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Two cops, Jackson (male) and Madge (female), patrol the beat. 
An old woman passes them. Suddenly a criminal in a ski mask 
knocks the old woman over and grabs her purse.

JACKSON
Look, a citizen is in distress. 

MADGE
Let’s go!

The criminal sees them approaching. The criminal removes a 
gun and shoots. A bullet catches Madge in the leg. The 
criminal takes off.

JACKSON
Holy shit! Madge, are you okay? Can 
you hear me?

MADGE
Yeah, I’m alright. But tell the 
station I need an ambulance.

Jackson takes out his cell phone. He hesitates. He looks down 
at Madge writhing in pain. Jackson begins to type.

MADGE (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing?

JACKSON
I’m texting the station. I’m not 
gonna let you die Madge!

MADGE
What? Why!?

JACKSON
To tell them the situation! It’s an 
emergency!

MADGE
Why don’t you just call?!

JACKSON
Wouldn’t it be kind of weird if I 
called about this? 



MADGE
No! I’ve been shot!

JACKSON
Yeah, but this feels more like a 
text situation, you know?

MADGE
What are you talking about?

JACKSON
It’s kind of a gut feeling, some 
things you call about others you 
text...

Jackson hits send.

MADGE
Give them a fucking call-

JACKSON
Well, they’re at work and I don’t 
want to be “that guy” who always 
calls. Besides, this way we can 
respond at our own pace...

MADGE
Are you kidding me?!

JACKSON
Oh wait-

Jackson looks back down at his phone. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Okay so the station says “New 
phone, who is this?” What? Oh damn. 
I sent that to the wrong person. 
“Station” is right next to “Stacy” 
in my phone. My bad-

MADGE
I can feel the bullet inside me!

JACKSON
Just hang in there, you’re gonna be 
fine. I re-sent the text.

Beat. Madge continues to moan. The phone vibrates again.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
So the station now says “What are 
you up to tonight?”
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MADGE
Christ! You haven’t told them yet?

JACKSON
Nah, I just started with a simple 
“Hey”, to get the ball rolling.

MADGE
But I’ve been shot!

JACKSON
Yeah, but people hate reading long 
block texts, you want to start 
slow. More conversational.. 

MADGE
...like if you actually called 
them!

JACKSON
Yeah, see, you get it. Look, I’m 
explaining the situation now.

Jackson focuses back on the phone. He continues to text.

MADGE
Agghh! The bullet is chewing 
through my flesh! 

JACKSON
Here let me read this out loud to 
you, tell me if it makes sense. 
“Hey, sup guys-

MADGE
What!? No. I think you should call 
them!

JACKSON
Or, maybe you should call them. 
You’ve been on the force longer. 
You know them better than I do.

MADGE
I think I’m going under. I can see 
God. He’s vaguely Asian.

JACKSON
Ah, here we go...damn! Looks like 
my phone auto-corrected “shot” to 
“showered”. “Madge has been 
showered” (laughs) Let’s hope so.

Madge loudly moans again. Jackson check his phone again.
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JACKSON (CONT’D)
Hmmm, they’re not responding.

MADGE
Good Lord.

JACKSON
I know! It’s really weird right? 
They were so quick on the first 
text but now, nothing. (shrugs) 
Maybe they’re on the subway?

MADGE
The entire station!?

Jackson pulls his phone back out. He kneels down next to 
Madge.

JACKSON
Hold on! Help will be here soon.

MADGE
I’m not gonna make it. Tell my 
husband not to remarry.

A vibration. Jackson looks at his phone. 

JACKSON
Uh-O. They sent back a smiley 
emoticon, I don’t know if that 
means help is on the way or they’re 
happy you got shot? Let’s hope it’s 
the first one...

MADGE
Please, my dying wish is that you 
call...

JACKSON
Alright, alright! Sheesh.

Jackson puts the phone up to his ear.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Hey Station, this is Jackson. 
What’s that? Okay, great. (Jackson 
hangs up) Good news Madge, the 
station just emailed an ambulance.

Blackout.
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