JOOLZ : JEWEL OF NEW YORK

By Dan Cooper

Ext. Night. 

A thin man in expensive clothes is sobbing to himself, sat on the floor, his knees drawn up beneath his chin and arms wrapped around him. Joolz is leaning with her back against the wall and stooped so that their heads are on the same level. Between agonised sobs, he talks to her.

JOOLZ:

So you were just playing?

MAN:

Yea – like she always, every time I had this girl, she liked it when I put my hands around her neck when we fucked.

JOOLZ:
And this time it got out of hand; you didn’t know what to do.

MAN:
I tried to give her CPR, all that shit.

JOOLZ:
That how she wound up all cut up and bleeding?

The MAN provides no response.

JOOLZ:
What I don’t get is why you wrapped her up in a rug and dropped her on the jersey turnpike.

The MAN looks up at JOOLZ, and with earnest seriousness says

MAN:
My carpet’s made of Persian silk. Do you have any idea how much it would cost to get a stain out?

Cut-to

Titles.

PATRICK is in a public bathroom. The BATHROOM is dank, nasty, the worst New York has to offer. It appals the eyes, and PATRICK should look perfectly suited there. He fits in. He is dirty. He is shifty. His conversation is peppered with ticks and false starts. 

PATRICK is on the phone

PARICK:
What else do you want me to fucking say? You can’t just buy this shit at Costco.

(The person at the other end of the phone has stern words to say about that)

You want another pair by when? How the fuck am I gonna manage that. 

(We can hear them say “I’ll take care of the police, you just get me that shit”)

Yea. Whatever.

JOOLZ is at her desk. We can see her nameplate, JULIE KLAUSNER – HOMICIDE. DOC BROWN taps her on the shoulder. He grins pervertedly.

DOV BROWN:

Oh are you for the shit! (beat) Do not check out do not pass go you are not going home tonight!

JOOLZ:

You cocksucker. What.

DOC BROWN hands her a manilla cardboard file. She opens it.

DOC BROWN:

She didn’t die of asphyx, or any of your scumbag’s co called “resus wounds”. She died thanks to a 50g bag of Heroin that burst by her left kidney, or what’s left of it.

JOOLZ (Staring at photos)

Some bastard had you turning tricks and running shit. Damn.

DOC BROWN:

Looks like a back alley surgeon with a correspondence course in fucking up missed one of the baggies. When it popped pfft.

The CHIEF shouts, from the office.

CHIEF:
Klausner! Get the fuck in here! I plan on retiring some time whilst my one remaining ball still remains working.

JOOLZ enters the CHIEF’s office. Sat opposite is STEPHEN.

The CHIEF is in a wheelchair.

CHIEF:
Not long really, I’ll be up when the immuno suppressants have done their thing. (beat) Wahey, it’s Joolz, the red headed fucking ass backward stepchild of the department. Where the hell did we find you Klaus?, because I certainly do not recall taking an advert out in cretin monthly. Do you, or do you not realise that you now have not solved a fucking crime to the satisfaction of this department in over a month?

JOOLZ throws the folder to the CHIEF

JOOLZ:
This one’s mine. 

CHIEF:
it better be, because if you don’t start putting a plus point on these fucking stats soon, I’m gonna feed you my old dead kidney just before I end you! 

JOOLZ (Shit eating grin):
Yes sir.

Jump-Cut to

JOOLZ is sitting in an alleyway with two bottles of red wine. Both are open and in her hands. She drains the right side bottle, and casually lets it smash to the ground next to her as she continues with the left.

JOOLZ:
Fucking statistics. Fuck that shit.

As she sits, silently staring out, she suddenly sees STEPHEN

