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CAPT. STOTTLEMEYER
(quickly, anxious to
gnter)
None of our business, Monk. Here we
go. Give him the ticket.

Monk ia frozen, tickets still in hand. All arcund them:
PANDEMONTUM ! PEOELE are RUNNING and SCREAMING!
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SCREAMING WOMAN //
4 -—-? SOMEBODY CALL 9-1-1!
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Capt . Stottlemeyer sighs. He gives in. Shit shit shit.
Shitty timing. He and Monk walk off... toward the fire. ..
away from the stadium.
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