Project Greenthumb

By James C
FADE IN:

INT. DARKNESS

There is nothing but dead silence.

A teenager’s voice emerges from the dark.






TEENAGER (V.O.)




You guys ever heard of Project Greenthumb?




(Beat)

Good, looks like you guys are in for a treat. It started back in the year 2005. Four friends decided that weed was starting to become overpriced. So they took action.

(Coughs)

Basically, these four guys drove to each of these dope dealers places, and stole all the weed from them. Then after that, they’d redistribute it at a much lesser cost. After about two years of their operation going strong, they disappeared. No one heard from them, and all pot buyers were forced to go back to their old dealers.

INT. BASEMENT

Three teenagers are sitting around the basement in a circle. One of them has a joint in his hand. He takes a hit and passes it to the next kid.






TEENAGER

It’s too bad that they’re gone. I’m sick of spending all my allowance every week on weed.



OTHER TEENAGER

You think they’ll ever come back?

The teenager takes a big hit, and blows out an O.






TEENAGER




I hope so. Fifteen is an awful lot for weed.






OTHER TEENAGER




Fo sho.

The teenager’s eyebrows narrow.






TEENAGER




Did you just say fo sho?






OTHER TEENAGER




Yeah…

The other teenager takes a hit from the joint, killing the rest of it. He burns his fingers and drops it on the floor.






TEENAGER




Why do you have to be such a faggot?

INT. APARTMENT ROOM

A couch filled with sacks of marijuana sits in the corner of the apartment. A young man is filling up smaller baggies with weed from the bigger ones.

Another guy walks up to him and smiles. This is TITO.






TITO




We got a lot of customers already.

The guy filling up the baggies looks up and smiles. His eyes are extremely red. This is NOEL.






NOEL




Sweet, dude.

Noel goes back to work.

Tito rubs his hands together and walks over to the door of the apartment. He looks through the eye hole.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY

A crowd of about of dozen people is standing outside of apartment 121 A.

INT. APARTMENT ROOM

Tito nods in satisfaction and then he looks back at Noel.






TITO




I’m about to open up, brother.






NOEL




Sweet.

Tito whistles. A really large man emerges from the back room. He’s got a sawn off shotgun in his hands.






TITO

Be ready just in case we got some dumb bitches out there lookin’ to get their heads knocked.

EXT. BACK ALLEY-DAY

A middle aged white guy in his early thirties stands at the bottom of a fire escape. He has short blonde hair, a moustache, and he wears sunglasses.

This is DALLAS ROBERTSON.

He takes out a cell phone and clumsily dials a number.






DALLAS




I’m in position I think…




(Beat)




Yeah, at the fire extinguisher.




(Beat)

Oh, fire escape. Alright, well I’m in position.

Dallas closes his cell phone and stuffs it in his pocket. He looks up into the sun and winces.






DALLAS




God, that’s bright.

INT. APARTMENT COURTYARD

Two guys are moving through the courtyard side by side. Both are about the same age as Dallas.

One of them has medium length black hair, a toothpick in his mouth, and he wears a wife beater and shorts. This is LEO DORMAND.

Beside him walks a younger guy in his mid-twenties. He’s African American, he wears a Yankees cap, an LRG shirt, baggy pants, and very nice Nikes. This is LORENZO WALKER.






LORENZO




Why did we hire his dumb ass?






LEO




He’s my cousin.

Lorenzo smirks and cracks his neck.






LORENZO

You gotta’ be the only smart dude in your family.



LEO

That’s pretty much the case.



LORENZO

Mothafucka’ said fire extinguisher…

Leo shrugs.






LEO

What do you expect? He smokes pot all day and watches the Cosby Show.



LORENZO

I smoked pot almost everyday. At least I could function like a normal human being. Having a conversation with him is mad depressing.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY

Leo and Lorenzo come around the corner. At the other end of the hallway is the crowd of people waiting to buy their weed. Leo looks at Lorenzo.





LEO




This is it.






LORENZO

I’ma call up Rerun. Go grab us a spot in line.

Leo walks up and joins the rest of the crowd. A guy walks away while tucking a small sack of marijuana in his jeans pocket.

Lorenzo takes out his cell phone and dials a number.

INT. STAIRWELL
A chubby white guy in really baggy clothes is sitting down in the stairwell. He’s trying to freestyle rap.

This is RANDALL “RERUN” RAY.






RERUN

I slice through you like a knife, I will take your life, better watch your mouth or your mom will be my new wife…

Rerun’s ringtone is “A Milli” by Lil Wayne. He bobs his head up and down as he takes his cell phone out from his pocket.






RERUN




What up, Lorenzo?






LORENZO (V.O.)




You in the stairwell, Rerun?






RERUN




Yeah, man. I’m ready for some action.

Lorenzo hangs up on him.

Rerun tucks away his phone and starts freestyle rapping again.






RERUN

Yo sistah has a big butt, she all over my nuts…

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY

Lorenzo approaches Leo and they pound fists.






LEO




You ready?






LORENZO

Hell yeah, man. Project Greenthumb is back in business.

The door opens up a crack, and an open hand comes out from the room. The guy in front of Leo and Lorenzo places a twenty dollar bill in the hand and the door closes.






LORENZO

I’ll get the guy at the door, you take out whoever else is in the room.



LEO

Works for me.

The door opens again, and the hand pops out with a dub of weed. The guy buying giggles and runs off down the hallway. Lorenzo steps up and clears his throat. He pulls out a twenty dollar bill.
Tito looks through the crack in the door out at Lorenzo.






LORENZO




Get me a dub.

Lorenzo hands him the twenty. Tito takes it and closes the door. Right when the door closes Lorenzo and Leo take out glocks and get in a defensive stance.






LEO




We got this.






LORENZO




Project Greenthumb for life, bro.

Tito opens up the door and right as he does Lorenzo kicks it in.

INT. APARTMENT ROOM

Tito crumples to the floor with the door on top of him. Leo pops in and points it at Noel who puts his hands up. Lorenzo comes in and points the gun at Tito.






LORENZO

Don’t move unless you want a bullet in ya’ dome, bitch!



LEO

You!

Noel looks around and then looks at Leo with a confused look on his face.






NOEL




Me?






LEO




Yes, you! Start tossing me those sacks.

Noel glimpses behind him. The door to the balcony is wide open. He nods and bends over to pick up a sack of weed. He grabs it and looks Leo dead in the eyes.






NOEL




Catch.

Noel tosses the sack and hustles out onto the balcony. He hops over the railing onto the fire escape. Just as he does the other room’s door is kicked down.

The large man with the sawn of shotgun is screaming at the top of his lungs.

Lorenzo turns and fires at him. The bullet hits the shotgun, and the shotgun fires off into the guy’s torso. He flies backwards into the bedroom.






LEO




Nice shot!






LORENZO




Thanks!

Lorenzo keeps his gun trained on Tito while he takes out his cell and dials a number.

EXT. BACK ALLEY

Dallas is chatting with two transvestite hookers when his cell phone starts to ring.






DALLAS




Aw, that’s my boss. You two take care.

Dallas chuckles and takes out his phone.






DALLAS




What up, dude?

INT. APARTMENT ROOM

Lorenzo has an angry look on his face.






LORENZO




Look up you dumb mothafucka’!

Dallas squints and looks up the fire escape.

Noel is hustling down the fire escape panting and heaving. 






DALLAS




Oh shit! We got a runner!

Dallas hangs up.






DALLAS




Hey! Guy running down the fire escape!

Noel stops running and looks down at Dallas with the same confused look that he gave Leo.





DALLAS




Stop or I’ll shoot!






NOEL




You don’t have a gun!

Dallas looks down at his hands.






DALLAS




God damn it.

Noel kicks in a window and climbs through it. Dallas takes his cell phone back out and dials a number.

INT. APARTMENT ROOM

Leo is filling up a QFC grocery bag with the marijuana when Lorenzo’s phone rings.

LORENZO




You get him?




(Beat)




I swear on my life, Dallas…

Lorenzo hangs up and starts dialing another number. Leo looks up.






LEO




What happened?






LORENZO

That dude kicked in a window and got back inside the apartment.

INT. STAIRWELL

Rerun is still attempting to freestyle rap.






RERUN




Break ya’ nose bone, take your girl home…

The sound of footsteps and panting emerge from up above. Rerun stops and looks up. “A Milli” starts to play from his phone.






RERUN




It’s my time to shine.

Rerun takes out an Uzi. He smiles widely.

Noel is pouring with sweat, and his face is beat red. He comes to a complete stop at the top of the stairs in front of Rerun.

Rerun has the Uzi pointed right at Noel.






RERUN




Gangstaaa…

Rerun pulls the trigger. Noel takes a whole clip of the Uzi before his body falls to the ground. The whole wall behind him has been painted in his blood.






RERUN

To all my killas and my hundred dolla billas.

EXT. BACK ALLEY

Leo, Lorenzo, and Rerun are quickly making their way towards the van. Dallas is crouched in the back holding the doors open.

Leo tosses in the two QFC bags full of weed, and Lorenzo throws in another.






LEO




I’ll drive.

Rerun climbs into the back with Dallas and Lorenzo slams the doors on them. He runs to the passenger’s side and hops in.

Just as the car turns on the sirens begin to sound in the distance.

They pull away, and the camera pulls back into the sky.

THE OPENING CREDITS ROLL:

ONE WEEK LATER

INT. BEDROOM

Lorenzo lay asleep with a woman. She is about his age.
The phone loudly rings on the nightstand. Lorenzo rolls over and grabs the phone. He answers.






LORENZO




Hello?

INT. KITCHEN

Leo is sitting in his kitchen making waffles. At the table sits Dallas. He is rolling a joint.






LEO

All the weed we got from our last operation has been sold. Would you like a grand total?

INT. BEDROOM

Lorenzo sits up.






LORENZO




Yeah, how much?

INT. KITCHEN

Leo looks at the waffles and smiles.






LEO




12,310 dollars…






DALLAS




Yeah.

INT. BEDROOM

Lorenzo’s jaw has dropped and his eyes are wide.






LORENZO

12,310 dollars? You ain’t jokin’ around are you?

INT. KITCHEN

Dallas has rolled the joint. He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. Leo walks on screen with the plate of waffles, he sets them in the middle of the table.






LEO

I shit you not. And guess what? We got another tip of a major drug trafficker that’s selling from one of the warehouses at the fuckin’ loading docks in San Francisco.






DALLAS




I don’t want pancakes.

INT. BEDROOM

Lorenzo is now out of bed looking out his bedroom window. He has a very big smile on his face. The girl is stirring.






LORENZO




I’ll be at your house in an hour.

INT. KITCHEN

Dallas has the joint in his mouth. He lights it up and takes a gigantic hit.






LEO




Cool. Can you pick up Rerun on the way?






LORENZO (V.O.)




For sure, man. Peace.

Leo hangs up.

Dallas blows the smoke in the shape of a mushroom cloud. He laughs hysterically and hands the joint to Leo, who takes a small hit and walks off screen.






DALLAS




I just made Hiroshima in my mouth, man.

He laughs and then starts to cough.

EXT. FAT BURGER PARKING LOT-DAY

Rerun is sitting on the hood of a car listening to his Ipod. Two guys approach him. One of them sizes him up.






THUG




Whatchu doin’ on my car, holmes?

Rerun puts his hands up.






RERUN




Sorry, dude. I didn’t know.






THUG




Now you know. Get the fuck off my car.

Rerun gets off the hood and takes a few steps back. The thugs get in the car and drive off. Rerun looks down at his Ipod and then looks back up.






RERUN




(Singing)

Jesus Christ had dreads, so shake em’. I ain’t got none but I’m plannin’ on growin’ some. Imagine all the Hebrews goin’ dumb. Dancin’ on top of chariots and turn a tight one. Aaaaaaah…
The van from the weed robbery pulls up. Rerun looks back. Lorenzo sits in the driver’s seat. He rolls down his window.






LORENZO




Hurry up.

INT. VAN

Rerun gets into the van and takes the Ipod earphones from his ear.






RERUN




Leo says we have another tip.






LORENZO




Yeah.

Rerun puts on his seatbelt and gets comfortable in his seat. He looks at Lorenzo.






RERUN

I never thought I’d be doin’ this kind of stuff. When I was young I always thought I’d be a cop, or a pilot. But as the years went on I realized how I needed to help my community through Project Greenthumb.



LORENZO

Thanks for ya’ life story, Rerun.



RERUN

That ain’t my life story, son. My life was more significant then that shit I just spit.

Both of them fall silent. Rerun starts bobbing his head.






RERUN

I roll with the dudes from Project Greenthumb, in my spare time I like to go dumb. Word is born, word is born. I fuck like I’m in a porn.



LORENZO

Ay!

Rerun flinches. Lorenzo has a very irritated look on his face.






LORENZO




In my car, we don’t freestyle. You got me?






RERUN




Yeah, man. You need to take a chill pill.






LORENZO




I’ll show you a chill pill, boy.

EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD

Lorenzo’s van pulls up behind a granny car. Rerun and him get out of the van and head up to the house.

INT. LIVING ROOM

Dallas sits in a recliner chair reading Chicken Noodle Soup for the Teen Soul. Leo escorts Lorenzo and Rerun into the living room.

Dallas puts down the book and smiles.






DALLAS




Lorenzo! What up!






LORENZO




Sup, Dallas?

Lorenzo takes a seat on the couch with Rerun. Leo stays standing.






LEO




You guys need anything?

Rerun raises his hand.

RERUN




I’ll take a beer.






LEO




Alright, I’ll be right back.

Leo walks out of the living room.

Dallas takes out a joint from his sweatshirt pocket and sticks it in his mouth. Rerun looks over and he nods to Dallas.






DALLAS




Hey.

Dallas lights the joint and takes a hit.

Leo enters the living room with a beer in his hand. He hands it to Rerun who doesn’t even open it.






LEO




We all ready?






RERUN




Yeah, what’s the tip?






LEO

We got a tip from a guy named Fedya. I’ve hung out with him a couple times, and I know he’s got legit information. He called me up after the story of our last raid went on the news. He told me about some big shit goin’ down in the harbor tomorrow night.



LORENZO

What’s so big about it?



LEO

We’re talking three boatloads of weed coming into the harbor same night.

The joint falls out of Dallas’s mouth into his lap.

He picks it up and takes another hit.






LORENZO




Damn, that’s a lot of weed.






LEO

I know, and here’s the weird thing about it. We’ve got cops involved. I guess some top cops are helping smuggle marijuana into the states.

RERUN

Word?



LEO

Yeah. Here’s what I’m thinkin’…

Lorenzo shakes his head.






LORENZO

That’s too big of a job for us right now. We don’t have a fuckin’ crew. Look at these sorry mothafucka’s.



RERUN

Don’t hate on me! I killed the dude to got away from Leo.



LORENZO

You did a good job, but look at Dallas.

Dallas stops in the middle of taking a hit from his joint.






LORENZO (CONT’D)




He’s blazed out of his mind constantly.






DALLAS




That’s right.






LEO

Come on, Lorenzo. If this operation goes our way, we’ll be richer than a Columbian drug lord. Plus, we’ll be even more well known.



LORENZO

We’re takin’ this shit too fast, Leo.






LEO

No we aren’t! We’ve got a whole day to prepare for this. Dallas and I can go hire a crew.

Lorenzo takes a deep breath.






LEO

I’m sure anybody would want to work with Project Greenthumb. We’ve been dealing weed at half price for years.






RERUN




True that.






LORENZO

Aight then. Go get a group of four guys willing to help, and then call me up. I want grade A dudes. Not no amateur mothafucka’s lookin’ to get their name up.



LEO

I hear you, Lorenzo.

Dallas kills the joint and then stands up.






DALLAS




I’d like to announce something.

Everyone looks at Dallas.

Dallas stands there for a few seconds. He looks at Leo with a shocked look on his face.






DALLAS




I totally forgot what I was going to say.






LORENZO




You is the stupidest white boy I ever seen.






DALLAS




Thank you.

Dallas smiles as everyone clears the living room.






DALLAS




Where’d you guys go?

EXT. PARK-NIGHT
A group of young men are surrounding a piece of cardboard laid out on the ground. A guy is break dancing on the cardboard.

Leo and Dallas walk up to the group.

They all stop cheering and look at them.






LEO




I’m here to see Francis.

The guy that was break dancing pushes through the circle of guys. He is a guy in his early twenties, he wears a Lakers jersey, jean shorts, and Adidas. This is FRANCIS.






FRANCIS




What you want?






LEO




Walk with me.

Francis looks back at the guys and then nods. He starts walking down the path beside Leo.






LEO




I hear you are accepting job offers.






FRANCIS




That depends. Who are you?






LEO




I’m a part of Project Greenthumb.

Francis stops in his tracks. Leo stops walking as well. Francis smiles.






FRANCIS




You lyin’?





LEO




I’m not.






FRANCIS




You know Lorenzo Walker?






LEO




Him and I are best friends.

Francis laughs.






FRANCIS




Let me ask you a question.






LEO




Shoot.






FRANCIS

You guys do that raid last week in the projects?



LEO

Hell yeah we did.



FRANCIS

Damn, I can’t believe I’m getting an offer from Lorenzo Walker. What’s the job?



LEO

Three boatloads of pure weed is coming into the harbor tomorrow night. We’re assembling a crew of guys to get a fair cut of it.

Francis covers his mouth with a clenched fist. He paces around for a couple seconds.






FRANCIS




What percentage will I get?






LEO

You will get more then a fair share, man. Trust me.



FRANCIS

Aight then… I’m down. Where do I need to be?



LEO

Gimmie your number so I can fill you in with the info tomorrow morning.






FRANCIS




301-405-0409…

Leo types the number into his phone. He presses CALL. After a few seconds Francis takes out his phone and holds it up to Leo.






LEO

Cool. Any of the guys over there willing to work?

FRANCIS

I’ll bring as many soldiers as I can. I’m sure plenty of people will be down to work with Greenthumb.

Leo sticks his hand out to pound fists with Francis. Francis pounds his fist and smiles.






FRANCIS




Lookin’ forward to hearin’ from you, dude.






LEO




Be awake at ten o’ clock tomorrow.






FRANCIS




Aight.

Francis starts to walk back to the group of guys. All of them are cheering again.






LEO




Dallas!

Dallas doesn’t respond.

Leo rolls his eyes and walks over to the group.

Dallas is on the cardboard break dancing. Everyone in the group is pumping their fists and bouncing with the beat of the song.

INT. GRANNY CAR

Dallas is asleep in the passenger’s seat. Leo is on his phone.






LEO

We’ve got a crew of at least eight backing us up tomorrow.



LORENZO (V.O.)

Sounds good. Are these guys reliable?



LEO

I’m pretty sure.



LORENZO (V.O.)

Tight. Call me tomorrow morning so we can meet up.



LEO

Alright, talk to you later.



LORENZO (V.O.)

Peace.

Leo hangs up and puts both hands on the wheel.

EXT. LEO’S HOUSE-DAY

Leo and Dallas sit on the front steps of Leo’s house. Dallas has a small piece in his hand. He brings it to his mouth and takes a hit.

He lets the smoke seep from between his lips.

Lorenzo’s van pulls up on the curb. He gets out of the van holding his head. Rerun comes from the other side of the van.






RERUN




You disrespectin’ me Lorenzo.






LORENZO

Disrespect? Rerun, you disrespectin’ ya’self when you freestyle. You’re fuckin’ terrible, and you spit when you talk.



RERUN




Fuck you.

Lorenzo rolls his eyes.






LEO




What up guys?






LORENZO




Not much, just tryin’ to deal with Rerun.






RERUN




You just jealous.






LORENZO

Of what? You’re ability to embarrass ya’self in front of everyone?



LEO

Both of you need to grow up so we can go over the plan.





LORENZO




Where’s this dude with his crew?






LEO

They’ll be here soon. In the meantime, let’s chit chat.
INT. KITCHEN

Leo lays out a blueprint of the harbor. The guys are all crowded around it looking at it.






LEO

Basically, Francis and his group are going to be creating a distraction in the main harbor area while we take the van around the back and begin stocking up on the weed.



LORENZO

I thought they was bringin’ in three boatloads.



LEO

Yeah, we’re going to get a decent amount of that. I’m going to borrow my Grandma’s minivan and we’ll fill up both vans.



LORENZO

So how much weed will we get?



LEO

I’m not sure exactly. Around twenty pounds worth?

Dallas starts to laugh hoarsely. Rerun glares at him and takes a few steps to the side.

LORENZO

How will Francis and his crew distract the dealers?



LEO

If it comes to it, guns.



DALLAS

What happens if they get killed?

Leo doesn’t respond. He puts his hand on his chin. Lorenzo shakes his head and walks away.






LORENZO

I’m sure there’s going to be guards at the entrance to the harbor. How do you suppose we get through?



LEO

We’ll cut a hole in the fence away from all the action. Then we’ll drive our vans to a concealed place, and start loading up the marijuana.



LORENZO

There are too many holes in this.



LEO
No there isn’t, Lorenzo. Don’t be a hard ass.
The doorbell rings.

INT. FRONT DOOR

Leo opens the door. Around ten guys are crowded on Leo’s front porch. All of them are very serious looking except for Francis.

He smiles and pounds fists with Leo.






FRANCIS




What up, man?

INT. KITHCEN

Leo enters the kitchen with Francis and his crew. Francis sees Lorenzo and he stops.






FRANCIS




Damn. The real Lorenzo Walker?






LORENZO




You got that right, homie.

Francis walks up and gives Lorenzo a hug.






FRANCIS




It’s a pleasure working with you.






LORENZO

Likewise. Leo, you want to explain the plan to these guys?



DALLAS

Again?



LEO

We have to Dallas, they weren’t here earlier.

Dallas chuckles and stands up. He reaches into his sweatshirt pocket and pulls out a whole Ziploc bag full of weed.






DALLAS

I don’t know about all of you, but I’m gonna’ go get fucked up. Anyone who doesn’t want to bother with the plan, follow.

Dallas exits the kitchen. A few of the guys from Francis’s crew follow, and so does Rerun.

INT. LIVING ROOM-LATER

A haze of smoke fills the air in the living room.

All of the guys are spread out through the living room. Rerun sits next to the biggest guy there.






RERUN




Hey, peep this shit.

Rerun clears his throat.






RERUN

I beat my meat, I skeet my skeet. I try to find a pussy to eat. I’m like a cat in heat. I wander the streets. I want to fuck. I’ll throttle a bitch with the force of a truck.

The guy stares at him with awe.






RERUN




What you think, brother?






FRANCIS’S THUG




That was genius.






RERUN




Word?






FRANCIS’S THUG




Fo sho mah Negro.

Rerun smiles and then he slumps against the wall.

Dallas has rolled a gigantic blunt. Two of Francis’s other thugs are staring at it with their jaws dropped. These two are FRENCH and SOSA.






DALLAS




Six inches long… One inch thick…






FRENCH




That’s one big joint.






DALLAS




I know. I roll one of these everyday.

Dallas puts it in his mouth and lights it. He takes a long hit, and it barely burns the joint.

He blows the smoke from his nose and shivers.






DALLAS




Good shit.






SOSA




Can I get that?

Dallas hands it off to Sosa who takes a hit. He coughs loudly and then starts laughing. Leo, Francis, and Lorenzo enter the living room.






LEO




God damn it, Dallas!

Dallas smiles with his eyes closed and he makes a peace sign.






DALLAS




Sorry, bro.

Francis whistles.






FRANCIS




Let’s go get strapped fellas!

All of Francis’s guys get up and make their way towards the front door. Francis pats Leo and Lorenzo on the back.






FRANCIS




We’ll be back in about an hour.






LEO




See ya.

Francis and his crew exit.






LORENZO




Rerun!

Rerun jumps.






LORENZO

Come with me, we gotta’ go get the guns from my van.

EXT. STREET

Lorenzo and Rerun open the back of Lorenzo’s van. Inside sit two glocks, the Uzi that Rerun used, and an AK47. Rerun squeals and grabs the AK.

Lorenzo takes it back and throws it into the van.






LORENZO

You that stupid? We’re in a residential neighborhood.



RERUN

Sorry, man. I’m hiiiiigh.


LORENZO

Stop talkin’ like that ya’ white boy. God, you piss me off.



RERUN

Why do we have to fight?

Lorenzo stares at Rerun and shakes his head.






LORENZO

You shouldn’t do drugs. It makes you even more retarded.



RERUN

At least I’m not like you.



LORENZO

What you mean?



RERUN

Look at me! Bad ass black dude tryin’ to be Samuel L. Jackson in Pulp Fiction. What’s wrong with you?



LORENZO

You are higher than I thought.

Lorenzo sticks both glocks into his back pocket. He hands Rerun the Uzi.






LORENZO




Hide it in your jacket, fool.

Rerun sticks the Uzi in his jacket and he laughs.






RERUN




It tickles.

Lorenzo closes the doors to his van.

INT. LIVING ROOM-LATER
All of Francis’s crew have gathered in Leo’s living room. Lorenzo and Leo stand in the middle.






LORENZO

Aight, listen up everybody! The boats arrive in exactly one hour! We gotta’ make this trip fast! Francis’s cars need to stick right behind mine and Leo’s vans. Once the hole is cut slowly make your way towards the harbor. You guys gotta’ stall for as long as ya’ can. Understood?

Everyone answers “Yeah” in unison.






LORENZO (CONT’D)

We gonna’ be off stashin’ the dank. One we done, we’ll blow the air horn. Then you clear out, and disappear for a few days. We’ll get in contact with you.



DALLAS

What if we all die?



LEO

That won’t happen. A few of us might go down, but for those who live, you will reap the benefits.






LORENZO




Let’s roll out.

EXT. STREET-NIGHT

Everyone filters out of Leo’s house and heads towards their vehicles.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Lorenzo hops in the driver’s seat and Rerun hops in the passenger’s side. He cocks his Uzi.

RERUN

I won’t deny it, I’m a straight ridah you don’t wanna’ fuck wit me!
Lorenzo slaps Rerun in the back of the head.

EXT. STREET

Sosa and French are about to get into their Escalade when Dallas hustles over.






DALLAS




Guys.

They both turn and look at Dallas.






SOSA




What up homie?

Dallas reaches into his jeans pocket and pulls out a baggie of shrooms.






DALLAS

Just for you two. Split it between yourselves. It’ll heighten your perception bros.



FRENCH

Good shit, Dallas.

Dallas pounds fists with both of them.






DALLAS




Good luck.

INT. LEO’S VAN

Dallas hops in the passenger’s side and rubs his hands together. He opens the glove compartment and pulls out a spliff.






LEO




Not in grandma’s van, Dallas.
Dallas has the spliff resting in his lips.






DALLAS




Come on, man.

Leo turns the key in the ignition.






LEO




Fine…






DALLAS




I heart you cousin.

EXT. HARBOR

A bunch of cop cars are parked around the harbor as well as a few random vehicles. OFFICER JAMES BURKES stands beside OFFICER MITCHELL. They smoke a cigarette.






BURKES

You don’t say shit, alright? These guys are serious.



MITCHELL

Of course, I won’t say anything.

A very well dressed man approaches the officers. Beside him walks a man that is very tall and buff. These are MR. GREENE and TIKI.






BURKES




Ah, Mr. Greene. How are you doing?

Mr. Greene smiles, he takes Burkes’ hand tightly and shakes it.






MR. GREENE




I’m great, and yourself?






BURKES

Better then ever.



MR. GREENE

That’s good to hear. Anyways, we take care of getting the marijuana off those boats. Your people can just chill the fuck out here in the harbor.






BURKES




I know the plan, Greene.

Mr. Greene chuckles and pats Burkes.






MR. GREENE

Good. Take care of ya’self while we unload all the stuff.
He checks his watch.






MR. GREENE (CONT’D)




It should be here in about five minutes.

INT. ESCALADE

One of Francis’s thugs is driving the Escalade. In the back sits Sosa and French. They’re sitting there calmly.

An empty baggie sits on Sosa’s lap.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

The song “Pop Bottles” by Birdman starts to play over the radio. Rerun smiles. Rerun turns the volume knob to the right all the way.

The bass is extremely heavy.

Lorenzo doesn’t seem to mind.






RERUN

Start with straight shots, and then pop bottles.

EXT. HARBOR ENTRANCE

Two cop cars are parked in the entrance. There are no cops around them.

Down the street the bass can be heard. Lorenzo’s van comes into view followed by Leo’s van. Francis’s crew follows closely behind Leo.

EXT. PARKING LOT
The vans pull into the parking lot which is right next to the harbor. The song continues to play in the background as everyone starts getting out of their cars.

Rerun cocks his Uzi.

Lorenzo has the AK strapped to him. He waves Dallas forward. Dallas hustles over to the fence with bolt cutters. He starts cutting through the fence.

Francis approaches Lorenzo with two silver plated desert eagles.






LORENZO




You got a good shot I assume.






FRANCIS




Hell yeah, brotha’.

Francis holds both desert eagles up and makes a motion as if he is pulling the trigger.






LEO




Hurry up, Dallas.

Dallas is struggling with cutting through the fence.






DALLAS




Sorry. This is harder then it looks!

EXT. HARBOR

The boats are pulling into the docks. Mr. Greene and Tiki make their way down the dock towards where the boats are.






TIKI




We shouldn’t be dealin’ with police.






MR. GREENE

It was the only way in to the city ya’ paranoid bitch.



TIKI

Yeah, but I’m just sayin’. You know how deceitful they can be.



MR. GREENE

I know. Just chill out.

A scrawny African American guy gets off one of the boats. He has dreads, a goatee, and he wears extremely tight clothes. This is ZEKE.






ZEKE




That was one long mothafuckin’ boat ride!






MR. GREENE




What up, Zeke?






ZEKE




Not much, boss. High as fuck… Tired… Hungry…

Mr. Greene nods.






MR. GREENE




When we done here we’ll get ya’ll a burger.






ZEKE




Good deal. Where the pigs at?






TIKI

We told em’ to stay back while we unload the shit.



ZEKE

Aight. Let’s get to work then.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

There is no light in the back of the warehouse. Suddenly from the darkness emerges Lorenzo and Leo. They move in a crouched position trying to stay low.

They stop against the warehouse and look back.

Rerun and Dallas run towards them. Francis jogs around Rerun and crouches in front of Leo.






FRANCIS




When should we start distracting em’?






LEO




Give us two minutes, and then move in.

Francis reaches his fist out to Leo. Leo pounds it. Lorenzo pounds it as well.






FRANCIS




Good luck, brothas’.






LORENZO




You too.

Francis runs off screen as Dallas and Rerun come to a halt in front of Lorenzo and Leo. Rerun is breathing heavily.






LEO




Let’s go.

Leo, Lorenzo, and Dallas slip around the other side of the warehouse. Rerun groans and goes around the side of the warehouse.

EXT. DOCKS

The docks are about ten yards away from the warehouse. Lorenzo peeks around the corner of the warehouse.






LORENZO

We’ve got about six guys goin’ back and forth from the first boat. The other two boats are guarded by one guy.


LEO

Let’s take him out, then start bringing it over here. Dallas and Rerun?



DALLAS

Yeah.



RERUN

Sup?



LEO

You’re going to carry the bags back to the van as we go and get them from the boat.

They both nod enthusiastically.

Leo looks at Lorenzo.






LEO




Move in.

Leo and Lorenzo creep to the dock. They drop down onto it and Lorenzo moves ahead.

One lone guard stands on the top of the nearest boat. He has some sort of automatic weapon.

Lorenzo looks at Leo and points his gun up at the guard.

Leo nods.

Lorenzo hops on the boat and Leo keeps aim on the guard. Lorenzo starts slowly climbing up the ladder to the top of the boat.

The guard yawns and looks around. He turns to face Leo and unzips his pants.






LEO




(Whispers)




Shit.

He starts pissing in Leo’s direction. Lorenzo reaches the top of the boat. He brings back his AK and smacks the guard in the back of the head.

The guard falls off the boat onto the dock, and then into the water.

Lorenzo hops back down onto the boat and heads inside.

INT. CABIN
Inside is a steering wheel, a chair, and four crates. Lorenzo starts prying open the first crate. It pops open revealing very well packed bags of flour.






LORENZO




What the fuck?

Leo enters the boat’s cabin.






LORENZO




I think your tip was off, man.

Leo takes a pocket knife and stabs the bag. He pulls it out and then tears the bag open a little bit. Inside is marijuana.

Lorenzo holds his nose.






LORENZO




Damn, that’s some stinky weed.

Leo chuckles. Lorenzo grabs a couple sacks of the weed and walks out of the cabin. Leo grabs a few and follows him.

They bring the bags over to Rerun and Dallas.






DALLAS




Sweet.

They hand the bags off and then head back to the boat. Dallas and Rerun make their way back to the vans.

EXT. HARBOR

Francis’s crew moves up towards the pile of cop cars.

One of the cops notice and he pulls out his gun and points it at the crew.






POLICE OFFICER #1




Freeze!

Francis raises his hands.






POLICE OFFICER #1




Put your hands…

One of the thugs steps forward and unloads on the officer. The officer is knocked back into the squad car and he crumples to the ground.

All the other cops in the harbor scatter for cover.

Francis and his crew start unloading on the harbor.

INT. WAREHOUSE
Mr. Greene, Tiki, and Zeke all are withdrawing guns from their pockets.






ZEKE




What’s goin’ on?!






MR. GREENE

I don’t know, but whatever it is we gottsta take care of it.

EXT. HARBOR

Mr. Greene’s thugs begin firing back. Francis’s thugs all begin to take cover and lay down fire. One of them is hit and he falls to the ground right beside Sosa and French.






SOSA




Momma!

SOSA’S POV:

The ground is rippling and it starts to crack. Sosa screams like a little girl.
EXT. HARBOR

Francis pops up and fires a few shots with his desert eagles. The bullets hit a cop down the way.

He looks over at Sosa who starts to cry.






FRANCIS




Ayo! What the fuck you doin’?!






SOSA




The ground’s shakin’ brotha’!

A barrage of bullets slam into the cop car Sosa and French are taking cover behind. Sosa stands up and starts to run towards the entrance of the harbor.

After a few seconds he is hit in the back. Blood sprays and he falls to the ground.






FRANCIS




What the hell?!

Francis pops up and fires off a few more shots.

A bullet grazes his shoulder and he groans. He drops the desert eagle in his right hand.






FRENCH



You hit!






FRANCIS




No shit you ape-like mothafucka’!

FRENCH’S POV:

Blood squirts from Francis’s wound profusely.

He looks up into the window of the cop car. A bullet blasts through. All of the sudden Super Mario’s face appear in the window looking down at French.

EXT. HARBOR

French starts firing his weapon at the window. Francis is clutching his shoulder in pain.






FRENCH




What the hell, man?!

French stands up and starts blind firing down the harbor. He hits a few of the thugs and then he’s hit with four bullets to the torso.

He falls over dead.

EXT. DOCK

Lorenzo exits the cabin of the boat with two bags of weed over his shoulder. A door from the warehouse opens. Mr. Greene exits with Tiki and Zeke.

Lorenzo stops dead in his tracks.

Mr. Greene stops as well.






MR. GREENE




Lorenzo Walker?

Mr. Greene points his glock directly at Lorenzo






MR. GREENE




It’s Project Greenthumb!

He fires, Leo decks Lorenzo. The bullet almost takes off his head.






MR. GREENE




Kill them Greenthumb bitches!

Zeke and Tiki run towards the dock.

EXT. UNDER WATER

Leo and Lorenzo are swimming away from the docks.

EXT. DOCK

Zeke and Tiki both look down into the water. Zeke unloads his Uzi while screaming psychotically. Tiki stares at him with a petrified look on his face.






TIKI




Zeke…






ZEKE




Shut up, Tiki!

EXT. WAREHOUSE

Rerun and Dallas walk casually around the corner. Standing on the dock is Zeke and Tiki. They look up at Rerun and Dallas.





DALLAS




Did Leo turn black?






RERUN




Leo!

Zeke starts shooting in their direction. Dallas dives back into cover. Rerun goes back into cover as well.






DALLAS




I always wanted to kill Lorenzo!

Dallas pulls out a pistol and aims around the corner. He fires a few shots and then comes back into cover. Bullets ricochet off of the warehouse.

EXT. HARBOR

Francis’s thugs are being gunned down one by one. Francis pops up and fires with his only good arm.

EXT. PARKING LOT

Lorenzo climbs up a ladder that leads from the water up to the parking lot they came from. Leo starts climbing up after him.






LEO




Shit! We forgot about Dallas and Rerun!

EXT. DOCKS

Rerun and Dallas are still taking cover behind the warehouse.






DALLAS




Shit! I’m out of ammo.






RERUN




I got my Uzi…

Dallas takes the Uzi from Rerun’s hands.

He pops out from around the corner and squeezes the trigger. Zeke takes cover as the bullets spray the boat behind him.
There is a loud click and Dallas pulls the trigger.






DALLAS




Run!

Dallas drops the Uzi and sprints around the corner of the warehouse. Zeke starts chasing after them.

EXT. WAREHOUSE

Lorenzo and Leo’s vans are side by side driving towards Dallas and Rerun who are running as fast as they can. They both screech to a halt.

Dallas hops into Leo’s van as Zeke comes around the corner. Rerun is almost there when bullets start flying all around him.

Leo does a quick U-turn and speeds away from the warehouse. Rerun hops into Lorenzo’s van right as a bullet takes out the passenger side rearview mirror.

Lorenzo does a U-turn and drives away.






ZEKE




Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

EXT. HARBOR

The gunfire has stopped and Francis lay against a cop car. He has a few more wounds and he is wheezing. Mr. Greene and Officer Burkes approach him with evil smiles on their faces.






MR. GREENE




Well, well, well. What do we have here?






BURKES




Project Greenthumb?






FRANCIS




I-I ain’t Project Greenthumb.

Mr. Greene laughs heartily and then he steps on Francis’s leg, which has a bullet hole in it. Francis screams in pain.






MR. GREENE

I ain’t in the mood for games! If you ain’t Project Greenthumb, then why was Lorenzo Walker here?! Huh brotha’?



FRANCIS

They…



MR. GREENE

They what?

Francis coughs a few times.






BURKES




They what!






FRANCIS




They hired m-m-me.

Burkes and Mr. Greene exchange looks.






MR. GREENE




Is that so?






FRANCIS




Yeah.

Mr. Greene raises his gun and puts a couple more bullets into Francis.






MR. GREENE




You radioed ya’ backup?






BURKES




Yeah, we’re in the clear.

Zeke and Tiki walk up to Burkes and Mr. Greene.






ZEKE




They got away.






MR. GREENE

No shit! Coz if they was here. They heads would be on the ground before me!


ZEKE

Sorry, boss.



MR. GREENE

I’ll accept ya’ apology once they dead. Starting tomorrow morning, we are gonna’ be tailin’ these Greenthumb fucks. Go home, get some sleep, then we meet up tomorrow and make sure they asses are dead.
Everyone nods.

Mr. Greene turns to face Officer Burkes.






MR. GREENE




How do I go about contacting you?






BURKES

Call the number I gave you last week. I’ll have a warrant on those motherfuckers tonight.



MR. GREENE

Aight then…

INT. LEO’S LIVING ROOM

Dallas sits in the corner rocking back and forth. Lorenzo sits on the couch with Rerun. Leo paces around the living room.






LEO

We’re in so much shit guys. I can’t even comprehend this…



LORENZO

I can’t comprehend how Wentworth Greene is outta’ prison…



LEO

We are going to have to lay low for weeks. The cops are going to be looking for us too.



LORENZO

I told you, Leo. This was a bad idea.



LEO

I’m sorry, I didn’t expect half of San Francisco’s police force there, as well as Wentworth Greene’s thugs!

The room falls silent. Rerun raises his hand.






LEO




What the fuck do you want Rerun?






RERUN




Who’s Wentworth Greene?

Leo doesn’t respond. He storms out of the living room. Rerun looks to Lorenzo.






LORENZO




We used to work for him a long time ago.






RERUN




What’d he do?






LORENZO

We ran drugs into Seattle. Business was bangin’, and he was a king. The cops were on our side, so basically we ran the city. He started raising the prices on weed, and we disagreed with him. The cops disagreed with the prices too. So Leo and I escaped Seattle and moved here. After a few years of laying low, gettin’ a job and all that, we decided that we needed to do something about weed prices. It had climbed to 16 bucks for a dime sack. That’s when we formed Project Greenthumb. We started stealing weed from dealers, and reselling it for about five dollars for a dime sack. After a few years we lost two of our guys. Weed went back up in price. That’s why we reformed again… To stop these faggot dealers from overpricing they weed.

Rerun slowly nods. Dallas has stopped rocking in the corner. He stands up.






DALLAS




Are they gonna’ find us?






LORENZO




Greene won’t stop till we dead.






DALLAS




Is there any chance of us surviving?






LORENZO

If we take out Greene before he takes out us.

Dallas walks over to the window and looks out.






DALLAS




I’m scared.

Rerun sighs in the background.






RERUN




Me too.

EXT. POOL-DAY
Mr. Greene sits at a table with Tiki, Zeke, and another man. This guy is overweight, he wears really baggy clothes, and sunglasses. This is WAYNE.






MR. GREENE

We got the cops on our side this time. All I gotta’ do is ask Burkes to find out Walker’s address, and we’ll get em’.



ZEKE

I’d love to get my hands on that chunky one.


WAYNE

Watch how you talkin’, son.



ZEKE

Oh yeah, my bad homie.

Mr. Greene takes a sip from his beer.






MR. GREENE

Anyways, I’ve got some more help for us as well.



TIKI

Please don’t tell me it’s that midget mothafucka’ comin’ over here.



MR. GREENE

Cliff Wallace? Hell yeah it’s him.

CLIFF WALLACE, a well dressed midget walks up with a crystallized cane, and diamonds all over his hands.





CLIFF




Hello mista Greene.

Cliff comes up to Mr. Greene’s waist when he’s standing up. He pounds fists with him.






CLIFF




Hello cronies.






TIKI




Fuck you, ya’ spoiled bitch.

Cliff pulls out a pistol and cocks it. Everyone scoots back in their chairs except for Tiki, who stares Cliff straight in the eyes.






CLIFF

Don’t get mouthy with me, Tiki. Just coz you ain’t as successful.



TIKI

You got all ya’ money coz yo grandmother died.



CLIFF

So what? Anyways, I heard about your situation mista Greene. I can provide help.



MR. GREENE

That’s good to hear.

Cliff climbs up onto a chair and stays standing.






CLIFF

I ain’t no bitch. I will warn every store clerk, drug dealer, and buyer in San Francisco about ya’ problem.



TIKI

That’s tough shit.

Cliff points the pistol at Tiki’s mouth.






CLIFF

You gonna’ be suckin’ this like you sucked ya’ prison guard’s dick back when we got you outta’ the joint!



TIKI

I’m sure I will be.



MR. GREENE

Tiki, get outta’ here!

Tiki storms off screen.






MR. GREENE

That sounds good to me, Cliff. Anything else you can offer?

Cliff snickers.






CLIFF




Guns… And lot’s of them…






ZEKE




Can you get me an MP5?






CLIFF

You kiddin’? I can get you anything! I just got an RPG in last night.



ZEKE

Can I have an RPG too?!



CLIFF

Fa sho, homie!

Zeke smiles and looks at Mr. Greene who is giving him a death stare.






MR. GREENE

I think just an MP5 will do. We don’t want to attract too much attention to ourselves.



CLIFF

Cool. Come to my place tonight, and I’ll hit you up with ya’ gear.


MR. GREENE

Aight…

Cliff pounds fists with Mr. Greene, Wayne, and Zeke.






CLIFF




Peace.

Cliff hops off the chair and walks back towards the mansion. Tiki eyes him as he walks by.

INT. KITCHEN

Leo sits at the kitchen table resting his head in his hands. Dallas and Rerun enter the room.






RERUN




Ay, Leo.

Leo looks up solemnly.






LEO




What?






RERUN

We’re gonna’ run down to the corner store. You need somethin’?



LEO

Nah.



RERUN

Let’s roll then.

EXT. CORNER STORE-DAY

Leo’s minivan pulls up at the corner store.

Rerun and Dallas get out and walk inside.

INT. CORNER STORE

They enter the corner store and go their separate ways. Dallas goes over to the Icee machine and takes a cup. Rerun is in the candy aisle. He grabs a Payday candy bar.






RERUN

Cash rules everything around me. Cream get the money. Dolla dolla bill ya’ll.

EXT. CORNER STORE

A police cruiser pulls into the parking lot right next to Leo’s van. The cop gets out of the car and sees the bullet ridden minivan.

INT. CORNER STORE

Rerun is standing in the front of the store waiting while Dallas fills up his Icee cup. He looks away for a second and it starts to overflow.






DALLAS




Shit…

The cop walks into the corner store.






COP




Who is the owner of the Nissan outside?

Rerun looks at the cop with a frightened look.






RERUN




It’s not mine, it’s my friend’s.

Dallas slaps his hand to his head and shakes it.






COP




Why are there bullet holes all over it?





RERUN




I don’t know, man.

The cop scratches his head and walks out to the minivan.






CLERK




Get the fuck out my store.






RERUN




Why?






CLERK




Look, I want no trouble. Get out.

EXT. CORNER STORE

Rerun walks out of the store with Dallas right behind him. The cop is standing beside the minivan.






COP




Why is there a gun in your front seat?






RERUN



I told you, it’s my friend’s car…

The cop pulls out his cuffs and approaches Rerun.






COP




You’re under arrest.






RERUN




For what?






COP




You have the right to remain silent…

Rerun tries to run, but the Cop tackles him to the ground. He cuffs him.






RERUN




Fuck the police!

Dallas starts to run away.






COP




Hey!

The cop goes to his car and pulls out a tazer gun. He points it at Dallas. He fires, it hits Dallas, but he keeps running.






COP




Stop!

Dallas continues running.

EXT. CORNER STORE-LATER

The Cop is sitting inside the cruiser on the computer. Rerun sits in the back crying.

On the computer screen Rerun’s picture pops up.






COP

You’re lucky that you came up clean. I have to ask though, who’s car is that?



RERUN

I won’t squeal to no 5-0.

The Cop rolls his eyes.






COP

I’m gonna’ have to bring you down to the station.



RERUN

I won’t talk.



COP

Well your friend that got away might. Backup will pick his ass up.

Rerun continues to sob.

INT. LEO’S KITCHEN

Leo still sits there silently when the front door slams. He pulls out his glock and points it in the hallway.

Dallas stumbles down the hallway with the tazer still stuck in his back.






DALLAS




They got Rerun!






LEO




How?!






DALLAS

A cop pulled up to the corner store, man! They saw the shot up van, and an Uzi in the front seat! He tazed me, but I kept running.

Leo slams his fist on the table.






LEO




God damn it!

Lorenzo enters the kitchen.






LORENZO




What’s goin’ on?






LEO




The cops picked up Rerun.






LORENZO




Why’d he go out?






LEO

They went to the corner store, and a cop saw the minivan.






LORENZO




What the hell are we gonna’ do?






LEO




I don’t know!

INT. POLICE STATION

Rerun is sitting in a holding cell with a big man who is crowding him.

The Cop that picked him up is talking with Officer Mitchell.






MITCHELL




Keep him in there for a second.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Burkes is sitting on a table staring down a teenager who gives him a dirty look. There is a knock on the door and Mitchell walks in.






MITCHELL

I think we got one of the guys from Project Greenthumb.

INT. POLICE STATION

Mitchell and Burkes enter the main area. Mitchell points at the holding cell where Rerun stands.
Burkes smiles.






BURKES




Get Greene on the phone.

Mitchell walks off screen. Burkes cracks his knuckles.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Rerun is sitting at a table sobbing. Burkes stands in the corner of the interrogation room smoking a cigarette.






BURKES




So, Mr. Ray…






RERUN




My name is Rerun.






BURKES

Okay, Rerun. I’m going to get straight to the point with you. I know you’re a part of Project Greenthumb.

Rerun squeals.






BURKES (CONT’D)

You aren’t going to jail, Rerun. Don’t worry about that. Mr. Greene is going to end your miserable life before that can even happen.



RERUN

Fuck you!



BURKES

I know you would like that you little prick. I also know you were at the harbor last night.






RERUN




What are you talkin’ about?






BURKES




Oh, you know.

Mitchell enters the interrogation room.






MITCHELL

I called him. He says to bring this guy to his mansion.



RERUN

Who’s mansion?



BURKES

Alright, then…

INT. POLICE STATION

Mitchell and Burkes escort Rerun through the police station. Rerun is screaming.






RERUN

They’re going to kill me! They’re going to kill me!



BURKES

We’re just transferring him! Everyone calm down!

EXT. POLICE STATION

Mitchell pushes Rerun into the back of the squad cruiser. Burkes grasps Mitchell’s shoulder.






BURKES

Take his ass to Greene’s mansion. I’m going to go run Lorenzo Walker’s name quick. I’ll be there a couple minutes after you.

Mitchell nods and quickly jumps in the car. He pulls out and drives down the street.

INT. POLICE CAR

Burkes hops inside and starts typing into the computer. After a few seconds Lorenzo’s picture flashes on screen along with his information.

Burkes takes out his cell phone and dials a number.

EXT. POOL

Mr. Greene is smoking a cigar when his phone rings. He flips it open.






MR. GREENE




What up?




(Beat)




Zeke, can you get me a pen and paper?

Zeke nods and runs off screen.

MR. GREENE




Good work, Burkes.

Zeke returns a few seconds later with a pen and paper. Mr. Greene puts it down on the table.






MR. GREENE




Alright, I’m ready.

Mr. Greene writes down Lorenzo’s address.






MR. GREENE

Aight, thank you. Be here soon with that otha’ dude.

Tiki is in the pool.






MR. GREENE




Tiki!

Tiki looks up.






TIKI




What up, Mr. Greene?






MR. GREENE

I got Lorenzo Walker’s address right here. Take Wayne and Zeke down there and check it out.



TIKI

Aight.

INT. LORENZO’S APARTMENT
The lights are all off in the apartment when the door is kicked down and Tiki storms into the room followed by Zeke and Wayne.

Wayne flips on the light.






TIKI




Check the bedroom!

Zeke kicks down the door and walks inside.

Wayne goes over to a table and picks up a piece of paper.






WAYNE




Tiki.

Tiki stops perusing the apartment and returns to the front door. He takes the piece of paper from out of Wayne’s hand.






TIKI




Leo Dormand?!






WAYNE

Ah shit, is that another one of Greene’s old guys?



TIKI

Yeah it is.

Tiki dials a number.

Zeke walks back into the apartment with a used condom in his hand. He giggles.






WAYNE




What’re you doin’, Zeke?

He throws it at Wayne.






WAYNE




Ay!






TIKI

Yo boss, you won’t believe this shit. Leo Dormand is still in contact with Lorenzo.

(Beat)

Yeah, I know what that means. Leo is in on this too. Damn… What ya’ gonna’ do?

(Beat)

Good idea. Call me back with his address.
Tiki hangs up.






WAYNE




What’s goin’ on?






TIKI




Project Greenthumb is about to be over.






ZEKE




Why?






WAYNE

Leo Dormand is one of the guys from Mr. Greene’s old crew.



ZEKE

Damn!

Zeke takes a deep breath.






ZEKE




Shall we christen this dude’s pad?

Zeke pulls out a small sack of weed.






TIKI




You is retarded.






ZEKE




Listen to you speakin’ that Ebonics shit.

Wayne laughs.






TIKI




What’s so funny brotha’?






WAYNE




He got you there.






TIKI




You wanna’ git got?

Tiki gets in Wayne’s face. Zeke pushes himself in between the two of them.






ZEKE




No need to fight here homies.

Tiki’s phone rings. He answers immediately.






TIKI




Hello?

Tiki mouths “Write this down” to Zeke. Zeke looks around and grabs a post it note from the fridge.






TIKI




Alright, what is it?




(Beat)




90218 SE Hopkins St. Aight.

Tiki hangs up.






TIKI




Let’s go rock these mothafuckas.

Tiki exits the apartment with Wayne right behind him. Zeke opens the fridge and grabs a Coke, and then follows them out.

INT. LEO’S BATHROOM

Dallas sits in the bathroom bawling his eyes out. The tazer is still stuck in his back.






LEO (O.S.)

Come on, Dallas! We need to get out of here now. The cops might show up any minute.


DALLAS

I fucked everything up…



LEO (O.S.)

No you didn’t. Come out.

Dallas gets on his knees and opens the cabinet beneath the sink. He continues to sob as he pulls out a paper plate with plastic wrap around it.

He takes off the plastic wrap revealing brownies.

Dallas sticks an entire brownie in his mouth as he continues to cry.






LEO (O.S.)




Dallas!

Dallas responds with the brownie still in his mouth.






DALLAS




I can’t.






LEO (O.S.)

It sounds like you have food in… Dallas! Those are my space cakes!

Leo starts pounding on the door. Dallas continues to cry as he shoves another brownie into his mouth.






LORENZO (O.S.)

I’ma bust this door down if you don’t pick up ya’ nuts, and come out that bathroom! We ain’t gettin’ arrested or killed coz you have to throw a fit!

Dallas responds with the brownie still in his mouth.






DALLAS




Fuck you jerk!






LORENZO (O.S.)




Did he just say what I think he said?!

Lorenzo kicks down the door. It smacks Dallas in the face knocking him out.

Lorenzo climbs in and sees him unconscious on the floor.






LORENZO




Oops.






LEO

Carry him to your van. We need to get the hell out of here.

EXT. LEO’S HOUSE

Leo sprints from his house down his lawn towards Lorenzo’s van.

A few seconds later Lorenzo emerges from the house with Dallas drooped over his shoulder.






LORENZO




You drive.

LEO




Give me the keys.

Lorenzo stops and tosses the keys to Leo.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Lorenzo tosses Dallas into the back of the van and then gets in the passenger’s seat. Leo starts the van. Right as he does there is a sickening shatter.

EXT. STREET

Lorenzo’s van has been hit from behind by a white Escalade. In the driver’s seat is Tiki.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Leo stomps on the gas and the van speeds off.






LORENZO




It’s Greene’s thugs!

Dallas slowly comes to in the back seat.






LEO




Fuck! We gotta’ lose them.

In the back Dallas has recovered. Beside him lay Lorenzo’s AK47. He picks it up and then slowly maneuvers to the back window of the van.






LORENZO




My AK!

Lorenzo turns around to grab his AK when he sees Dallas pointing it through the shattered back window.






LORENZO




DALLAS!

INT. ESCALADE

Tiki and Zeke both duck as Dallas sprays the AK47 at the Escalade. The windshield shatters all over them and they start to veer off the street onto the sidewalk.

Zeke pops up after the firing stops and reaches under the seat. He pulls out a pistol.






ZEKE




Drive!

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Dallas starts cheering.






LORENZO




What the fuck are you thinkin’?!






DALLAS




I lost em’, didn’t I?

Lorenzo tears the AK from Dallas’s grip.






LORENZO




Now they gonna’ come back shootin’.






DALLAS




Nah, they’re dead.

Leo looks in the rearview. The white Escalade drifts around the corner at full speed. They are catching up to Lorenzo’s van.






LEO




No they aren’t. They’re gaining on us.

EXT. STREET

Lorenzo’s van takes a sharp left into someone’s yard. It speeds through and breaks through the fence. They fly over another fence and land on the main street.
The van turns and speeds off into oncoming traffic. A few seconds later the Escalade comes thrashing onto the street.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Leo slams his fist on the wheel.






LEO

Damn it! This is gonna’ be a bumpy ride, so grab something!

EXT. MAIN STREET

The van swerves out of the way of an oncoming truck. They veer off onto the side where they’re going the right direction.

The Escalade also changes to the other side, and they are gaining on the van very quickly.

INT. ESCALADE
Zeke rolls down the window and sticks the gun out the window.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Bullets start smashing into the car from behind. Dallas screams and takes the AK back from Lorenzo.

When Zeke stops shooting Dallas sits up and sprays more with the AK.

EXT. MAIN STREET

One of the bullets pop the front right tire of the Escalade and another stray one hits Zeke in the chest.

INT. ESCALADE

Zeke looks down at his chest.

Blood starts to stain his shirt, and he fires off a few random shots before he goes limp.






TIKI




He’s dead!

EXT. MAIN STREET

The Escalade spins out and Lorenzo’s van continues down the main street.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Dallas smiles.






LEO




Nice shooting, Dallas.






DALLAS




Thank those space cakes. Damn…

Dallas lays down with the smile still on his face.






LORENZO

Now we gotta’ go to the police station and get Rerun.

INT. POLICE STATION

Lorenzo, Leo, and Dallas enter the police station.

The Desk Cop looks up.






DESK COP




Can I help you?

Leo walks up to the table.






LEO

Did you pick up a guy who called himself Rerun?



DESK COP

Rerun Ray?



LEO
Yeah, that’s him.



DESK COP

We did. He got transferred a few minutes ago.






LEO




What police station?






DESK COP




I have no idea, sir.






LEO




Shit, thanks for your help.

EXT. POLICE STATION

The guys all walk side by side with disappointed looks on their faces.

Suddenly the doors to the police station open.

The Desk Cop has his gun drawn.

Lorenzo looks back at the cop and stops.






DESK COP




You! You stop right there!

Leo and Dallas look back.






DESK COP

There’s a warrant out for your arrest! You murdered six cops at the harbor!



LORENZO

You’ve got the wrong guy.

The Desk Cop takes a shot. It completely misses Lorenzo. They all sprint back to the van and pull off. The Desk Cop fires off a few shots.

He takes the radio from the nearest car.






DESK COP

This is Officer Durringer to all units! Suspect Lorenzo Walker has escaped my sight. He’s heading north on Oregon Avenue!

INT. SQUAD CAR

Officer Burkes has a huge smile on his face.

He puts on his sirens.

INT. BASEMENT
Rerun is taped to a chair. He has a gag ball in his mouth. Mr. Greene slowly walks down the stairs with Officer Mitchell.

Rerun struggles to break free.






MR. GREENE

So… One of the members of Project Greenthumb, eh?

Rerun shakes his head violently. Mr. Greene bellows with laughter. He rushes forward and backhands Rerun.






MR. GREENE

You fucked shit up for me! Especially your friends Leo and Lorenzo! Do you know what I had to do to get the cops on my side again after getting out of prison?! DO YOU KNOW?

Mr. Greene slaps Rerun again.






MR. GREENE




You are so fucked!

Mr. Greene rips the tape off of Rerun’s mouth. Rerun squeals.






MR. GREENE




Got somethin’ to say to me brotha’?!






RERUN




You aren’t going to butt rape me, are you?

Mr. Greene looks at Rerun with a disgusted look.






MR. GREENE




What the fuck you think this is?!






RERUN




I don’t know…






MR. GREENE

You obviously ain’t the brains of that operation.

One of Mr. Greene’s thugs comes down the stairs.






GREENE’S THUG




Mr. Greene! Zeke is dead!






MR. GREENE




What?!

Tiki and Wayne make their way down to the basement.






MR. GREENE




How’d he die?






TIKI




He took a bullet to the chest, man.






MR. GREENE




From who?!

Tiki sniffles.






TIKI




The Project Greenthumb dudes.






RERUN




Word…

Mr. Greene looks back to Rerun and clenches his fists and teeth.






MR. GREENE

I would strangle you if it wasn’t for the fact that we need ya’ ass.



RERUN

Why do you need me?



MR. GREENE

We gonna’ use you to lead Project Greenthumb right to us.

Rerun’s lips start to quiver.






MR. GREENE




Then you dead.






RERUN




Man, you don’t know who you messin’ with.






MR. GREENE

I don’t? Whatchu talkin’ bout fool? I know Leo and Lorenzo head to toe. They care too much about they crew. They won’t let you die on em’.






RERUN

Coz they got heart. Somethin’ you don’t have.






MR. GREENE

You best shut the fuck up before I have Tiki smack the shit out you.

Rerun smiles and laughs.






TIKI




What’s so funny?






RERUN




Ya’ll are so cold hearted.






MR. GREENE

That’s the drug world for ya’! Ain’t nobody got a heart, and ain’t nobody loyal! Like you Project Greenthumb mothafuckas! Lorenzo and Leo turned on me back in the day before they created this stupid operation. We was tight… Or so I thought. Then when the cops were rollin’ deep they dropped out. Ran…



RERUN

Coz they got brains too. Somethin’ you ain’t got.
Mr. Greene coils his arm back and socks Rerun right in the jaw. The chair slams to the ground and Rerun lay there with blood trickling from his nose.






MR. GREENE



Let’s set this up now!

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Lorenzo dials a number and waits for a little bit.






LORENZO




No answer…

A police car pulls up behind them flashing their sirens. In the driver’s seat is Officer Burkes.

He yells through the radio.






BURKES




Pull over your vehicle!

Dallas sticks a joint in his mouth and lights it up.






LORENZO




Just pull over. I got an idea.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD-EVENING

The sun is starting to set as Leo pulls the van over. Burkes pulls over right behind them and gets out of the car.

He pulls out his gun and slowly struts to the driver’s side of the van.

Leo sits there with a very tame look on his face.






BURKES

This is the end of the line for Project Greenthumb.



LEO

Project what?



BURKES

Don’t play dumb with me Leo Dormand. Mr. Greene told me all about you and your friend Lorenzo.

Dallas climbs up into the back seat with the joint lodged between his lips and the AK around his shoulders. He has it aimed right at Burkes.






DALLAS




Hey, buzz kill… I’ve got a question for you.






BURKES




What?






DALLAS




Do you think I’d shoot you?

Burkes stands there silently.






DALLAS

Exactly… So I want you to tell us where they took Rerun.



BURKES

I honestly have no clue.

Dallas chuckles and takes about a ten second hit. He tosses the joint on the floor of the bus.






DALLAS

You should call up Mr. Greene and tell him that he’s gonna’ be dead by the end of tonight.



BURKES

Oh, I can do that if you’d like.



DALLAS

I would like that.

Burkes takes out his phone and dials a number.






BURKES

Hey Mr. Greene. I’ve got Project Greenthumb pulled over on the road. They’ve got me at gunpoint…

(Beat)

He wants to talk to Lorenzo.

Lorenzo hesitantly sticks his arm out. Burkes hands him the phone.






LORENZO




What you want?






RERUN (V.O.)




Lorenzo…

INT. BASEMENT

Tiki has a gun to Rerun’s temple. Rerun is sweating, shivering, and bleeding.






LORENZO (V.O.)




Rerun?!






RERUN

Yeah, it’s me dude. Mr. Greene has ordered me to tell you that you have to follow Officer Burkes to the mansion, or else I get a bullet in the dome.






MR. GREENE

That’s right, Lorenzo! It came back to bite ya’!

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Lorenzo sits there with his jaw dropped. Everyone stares at him.






LORENZO




Aight. We’ll comply.






RERUN (V.O.)




They’ll comply.

There is a muffled noise.






MR. GREENE (V.O.)




Ay, Lorenzo. Long time no talk brotha’.






LORENZO




We’ll be there.

Lorenzo hangs up and hands the phone back to Burkes.






BURKES




What’d he say?






LORENZO




We’ll follow you there…

Burkes walks away with an evil grin on his face.






LORENZO

They’ve got Rerun. We gotta’ give ourselves up.



DALLAS

Are you fuckin’ kidding me, man?



LORENZO

We can think of something.



LEO

True…

Burkes slowly drives by Lorenzo’s van. Leo starts up the van and pulls off from the side of the road.

INT. BASEMENT

Mr. Greene stands there staring at Rerun.






MR. GREENE




Thanks Rerun.






RERUN




They got somethin’ in store for you.

Everyone in the basement laughs.

Just as they do Cliff struts down the stairs to the basement followed by four very buff guys. They each carry a case.

Mr. Greene looks over.






MR. GREENE




Ah, perfect timing.






CLIFF




Why’s that?






MR. GREENE

You know when I told you bout those Greenthumb mothafuckas?



CLIFF

Yeah.



MR. GREENE

We got they asses.

Cliff laughs childishly.






CLIFF




Good job homie.

The buff guys set down the cases. They each pop them open.






CLIFF




I gotcha order right here.

Cliff walks up to the nearest case to him. He stands on his tip toes and looks inside.






CLIFF

In this crate we’ve got a bunch of glocks and some ammo.

He moves on to the next crate.






CLIFF




This crate holds some basic AK’s.

He walks over to the next crate.





CLIFF




This one holds two RPG’s.

He goes to the very last crate and he quietly chuckles.






MR. GREENE




What’s in the last one?






CLIFF




A platinum AK.

Everyone moves over to the crate and looks inside. Cliff stands there smiling. Mr. Greene looks inside and then he goes over and lifts Cliff off the ground.






MR. GREENE




I love you, son!

He sets Cliff down.






CLIFF




I got ya’ back brotha’.

Wayne takes the AK from the crate. His jaw drops. Mr. Greene turns around and holds his hands out. Wayne puts the AK in his hands.

Mr. Greene inspects it.






MR. GREENE




This is gonna’ fuck some dudes up.

Everyone laughs.

INT. LORENZO’S VAN

Everyone sits there quietly.

Dallas clears his throat.






DALLAS




We’re just gonna’ give up?






LORENZO




Nah.






DALLAS




What the hell are we doin’ right now, man?






LORENZO

I’m thinkin’ of somethin’ we can do. You need to just chill out back there.



DALLAS

I’m just saying.



LEO

We’re gonna’ act like we’re handing ourselves over. Then we’ll counter it, and take them out.



LORENZO

How do we do that? They gonna’ take our shit before we go in.



LEO

When we’re in that position we’ll think about it.

Outside the windshield Burkes’ squad car pulls off onto a dirt road. Leo turns and follows.

EXT. MR. GREENE’S MANSION-NIGHT

Both the van and the squad car pull up.

Burkes gets out of his squad car and waits for Leo, Dallas, and Lorenzo.

INT. ENTRANCE HALL
Burkes pulls out his glock and puts it to Lorenzo’s head.






BURKES

Here’s how we’re going to do it. I’m going to take Lorenzo to Mr. Greene’s office. You two are going to stand here like good children and wait to be escorted somewhere else. If you do leave this spot, we will kill your friend Rerun. You hear?






LEO




Yeah, man…

Burkes shoves the gun hard into Lorenzo’s head.






BURKES




Up the stairs, now!

Lorenzo walks up the stairs. He looks down at Leo and Dallas. He mouths “Save Rerun”.

They both nod.






DALLAS




How do you want to go about this?






LEO




You want to act a little?






DALLAS




Sure…






LEO

I want you to act like I knocked you out, and if they find you, tell them I hit you and ran.






DALLAS




Sounds good.

Leo grabs Dallas by the head.






LEO




I love you cousin. Remember that.

Leo runs away and Dallas stands there for a second. Dallas looks around, and then just collapses to the ground.

INT. KITCHEN

Two thugs stand at the other end of the huge kitchen. Leo enters, and takes cover behind the counter. They look over in his direction, and then continue chatting.

A knife rack is on the counter above him.
Leo grabs the biggest one and eyes it.

INT. ENTRANCE HALL

Dallas still lay in the same spot when Cliff comes up from the basement alone. He notices Dallas and waddles over to him.

He taps Dallas.

Dallas rolls over on his back and groans.






CLIFF




What happened to you homie?






DALLAS




My friend knocked me out and ran.






CLIFF

Are you one of the dude’s from Project Greenthumb?

Dallas sits up and takes a close look at Cliff.






DALLAS




Are you a midget?






CLIFF




I prefer to be called short.

Dallas smirks.






CLIFF




Somethin’ funny mothafucka?

Dallas shakes his head and looks down at the ground.






CLIFF




That’s what I thought!

Cliff pulls out a glock and puts it to Dallas’ head. Dallas is still smiling.






CLIFF

Keep smilin’ and I’ll blow ya’ brains out right here!

Dallas takes a deep breath and then socks Cliff very hard in the face. Cliff drops to the ground with a squeak.
Dallas picks up his glock and smiles.






DALLAS

That was so intimidating. I almost shit myself you midget.

INT. BASEMENT

Wayne sits in a chair opposite of Rerun. Rerun sits there staring Wayne right in the eyes.






WAYNE

Your little game is over. No more stealin’ other dealers weed. I still can’t believe you got as much as you did the other night.



RERUN

You aren’t gonna’ win. Sooner or later people will stop buying your overpriced weed.



WAYNE

Nah, dumb kids will keep buying it. People crave weed. It’s a part of culture.



RERUN

Yeah, so are fags now days. Like yourself.

Wayne laughs.






WAYNE




Yous a funny one, huh?






RERUN




I think I am. I’m also a good rapper.






WAYNE




Really? Give me a few bars right now.






RERUN
Listen dude, you about to die. My friend is gonna’ shoot you in the eye. You ain’t gonna’ expect it coz he’ll come from behind. Leave ya blind!

Wayne does the slow clap.






WAYNE




That was great, white boy.

The sound of a gun cocking is in the background. And Dallas walks on screen and points the gun right at Wayne’s face.






DALLAS

You know what else is great? When the good guys start to make a heroic comeback.



WAYNE

How the fuck did…

Dallas pistol whips Wayne who slumps to the ground.






RERUN




Dallas!

Dallas rips all the tape off of Rerun. Rerun stands up and embraces Dallas.






RERUN




I love you man!

INT. MR. GREENE’S OFFICE

Mr. Greene sits at his desk with the platinum AK on it. Tiki is at his left and Officer Mitchell is to his right. All the other thugs are crowded around his large office.

The doors bust open and in flies Lorenzo.

Burkes walks in behind him and kicks him in the face.






MR. GREENE




Good work again, Burkes.






BURKES




Anytime, Greene. Now I want my money.






MR. GREENE




You’ll get it, brotha’. Chill ya’ ass out.

Burkes nods and tucks away his gun.

Lorenzo starts to get up when Burkes punches him right in the kidney.






MR. GREENE




Burkes! Let him sit!






BURKES

Sorry. This punk has been a thorn in my side.



MR. GREENE

He has for me too. But I’m not slappin’ the shit out of him! Damn…

Lorenzo takes a seat in the chair opposite of Mr. Greene. Blood trickles from his nose.






MR. GREENE




So, Lorenzo. What do you think of my home?






LORENZO




It sucks mad dick.






MR. GREENE

You would say somethin’ like that you stubborn mothafucka’. Do you realize what’s about to go down?



LORENZO

What?

Mr. Greene leans in real close so he’s face to face with Lorenzo.






LORENZO

Hey, we don’t need any of that homo shit here.



MR. GREENE

Don’t get smart brotha’. As I was sayin’. You’re about to die.



LORENZO

Why don’t you just do it now? What do we need to fuckin’ talk about? You want me dead. Simple as that…



MR. GREENE

Nah, you know what we need to talk about.



LORENZO

I don’t.



MR. GREENE

The money you stole from me all those years ago. Where is it?



LORENZO

Look Wentworth, you know what I did with that money? I fuckin’ spent it. You know how I spent it? Hiring good workers to help me take down dealers like you that overpriced their product. Sixteen bucks for a dime sack? Damn you is a greedy brotha’.

Mr. Greene starts laughing hysterically.






TIKI




Sir…

Mr. Greene continues to laugh maniacally. He stands up and walks around to the other side of the desk.

TIKI




You can stop laughing anytime soon.






MR. GREENE



Be quiet Tiki!

Lorenzo tries not to laugh.






TIKI




What’s so funny?






LORENZO




Ya’ name is really Tiki?






TIKI




Yeah man, it is. You got beef wit it?






LORENZO




Nah, I just think it’s fuckin’ hilarious.

Mr. Greene grabs Lorenzo by the neck and lifts him out of the chair.






MR. GREENE

You are gonna’ pay me back right now, or you and ya’ friends are gonna’ die.



LORENZO

Fuck you…

Mr. Greene walks towards the balcony and then slams Lorenzo on top of it. Then he grabs Lorenzo’s feet and dangles him over the edge.






MR. GREENE




Say what?!






LORENZO




I don’t got your money!
INT. KITCHEN

Leo has crept up behind the two guards. He raises the knife over his head when a hand grabs his shoulder. He frantically turns around.

Dallas and Rerun stand there with their fingers over their lips.

Dallas and Rerun lightly push Leo out of the way and point the guns at the guard’s heads. They simultaneously pull the trigger.

Blood sprays all over the windows and floor.

INT. MR. GREENE’S OFFICE

Everyone jumps and pulls out their guns. Mr. Greene brings Lorenzo back into the room and throws him to the ground.






MR. GREENE




GO KILL THOSE FUCKING GREENTHUMB BASTARDS!

All of the thugs in the office exit as well as Officer Mitchell. Officer Burkes is about to leave.






MR. GREENE




Burkes?

Burkes turns around.

Mr. Greene is aiming the platinum AK at him.






MR. GREENE




Here’s your money.

Mr. Greene fires at Burkes. Blood coats the wall behind him and he falls to the ground dead.

INT. ENTRANCE HALL

Cliff lay there knocked out when everyone is hustling into the entrance hall. One of the buff guys runs over and feels his pulse.






BUFF GUY




Cliff! Cliff!

Cliff comes to.






CLIFF




What the? Where am I?

INT. BASEMENT

Tiki and a few of the thugs enter the basement. Wayne lay there.






TIKI

Ayo! Wayne! Fat mothafucka! Wake up! If only we had some Mickie D’s to wave in front of his hungry nose.

INT. KITCHEN

A bunch of the thugs burst into the kitchen pointing their guns in random places.

There is a whirring sound, and a knife goes right through one of the thug’s heads. He falls face first into the counter shoving the knife all the way through his head.

Dallas and Rerun pop up with AK’s aimed, and they start spraying the kitchen.

All of the thugs start shaking violently from the impact of the bullets from Dallas and Rerun’s AK’s.






RERUN




You cannot stop me! I am Tupac!

INT. MR. GREENE’S OFFICE

Mr. Greene is locking the door when Lorenzo stumbles to his feet. Mr. Greene looks back at Lorenzo and smiles.






MR. GREENE




What’re you up to?

Lorenzo pulls a joint out of his pocket.






LORENZO




This is your weed.






MR. GREENE




Ah, it’s such an honor to see you with it.






LORENZO




Got a lighter?

Mr. Greene withdraws a lighter and lights the blunt for Lorenzo. Lorenzo takes a hit and coughs a little.





LORENZO




Dats some good shit.






MR. GREENE




Pure!

INT. HALLWAY

Dallas walks in badass fashion down a narrow hallway. One of the doors open and out pops a big guy with a 12-gauge shotgun.

He fires a shot, but Dallas moves into a nearby room.

The big guy goes back into the room too. Dallas pops out and unloads on the wall. The big guy pops out and Dallas fires one shot into his head.

Dallas walks out into the hallway. Leo and Rerun catch up.






DALLAS




Here, use this Leo.

Dallas tosses Leo the 12 gauge. Right when Leo catches it he cocks it and smiles.






LEO




Let’s roll.






DALLAS




Wait…

Dallas reaches into his sweatshirt pocket and withdraws a six inch by one inch blunt. He sticks it in his mouth and lights it. He takes a huge hit and then keeps it in his lips.






DALLAS




Now we ready…

He giggles and then turns around and kicks the door down.

INT. DEN

They enter the den where the butler is getting head from the maid.

He tries reaching for the revolver on the nightstand next to him but Dallas fills him with bullets. The maid screams.

The doors on the other end of the room open and thugs pour in. Dallas sprays all of them down. Right when the last one falls he runs out of bullets.

He walks over to the nightstand and picks up the revolver.

The maid is covering up her breasts as they pass by.






DALLAS




Careful where you doin’ work honey.

INT. LIBRARY

The library has two floors. An upstairs balcony overlooks it. Everything is completely silent until the guys creep in.






RERUN




It looks clear.






DALLAS




Let me check.

Dallas sprints across the library. The door upstairs is kicked open and more thugs spill out onto the balcony. They lay down fire on Dallas who gets hit in the shoulder but keeps going.

When he gets to cover he takes a huge hit from his blunt and lets it flow from his nose.






DALLAS




Do something crazy for me guys!

Suddenly, from the other side of the library Leo pushes Rerun out on one of the slide ladders attached to the bookshelves.

He sprays the upstairs balcony taking out most of the thugs. The last one screams and runs back in the way they all came from.

Leo runs over to Dallas and looks at his gunshot.






DALLAS




It grazed me.

INT. ENTRANCE HALL
Dallas, Rerun, and Leo enter the entrance hall.

On the top of the staircase stands Mr. Greene with Lorenzo as his hostage.






LEO




Drop him Wentworth!






MR. GREENE




Ah, Leo! What a pleasant surprise.

Officer Mitchell walks up from behind and melees Leo to the ground. Cliff enters the entrance hall with a very mean look on his face.






DALLAS




Oh shit, it’s you.






CLIFF




Damn right it’s me mothafucka!






DALLAS

Are you gonna’ put me on Santa’s naughty list?



CLIFF

Fuck you!

Cliff rushes Dallas with his cane raised over his head. Dallas sticks his foot out and Cliff runs right into it.






TIKI




Thank you!






MR. GREENE

Officer Mitchell. Could you please execute Mr. Dormand in front of his friends?



RERUN

You can’t do that man!



MR. GREENE

Oh, I can.

Cliff gets off the ground and brushes himself off. He points at Dallas.






CLIFF

Before they kill you, I’m gonna’ whoop ya’ ass!

Dallas smiles with the blunt still in his mouth. He takes one last hit, and lets it drop to the ground.

Officer Mitchell picks Leo up off the ground and drags him to the middle of the entrance hall.






OFFICER MITCHELL




Quick and painless? Or slow and painful?






MR. GREENE




Just kill him.

Officer Mitchell raises his gun to Leo’s head.






LORENZO




Wait!

Everyone looks up at Lorenzo. His eyes are a shade of red. He laughs a little bit.






MITCHELL




What?






LORENZO




Shit, I don’t remember.

Dallas starts laughing.






DALLAS




I actually remember that night.






MITCHELL




Would you shut the fuck up?

Dallas cocks his head back.






DALLAS




Why so hostile?

Rerun chuckles a bit.






RERUN




I remember that too.

All of the guys laugh. Even Leo.






DALLAS




Can I say something?






CLIFF




Nah, you can’t say shit.

Tiki points his gun at Cliff and shoots him in the head. Everyone in the room stares at Tiki in awe.






TIKI




What can I say? The lil man pissed me off.

Leo elbows Mitchell in the nuts and Dallas points the revolver at Tiki.

Rerun points the AK right in Mitchell’s face.






MR. GREENE




Tiki! Do somethin’!

Tiki looks up at Mr. Greene.






TIKI




What’s there to do?






MR. GREENE




What you mean, “what’s there to do”?

Tiki shrugs.






TIKI

I don’t know anymore, man. Shit, ever since I started workin’ for you I been depressed as a mothafucka.

A tear drips down Tiki’s cheek.






TIKI (CONT’D)

I didn’t even get a cut. I got jack shit! And I saved your ass on more than one occasion. All you did was raise the price of the weed and bathe in your riches.



MR. GREENE

Tiki! Don’t be dumb brotha’!

Tiki breaks down in tears. Dallas looks around and lowers the revolver. He sniffles a bit, and then gives Tiki a hug.






MR. GREENE




What the fuck?!

Lorenzo sticks the joint in his hand into Mr. Greene’s wrist. He screams and drops the AK. Lorenzo turns around and punches him in the face.

He drops to the ground and slides down the stairs.

Mitchell starts to cry too.






RERUN




Aw God, it smells like baby shit.






MITCHELL




That was me.

Rerun shakes his head and keeps the AK trained on Mitchell.






DALLAS




I love you, man.






TIKI




I love you too brotha’.






LEO




I just realized somethin’ right now.






DALLAS




What’s that cousin?

LEO

That the drug world is so unloyal, and dirty… We rip each other off, just so we can get high…



DALLAS

Alright, Leo… Don’t be hatin’ on drugs now. Weed is good for the soul, man.

Leo smiles.






DALLAS




I’ll tell you what I learned…

Lorenzo walks down the stairs and crouches down right beside Mr. Greene.






DALLAS




Fuck I forgot… I’m too high.

Everybody in the entrance hall starts to laugh.

The door to the basement slams open. Wayne stumbles out and falls on his face.






WAYNE




They escaped Tiki.






TIKI




Fuck you, ya’ fat slob.






WAYNE




What?






TIKI




You heard me! I quit this shit!

Tiki walks towards the front door.






DALLAS




Hey!

Tiki stops and turns around.






TIKI




What up, white boy?






DALLAS




You wanna’ roll with Project Greenthumb?

Tiki looks up at the ceiling and then smiles his big pearly white teeth.






TIKI




Fuck yeah.

INT. GARAGE

The garage is gigantic. Two moving vans are parked inside. Tiki leads the Project Greenthumb crew into the garage.






TIKI




Prepare to be amazed.

Tiki opens the back of the moving van.

It’s full of marijuana. Dallas laughs.






LEO




You have the keys?

Tiki takes out two keys from his pocket.






TIKI




What we gonna’ do?






LEO

We’re gonna’ bring all this back to my house, and then sell it for five dollars a dime sack, and so on.

Tiki nods in agreement.






TIKI




Sounds good.






LORENZO




I’ll drive one, and you drive the other.






LEO




Sounds good, Lorenzo.

They smile at each other and head to opposite trucks.

INT. ESCALADE

Leo sits in the driver’s seat, Lorenzo sits in the passenger’s seat, Tiki and Rerun sit in the back seat, and Dallas sits in the very back.

EXT. STOP LIGHT

The Escalade is a dark purple color with green fire on the hood. A green thumb is on the driver’s side door.

INT. ESCALADE
Dallas is eating brownies.






DALLAS

You think what we did to Mr. Greene and Wayne was fair?



TIKI

Hell yeah it is.

INT. BASEMENT

Two crates sit in the basement.
A bag of Mcdonald’s sits on each on.






WAYNE




Let me out!






MR. GREENE

I’m gonna’ fuckin’ kill you Project Greenthumb sons of bitches!

INT. ESCALADE

Everyone in the car has a brownie in their hand.






LEO

I never realized how good of space cake it was.



DALLAS

We put so much weed in them. Don’t you remember?



LORENZO

I remember you putting a hellova lot of weed in em’.

They all laugh.

Leo’s cell phone rings.






LEO




Leo Dormand.




(Beat)




You’ve got a tip? Cool. Call me back later.

Leo hangs up.






LEO




Project Greenthumb for life.






LORENZO




Project Greenthumb for life.






DALLAS




(With his mouth full)




Project Greenthumb for life.






RERUN




Project Greenthumb for life.






TIKI




Project Greenthumb for life.






LORENZO




Let’s roll out.

THE END
