GANGSTA

TEASER
FADE | N:
EXT. ESTABLI SHI NG SOUTH CENTRAL LOS ANGELES - EVEN NG
Gaffiti notifies the passerby of the gang's territory.
RAP MJSI C pl ays.
Mom and Pop |iquor and grocery stores intermngle with fast
food joints, enpty |ots, abandoned buil di ngs, boarded up
w ndows and cracked glass. The streets are littered.
A young African Anerican boy, 13, LEMONT NATHAN (LIL'L) stands
in front of a pawn shop, transfixed by the TV as he watches
a beautiful nustang run into frane. Slight, but nuscul ar,
he's used to defending hinself on the streets. H's face is
filled wth dreans, sadness, w shful ness.
MR. HO, the store owner, cones to the front of the shop and
raps on the window. He raps on the wi ndow and notions Lenont
away.

Lenont's face hardens with his street mask as he gives the
Asi an his mad dog | ook.

M. Ho waves his fist at the boy and Lenont continues to
gl are.

SI RENS serenade the streets. Lenont | ooks around.

A group of kids, wearing gang attire, hang out around an old
Mercury convertible that has clearly seen better days.

Lenont quickly wal ks in the other direction.

Down the street, an elderly woman rocks on her porch, watching
t he nei ghbor hood.

A police car drives by on patrol
| NT. NATHAN APARTMENT - EVEN NG
Lenont undoes the nultiple | ocks on the door and enters.

LI"L L
Mons!

RAWSHAN NATHAN, 8, slimlike his brother, runs to the ol der
boy and hugs him There's admration in his eyes.



RAWSHAVWN
You bangi n?

Fromthe oversized and well worn chair, his usual place, the
voi ce of NORM JENKINS (|l ate 30s) boons out as he cheers for

his teamon the TV football ganme. Enpty beer bottles and a

bag of spicy pork rinds litter the side of his chair. Norm
i's EDNA NATHAN s common | aw husband.

Edna Nathan (m d 30s), a haggard | ooking, once attractive
woman, steps out fromthe small kitchen. She w pes her hands
on a worn apron.

EDNA
Lenont? \Were you been?
NORM (O . S.)
Shut the fuck up, Niggas. | can't

hear ny fuckin gane.

Nor m ups the SOUND OF THE GAME conming fromthe small TV set
atop the non working floor nodel.

LI'L L
Fuck your fuckin gane!
NORM
Shut yer mouth boy or I'Il shut it

for you.
He ups the sound agai n.

LI'L L
Why don't you --

EDNA
Lenont !

Nor m | ooks around the torn tuffs of the chair and stares
Lenont down. G easy dreadl ocks drip down the side of Norms
face. Norms stubbled face is scarred and pock marked maki ng
himl ook all the neaner.

Lenont matches with his nad dog stare.

NORM
Wman, get that shit faced nigga
outa ny sight.

EDNA
Norm e - -

Normrises fromthe chair to his full height of six feet,
two hundred and thirty pounds. He takes two steps over to
Edna.



NORM
Don't give ne lip, Bitch. Both ya
get the fuck outa ny sight.

RAWSHAVWN
You shut up to ny mana.

Rawshawn, barely comng up to Norm s waist, runs up to his
step father. He begins beating on the man's leg to no avail.

Norm | aughi ng, catches the boy's hands in his and roughly
t osses hi m away.

Lenont catches his brother before he falls.

Rawshawn t hen cowers behind his brother as Normturns and
gives his owm nmad dog stare.

Edna starts to wal k between themin an effort to shield her
sons.

Nor m grabs Edna's upper arm and cl anps down hard.

EDNA
ow

NORM
| can't fuckin' believe you're stil
here, Bitch

Li'L pulls a small pistol fromhis waist band.

LI'"L L
Leave Mama al one! | want you outa
nmy fuckin house.

Normturns to glare.

NORM
You think you're a fuckin big shot
nigga wwth a gun?

She tries to nove away and Norm yanks her back closer to
him alnost like a shield. Her eyes plead with her son to
stop this.

LI'L L
You ain't gonna fuck her up again.

Nor m noves his hand to the back of her neck, pinching ever
so slightly.

NORM
Tell'm Bitch. You do what | say.



LI'L L
This ain't your house. You sittin'
all day wit yer thunb up yer asshol e
drinkin and nessin with Mama. Get
the fuck out or I'mgonna ness with
you.

NORM
Bi t ch!

EDNA
Lenont, let it go honey. Go out
wi th your friends.

Li'L | ooks fromhis nother to Norm and back to his nother.
He slowy lowers the pistol.

LI'L L
By Blood, this ain't over, Mitherfucker.

NORM
You the man, nigga. Go back to
your gang bangin shit-ass friends.

EDNA
G to Aunt Carice. [|'ll be al
right.
LI'L L
Yeah, Mons. \Whatever you say.
He flips the bird to Norm Hs little brother still clings
to Lenmont's | eg.
RAWSHAVWN
Take me with, Le. | wanna bang with
youse.
LI'L L

Not now, little man. You needs to
take care of manma.

EXT. 108 & W LM NGITON - N GHT

An abandoned war ehouse, this is the kickback center for Li'l
L's set.

Totally at ease and totally sure of hinmself, Li'l L swaggers
toward his homes who sit on top of the parked car at the
cor ner.

There is BB (BEN WH TE) an ol d gangster (O3 -17. Towering
over the others, he's scarred fromknife and gunshot wounds.
He's spent nore than a third of his life in jail. H's body
s covered with tattoos glorifying his gang set.



He has a hardness to himthat he wears |i ke a shield.

Wearing a red plaid shirt, big baggy pants, and a red
bandanna, he snokes a joint and reclines on the hood with
sone of his crew.

EZ (EZEKIEL) -14 - is BB s rotund lieutenant. H's easy going
attitude masks his brutality. He wears the sanme uniform

HAMMVER (JAM L), 12 - is smaller than nost of them He's
Lil'L's roll dog (best friend); and BOOVER (ALI) is a pudgy
13 year old who speaks with a stutter and | oves his boom
box.

RAP MJSI C pl ays as BB passes a joint around.

BB
Yo, nigga, wassup?

Li'L sides up to the car and positions hinself in a slouch
agai nst the vehicle. He takes a 40 oz A d English 800 beer
fromEz and chugs it.

LI"L L
Sane ol, sane ol.

EZ
Dude, you gotta snoke that pussy shit.

Li'L L takes another swig fromthe bottle.

LI'L L
Mut hafucker. |1'mgonna do it.
HAMVER

Beef with m nes, den the beef is m nes.
Li'L gives his roll dog (best friend) a high five.

LI'L L
You roll with ne?

Hammer nods.

BB
Be easy, honez. W gotta take care
of dat shit later. W got war. Dem
crabs hit on Juke t'day. Can't |et
e'mget away with dat. Ez, round
the soldiers up, nan. W bout to
get down.

EZ
Dem ni ggas try' na fade Bl ood.



LI'"L L
Nah, Blood. Demlanmes ain't strong
enf for that. You feel ne, Blood?

BB
| feel ya

EXT. NATHAN APARTMENT. -LATER THAT N GHT

Normexits the apartnment still in an angry nood. He gets
into his car - an old Chevy - and turns right toward the
beckoning liquor store lights.

A blue faded Cadillac cruises the streets, lights off, follow ng
behi nd him

At the corner of Jefferson and Vernont, the Caddy pulls up
besi de Norm who is about to make a turn. Three nmasked
figures sit in the car. One |eans out of the passenger

w ndow.

MASKED BOY
Hey! N gga!

Normturns to see a gun, wapped in a blue bandanna. Before
he can duck, it fires rapidly.

TAT!  TAT! TAT! TAT! TAT!

Hi s car wi ndow shatters as the door and Norm are repeatedly
hit. He slunps in the driver's seat. Blood spurts from
Norm s dreadl ocks down his face. H's head falls forward on
the HORN as the car rolls into the curb and stops. The HORN
conti nues to bl ow

FADE QOUT:
END TEASER




ACT ONE
FADE | N:
| NT. TASHA' S APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON NEXT DAY

ROBERT PEPERTON (30s) Italian dark, nuscul ar and | ean, stands
in front of a full length mrror putting the finishing touches
on his police uniform

Still lounging on the nussed bed is African Anerican TASHA
HARDY (20s.) She is discreetly covered by the sheet. Her
fragil e | ooks fool everyone especially the perps.

ROBERT
Get dressed.

He tosses her uniformshirt onto the bed.
TASHA
So? You afraid of the big bad
detective?

ROBERT
|"moutta here. You com ng?

Languor ously, she stretches.

TASHA
See ya, O ficer Bobby.

He SLAMS the door as he | eaves.

Her smle fades to a sad weariness. She gets up and crosses
the room catching her face in the mrror. Though in her
twenties, her hard life is beginning to show A few faint
wri nkl es suggest thensel ves near her eyes.

Si ghi ng, she shakes her head.

TASHA ( CONT' D)
Shit...Shit...

She crosses to the bathroom |I|onely, heavy heart ed.

TASHA ( CONT' D)
Grl, what the hell you doing?

EXT. JEFFERSON & VERMONT - THAT NI GHT
Houses and walls are covered with graffiti.

Yel | ow tape cordons off the crinme scene.



8.

A coroner's van bl ocks the street as sone officers push back
the I ooky I oos. Ohers question possible witnesses. Stil
others shine flashlights into dark. A k-9 unit works the

ar ea.

Dog handl ers gui de the canines through the area to shift out
evi dence.

Nunbered yel |l ow plastic cones mark where spent shell casings
lie. DETECTIVES LEO O HALLAN (|l ate 30s) and JOEL GOLDSTEI N
(late 20s) bend down searching the ground for evidence.
OHallan is a red haired beefed up Irishman, | ooking good
enough for the cover of GQ A 3D (detective third grade),
he resents having to babysit the coll ege grad newbi e.

Gol dstein, intense and slender, is eager to prove hinself as
t he newest nenber of the gang unit. Instead of a yarmul ke,
he wears an LAPD basebal |l cap covering his dark curly hair.

LEO
That hat's not gonna stay on | ong
when you' re runni ng.

JOEL
Had no problens in vice.

LEO
In vice, you just played detective.
This is where the real shit happens.
We're up agai nst buffed up, drugged
up kids, better arned than the G een
Ber et s.

Joel's phone RINGS. Reluctantly, he reaches for it. He
gl ances at the read out.

JOEL
ol dstein. Yeah. Sammy, |'m at
work. No. Later, boy.

He hangs up and sees Leo staring at him

LEO
Rul e one. KEEP your personal shit
at hone.

JOEL
| know, but -

LEO
No buts. | told you. Stay focused
or you'll never survive.

JOEL

Yeah, Sir.



He wat ches an evi dence tech, wearing rubber gloves, as he
pi cks up a powder burned bl ue bandanna and places it in a
paper evi dence bag.

JCEL (CONT' D)
Sonmeone was either sloppy or it was
pl ant ed.

LEO
(shrugs)
Doesn't nean shit.

JOEL
You're saying it was random

LEO
The shit spreads |ike tooth decay
when you don't take care of it. As
far as |'mconcerned, these fuckers
are doing the conmunity a service
when they kill each other.

Joel shoots hima | ook.

JCEL
VWhat about the little ones?

Leo shrugs.

LEO
The damm mushroons? One |less future
banger. You getting this?

Leo strolls around to the driver's side of the car.
| NT. GANG UNIT CAR - N CKERSON GARDENS - SAME TI ME - N GHT

DETECTI VE JESSE MARTINS (late 30s) a gangly African Anmerican
sits in the driver's seat. Next to himis newy pronoted
DETECTI VE VERONI CA PEPERTON (|l ate 20s). Blonde, attractive
smart, she's Robert's wife. Not soneone you woul d expect
wor ki ng gangs.

Flood lights illumnate the nearly deserted housing courtyard.
A beat up sofa sits off to one side with four African Anmerican
young adults lounging, listening to nusic and snoking. Red

bandannas are clearly seen sticking fromthe pants pockets.

VERONI CA
Qui et tonight.

JESSE
(directs her attention)
See that apartnent.



10.
He points to one in the far west corner.
Veroni ca nods as the curtain falls fromthe w ndow.

VERONI CA
Yeah.

JESSE
Little girl named Denize lives there.
Wants to be a dancer

VERONI CA
You' re the one.
JESSE
Yeah. | capped her brother |ast

nmonth. Had no choi ce, he was packing.

VERONI CA
So that's it. Operation Shoel ace is
about quilt?

JESSE
No...Il...

The four boys get up. They walk, arns |linked in conradery.
Jesse notions in their direction as he starts the car.

EXT. JEFFERSON & VERMONT - LATER THAT NI GHT

W apping up the crinme scene and finishing the field reports,
Leo gl ances up fromhis paper work to watch Joel carefully.
Leo then | ooks over to the crowd and sees AVMBER MADOT, 13,
Ez's baby mama. He nods toward her. The well devel oped
teen glares at him

Joel sits on the curb talking with Li'l L.

A tearful Edna is being interviewed nearby by another officer.
Li'L wears a Penn State hoodie over his red shirt. Rawshawn
sits next to his older brother, |eaning his head agai nst

hi m

LI'L L
You new huh?

JOEL
First day. M partner --.

LI'L L
(sorts)

JOEL
You don't like hinf



11.

LI'L L
He's a cop. You're a cop. But you're --
You a Jew, huh?

JOEL
How d you guess?

The boy notions to his notebook with the nanme CGol dstein on
it.
LI'L L

My auntie worked for folks a few
years back. Always wore hats.

JCEL
| see. You have a problemw th ny
bei ng Jew sh?

LI'L L
Naw. Cool by you, it's cool by ne.
My auntie sald they always treated
her better than anyone el se.

JOEL

Uh, thanks. Imguess. So, you ?oing
to Penn State when you're out o
hi gh school ?

LI'L L
Yeabh. ' mthinkin about it.

JOEL
Real | y? What state is it in?

LI'L L
(shrugs)
Who the fuck cares?

Joel is taken a back. He's still not used to the attitude
of the kids on the streets here.

JOEL
Too bad about your father.

LI'L L
Mut her f ucki ng asshole weren't no
daddy.

JOEL
Right. He was your stepfather.

LI'L L
Mut her fucki n piece of shit nore |ike
It.

JOEL
Did he have problens wth anyone?



12.

Li'L gives Joel a long |ook. Not seeing his brother's |ook,
Rawshawn vol unteers wth bravado.

RAWSHAVN
The mut her fucker watched TV and sucked
up all the juice. Mns be fooled by
him but he ain't gonna hurt no one
no nore.

JOEL
He sl ap her around?

Li'l L shrugs. He puts his arm around Rawshawn, huggi ng hi m
close as if trying to tell himto be quiet, but the boy
doesn't get the nessage.

JOEL ( CONT' D)
So who do you think did this?
RAWEHAVWN
It be demcrabs. W's at war, ya
know. We flatlined themjust the
ot her day.

JOEL
Real ly? Tell nme about that.

Joel flips open his notebook.

Li'L squeezes his brother's hand.

RAWEHAVWN

oM Le..

Hammer strolls over.

HAMVER

Wassup, Bl ood?
LI'L L

(shrugs)

Dis here Detective CGol dstein.
HAMVER

Ch, yeah, right. | holla at ya later,

Bl ood.
LI'L L

(to Rawshawn)
Go on nowwith '"im boy.

RAVWGHAVWN
But - -

A ook fromhis older brother silences the boy.



Rawshawn si ghs and slips off the curb,

fol | om ng Hammer .

Joel waits until the boys are out of ear shot.

JOEL
You hang with the Bl oods?

13.
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