her back.

                        BRENDA

                   (Screaming) THERE IS NO ‘US’, TONY! It’s

                   OVER, you Sick BASTARD! I’m tellin’ ‘em

                   EVERYTHING! You’re goin’ to PRISON and I

                   Hope you DIE there, you ANIMAL! (Bursts

                   Into tears) I hope you DIE…

                        SIPOWICZ

                   You know you have to press charges.

BRENDA nods, choking back tears.

                        MANNING

                   Baby, you don’t mean that…You don’t

                   Wanna do that…

                        SIMONE

                   It’s a little late for sweet talk, 

                   Romeo. Let’s go.

SIMONE hauls him towards the door. SIPOWICZ hands BRENDA a card.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   We’ll need you to come down to the 

                   Station as soon as you feel up to it.

                   Here’s the address. 

BRENDA nods, and suddenly grabs SIPOWICZ by the shoulders and kisses him on the forehead.

                        BRENDA

                   You saved my life. Thank you.

Stunned, SIPOWICZ nods and backs away.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   You’re welcome. (Sotto) All in a

                   Day’s work…

INT. SQUADROOM – HOLDING AREA

SIMONE and SIPOWICZ look at MANNING through the one-way mirror. MANNING pounds the desk with his fist, then buries his face in his hands.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Y’know, you’re right. He DOES have 

                   Pretty hair.

                        SIMONE

                   Can’t see another reason she’d fall

                   For a scumbag like that.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah, well, you ever try that “Twisting”

                   Thing on ME, you’ll get it worse than 

                   SHE did.

                        SIMONE

                   (Smirks) I’ll take it under advisement…

SIPOWICZ’ phone rings. He looks at it, then to the Secretary, who shrugs. He picks it up.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   15th Squad, Detective Sipowicz.

                        CALLER (VO)

                   I believe congratulations are in order.

SIPOWICZ puts his hand over the mouthpiece.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Can I get a trace on this line? NOW, 

                   Please?  

The other DETECTIVES look up in concern. The Secretary nods and dials another line. SIPOWICZ speaks into the phone.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Uh, well thank you there, Mister…

                   Sorry, what was your name again?

                        CALLER

                   Oh, you know my name, Detective.

                   You’ve just forgotten it. Don’t

                   Worry, I don’t take any offense.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Good, I’m glad. Listen, I’m just

                   Curious as to why you reported a

                   Murder that didn’t happen.

                        CALLER

                   It’s because your average response

                   Time to a Domestic Disturbance has

                   Been 14.4 minutes, while your response

                   Time to a Murder has been 12.2 minutes.

SIPOWICZ stares at the phone. SIMONE and LT. FANCY watch him closely. Two OFFICERS with tracing equipment move past them and set up around his desk. One gestures to SIPOWICZ to keep the call going.

                        CALLER

                   I didn’t think Mrs. Manning HAD those

                   Two minutes and twenty seconds to wait.

                   (Beat) Am I right, Detective? (Beat)

                   Detective…?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   (Flustered) I don’t know. Maybe. You

                   could be right. Can I have your name?

                        CALLER

                   You’ll know eventually. Right now, 

                   There are several unregistered firearms

                   Being sold in an alley at…Thirtieth and

                   Lawrence. (Beat) Oh, and the gentlemen

                   Tracing my call might like to know it’s 

                   A cellular phone. I have to go back to 

                   Work now. Good hunting, Detective.

The CALLER hangs up. One of the TRACERS, wearing  headphones, stares up at Sipowicz at the comment.

Sipowicz shrugs, sighs, and hangs up.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Anything?

                        TRACER

                   221-5477. Could be a cell. We’ll

                   check it out.

                        2nd TRACER

                   Did you tell him about the trace?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   (Shakes his head) Probably just figured

                   I’d trace it. 

LT. FANCY and SIMONE approach.

                        SIMONE

                   Same guy who tipped you off?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   I’m pretty sure, yeah.

                        LT. FANCY

                   What’s goin’ on?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Somebody called to report a murder

                   This mornin’. We got there just as

                   It STARTED to be a murder. Now the

                   Guy calls back, sayin’ congratulations

                   AND that NOW a hot gun buy’s goin’

                   Down on Thirtieth and Lawrence.

                        LT. FANCY

                   But he won’t identify himself?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   He said…that I used to know him, but

                   He says I forgot his name. 

                        SIMONE

                   You recognize his voice?

SIPOWICZ shakes his head.

                        LT. FANCY

                   Did this guy ask for anything in

                   Return for the tip?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   He said he was just a concerned citizen.

                   Should we check out this ‘alleged’ gun 

                   Buy?

                        SIMONE

                   (Shrugs) The first tip was legit, Lieu.

                        LT. FANCY

                   (Pause, frowns) All right. But take some

                   backup and watch yourselves. And keep                                                                          

                   that trace on your line.

SIPOWICZ and SIMONE nod and EXIT.

EXT. 13th Street –- NOON

SIMONE and SIPOWICZ wait in an unmarked car, facing the alley. SIPOWICZ looks agitated.

                        SIMONE

                   So this guy calls YOU this morning to

                   Report a murder.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah. 

                        SIMONE

                   See, that got me thinkin’. Why call and

                   Ask for a SPECIFIC Shield? Why not just

                   Call the Police?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   That ain’t half of it. I didn’t tell 

                   Lieu this, but I asked the guy why he

                   Reported a Murder that didn’t happen. 

                   The guy said it was because my response

                   Time to Domestic Disturbances has been 

                   14-point-whatever the hell it is, 

                   WHEREAS my response time to MURDERS has 

                   Been 12-point-whatever, and Mrs. Manning

                   Didn’t have those two minutes to spare.

                        SIMONE

                   Waitaminute…the guy SAID “Mrs. Manning?”

                   He knew her name?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah. He’s gotta know more than he’s

                   Lettin’ on, but I don’t know where this

                   ‘alleged’ gun buy fits in. If he’s

                   runnin’ a game on me, I WILL be Pissed.

                        SIMONE

                   Hang on, I think we got somethin’ here-

EXT. ALLEY

A stocky man with crew-cut hair and a GUITAR CASE enters the alley. He checks his watch and takes a look around him.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Doesn’t look like the musical type

                   If you ask me…

A few moments later a much younger man—almost a teenager-- enters the alley.

                        SIMONE (To radio)

                   I think these’re our players, guys—

                   Got the exits covered?

                        POLICEMAN (VO)

                   Only one other way out. Waitin’ for

                   Your signal…

                        SIMONE

                   Watch for the exchange…

The younger man begins to emerge with the Guitar Case. SIPOWICZ gets out of the car.

                        SIMONE

                   OK, we got the kid. Move on the other

                   Guy.

SIMONE steps out of the car. SIPOWICZ is approaching the KID who is trying to look nonchalant. SIMONE walks quickly up behind him. SIPOWICZ blocks the KID’S path, badge out and gun drawn.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Police. Can I see your guitar for a 

                   Moment, please?

                        KID

                   Sure!

He HURLS the case at SIPOWICZ and bolts past him, to be tackled 3 seconds later by SIMONE. SIPOWICZ staggers back from the impact of the case, but is unhurt. SIMONE busily frisks & cuffs the KID. SIPOWICZ picks up the case and stalks over, fuming.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Now WHY, I ask myself, would anyone

                   Want to just THROW a ‘guitar’ like

                   This AWAY?! 

The KID struggles but isn’t going anywhere. SIPOWICZ

Opens the case, to reveal two CAR-15s wired together.

                        SIMONE

                   Damn, they’re makin’ some WEIRD-lookin’

                   Guitars these days.

                        SIMONE

                   (Shrugs) You sent a lot of people

                   upstate, Andy. Maybe one of ‘em

                   is lookin’ for payback.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Well, let’s see if Sir Galahad wants

                   To talk about it…

INT. HOLDING AREA

SIPOWICZ and SIMONE glare down at Manning.

                        SIMONE

                   Attempted murder’s pretty damn bad,

                   Tony. But if we went back and found

                   Any traces of your eight-ball, you

                   Could be lookin’ at LIFE without parole.

                        MANNING

                   C’mon, what the Hell IS this? I told

                   Ya, I never heard of EITHER of ya 

                   Before!

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Who’d you score from, Tony? I want a 

                   Name.

                        MANNING

                   You want a name? Ronald McDonald.

                   There, you got a name.

                        SIMONE

                   Did someone OFFER you somethin’ to

                   Put a chokehold on your wife, Tony?

                   Was somebody getting’ worried about her?

                        MANNING

                   NO, man! It’s just like she said, she

                   Flushed my stash, so I taught her a

                   Lesson. I wasn’t gonna kill her. Just

                   Wanted to scare her.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah? Looks like ya scared her so much

                   She’s gonna send you away for 15 years.

                        MANNING

                   BULLSHIT. Give her one NIGHT without me

                   And she’s gonna snap like a pretzel. She

                   Ain’t rollin’ over on me. You just WAIT.

                        SIMONE

                   You know, Tony, it looks like you might

                   Have a little LICE problem there.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah. You’re right. We need this place

                   Nice an’ sanitary. Wouldn’t want an 

                   Infestation here.

                        SIMONE

                   Too bad ALL that hair’s gotta come off.

MANNING starts looking from SIMONE to SIPOWICZ in disbelief, nervously smoothing back his hair.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   (Nods) Let’s get Gianelli up here. 

                        SIMONE

                   Gianelli—he used to give cuts in the

                   Marine Corps, right?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Yeah. (To Manning) He does MY hair. 

                   Give him ten minutes and you’ll look

                   Like a new man.

                        MANNING

                   WAIT a damned minute, you can’t do this-

                        SIMONE

                   (Shrugs) Can’t have lice in here, Tony.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Besides, you don’t wanna go to the joint

                   With long hair. The cons’ll think you’re 

                   Easy. You’ll want to show ‘em you’re a 

                   TOUGH guy, right?

INT. CHURCH

CLOSE on the ALTAR as the Bomber overturns it. He’s raving as MARTINEZ & MEDAVOY enter, weapons out.

                        BOMBER

                   Fugitive GOD! Try and STOP me!

                        MEDAVOY

                   POLICE! DON’T MOVE! 

                        MARTINEZ

                   GET YOUR HANDS UP!

The Bomber turns, furious at the interruption. Seen clearly for the first time, he’s a tall white man in his thirties, dressed all in black under a leather trenchcoat. Attached to a wide belt at his waist are several sticks of dynamite.

                        BOMBER

                   Watch where you’re aimin’ those GUNS,

                   Officers! I’d HATE to drop this GRENADE!

CLOSE on the GRENADE in his right hand, held high. His other hand holds a large, unidentifiable pistol. He smiles.

                        MARTINEZ

                   Oh my God, the pin’s out—

                        MEDAVOY

                   (Backing up) All right, buddy, just

                   take it easy. We’re not aimin’ at you, 

                   see? (Lowers gun) Just tell us what

                   you want.

                        BOMBER

                   What I want?! (Snorts) I was GETTING

                   What I wanted ‘til you two heroes showed 

                   Up! I’m takin’ this place DOWN! 

The Bomber kicks over an ornate candleholder. MARTINEZ and MEDAVOY look at each other.

                        MARTINEZ

                   Look, you don’t have to do this. Let’s

                   Talk this over so nobody gets hurt…

The Bomber looks at MARTINEZ like he’s an idiot.

                        BOMBER

                   I don’t WANT anyone to get hurt. Look

                   Around you, hero, you see any hostages?

                   I got about ten minutes left on my 

                   Clock. If I was YOU, I’d start clearin’

                   Away all the GHOULS crowdin’ around 

                   Outside.

MEDAVOY looks at MARTINEZ and nods at the door. MARTINEZ stares back at him, gesturing to the Bomber. MEDAVOY gives him an I-got-it look. MARTINEZ backs out.

                        MEDAVOY

                   All right, take it easy. My partner’s

                   Gonna go back outside; I’m just gonna

                   Talk to you. 

The Bomber frowns at MEDAVOY, then backs up to the VESTIBULE. He picks up a GAS CAN and begins slinging streams of gas around the overturned altar.

                        BOMBER

                   You want to TALK to me. (Laughs) You

                   Must be DAMN lonely to wanna talk to ME.

                   (Shrugs) OK, hero. What do you wanna 

                   talk about?

                        MEDAVOY

                   How ‘bout WHY you wanna do this. I think

                   THAT’S the issue here. I mean, this 

                   Isn’t a crack house, it’s a CHURCH.

                        BOMBER

                   I KNOW it’s a church. It might as well

                   Be a crack house. Won’t matter in a few

                   Minutes, anyhow.

                        MEDAVOY

                   Hang on a minute, let’s start over. My

                   Name’s Greg. What’s yours?

                        BOMBER

                   (Snorts) Sounds like you wanna pick me

                   me up at a bar. (Beat) You can call me 

                   Pilate.

                        MEDAVOY

                   Okay, good, we got that outta the way.

                   Listen, uh, Pilate, you don’t want to do 

                   This.

                        BOMBER

                   (Smiles) Oh yes I do.

The Bomber slings more gas around.

                        MEDAVOY

                   (Agitated) No you don’t. I know you  

                   don’t. You wanna know WHY you don’t?

                        BOMBER

                   Go ahead, ‘Greg’. Tell me.

                        MEDAVOY

                   ‘Cause you got a TIMER. If you were

                   SERIOUS, you wouldn’t need a Timer.

                   You’d just blow the place, right?

                        BOMBER

                   (Laughs) You don’t GET it, do you?

                   I AM Serious. I got a TIMER ‘cause I’m

                   Givin’ Him a chance.

                        MEDAVOY

                   Givin’ WHO a chance?

                        BOMBER

                   Your ‘God’. This is His house, right?

                   I’m givin’ Him…six minutes to save it.

                   (Louder) YOU HEAR ME? THIS IS IT! SIX

                   MINUTES ‘TIL YOUR HOUSE BURNS! YOU GONNA

                   STOP ME, OR WHAT? C’MON, COWARD!

There is MOVEMENT from an alcove behind the bomber, and a shriek of rage. A tall NUN races out and whacks him with a holy-water sprinkler. The BOMBER roars in pain, staggering back a few feet. The NUN closes and hits him again. MEDAVOY covers the bomber, waiting for an opening. The BOMBER grabs the NUN in a savage HEADLOCK and aims his strange gun under her chin.

                        MEDAVOY

                   Whoa, WHOA! Don’t do anything hasty—

                        BOMBER

                   SHUT UP! (To the NUN) SO…he sent YOU!

                   Hahahaha! He sent a WOMAN. How does it

                   Feel to be a PUPPET?

The NUN glares at him, then at Medavoy.

                        NUN

                   Don’t worry about ME. Shoot this filthy

                   Animal.

                        MEDAVOY

                   Easy. Nobody has to shoot ANYONE, right,

                   Pilate…?

                        BOMBER

                   Only PUPPETS who attack from BEHIND…

He points the gun at her temple. It makes a strange CLICKING sound.

                        NUN

                   Go ahead. I know where I’ll end up.

                   And where YOU’LL go…

                        MEDAVOY

                   Let her go, Pilate.

                        BOMBER

                   Will you trade YOUR life for the

                   Puppet’s, Hero?

                        NUN

                   Don’t do it-

                        MEDAVOY

                   C’mon, just—

                        BOMBER

                   YES OR NO?

                        MEDAVOY

                   (Gasps) YES, all right?!

                   Just let her go…

                        BOMBER

                   (Laughs) Get in the confessional,

                   Hero. Now! And YOU…

He shoves the NUN towards the doors.

                        BOMBER

                   It’s your lucky day. Get out in

                   The street with the GHOULS.

                        NUN

                   (Furious) You’ll BURN for this…

                        BOMBER

                   (Grins) We’ll ALL burn.

MEDAVOY enters the confessional. The BOMBER shoots him—

But with some kind of DART. MEDAVOY grimaces and stumbles.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Look, maybe you think you’re

                   Doin’ everyone a FAVOR—

                        CALLER

                   It’s VERY rare that I grant

                   Anyone FAVORS, Detective.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   We DON’T want your help! And

                   I don’t appreciate bein’ JERKED

                   Around—

                        CALLER

                   (Laughs softly) It’s kind of IRONIC-

                   EVERYONE wants my help, but NO ONE

                   Wants to admit it. (Beat) And I

                   Didn’t think I was jerking you around,

                   Detective. You’ve captured criminals.

                   You’ve solved crimes. I’d think you

                   Would be happy about that.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Bein’ HAPPY don’t enter into it, pal.

                   Solvin’ crimes happens to be my JOB.

                        CALLER

                   But you don’t seem to LIKE it. And

                   You’ve come so far. You’ve defeated

                   Your drinking problems, you have a

                   Woman that loves you—

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Whoa, HOLD it…WHO told you I had any

                   Drinking problems?

                        CALLER

                   I know all about them.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   They’re none of your concern. And 

                   NEITHER is that woman who loves me,

                   You GOT that, pal?! You leave her

                   OUT of this! You leave her ALONE!

                        CALLER

                   You want me to leave her alone?

                   I can ASSURE you, you wouldn’t

                   Want that.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   Look, just—what the HELL do you

                   WANT from me?!

                        CALLER

                   A little respect would be appreciated.

                   But I don’t really NEED anything from

                   You. I just wanted you to know that I’m

                   Looking out for you. And I want you to

                   Keep up the good work.

                        SIPOWICZ

                   (Out of patience) Who ARE you?!

                        CALLER

                   (Sighs) You haven’t figured it out

                   by NOW, Detective?

                        SIPOWICZ

                   No, SORRY, I HAVEN’T figured it out

                   By now, Knowitall! That’s why I’m

                   ASKING! Who the HELL ARE YOU?!

                        CALLER

                   (Sighs) Well, I’ll give you a HINT.

                   According to YOU, My LAST name is

                   DAMNIT!

SIPOWICZ’ eyes widen as the caller hangs up.

EXT. BUILDING

A bandaged HAND flings the Cellular Phone out into space.

It vanishes into a flock of BIRDS that fly past it, into the sky. FADE. 

