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EXT. INNER C TY PROJIECTS - N GHT

Boarded row houses with cracked street pavenents. Drug
deal ers and addi cts own the night.

Two teenagers wal k toward a house-party with thunping rap
musi c. DARNEL, 16, never seen a day out of the hood, reads
over a crunpled piece of paper. JEFF, 16, street w se kid.

JEFF
Son, you being stupid as hell. You
just need to chill. Just sinply

pl ant the seed.
Darnel is busy with his read.

JEFF
You listening to nme? Cdips' battles
are no joke. | heard a youngin' got
shot for his raps being too weak.
At |east let nme see the rhynes.

Jeff tries to take the paper away but Darnel pockets it.

DARNEL

You know |I'm sensitive about my shit.
JEFF

Do you even got the two hundred to

put up?

Darnel pulls out a wad of cash with a twenty on top. Jeff
snags it and flips through the George Washi ngton's under neat h.

JEFF
Nah. You out of your m nd.
DARNEL
Jeff, am1 raw or nah?
JEFF
Come on son, you talking suicide
bonmber shit. Yes, | believe in you.

But I"'mnot wlling to die for you.

DARNEL
Have | ever lost? AmI| raw or nah?

Dar nel hands Jeff the crunpled paper. Jeff |ooks it over,
and cracks a brief smle. H's faith has been restored.
Dar nel snatches the paper and the cash back.

DARNEL
Exactly. Raw.



JEFF
Your delivery better not be weak
t hough. Yo, for real

DARNEL
VWhat were you tal king about planting
a seed?

JEFF

Just show your face and tell people
you can rhyme. Then next week maybe
they'll let you flow. You easing
your way in there. Not rushing shit.

DARNEL
| feel you. But ain't nobody got
time for that.

They stop in front of the boisterous house. A few TATTOOED
TOUGH GUYS stand outside, eyeing the boys.

JEFF
Don't just barge in there acting
i ke you know what's going on |ike
you always do. |If the vibe ain't
right, Darnel, just plant the fucking
seed. Don't be stupid.

Darnel nods to the tough guys as he walks into Jeff's |iving
nightmare. Jeff hesitantly foll ows.

| NT. HOUSE - DAY

A Hi p-Hop beat blares froma stereo. A marijuana cloud of
snoke occupi es the congested room as a vibrant CROND OF
PECPLE encircle TWO MC S in the mddle of a rap battle.

JAY SLAYEM you wouldn't want to cross paths wi th himanywhere
l et alone a dark alley, stands offensively close to his Rl VAL.

JAY SLAYEM
Put the bezel to your tenple, pul
the trigger, down a nigga goes unti
he trenbles. Step up to ny face and

"Il erase your entire nmental. 1'd
have your brains on the carpet.
Prayin' to your mama sayin' "I w sh

Jay- Sl ayem woul d just drop it"

The crowd goes crazy. The rival glares at Jay Slayem who's
busy boasting to his friends. The rival pushes him

CLIPS, 22, tattooed, permanent aggravated face, squeezes in
bet ween them before the fight breaks | oose.



TORI, 18, dips' prize of a girlfriend, stands behind him

CLI PS
Ai ght, aight, ya'll niggas better
cool that shit to zero before | put
one in both of ya'll notherfuckas.

The rappers cal mdown and regroup with their respective crews.

CLI PS
Up next, we got ny mans Kid Ruckus
and --

DARNEL
Me.

Darnel steps inside the small circle. The thugs |ook like
New Yor k skyscrapers the way they tower him

DARNEL
| got next.
CLI PS
Aye young, who's |il brother is this?

Don't this nigga got like after school
activities to partake in? The fuck?

DARNEL
|"'mD-Block. And | don't want to
battle Kid Ruckus, | want you.
Darnel holds up his wad of noney. The crowd becones wld

with wonder. Tori chuckl es.

TORI
You got two hundred for this, Darnel?

Darnel puts his noney away and | ooks at Cips: You ready?
Clips calns the crowd down.

CLI PS

Looks like Lil home saved a year's
worth of lunch noney for ne. Aight,
imma let "emhave it. Fifteen seconds
is all you got. GCet confortable.
"1l give you | ast.

(to DJ)
Drop that beat, bruh.

A hard beat plays. The crowd sways back and forth.

CLI PS
Rollin" in ny spot with his chest

out .
( MORE)



CLI PS ( CONT' D)
Cock ny forty-five, blow his chest
out. Thought he'd prove a point
comng to ny people. The only point
he'll weigh on is ny desert eagle's.

The crowd roars. Darnel catches a glinpse of Jeff. Jeff
face screans: This was a m st ake.

CLI PS ( CONT' D)
Parents on the | ookout, young boy
m ssin'. Chances he's alive? Nah,
suicide mssion. Ain't nobody
snitchin' 'cause ny teams hard.
Duckin' Fed questions |ike we playin'
dodge-ball. Stick you for your shoes,
bar ef oot ed, send you cryin' to your
mama. Find nme in her room jeans
crooked, |I'myour new fatha'.

The crowd goes berserk. Tori didn't appreciate the conment.

Cli ps gets handshakes from everyone and then points his finger

at Darnel like a gun, and pulls the trigger.
The beat comences. All eyes are on Darnel, |ike a pack of
hungry wol ves waiting for their prey to slip up.
DARNEL
Cut the beat. |'m going acapell a.

The beat stops. Darnel |ooks back at Jeff. Jeff urges him
to go on: Don't fuck this up.

Darnel slowy exhales... then.

DARNEL
The world is like a jungle and | ove's
t he undetectable virus running its
way through it.

Everyone exchanges confused | ooks.

DARNEL
But it's manageable, | risk the
i nevitable funble of nmy heart to
pursue it. Can you viewit? The
void you | eft when you graduat ed?
Wo cares if | feel emascul at ed,
"1l bare the indignity for you, ny
lady. | loved you in that yell ow
dress you use to wear, and with your
mel | ow, nmessy bun up there.

Darnel circles the top of his head as he | ooks up at Tori.



DARNEL

How about in drama class when you
sunk our boat? | swear girl we can
play Titanic, I'll be your Jack you
can be nmy Rose. | can't prom se
that we'll nesh, we'll bond, or we'll

click together.
wi t hout danger, stranger?

But what's | ove

And |

prom se you -- | can treat you better

The room drowns in a dangerous sil ence.

Dar nel | ooks straight

into Tori's eyes. Tori smles and | ooks down, bl ushing.

Clips evaluates the situation.

EXT. INNER C TY PROJIECTS - N GHT

Shoes gone, Darnel |inps down the street.

Jeff hel ps him

JEFF

You're stupid, son. So damm stupid!

Wth his free hand, Jeff holds Darnel's crunpled piece of
paper and reads.

JEFF
"Fuck with nme, you know | stay
strapped. Cock ny shit back, |ay
your ass flat |like a doormat" --
What happened to this?!

DARNEL
| should listen to you nore often.

JEFF
Now you want to consider what | had
to say? You ain't shit for timng.

DARNEL
Nah man, I'mstraight. | was raw.

JEFF
You got all your shit taken. You
ain't get her nunber, her address,
not hing. How are you straight?

Wth a black eye and bl oody nose, Darnel |ooks up at his
friend wwth a smile.

DARNEL
| planted the seed.

FADE OUT



	1	EXT. INNER CITY PROJECTS - NIGHT
	2	INT. HOUSE - DAY
	3	EXT. INNER CITY PROJECTS - NIGHT

