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Two cops--
partners.

They see it all: the good,
the bad, and the crazy.

Not to mention the fact that
they're human beings, with lives and loves of their own.

They will succeed or fail
together.

This is their
story.
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Main characters:

 


Officer Jim Earnest
– Rookie, probationary officer partnered with
Wry; the dark-haired Earnest is very handsome and happily
married

 


Officer Pete Wry
– Field Training Officer, responsible for molding
Earnest into a good cop; although older and more experienced, the
fair-haired Wry is still boyishly good-looking

 


Sergeant “Fitz”
Fitzwilliam – Watch commander

 


 














“Both of
Us” (Louise)

His fingers lightly brushed hers as
they walked side-by-side to her front door. It was a relaxed,
leisurely pace, as if neither was in a rush to reach their
destination.

“I’m sorry the movie
turned out the way it did,” he said. “Not sure what a rowdy bunch
of teenagers was doing there; it didn’t seem to be the type of film
they’d enjoy.”

She shrugged. “It’s not important. I
didn’t think the movie was that good, anyway.”

He smiled. “Me either. But of the
movies available, I figured that was our best bet.”

“Sorry to disappoint you,”
she said.

“Don’t be sorry. We
probably would have been better off skipping the movie and staying
outside,” he said, glancing up at the sky. “It’s a beautiful
night.”

“It is,” she agreed,
looking up as well. “Too bad the city lights are so bright. We
can’t see much of the sky from here.”

“Well, maybe some night we
can find a place where the air is clear and there are no lights
blocking the view of the stars.”

“I think I’d like that.”
She smiled. “I have to say, I was a bit surprised when you called
yesterday.”

“Oh? Why’s
that?”

“You took my name and
number because I was a witness to that accident. I didn’t expect
you’d use that information for non-official purposes.”

“Well, because you
are a witness,” he said
lightly, “I have a responsibility as a law enforcement officer to
keep you safe.”

Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “And
you’ve done a fine job. At no time this whole evening have I felt
the slightest hint of danger.”

Finally they reached the doorstep, and
he stopped.

She turned toward him, tossing her
head slightly to move the honey-blond bangs out of her eyes. “Well,
I guess this is the part where I tell you I enjoyed the
evening.”

He arched a brow, visible in glow from
a nearby streetlight. “Only if you mean it.” He had a way of
speaking that that made it sound as if he was drawing out his
words, sort of a nonchalant drawl.

“Of course I mean it,” she
replied, wide eyes belying the hint of humor. “I wouldn’t dare lie
to a police officer.”

“Good thing,” he said
lightly, stepping closer. “I’d hate to have to use the cuffs on
you.”

“Uh-oh, maybe I spoke too
soon about not being in any danger....”
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Scene: Officers Earnest
and Wry, in patrol car. Wry is driving, eyes on the
road.

Earnest:
(Glances at Wry.) So,
how was your date last night, with Louise?

Wry: (Nods.) It was good.

Earnest:
Yeah? You had a nice time? Both of
you?

Wry: (Rolls eyes.) No, only one of us
enjoyed it. Yes, Earnest, we had a nice time—both of us.

Earnest:
Think you’ll see her again?

Wry: (Nods again.) I think so.

(Earnest nods as well, and
is silent, but clearly wants to ask more. Finally, after another
minute or two, he can’t keep himself from speaking
again.)

Earnest:
She sounds like a nice girl. You should bring her
over for dinner one night. Eileen and I would love to meet
her.

Wry: I’ll bet.

Earnest:
What? What does that mean?

Wry: You and Eileen... you’re a great couple, obviously made for
each other, but you have this annoying habit of trying to pair
people up and marry them off.

Earnest:
So what’s wrong with that? We want our friends to
be happy.

Wry: (Putting his hand up in placating manner.)
That’s a very nice sentiment, and those of us
who, um, ‘benefit’ from it appreciate your efforts on our behalf.
But still... don’t you think that we—your friends, that is—can be
trusted to look to our own happiness?

Earnest:
(Shrugging even as his eyes scan the passing
surroundings for anything out of the ordinary.) Sure, but what’s the harm of a little outside help? Sometimes
it takes an objective observer to see which pieces work well
together. Sort of like overseeing a chess board.

Wry: Well, as one of your ‘chess pieces’—and for your sake, I hope
I was cast in the role of the knight and not a pawn or rook—may I
politely remind you that we already know our own business, and
prefer to handle it ourselves?

Earnest:
I know, Pete. It was just a
suggestion.

Wry: I understand that. Believe me, when the time is right, I’ll
be glad to have you and Eileen meet Louise. Or any other girl I
happen to be dating. All in good time, partner.
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“Who I
Date” (Liz)

The hostess greeted them as they
entered the restaurant. “Hi, Pete, nice to see you again. I have a
booth ready across from the bar, if that works for you,” she said,
smiling at him.

“Thanks, that’s
fine.”

Once the couple was seated the hostess
handed them menus. Then, with a final glance in his direction, she
returned to her post.

“I hate to say it, but I
have to admit I’m starving,” he said as he opened the menu. “Every
time my partner and I were about to take a break, we’d get a call.
How about you?”

His date nodded. “I didn’t get to eat
much of a lunch today, either. Crazy day at work.”

“You work at a bank, is
that right?”

“Yes,” she said, her rich
brown hair dancing as she nodded. “Technically, I work for a
financial institution. When you tell people you work ‘for a bank,’
they immediately envision their nearest bank branch, and assume
you’re a teller.”

“So what
do you do for the...
financial institution?”

“Right now I work in
commercial lending. We handle financial matters for a variety of
small and medium-sized businesses.” She smiled. “I imagine that
sounds pretty boring considering your line of work.”

“Not at all,” he assured
her. “Every job has its interesting aspects.”

“I suppose,” she agreed,
“although, like many things, ‘interesting’ is in the eye of the
beholder. To anyone who’s not a desk jockey, like I am, what I do
probably sounds deadly dull. By contrast, being a police officer
must be exciting—sometimes even dangerous.” Flushing, she added
quickly, “I probably shouldn’t assume that. I’m sure at times it
can be just as hum-drum and tedious as any other job.”

He smiled. “It can be both. We might
get a robbery call in the morning that turns dicey, and then the
rest of the day can be nothing but routine traffic stops and calls
from irate neighbors about barking dogs.”

“Yeah, and I guess you
also have to deal with all sorts of people—angry ones,
uncooperative ones, annoying ones. And worse.”

After a slight pause, he said, “To be
honest, I really prefer not to talk much about my work.”

She nodded, looking slightly
embarrassed. “Fair enough,” she said, and then, after a pause:
“So... how about that local sports team?”

His hazel eyes shone
appreciatively and the corners of his
mouth twitched upward. “Yeah. How about ‘em?”
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Scene: Patrol car, early
morning; Earnest and Wry get into the car, stowing their hats and
buckling in.

Earnest:
(In passenger seat; picks up radio.)
Lincoln-two-four-five, day watch, clear. (Stifles
yawn)

Dispatcher:
Lincoln-two-four-five, roger.

(Wry pulls out of parking
space and leaves the station.)

Wry: Did you watch the game last night?

Earnest:
(Yawns) No. I wanted to,
but.... something came up.

Wry: (Grins.) Earnest! On a weeknight?
I’m shocked!

Earnest:
(Rolls his eyes.) Neighbors stopped by just as I was about to turn on the game,
so instead I had to sit out on the patio talking about grass seed
and fertilizer and dog-leash laws for two hours.

Wry: (Shakes head.) That’s the curse of
suburban living.

Earnest:
(Looks at Wry.) You
don’t have neighbors who drop by?

Wry: I live in an apartment, remember? In my building there’s not
a lot of socializing. We see each other in the hallways or at the
mail boxes, and that’s about it. Besides, my neighbors know I carry
a gun; that cuts down the number of people who ring my
bell.

(Pause.)

Earnest:
So, I guess you
watched the game?

Wry: I caught the last half-inning.

Earnest:
Just the last half-inning? Why so little, did you
go out last night?

Wry: (Nods.) I had a date.

Earnest:
Yeah? Louise again?

Wry: No, this was another girl—Liz.

Earnest:
Liz? What about Louise?

Wry: What about Louise? I guess I could’ve invited her along too, but that
would have just been awkward.

Earnest:
I thought you liked Louise, wanted to see her
again.

Wry: (Shrugs as he scans traffic ahead.) I do. Hopefully, I’ll see her this weekend.

Earnest:
Then why are you seeing another girl?

Wry: What, now you’re going to tell me who I can date?

Earnest:
Well, no, but... you say you like one girl, and
then you date another. I’m just confused, I guess.

Wry: Well, luckily, there’s one person who’s not confused about who I’m dating.
And that person is me.

Earnest:
(Nods.) Yeah, I know,
it’s not any of my business who you date.

Wry: (Shakes his head.) No, I kinda make
it your business by talking about it, and I know you’re going to
have your opinions.

Earnest:
(Nods again.) You just
don’t want to hear my opinion.

Wry: Not unless I ask for it.

Earnest:
So where did you meet Liz?

Wry: At the car dealer—the service department. I took mine in for
tire rotation, and she was there waiting while her car was having
something done. She drives the sweetest little vintage
Mustang.

Earnest:
(Opens mouth to respond, but is interrupted by
radio call.)

Dispatcher:
Lincoln-two-four-five. Four-fifteen at Emerson
Park pavilion. Possible persons with knives.

Earnest:
(Picks up radio.) Lincoln-two-four-five, roger.

Wry: Here we go.
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