
(Pembelton has just locked a 14 year old up for capital murder, and now his coworker Kay 
Howard is suspicious of her suspicions on a case.)Pembelton: You know, every day I get out of 
bed and drag myself to the next cup of coffee. I take a sip and the caffeine kicks in. I can focus 
my eyes again. My brain starts to order the day. I'm up, I'm alive. I'm ready to rock. But the time 
is coming when I wake up and decide that I'm not getting out of bed. Not for coffee, or food or 
sex. If it comes to me, fine. If it won't, fine. No more expectations. The longer I live, the less I 
know. I should know more. I should know the coffee's killing me. You're suspicious of your 
suspicions? I'm jealous, Kay; I'm so jealous. You still have the heart to have doubts. Me? I'm 
going to lock up a 14 year old kid for what could be the rest of his natural life. I got to do this. 
This is my job. This is the deal. This is the law. This is my day. I have no doubts or suspicions 
about it. Heart has nothing to do with it anymore. It's all in the caffeine.



