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TEASER

FADE IN:

CHYRON: LOS ANGELES, 1992

ARCHIVAL NEWS FOOTAGE

from a helicopter soaring over LOS ANGELES. We look down on 
the skyline, it’s breathing--pulsating--with an ORANGE GLOW. 
FIRES. SMOKE curling upwards.  

A slow building DIN of SCREAMS, GUNFIRE, and SHATTERING 
GLASS. A CHORUS OF NEWS REPORTS ECHO OVER THE CITY: “...the 
wake of the verdict...;” “violence in the streets...;” 
“police have left...;” “looting stores like...;” “largest 
race riot in our nation’s history...”

LA is burning. BANG.

EXT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - DAY

A GUNSHOT. A SODA CAN is blown off the ledge. 

KEVIN SHIM, 20, a well-dressed Korean kid with a puppy dog 
demeanor watches his father, MR. SHIM, 50’s, aim a PISTOL at 
the NEXT CAN IN A LINE on the ledge out back behind their 
family’s laundromat. 

BANG. Another can disappears.

CHYRON: 6 MONTHS LATER

MR. SHIM
(In Korean; subtitled)

[You’ve got to get a good grip on 
it. Because it kicks.]

Kevin takes the gun. He holds it out in front of him 
apprehensively--aiming--closing one eye.

MR. SHIM (CONT’D)
[I called that locksmith. He’s 
coming today to fix the lock they 
broke. On the front door.]

(beat)
[The insurance check just came in.]

BANG. Kevin misses.



KEVIN
[Finally. It shouldn’t have even 
taken this long. What are we paying 
them for?]

BANG. Miss.

MR. SHIM
[Too many claims after April 29th.]

KEVIN
[Maybe this place’ll start to feel 
safe again.]

BANG. Miss. Frustrated, Mr. Shim wraps his son’s hands in his 
own. Forcing them steady.

MR. SHIM
[No. Kevin, you need to do better.] 

KEVIN
[It’s just windy out.]

MR. SHIM
Focus! This is not game!

KEVIN
OK.

(beat)
Well, what about that alarm system 
you and Mom talked about getting? 
Our security cameras aren’t gonna 
stop anybody.

MR. SHIM
No, no. We protect ourselves. 
Because no one else do it.
That why you keep shooting.

Kevin turns back to the can. He aims. BANG.

FLASH: NEWS FOOTAGE - Fires in storefronts. Hordes of people 
in the streets.

Mr. Shim releases Kevin’s hands. Kevin fires again. BANG.

FLASH: NEWS FOOTAGE - Korean grocers with shotguns firing on 
looters. Police fleeing the city.

MR. SHIM (CONT’D)
Keep shooting!

The can disappears, but Kevin doesn’t care. He unloads on the 
ledge, eyes closed. BANG. BANG. BANG.
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FLASH: NEWS FOOTAGE - A collage of images. Reginald Denny 
getting pulled from his truck. BANG. The LA Raiders. Press 
Conferences. The Harlins verdict. BANG. Death Row Records. 
Magic Johnson. Crips and Bloods. Rodney King getting the 
beating of his life. BANG. A vortex of turmoil. 

INSERT: SWIRLING COLORS. THE VIOLENCE OF THE SPIN CYCLE.

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - NIGHT

Kevin is lost in a trance staring into a nearby WASHING 
MACHINE.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Yo!

Kevin snaps out of it. Turns to see a muscle-bound black kid 
in a RAIDERS CAP and HILFIGER JEANS with searching, 
intellectual eyes. He’s jittery--nervous--and he avoids eye 
contact. We will come to know him as MARIO TYNES, 19. 

He places TWO SINGLE DOLLAR BILLS on the counter and then 
stuffs his hands back in his pockets.

MARIO
I need change.

Kevin looks up at him, suspicious. He eyes Mario up and down. 
The man is empty-handed.

KEVIN
You don’t have any laundry.

MARIO
So?

KEVIN
What do you need change for?

MARIO
You fuckin’ with me? Just gimme the 
damn quarters.

A BELL DINGS. Both men turn around to look across the expanse 
of the empty, shabby laundromat to see a tattooed and pierced 
young white woman with a thoroughly unpleasant look on her 
face enter the laundromat. This is GRACIE, 24. She eyes the 
two men awkwardly, before walking towards a VENDING MACHINE.

Mario’s eyes move from Gracie, out the storefront windows to 
a GRAY LOW RIDER parked across the street. He turns back to 
Kevin, head down, more grave than before.
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MARIO (CONT’D)
Look, I need to make a call. You 
gonna give me the change or what?

Kevin looks to Gracie, trying her best to remain uninvolved.

KEVIN
I give you the change and you’ll 
leave?

MARIO
You don’t think it’s over.

(beat)
It don’t have to be.

Kevin opens a roll of quarters underneath the counter and 
slides Mario the CHANGE. Mario takes it, glaring, and leaves 
looking at Gracie on the way out.

Kevin breathes a sigh of relief. His hand carefully releases 
the PISTOL hidden beneath the counter.

INSERT: A CD SLIPS INTO A WALKMAN. PRESS PLAY.

EXT. KOREATOWN - NIGHT

Trash blows down the city street. Cans, food wrappers, 
newspapers, a CLINTON/GORE CAMPAIGN SIGN, vials. Up the 
street a GLOVED HAND pokes out from an alleyway, holding a 
glowing JOINT. The unseen figure takes one last toke before 
the joint is tossed away and the figure’s sneakers hit the 
pavement. JORDAN VIII’s, the good shit. 

A GLASS BOTTLE full of a clear liquid, with a damp RAG 
hanging out of it, swings by his side as he walks. He lights 
the rag and it BURNS as he holds it steady--low--off his hip. 
The figure approaches SHIM’S LAUNDRY, clad in a GRAY HOODED 
SWEATSHIRT, DARK BAGGY JEANS and a BULLETPROOF VEST. A set of 
WALKMAN HEADPHONES hang around his neck, subtly humming 
“SOULJAH’S REVENGE” by 2Pac.

He sharply elbows the glass front door of the laundromat, 
shattering it. He tosses the Molotov cocktail in and turns as 
the laundromat slowly begins to burn. As SOURCE TURNS TO 
SCORE, he calmly walks away. We finally see his face. Or 
rather, we don’t. The large gray hood of the sweatshirt 
appears vacant. Empty. 

This is SMOKE HOOD. The building BURSTS INTO FLAMES behind 
him.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. RAMPART COMMUNITY POLICE STATION - NIGHT

LT. DAVID SANTOS, late 20s, a pensive, handsome, clean-cut 
Chicano, stands behind a podium addressing the briefing room 
which is half-full with officers.

Santos’ briefing feels less like a call to arms and more like 
a middle school book report. But it’s not from lack of 
trying. 

SANTOS 
...And homis are down almost 50% 
from this time last year. Wish I 
could say it was us, but it looks 
like this gang truce might actually 
hold. But what that means is we are 
patrolling a war zone that has been 
thrust into relative peace 
prematurely. An unearned peace. We 
have a power vacuum on our hands 
and it’s the perfect time for 
someone to make a grab at the 
throne.

Officers BRIAN “LEFTY” RUSK, black, and TAYLOR KRUG, white, 
both in their late 20s, sit next to each other in the room. 
Lefty leans over to whisper to Krug.

LEFTY
(to Krug)

Power vacuum? This guy think we in 
South Central or the Middle East?

KRUG
Fuckin’ college boy.

A black female officer, JENNIFER “J.J.” JAYNE, mid 20s, 
sitting above them butts in.

J.J.
You guys ever been to the Middle 
East?

(beat)
We’ve got better weather. Besides 
that, it’s a toss up.
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SANTOS
I’m sure you’ve all heard rumblings 
about Bicho , although no one’s 
seen his face. His set, Mara 
Salvatrucha, MS-13, is small but 
they’re ruthless.  And Bless is 
they’re quarterback. He’s smart. If 
anyone is gonna make a power play, 
it’s him. So we’re doubling down on 
the Latin gangs.

KRUG
(to Lefty)

Fuckin’ poker, now? Stop mixing 
your sports metaphors, dude.

SANTOS
We’re going to be-

An older, stone-faced, white policeman enters the briefing 
room, standing ominously in the doorway. This is MAJOR MANN. 
All heads turn.

SANTOS (CONT’D)
Dismissed, officers.

The officers all stand and begin to file out of the room. 
Santos heads to the doorway.

MAJ. MANN
They’re warming up to you. 

SANTOS 
Please.

Mann hands him a folder.

MAJ. MANN
Just came in. Use whoever you need.

Santos opens the folder, scans the content, growing serious. 
He looks up and past Mann to the departing officers who laugh 
around the coffee machine.

SANTOS 
Lefty! Krug!

(beat)
You’re up.

Lefty and Krug turn to each other.
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KRUG
(pointing to himself then 
Lefty)

Good cop, bad cop?

LEFTY
Bad cop, black cop.

KRUG
Done.

INT. FOOTBALL DORMS - NIGHT

A RAGER. FOOTBALL PLAYERS and the HOTTEST COEDS Southern 
California private education has to offer grind to the sounds 
of “JUST GOT PAID” by Johnny Kemp. Beer flows like water. 
Jell-O shots. Keg stands.

HALLWAY

Mario dials a PAYPHONE mounted in the hallway, party buzzing 
nearby. CLICK.

MARIO
Hello?

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

A skinny, plain-looking Latina picks up the cordless phone, 
dropping what appears to be her homework on her bed. She’s 
MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND.

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
Mario? Hey baby.

MARIO
Hey.

INTERCUT - PHONE CONVERSATION

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
You okay? Something wrong?

MARIO
Yeah... Look, I just felt like I 
should tell you that uh... I’m 
about to cheat on you.

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
What?
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Moving seductively across the hall, in front of the door to 
Mario’s dorm room and the O.J. Simpson poster hanging on it, 
is the CHEERLEADER. Blonde and tight. She’s a 10 and she’s 
ready to go. Mario watches.

MARIO
And I just wanna know if this is 
gonna be a problem, ‘cause if it is 
I wanna talk about it now. So we 
can just, you know, move past it.

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
Are you serious?

MARIO
This girl don’t mean shit to me. I 
just want you to know that. I love 
you baby, and I don’t wanna hurt 
you.

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
(realizing)

You’re with her now. You’re 
serious.

MARIO
Yeah but, but listen. Girl we can 
get through this, I know it. Just 
communication and-

MARIO’S GIRLFRIEND
Just- just don’t cheat on me!

Out come the POM-POMS.

MARIO
Nah. Nah, this is happening.

MARIO’S DORM ROOM

They fall onto the bed. The cheerleader straddles him, 
peeling her shirt off. Mario stops her at her bra.

MARIO
Wait- listen, we’ve been together 
all night, OK? All night.

CHEERLEADER
What?

BAM. The door flies open. Four COPS in SWAT gear, GUNS drawn, 
take the room. 
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COP 1
Hands! Hands! Hands! Show me your 
hands!

The Cheerleader SCREAMS, covering herself. Mario throws her 
off him. 

MARIO
...The fuck?!

They pin Mario down on his bed, pulling his arms behind.

COP 1
Hands behind your back! Now!

The CLICK of HANDCUFFS.

EXT. UNIVERSITY PARK - NIGHT

A SHITHOLE DONUT SHOP. Vagrants mill around.

INT. DONUT SHOP - CONTINUOUS

DET. THOMAS NOEL, 40s, a disheveled, balding, white guy with 
an arrogant smile, sits at a table, hands wrapped calmly 
around a coffee cup. Most of the patrons are black.

Noel’s son, BRYCE, 5, sits across from him, with more ice 
cream smeared across his face than in the bowl in front of 
him. 3 DONUTS are stacked on one side of him untouched. 

Noel stares at the counter and the mostly black, possibly 
homeless, patrons lining it, sucking down cheap donuts. The 
10 o’clock local news plays from a TV suspended above the 
counter.

NOEL
You didn’t even touch the donuts. 
Best ones on the west coast are 
right in front of you. 

BRYCE
I just want ice cream.

Noel pulls a FLASK out of his coat pocket and pours it into 
his STYROFOAM COFFEE CUP. He savors the beverage before 
plucking a donut from Bryce’s stack.

NOEL
I’m tellin’ you. You don’t know 
what you’re missing.
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BRYCE
Can I take some home?

NOEL
Sure, but... why don’t you tell 
your Mom we got them from the 
grocery. Let’s keep this place a 
secret donut place. Only for tough 
guys like us.

Bryce nods, but grows sullen.

BRYCE
When are you moving back? I don’t 
like Mitchell. He and Mommy don’t 
let me play cops and robbers.

NOEL
Hey buddy, hey... I’m gonna move 
back wh-

BLACK GUY (O.S.)
Fuck that!

A ratty BLACK GUY stands at the counter, screaming at the 
footage of the Rodney King beating on TV.

BLACK GUY (CONT’D)
(rapping)

Man fuck the police! Comin’ 
straight from the underground. All 
us niggas got it bad ‘cause we 
brown!

(beat)
Fuck them pigs, man!

He slaps the hand of the man sitting next to him.

Noel looks at his son, who’s petrified, gripping the PAPER 
ICE CREAM BOWL as if it could be used as a weapon. 

Noel walks to the counter. Looks up at the TV. Settles deep 
into the personal space of the black guy.

BLACK GUY (CONT’D)
Fuck you want?

NOEL
Look man. How about you cool it a 
bit? I got my kid over there-

BLACK GUY
What difference that make to me, 
man? Free country. 

(MORE)
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Don’t know why you got a kid out 
here anyway. Got no Goddamn common 
sense...

NOEL
How about you don’t tell me what to 
do with my kid.  And stop with the 
police rap bullshit. I don’t want 
him gettin’ the wrong idea-

BLACK GUY
Wrong idea? Fuck out my face, 
cracker.

The guy shoves Noel, who rolls with it. Brushes himself off. 
Re-approaches. He glances back at King getting the beating of 
a lifetime.

NOEL
What do you see when you look at 
that screen? Huh? Tell me. What? 
Corruption? A terrible tragedy?

(beat)
Wanna know what I see?

He leans in, moves his coat to reveal the LAPD BADGE on his 
belt buckle. 

NOEL (CONT’D)
Great fuckin’ advertising.

(beat)
You were leaving, weren’t you?

The man stares Noel down. Noel doesn’t flinch. The black guy 
grabs his donut and saunters out of the shop.

EXT. DONUT SHOP - MOMENTS LATER

Noel leans against his CAR, smoking a cigarette. Bryce sits 
in the backseat playing a GAMEBOY.  The police radio 
CRACKLES. Noel reaches in past a CAR PHONE on the dashboard 
to grab the RADIO RECEIVER.

NOEL
Yeah?

INT. POLICE STATION - SANTOS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Santos stands behind his desk. 

BLACK GUY (CONT'D)
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SANTOS
It’s Santos. I need you to come in. 
Got something for you.

INTERCUT RADIO CONVERSATION

NOEL
I’m out. On patrol.

SANTOS
All hands on deck. CRASH included. 
Major’s orders. 

NOEL
(discreetly)

I’ve got my kid for the night. 

SANTOS
You’re on the clock, aren’t you? I 
don’t know why you’re playing 
catch.

NOEL
What’s it been? Three weeks as 
lieutant? And so popular already.

Radio silence from Santos.

NOEL (CONT’D)
On my way.

Noel puts the radio back and climbs in the car.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Noel enters underneath a large sign that reads RAMPART 
DIVISION, dragging Bryce by the hand. The night shift is in 
full swing and as he heads towards Santos’ office he’s 
GREETED WARMLY BY HIS FELLOW OFFICERS:  “Hey Noel;” “Look who 
actually came into work;” “Doc Holliday, ladies and 
gentleman. Dock your pay holiday.” “Noel, my man!”

Noel passes J.J., but then backpedals to confront her.

NOEL
Hey, Jane right? 

J.J.
Detective Noel!? It’s Jennifer. My 
last name is Jay- 
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NOEL
That’s great. Watch my kid and give 
my wife a call. Tell her she needs 
to pick him up. 

J.J.
I’ve got a case I’m supposed-

NOEL
Listen, you’re gonna tell me that 
despite what your face and 
everything else about you says, 
you’re not a babysitter. And I’m 
still gonna tell you, watch my 
fuckin’ kid. Call my fuckin’ wife. 
And if you can handle that little 
bit of policework, I’ll buy you a 
drink sometime. It’ll be good for 
you, I’m a good person to know. 

J.J. nods, avoiding eye contact.

NOEL (CONT’D)
Thanks.

Noel pats a shaken J.J. on the shoulder as he passes her and 
heads into Santos’ office. Bryce looks up at J.J.

BRYCE
He’s divorced.

INSERT: SURVEILLANCE VIDEO SCREEN - Mario sits alone 
handcuffed in an interrogation room.

The black and white, noisy video morphs into the view of the 
room through a two way mirror from the...

INT. VIEWING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lt. Santos pensively looks through the glass at Mario. Noel 
sits behind him, dumping sugar into a CUP OF COFFEE.

SANTOS
Standard arson, from the looks of 
it. Nothin’ too special.

NOEL
One of the Miyagi’s places? Gang-
related?
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SANTOS
Maybe. Mostly the department’s 
worried it might be racially 
motivated. They’re comin’ down hard 
on anything that could spark more 
riots.

NOEL
So they got you callin’ me and my 
20-plus years in for campfires? 
Christ. Whatever happened to 
seniority?

Santos sits down, meeting Noel eye-to-eye.

SANTOS
You know this department’s got a 
serious image problem and I’m just 
trying to remedy that. People 
around here respect you, and if you 
got on board-

NOEL
You wanna be Prom King you can hang 
your own posters. But I thought you 
had some work you needed me to do. 
Sir.

Santos gestures towards the one way mirror. 

SANTOS
An old friend of yours stopped by 
the office. I’m sure you remember 
him. I haven’t seen him since he 
got outta juvie.

Noel makes his way over to the glass, drinking in the image 
of Mario.

NOEL
Mario Tynes. The Juicebox. It’s a 
fuckin’ reunion. You know how many 
times I put this kid away?

(beat)
I thought he was playin’ at SC?

SANTOS
He is. They cuffed him at a campus 
party. He was right in the middle 
of it.

NOEL
Of what?
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SANTOS
You know... havin’ some fun.

NOEL
Oh really? How much fun?

Noel cups the air in front of him, miming breast sizes. He 
slowly expands the size, smirking.

NOEL (CONT’D)
Tell me when.

SANTOS
(ignoring him)

We got an anonymous tip he was near 
the scene, him being the local 
celebrity that he is. And he fits 
the description.

NOEL
So we got nothin’ is what you’re 
tellin’ me.

SANTOS
Lean on him a bit. He’ll give you 
something. He’s not the only one 
though. We got a girl for it too. 
Another old friend. A firebug.

CUT TO:

INT. HEALTH CENTER - DAY

Gracie sits in a sparse white room surrounded by her MOTHER, 
FATHER, TWO VALLEY GIRL FRIENDS, and an INTERVENTIONIST. Her 
hair dyed platinum blonde, her dress is a pastiche of goth 
punk and Seattle grunge. Her father reads from a hand-written 
letter.

GRACIE’S FATHER
Your addiction has affected me in 
the following ways...

GRACIE
Fuckin’ serious...?

GRACIE’S FATHER
You used to be the sweet little 
girl that would run into my arms 
whenever I came home.

GRACIE
That’s because I used to be seven.
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GRACIE’S FATHER
But ever since you started using 
drugs-

GRACIE
It’s just weed! Seriously? All this 
for weed? All this?

GRACIE’S MOTHER
It is not just marijuana Gracie, 
and you know it. You and your 
brother-

GRACIE
I’m not Ezzie mom. I haven’t 
touched anything else in eight 
months. Stone cold sober. I fuckin’ 
deserve a joint.

GRACIE’S FATHER
Well that’s not sober if-

GRACIE
The city was on fire. Six months 
ago. And this is what you’re 
worried about?

GRACIE’S MOTHER
Grace-

GRACIE
You know I’m the only one here who 
has any idea what’s going on 
outside. Shit is real out there-

GRACIE’S MOTHER
Stop cursing.

GRACIE
Shit. Is. Real. Out there. And I 
see it because I’m not spending my 
days holed up in an ivory tower 
stacking wine bottles and curating 
a Laserdisc collection. So forgive 
me if I need to burn one once in a 
while.

INTERVENTIONIST
Gracie, I’m sensing some hostility 
from you. Can you just give us a 
sense of what you’re thinkin’ right 
now?
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GRACIE
God, this would be fuckin’ 
hilarious if I was high right now.

EXT. KOREATOWN - NIGHT

Gracie walks down the street, hands stuffed in the pockets of 
her jacket. A POLICE CRUISER pulls up alongside her.

SANTOS (V.O.)
Yonah Grace Levine. Goes by 
“Gracie”. Former addict. Multiple 
arsons. This is her MO and she 
lives in the vicinity. Patrol 
picked her up near the scene. 

The window rolls down to reveal Lefty and Krug. Lefty smiles 
at Gracie. 

LEFTY
Evening, miss. You lookin’ for a 
date?

GRACIE
With a cop? I charge extra for the 
shame.

KRUG
Get in the car, miss.

BACK TO SCENE.

SANTOS
They’re questioning her now. Gonna 
call in if she gives them anything.

(beat)
I’m heading over to the scene.

Santos begins to get his stuff together.

NOEL 
They know each other?

SANTOS
Could be. They’ve both been in the 
system. She’s the one with the 
history of arson though.

NOEL
Tynes has a record full of 
everything but. You think a thug 
like that was riding shotgun?
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SANTOS
I don’t know. Could be neither of 
‘em. Could’ve been... him.

NOEL
Who?

SANTOS
You hear the owner’s description? 
Hood. Vest.

NOEL
Oh come on. Not you?

SANTOS
We got a call. Late night, last 
week. Said he beat up a mugger off 
Sepulveda. And two days ago he 
supposedly knocked over a pharmacy 
in Long Beach while also stopping a 
rape in North Hollywood. Imagine 
that.

NOEL
You believe in the boogeyman, 
lieutenant?

SANTOS
City of Angels, detective.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Noel throws the door open, entering as obnoxiously as 
possible. He smiles wide as his eyes meet Mario’s. He holds 
his arms out, welcoming him back.

NOEL
Mario Tynes! Long time, buddy. 
What’re they callin’ you these 
days, eh? Lil’ Juice, Juice Jr., 
Juicebox...

MARIO
Big Box.

NOEL
Big Box. That’s a man’s name. 
What’s goin’ on man? How you been? 
Heard we caught you at a bad time?

Noel undoes Mario’s handcuffs.
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MARIO
Y’all couldn’t give me five more 
minutes?

NOEL
Five minutes? That’s all you need? 
Shit, we did her a fuckin’ favor. 
I’m gonna have a seat here.

Noel takes a seat, places his coffee on the table.

NOEL (CONT’D)
So. You don’t come visit. All your 
old Piru buddies come by, but they 
don’t tell me shit about you. I 
have to read the papers to get 
word. Like a stranger. But I’ve 
been readin’. You got everybody 
thinkin’ you’re a schoolboy now, 
huh? Little scholarship, little 
dorm suite. They let you go hang 
out with the white kids as long as 
you can run a... a... you run a 
four-

MARIO
Four two.

NOEL
Four two forty. Goddamn. Listen, I 
know everybody’s tellin’ you you’re 
special and- and unique. But I want 
you to know that around here, we 
all know you’re still a piece of 
shit.

MARIO
Am I being charged with something? 
Sir.

NOEL
You don’t wanna catch up? Fine. You 
wanna tell me what you were doing 
tonight?

MARIO
I was at a party. All night.

NOEL
No you weren’t. You were in 
Koreatown. Playing with fire.

MARIO
You sure about that?
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NOEL
Am I sure? Did you really just ask 
me that? Fuck, Mario you think I’d 
have you pulled off a big titty 
sophomore if I wasn’t sure? I’m not 
a sadist, man. I’m fuckin’ sure.

(beat)
I’ve got witnesses that can put you 
at the scene. Same neighborhood 
where you and your crew used to 
raise hell back in the day. 
Knockin’ over groceries.

MARIO
I was a minor. My record’s clear.

NOEL
But you’re a Big Box now. You’re 
goin’ down for this one. I’m gonna 
see to that.

Mario shakes his head, smirking.

NOEL (CONT’D)
Because... now I got a lighter. 

Mario looks up. Noel smiles.

NOEL (CONT’D)
At the scene. That I’ll bet 
anything is gonna come back with 
your prints on it.

MARIO
I didn’t touch no lighter. Yo. 
Noel, you can’t be plantin’ shit on 
me, man!

NOEL
Anything you wanna tell me?

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

I/E. PATROL CAR/LA STREETS - NIGHT

Gracie rides in the back of the squad car, fidgeting with the 
STAR OF DAVID CHARM on her necklace. Officer Rusk drives 
while Krug sits in the passenger seat. Neither of them look 
back at her.

GRACIE
You know I hate to be a backseat 
driver but-

LEFTY
Where are you comin’ from?

GRACIE
An intervention. For my basehead 
sister.

LEFTY
This late at night?

GRACIE
She’s a basehead, this is when 
she’s available.

(beat)
She’s got a real problem with 
authority, you know. And she 
doesn’t talk about her feelings.

KRUG
Sounds like she fits the profile.

GRACIE
Totally.

LEFTY
When did it let out?

GRACIE
Not long ago. Just been walking 
around since then.

LEFTY
You see the fire?

GRACIE
No. No, what fire?
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LEFTY
You’ve been walking around and you 
didn’t know there was a fire a few 
blocks from here? You didn’t see 
the flames? Hear the trucks-

KRUG
Or the screams?

GRACIE
No I didn’t. Okay? I was-

KRUG
So that’s lie number one.

LEFTY
You’ve been walking around here and 
you didn’t notice 30 foot flames? 
We both know that’s bullshit.

GRACIE
Listen, officer-

LEFTY
Did you set that fire?

GRACIE
What?

KRUG
You wanna tell us the truth here. 
We know your history and we got a 
guy at the precinct who says you 
did. Says he’s your partner. He 
already rolled on you.

GRACIE
Who the fuck is my partner?

LEFTY
I think he’s just coverin’ his own 
ass. I think you were there but you 
didn’t set it. I think I can help 
you, but only if you talk to me.

GRACIE
You have no idea what you’re 
talking about. I don’t stay down 
here, I don’t do that anymore, and 
I don’t give a shit about any 
laundromat.

Lefty and Krug exchange a look. Got her. And Gracie knows it.
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GRACIE (CONT’D)
Shit.

KRUG
So that’s lie number two. You wanna 
go for three?

LEFTY
She wants to go for three.

Krug turns to Gracie.

KRUG
Why don’t you explain to me why you 
felt the need to pick on those 
defenseless, little Asians?

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - DAY

Kevin and his father both UNLOAD pistols on the soda cans.

BANG. BANG. BANG. BANG.

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - LATER

Kevin and his father stand in the laundromat looking down on  
the LOCKSMITH, bent over, working on their front door. His 
DIRTY ASSCRACK is staring back up at them. Deee-lite’s 
“GROOVE IS IN THE HEART” plays from the store radio and the 
locksmith gleefully mumbles along to the track.

MR. SHIM
(in Korean; subtitled)

[Where did you find this man?]

KEVIN
[That new thing I’ve been telling 
you about. The world wide web.]

MR. SHIM
[Never use that for anything 
again.]

The laundromat is spacious but in disrepair.  The white paint 
on the walls is peeling, the linoleum floor is stained, and 
half of the MACHINES have OUT OF ORDER SIGNS on them.

LOCKSMITH
Okay, so the bolt ain’t gonna work 
no more. 

(MORE)
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Whoever busted this door did a 
number on ya. This uh... from the 
riots?

Kevin nods his head.

LOCKSMITH (CONT’D)
Yeah, saw a lot of your types on 
the news around then. You weren’t 
on TV, were ya?

KEVIN
No.

MR. SHIM
The lock is fixed?

LOCKSMITH
Yeah, well, I did a workaround. So 
you gotta use the key even from the 
inside. You turn the bolt, it don’t 
do nothin’. Alright?

MR. SHIM
The lock is fixed?

LOCKSMITH
Yeah, the lock works but the key... 
Yes, the lock is fixed. The lock-

(to Kevin)
He understand what I’m sayin’?

The PHONE RINGS. Behind the register, MRS. SHIM, 50s, moves 
to answer it.

KEVIN
Yeah, we got it. Gotta use the key.

LOCKSMITH
Alright. I’ll bill ya.

MRS. SHIM
Sung Hoon! Your daughter at 
university! Long distance!

MR. SHIM
(in Korean)

My Sora?

Mr. Shim rushes over to the phone, Kevin watches him go. The 
locksmith pauses at the open door, before letting it close, 
sensing a sale.

LOCKSMITH (CONT'D)
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LOCKSMITH
Really though. Humble opinion and 
whatnot. You need a security 
system. Alarm. Cameras.

KEVIN
We have a camera.

Kevin points to a security camera hanging from the ceiling. 

LOCKSMITH
Just sayin’. It could all happen 
again, you know. And I know a guy 
who’ll cut you a deal. 

MR. SHIM
Hey! If lock fixed, you go.

Mr. Shim, still on the phone, waves the locksmith out of the 
door.

LOCKSMITH
Hey, alright. I’m leavin’. You give 
me a call though and we can hook 
this place up.

KEVIN
Thanks.

The locksmith leaves. Kevin locks the door with the KEY. It 
CLICKS with the VOLUME OF A GUNSHOT.

CUT TO BLACK.

FLASH: KEVIN’S POV - Dreamy, hazy images fading in and out. A 
POOL OF SCARLET on linoleum. A GRAY-HOODED GIANT in a 
rearview mirror. A PAIR OF FEET duct-taped together.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Kevin wakes up in a damp garage. His clothes are stained and 
ruffled. His hands are bound with DUCT TAPE. He slowly sits 
up--wincing--and brings his hand to his temple. He lowers his 
hand from his head and sees the BLOOD on his fingertips from 
the CUTS and BRUISES on his forehead.

KEVIN
Shit... Oh, shit!

CHOLO 1 (O.S.)
Hey holmes. He’s awake. Get Bless.
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Kevin looks up to see two wiry Latinos with prominent GANG 
TATTOOS emerge from the darkness, approaching him. They’re MS-
13 gang members, CHOLOS. CHOLO 2 heads out the door.

KEVIN
Oh shit! It was an accident! I 
swear! Please! I’m so sorry. Just- 
just let me explain...

Cholo 2 reappears, followed by a well-built man with slicked 
back hair in DARK CASUAL BUSINESS ATTIRE. His designer shirt 
does little to cover his NECK TATTOOS and as he rolls up his 
sleeves he reveals more tattoos, MENACING SNAKES constricting 
his forearms. He calmly stands back and watches. He is BICHO 
BLESSED.

CHOLO 1
(whisper)

He’s the one who killed Manny.

Cholo 2 walks towards Kevin, then kneels down to look him in 
the eye.

CHOLO 2
Your boy in the hood. Where he at?

KEVIN
I don’t know, I don’t know him! 
Please!

CHOLO 2
He was with you, ese. You know him.

KEVIN
I don’t know. I don’t know 
anything. I’m telling you!

CHOLO 2
Where is Smoke Hood!?

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Mario sits--bored--tapping his fingers on the table. Noel’s 
not been making much progress, and the frustration is 
coloring his face. 

NOEL
This about the Harlins girl? Huh?
Leticia, or Latanya-

MARIO
Latasha.
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NOEL
Right, fuck, whatever. Is that 
what’s got you burnin’ down 
Koreatown? Black Vengeance.
Little black girl, walks into a 
Korean grocery with a dollar for 
some OJ, ends up getting her top 
popped off like a convertible by a 
gook bitch with a revolver. You 
know what happened. Tale as old as 
time.

MARIO
It ain’t about shit ‘cause I ain’t 
do shit.

NOEL
Harlins wasn’t the first. She ain’t 
gonna be the last. Especially when 
all of you seem so resistant to 
more civil forms of conflict 
resolution.

MARIO
Conflict resolution?

NOEL
Yeah. Conflict reso- People got a 
little dispute you sit ‘em down, 
talk it out. Compromise. They’re 
even teaching it in schools 
nowadays. My little nephew up in 
Modesto has it. 

(beat)
What, they ain’t teachin’ that down 
in South Central? 

MARIO
You think we got grade school 
problems? You think niggas is mad 
cause you spilled our juice?

NOEL
See why you gotta put that word in 
my mouth? I hate that fuckin’ word. 
But I gotta hear all of you usin’ 
it every time I step into work. 
“Nuhhh... What you want?” “Fuck you 
nuhhh.” All fuckin’ day. Makes me 
sick.

(beat)
Don’t try and make me out to be 
some racist, my hands are clean. I 
didn’t lay a finger on Rodney King. 

(MORE)
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Wasn’t me or my people that nearly 
burned the city down.

MARIO
Your people, the police, are the 
ones who nearly burned this city 
down. We see all y’all, Noel. Your 
hands ain’t clean.

NOEL
Where did you see me? Huh? On the 
news? Was I wavin’ hi in the tape 
with my toes up that shitbag King’s 
asshole? That wasn’t me.

MARIO
Whatever yo. LAPD is LAPD. Pig is a 
pig.

Noel stands, suddenly grave. He looms over Mario, drawing 
closer as he speaks.

NOEL
What’d you just say to me?

(beat)
Do you know where you are, Mario? 
This ain’t the precinct and I ain’t 
LAPD. This is CRASH, Rampart 
Division. No, better yet, this is 
the, “We-Don’t-Give-A-Fuck-
Division. So fuck you.” You are 
seated comfortably right now 
because I allow you to be 
comfortable, Mario. We don’t need 
to do it this way. We don’t need to 
do it anyway except however I 
fuckin’ please. We can do it like 
this, we can do it with you in 
handcuffs, or we can do it with you 
collecting your teeth off the 
fuckin’ floor and stuffin’ them in 
your pockets for later. Stay on my 
good side.

MARIO
You’re a fuckin’ poet.

I/E. PATROL CAR/LA STREETS - NIGHT

Gracie rides in the back of the squad car, fidgeting. Neither 
Lefty nor Krug look back at her.

NOEL (CONT'D)
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GRACIE
You guys can’t hold me like this. 
It’s unlawful.

(beat)
My Dad’s a lawyer.

(beat)
I don’t have anything else to tell 
you. I didn’t light up that 
laundromat. I just saw the fire. 
You got the wrong man... so to 
speak.

(beat)
Really guys there’s no need to 
apologize. Just let me go, no harm, 
no foul.

The car stops.

KRUG
Okay then. Get out.

Gracie takes a look out the window. It’s miles of BURNT OUT 
HOUSES covered in GRAFFITI, VACANT LOTS, and ABANDONED CARS. 
They’re in the middle of Pico-Union, LA’s most crime-ridden 
neighborhood. Lefty rolls down Gracie’s window.

GRACIE
What? Here?

KRUG
You know where you are. You been 
around the block, right? So get 
out.

LEFTY
We don’t take free passengers. 
Gotta pay to ride.

GRACIE
I’m not getting out here.

LEFTY
You are unless you got something 
else to say to me.

Officer Krug gets out and stands by Gracie’s open window.

LEFTY (CONT’D)
Oh, but just so you know, when 
you’re walking back home through 
the Union, keep an eye out for a 
guy named Bicho Blessed. 

(MORE)
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No one I know has ever actually 
seen him, but everyone knows this 
is his territory. And I’ve heard he 
loves it when a blanquita like you 
comes around. 

KRUG
Que guapa, blanquita.

LEFTY
We just picked up some guys that 
work for him... man. The things 
they say he does. To you white 
girls especially. Downright 
unchristian things.

KRUG
You know they love it.

LEFTY
Oh, they must love it. They never 
leave.

Officer Krug opens Gracie’s door. Gracie stares out into the 
Union.

LEFTY (CONT’D)
So start walking. Unless you’ve got 
some words for me.

GRACIE
I’m not sure what I saw, but I saw 
something.

(beat)
There was a body.

Officer Krug closes the door.

END OF ACT TWO

LEFTY (CONT’D)
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ACT THREE

FADE IN:

EXT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - NIGHT

A FIRE rages at the laundromat as a fleet of FIRE ENGINES 
spray water on the building. Santos looks on from the street.

A CROWD OF ONLOOKERS has gathered, pressing themselves 
against the barricades. Mostly Koreans, with some Latino and 
black spectators mixed in. They’re all poor and getting 
unruly. An OLD KOREAN WOMAN throws an EMPTY CAN can and hits 
Santos in the head.

OLD KOREAN WOMAN
You no protect Korean! Police no 
care!

Officers move to surround the woman. A BLACK TEENAGER pushes 
through the crowd, berating the woman.

BLACK TEENAGER
This what the fuck you get!

Santos looks over the whole operation, despondent. A 
FIREFIGHTER approaches.

SANTOS
Anything?

FIREFIGHTER
Oh yeah. Ugly motherfucker . Burnt 
to a crisp. They’re still digging 
him out. It’s like he’s stuck to 
something. 

SANTOS
When can I see?

FIREFIGHTER
Not yet. But one of our guys found 
an ID in there though. Probably 
John Doe’s.

He hands a slightly charred DRIVER’S LICENSE to Santos.

FIREFIGHTER (CONT’D)
Lieutenant. It wasn’t with the 
body. They found it outside the 
back door. Like it was left for us. 
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Santos looks up at the firefighter then turns to the officers 
attending to the crowd.

SANTOS
I need a radio!

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

J.J. bursts through the door, startling Noel and Mario.

J.J. 
Detective Noel. A moment, sir?

Noel gets up and walks out with her.

NOEL
Is it about Bryce?

J.J.
No, sir...

Mario nestles into his seat, tapping his fingers on the 
table. He stares across the table at the MIRROR on the other 
wall, and then looks out the window of the door in the room 
to see J.J. showing Noel something. Something that makes Noel 
cover his mouth in shock. 

Mario looks up at the SURVEILLANCE CAMERA in the corner of 
the room. He chuckles to himself.

Noel BURSTS back into the room and slams the ID on the table.

NOEL
(enraged)

Manuel Fontaine. 19-year-old kid.  
What the fuck Mario, huh? What the 
fuck?!

MARIO
Oh shit.

Noel SLUGS him in the face. Mario falls to the ground.

MARIO (CONT’D)
It wasn’t me. I didn’t do it. I 
didn’t do it.

NOEL
Stop bullshitting me! Stop it now!

MARIO
I know who... I know...
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NOEL
Who did this? Who did this?

MARIO
Smoke Hood. It was Smoke Hood.

Noel hesitates, searching Mario’s face. He finds only 
sincerity. He PUNCHES him again.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

The two MS-13 members hang towards the back of the room. 
Kevin is huddled near the wall- shaking- too scared to blink. 

Bicho Blessed, slowly, methodically, begins to pace the room, 
walking the length of it in a wide arc towards Kevin. His 
voice is surprisingly soothing.

BICHO BLESSED
Stop me if you’ve heard this one.

(beat)
There’s a guy headin’ down the 
freeway with his wife. Doin’ 90, 
easy. So sirens, of course. Cop 
pulls him over, asks him, “Did you 
know you were goin’ 90?” Guy says, 
“No way, officer. I always drive 
the limit. Always.” Wife chimes in, 
right? “Bullshit. You’re always 
speeding.” So the cop says, “I also 
saw you slip on your seatbelt as I 
was walking up.” Guy says, “No 
officer, I’ve had my seatbelt on 
the whole time.” Again the wife, 
“No you didn’t. I’m always telling 
you to put the seatbelt on.” So the 
guy’s had it, right? He turns to 
his wife, smacks the shit out of 
her. “Bitch, shut your Goddamn 
mouth!” Now, cop’s not lettin’ this 
shit slide right in front of him. 
Draws his weapon, tells the guy 
hands off. Bends him over the hood 
of his own Goddamn car. Then he 
asks the wife, “Is he always like 
this?” Guess what the fuck she 
says? “Oh no, officer. Only when 
he’s drunk.” Funny, right?

Bicho Blessed is right up in his face. Kevin’ silent. 
Sniveling.
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BICHO BLESSED (CONT’D)
Yeah I guess it’s not that funny. 
But it’s true. I love that joke. 
‘Cause it’s the truth. You can try 
and keep your secrets as long as 
you want, but it all comes out in 
the end. Even the ones closest to 
you will give you up. Everything 
comes to the light.

(beat)
So you gonna talk to me?

KEVIN
Please. I don’t know anything about 
Smoke Hood.

BICHO BLESSED
Slow down, man. No one said 
anything about Smoke Hood. I just 
asked if you’re gonna talk to me. 
Can we have a conversation is all?

Kevin nods.

BICHO BLESSED (CONT’D)
Good. OK. Now, my boys here are 
tellin’ me you killed our friend, 
my dear--dear friend Manny, in cold 
blood. They’re saying you’re a cold-
blooded killer. Is that true?

KEVIN
No. No, it was an accident. I 
didn’t mean-

BICHO BLESSED
See? I thought so. You don’t seem 
like the cold-blooded killing type. 
But see Manny ain’t no pushover. 
Which makes me think you had help. 
Did you? Have help?

KEVIN
No. I swear. I swear.

Bicho Blessed sighs. He gets up, pacing again.

BICHO BLESSED
You know, this is what really gets 
me. About this Smoke Hood guy. It’s 
not even that he’s been 
systematically fucking with my 
business for months now, killing my 
guys. My family. 

(MORE)
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It ain’t even that. It’s that he’s 
a liar. Lying to your fucking face. 
He’s trying to tell you that you 
have choices. You don’t. I’m the 
only one who has choices. That’s 
how this whole thing works. See, 
you don’t get to decide if you want 
to tell me what I want to know. 
You’ve already told me. I’m just 
waiting for it to hit my ears. 
So... 

(beat)
Give me everything.

Kevin gulps, nods cautiously.

FADE TO:

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Kevin stands behind the snack counter as he hands Gracie a 
chocolate bar.

KEVIN
And here you are. Be safe.

GRACIE
Thanks.

Gracie smiles, takes the candy and leaves. Kevin heads to the 
front of store and flips the OPEN sign over to CLOSED. He 
absentmindedly locks the door with the BOLT. The KEY sits on 
the counter.

With the laundromat all to himself, Kevin kicks his feet up 
on the counter. He pops the cassette of Ice Cube “Death 
Certificate” into the RADIO and “STEADY MOBBIN’” plays. He 
takes out a COURSE CATALOG for LOS ANGELES COMMUNITY COLLEGE 
and flips through, circling computer classes. He fishes a 
JOINT from his pocket, lights and begins to puff away.

EXT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - CONTINUOUS

Three men sit in the gray low-rider parked across the street 
from the laundromat. The two cholos from the garage sit in 
the front and a young, boisterous black and Salvadoran kid, 
MANNY, 17, sits in the back, leafing through FAT STACKS OF 
TWENTIES. We recognize him from his burned ID. 

MANNY
Yo that nigga got AIDS. He’s a 
fuckin’ faggot.

BICHO BLESSED (CONT'D)
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CHOLO 2
He can be a faggot, still the 
greatest ever, holmes. Pick him 
over anyone in the league.

CHOLO 1
Over Jordan?

CHOLO 2
Fuck Jordan. Let him get five 
rings, then tell him to come see 
me.

MANNY
Yo. Yo, lemme out. I gotta piss.

CHOLO 2
Chill your ass out, ese.

MANNY
Yo, just unlock the fuckin’ door, 
I’ma piss across the street.

CHOLO 1
Just let him go.

Cholo 2 reluctantly unlocks the door.

CHOLO 2
Happy?

Manny hops out. He SLAMS the door and then POUNDS his fist on 
the hood of the car.

MANNY
(at car)

Little bitch!

Laughing, Manny heads across the street.

CHOLO 2
Chingawa...

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - CONTINUOUS

BELLS. Manny enters the laundromat, ignoring the closed sign. 
He looks around. Kevin looks up alarmed, dropping his still 
lit joint on himself. 

KEVIN
Shit.
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He frantically bats it and its ashes off his shirt. Manny 
sees him. 

MANNY
Yo, man. Where’s your bathroom?

KEVIN
Hey, um. We’re closed.

Manny sees the MEN’S ROOM SIGN behind Kevin and heads for it.

MANNY
Oh, nevermind, I see it. 

Manny heads towards him.

KEVIN
No, hey. I’m sorry. We’re closed.

MANNY
Yo, it’s cool. I just gotta piss 
right quick.

KEVIN
I-I said get out.

Kevin fingers the revolver under the counter.

MANNY
Yo man, the fuck is your problem? 
Your door is open, why you tryin’ 
to start shit?

KEVIN
Leave or I’m calling the police.

MANNY
You wanna make this an ordeal? We 
can make this a motherfuckin’ 
ordeal, motherfucker. Right quick.

(beat)
Fuck it. Yo, matter fact-

Manny reaches into his pants. Kevin pulls the revolver from 
under the counter.

EXT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - CONTINUOUS

The cholos quietly wait in the car.

CHOLO 2
Fuck. Now I gotta piss.
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A GUNSHOT. The windows of Shim’s Laundry FLASH WITH LIGHT. 
The cholos hop out of the car, sprinting across the street.

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - CONTINUOUS

Kevin stands over Manny’s body, which lies in a pool of 
blood, still holding the gun. In Manny’s hand rests a TWENTY 
DOLLAR BILL. Kevin is trembling. 

BELLS. The other cholos bust into the laundromat. They look 
and see Kevin standing over Manny. Kevin drops the gun.

CHOLO 2
Manny! The fuck?

CHOLO 1
Oh shit.

Cholo 1 draws a gun, pointing it at Kevin, who’s frozen with 
fear. 

CUT TO:

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Kevin’s lip quivers.

BICHO BLESSED
And then?

KEVIN
And then... he happened.

BACK TO SCENE.

BAM. Smoke Hood appears from behind the cholos and knocks 
them over. The handgun skids across the floor to the back of 
the laundromat.

Smoke Hood wrestles with Cholo 1 on the floor, getting in a 
few good punches before Cholo 2 grabs him from behind putting 
him in a headlock. 

Smoke Hood runs backwards ramming his assailant into the 
dryers. Free of the headlock, he turns and hits him with a 
right cross before Cholo 1 cracks him in the head from 
behind. He falls to the ground.

CHOLO 1
Grab him! Grab the kid!
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Kevin, hearing this, wakes from his shock and turns to run 
but trips over Manny’s body. Cholo 2 grabs him. Cholo 1 kicks 
Smoke Hood in the stomach once more before running out with 
Cholo 2 and Kevin. Smoke Hood stands and walks to the door 
only to see the low rider peel off down the street.

Kevin looks out the back window of the car to see Smoke Hood 
lumbering in the doorway.

FADE TO:

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Bicho Blessed listens intently to Kevin’s story. He stands.

BICHO BLESSED
That boy was like a brother- 

KEVIN
I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. 

BICHO BLESSED
And you say you don’t know where he 
came from?

KEVIN
I’d never seen him before tonight. 
I don’t know who he is. I swear.

(beat)
I don’t know how to find him.

Blessed motions for the other cholos to follow him out of the 
garage. Blessed looks at Kevin from the doorway.

BICHO BLESSED
I think you do. You seem like a 
nice guy, Kevin. You should have a 
nicer answer when we’re back.

All of the cholos leave. Kevin sits tied up in the dark.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN:

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDROMAT - NIGHT

SNAP. A POLICE PHOTOGRAPHER’S FLASH goes off on a POLAROID 
CAMERA. Maj. Mann stands next to the photographer.

MAJ. MANN
Jesus Christ. I thought the girl 
said “body?” Singular?

(beat)
And I was sure this was gonna come 
back as fireworks. 

SANTOS (O.S.)
Captain.

Maj. Mann looks up as Santos walks forward holding a slightly 
melted VHS TAPE.

SANTOS (CONT’D)
We’ve recovered security footage. 
I’m heading back to the precinct 
now to review.

MAJ. MANN
I can feel it in my bones, David. 
Six months ago was a narrow miss. 
We’re a cunt hair away from Helter 
Skelter. Nip this in the bud, 
lieutenant.

SANTOS
Yes sir.

The men walk away from the back of the laundromat. As they 
leave we can see THREE BURNT DEAD BODIES, partially melted 
together on the floor of the laundromat.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Mario sits on the floor in the far corner of the room, his 
back against the wall. His face swollen, purple, and 
bleeding. He’s mumbling through his fat lip. 

Noel sits in the chair, halfway across the room, looking down 
on him. There’s no remorse in his voice.

NOEL
You saw him do it?
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MARIO
Do what? Kill the guy? Nah, I just 
saw him light the fire. I was 
headed back to campus and I saw the 
flames. I didn’t know there was a 
body in there.

NOEL
Why’d he do it?

MARIO
Fuck if I know. I’m sure he had his 
reasons.

NOEL
How’d you know it was him? You’d 
seen him before?

MARIO
Once.

(beat)
There was this cop, right? Used to 
patrol the hood I came up in. You 
know, Office Friendly and shit. Was 
walkin’ home one day and I turned a 
corner and there was the Hood, 
pistol whipping the shit out of 
Officer Friendly. I just turned and 
walked the other way.

NOEL
You saw a civilian assaulting your 
neighborhood officer for no reason 
and you didn’t say anything?

MARIO
Who said it was no reason.

NOEL
Oh, oh so you asked him-

MARIO
I didn’t need to ask why, man. That 
cop, Officer Friendly, he used to 
drive around the hood, watching all 
the dealers. All day. Just 
watching, wouldn’t stop shit. Then 
at the end of the day, he’d go to 
each of them, and take half. 
Anybody who saw him take it and 
looked at him sideways, he’d beat 
them with the butt of his pistol. 

(MORE)
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Every boy over the age of 9, who 
grew up around me, felt the butt of 
that pistol. We can all describe 
that cold-ass piece from memory, 
man. So I didn’t need to know what 
he did that day, what he did that 
time. I knew why he was doin’ it. I 
understood. And I respected him for 
it.

Noel looks nervous.

MARIO (CONT’D)
You know the cop I’m talkin’ about. 
Don’t you?

NOEL
He said he was hit by a truck.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Kevin furiously chews at the tape surrounding his wrists. 
Finally breaking through, he crawls around the room looking 
for a method of escape. He scours the shelves, opening 
drawers and toolboxes but everything is empty.

He finds one FLATHEAD SCREW and stabs at the tape around his 
ankles. FOOTSTEPS echo in the dark. 

Kevin turns and out of the shadows walks a young caramel-
complected girl with a loose afro, around 5 years old. Her 
name is EVITA and she holds a big PLASTIC LAUNDRY BASKET with 
a few pairs of socks in it. She stops to look at Kevin, half 
shadow on her face.

KEVIN
Hey. Hey, little girl. Can you help 
me?

He begins crawling over to her.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
Do you know how to get out of here. 
Or are there tools? Knives?

She steps towards him and the light hits the side of her 
face. Evita has HORRIFIC THIRD DEGREE BURNS over her whole 
left side. Kevin recoils. 

Evita walks past him to the WASHER and DRYER in the back of 
the garage. She begins putting all the socks in the washer.

MARIO (CONT'D)
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DAWN (O.S.)
She loves to wash clothes.

Kevin swivels as a voice comes from the other side of the 
room. A black woman, mid 40s, leans against the wall smoking  
a cigarette. Her name is DAWN.

DAWN (CONT’D)
Even at her age, it calms her down. 
Makes her feel safe.

KEVIN
Who are you?

DAWN
I’m her mother. And that boy you 
shot tonight. That was her big 
brother. My son.

Dawn walks towards Kevin. She wears a VELOUR ROBE and HIGH 
TOPS, hair wild as if she just rolled out of bed. There’s a 
dirty elegance to her.

DAWN (CONT’D)
He showed her how to do all that 
shit. Separate out all the colors. 
Put them in their piles. Only 
bleach when needed. He said she 
liked getting the bad out. Shit, 
more than once I saw him throw his 
own clothes in the dirt just so she 
could wash them. Just so she’d 
smile.

(beat)
And you took him from us.

Kevin hangs his head.

GRACIE (V.O.)
I just saw him inside, dragging a 
body across the floor. I didn’t 
know what to make of it really, so 
I just left.

INT. POLICE STATION - BULLPEN - NIGHT

Gracie’s voices is cracking. The bitch routine is over. She 
sits at a cubicle with Krug.

GRACIE
I heard the fire trucks but I never 
turned around. 
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Lefty enters, hands her a cup of coffee.

GRACIE (CONT’D)
Thanks.

LEFTY
Had you seen him before?

GRACIE
No. Never. I’d heard of him though. 
The sweatshirt, the bulletproof 
vest. I knew it was him.

KRUG
Why didn’t you say something 
before? You think he’s gonna come 
after you?

GRACIE
No. That’s not who he is.

(beat)
A while back, I was having a hard 
time. I was using and I ended up 
owing someone a lot of money. I 
paid the guy back, but he wanted 
more. Said I could only square my 
debt by taking care of someone for 
him. When I told him no, he hurt my 
brother. I didn’t know what to do. 
But a few days later, the guy 
disappeared. I don’t know what 
happened to him for sure, but the 
word on the street was Smoke Hood 
drove him out to the desert and 
left him there. Under the sand.  

(beat)
I guess I felt like I owed him.

DAWN (V.O.)
We were living above a liquor store 
when the riots started.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Kevin sits in a heap against the wall of the garage. 

DAWN
I was out and Evita was upstairs 
alone. Fire jumped from the 
building next door into our place. 
Manny saw and ran in. Didn’t even 
think about it. 

(MORE)
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She would’ve died...
(choking up)

EVITA
Don’t cry Mommy.

KEVIN
I don’t know anything.

DAWN
I don’t care about that. I ain’t 
come for that. Don’t insult me.
I’m not Bless. This ain’t business. 

(beat)
You need to tell her.

KEVIN
Tell her what?

DAWN
Tell her where her brother is.

(to Evita)
Come here baby. 

Evita leaves the washer and comes to her mother.

EVITA
Does he know Manny?

DAWN
That’s right baby. This man’s gonna 
tell you where he is.

KEVIN
I don’t-

Dawn grabs Kevin by the chin.

DAWN
Look her in the eye.

(beat)
If you were man enough to pull the 
trigger, you better be man enough 
to tell his little sister where he 
is.

(beat)
Look. At. Her.

Kevin tries to pull Dawn’s hand away, but she has a vice 
grip.

EVITA
Mommy, you’re scaring me.

DAWN (CONT'D)
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Kevin breaks free of her grip, leaping to his feet. Dawn 
backs up, bracing against a retaliation. But instead Kevin 
falls back on his knees, breaking down in tears.

KEVIN
I killed him. I shot him. He was 
holding a twenty dollar bill and I 
shot him dead. He just wanted to 
use the bathroom. I- stole him 
from... 

EVITA
Don’t cry. Manny’s OK.

Evita runs over and hugs Kevin, but Dawn rips her off him. 
Evita bawls.

DAWN
Shut up! Don’t touch him!

KEVIN
I’m so, so sorry.

DAWN
I don’t care. You’re gonna die for 
what you did to my baby. That’s 
what you deserve. And I deserve to 
see it.

Kevin slowly, almost graciously, nods his head in acceptance.

NOEL (V.O.)
So that’s it? You’re ready to 
surrender this city to a man with 
no face? Who beats on cops and 
burns down private property?

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Mario shakes his head.

MARIO
See that’s what you don’t get, man. 
He’s not the problem. He’s the 
equalizer. But you can’t see that 
because you don’t know what it’s 
like to walk down every street, 
every step you take, looking over 
your shoulder. Not knowing if some 
dick-hard charger is about to crack 
your skull just for growin’ up in 
the hood. 

(MORE)
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Or some set banger’s gonna put a 
bullet in your ass for the same 
Goddamn reason. That’s why this 
city burned, man. ‘Cause shit don’t 
make no sense no more. And that’s 
why everyone’s scared it’s gonna 
burn again. This city needs 
somebody who’s lookin’ out for this 
city, and all the people livin’ in 
it who ain’t got nothin’ to their 
name but the belief that things are 
gonna work out for the best. That’s 
who he is, man. He makes us safe 
from you and from them. Because he 
is you, and he is them. So when 
it’s all said and done, everybody 
has to look over their shoulder.

Noel leans in and holds Manny’s driver’s license up to Mario.

NOEL
He killed this man. And then he 
cooked him. He broiled him so his 
family would never see his face. 
And you wanna give him a pass on 
principle? 

MARIO
Look, I don’t know what happened 
man. I just saw him light the fire.

NOEL
And you don’t know anything else 
about him?

Mario shakes his head.

NOEL (CONT’D)
If you did, would you tell me?

Mario’s silent.

CHOLO 1 (V.O.)
A’ight. Fun’s over.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

The cholos return, without Bless. Dawn stands, holding Evita.

CHOLO 1
Time’s up. We’re doin’ this now.

Dawn turns to Cholo 2.

MARIO (CONT'D)
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DAWN
(re: Evita)

Take her outside.

CHOLO 2
What?

DAWN
I’m staying for this.

CHOLO 1
Mami, he ain’t no babysitter.

Dawn surveys the room.

DAWN
Where’s Bless?

The gang members exchange ambivalent glances, chuckling.

DAWN (CONT’D)
He’s gonna know about this. I have 
a right to see.

Dawn takes Evita outside in a huff. Cholo 2 closes the door 
behind her. Cholo 1 kneels down to look Kevin in the eye 
again.

CHOLO 1
Listen, Chink. You’re going to die 
tonight. And I am going to be the 
one that kills you. So this is your 
last chance to keep it-

KEVIN
Go ahead.

CHOLO 1
The fuck did you say?

Cholo 1 takes a LARGE MACHETE, dark with splotches, from 
Cholo 2. He circles back around to Kevin.

CHOLO 1 (CONT’D)
Say that shit again, holmes.

KEVIN
If I’m gonna die, I’m not gonna 
beg. 

CHOLO 1
You ain’t gotta beg, ese. Just tell 
me what I wanna know.
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KEVIN
Even if I knew, that’s not how I’m 
using my last breath.

He grabs Kevin’s head and pushes the blade against Kevin’s 
neck. Kevin’s incredibly zen about the whole thing. 

CHOLO 1
Spend your last breath chokin’ on 
your own blood, motherfuckin’ 
maricon! 

Kevin closes his eyes and relaxes. Braces himself. Cholo 1 
laughs.

CHOLO 1 (CONT’D)
I gotta respect a man who sticks to 
his guns.

He lifts the blade. 2Pac’s “SOULJAH’S REVENGE” softly echoes 
through the room. 

The cholos glance around, confused.

CHOLO 1 (CONT’D)
The fuck is that?

(beat)
Hello?

Cholo 1 lowers the blade. Ready. He slowly creeps towards the 
back of the room. 

BOOM. Cholo 1 is blown away by a shotgun blast to the chest 
that sends him reeling into the water heater. 

Cholo 2 pulls out a handgun and starts firing 
indiscriminately into the darkness. BANG. BANG. BANG. BANG. 
He stops to see if anything moves. He takes a few steps, 
disappearing into the darkness of the Garage. 

A GUNSHOT. Cholo 2’s body falls back into the light, right in 
front of Kevin. A bullet hole in his forehead. 

Kevin is gasping for air. The SOUND OF A CLIP EJECTING. The 
CLICK OF A RELOAD.

KEVIN
Please... please... I know I 
deserve to die. I know... 

Advancing from out of the darkness is Smoke Hood, holding a 
SMALL PISTOL. Then another SMOKE HOOD walks out to the right 
of the first holding a SHOTGUN. 
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Finally, a third SMOKE HOOD emerges with TWO SEMI-AUTOMATIC 
HANDGUNS and HEADPHONES hanging around his neck. The last 
Smoke Hood pockets one handgun and then presses stop on the 
CD WALKMAN from his sweatshirt pocket. “Souljah’s Revenge” 
ceases. 

A TRINITY OF SMOKE HOODS REVEAL THEMSELVES TO KEVIN.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

FADE IN:

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Kevin kneels before the three Smoke Hoods, who all stand guns 
ready.

KEVIN
Thank you.

The hoods don’t move. Kevin slumps back defeated.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
Just do it.

(beat)
Better you than Bless.

Smoke Hood 2 raises his weapon but Smoke Hood 1 puts his hand 
over the barrel forcing him to lower it.

SMOKE HOOD 1
Bless was here?

KEVIN
(nods)

Told a shit joke.

SMOKE HOOD 1
You saw him? His face, you saw his 
face?

Kevin nods.

SMOKE HOOD 1 (CONT’D)
Take off the hood.

SMOKE HOOD 3
What?

SMOKE HOOD 1
Do it.

Smoke Hood 3 lowers his hood and then pulls off a ski mask. 
It’s Mario. Smoke Hood 2 does the same, it’s Gracie. Smoke 
Hood 1 takes off his hood. It’s Lt. Santos.

SANTOS
What’s your name?

51.



KEVIN
Shim. Kevin Shim.

BANG.

CUT TO:

INT. SHIM’S LAUNDRY - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Kevin stands over Manny’s body in the middle of the 
laundromat. Gracie watches from across the street. She sends 
hand signals to Mario in a nearby alley. He pulls on the hood 
as the cholos exit the low rider.

SANTOS (V.O.)
We’d been following these guys all 
night Kevin. We saw it go down. 

BACK TO SCENE.

KEVIN
I didn’t mean to kill him. 

GRACIE
But you did.

MARIO
So how’re you gonna make it right?

Cue “KILLING IN THE NAME” by Rage Against the Machine.

MONTAGE - THE SMOKE HOODS CLEAN UP

1) Gracie, Santos, Mario and Kevin load up the bodies from 
the garage and throw them in the back of the low rider.

2) They unload all the bodies into the back of the laundromat 
and undress them.

3) A laundry cycle runs red as they wash the blood soaked 
clothes.

SANTOS (V.O.)
Everyone of us has done wrong. Made 
mistakes that we can’t change. Some 
are bigger than others. We just 
have to allow those mistakes to 
make us more righteous people.
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4) Gracie, dressed as Smoke Hood, mocks shooting the others, 
who are dressed in the cholos' clothes, in the middle of the 
laundromat and then drags their bodies towards the back.

5) The red light glows on the Shims’ surveillance camera.

6) They throw all the bodies and the clothes in a pile in the 
back. The same formation as we saw the melted bodies 
together.

7) Mario takes the surveillance tape out and burns its edges 
with a lighter.

SANTOS
The uglier the wrong, the more just 
the response. Light born from  the 
dark. A cleansing fire. 
Resurrection.

8) Gracie heads to the front of the store in full Smoke Hood 
garb with an unlit Molotov in her hand. Kevin stops her.

KEVIN
Let me burn it.

9) Kevin, dressed as Smoke Hood, but with his hood down, 
watches his laundromat burn in the California hills.

10) FROM EARLIER: Santos dispatches Lefty and Krug.

SANTOS
Lefty! Krug!

11) FROM EARLIER: Lefty and Krug pick Gracie up.

LEFTY
Evening, Miss.

12) FROM EARLIER: Santos calls Noel in.

SANTOS
I need you to come in.

13) FROM EARLIER: Noel interrogates Mario.

NOEL
Long time, buddy.

Mario smirks.
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BACK TO SCENE

SANTOS
Every night, we light it all up. 
Think you can do that?

Santos puts his hand out. Kevin takes it.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Santos opens the door, again interrupting Noel’s 
interrogation.

SANTOS 
Noel, we got-

Santos takes one look at Mario’s turgid face.

SANTOS (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ, Tom! He’s a fuckin’ 
college student! You okay, Box?

MARIO
Yeah. I can take a hit.

SANTOS
He’s a local celebrity, Noel. The 
fuck were you thinkin’?

Noel stands to look at Santos.

NOEL
Look Santos, he-

SANTOS
Lieutenant. And I don’t care. Let 
him go. His alibi panned out. The 
cheerleader is outside, says he was 
with her all night. And her father 
is SC’s biggest booster. You want 
that fuckin’ noise? ‘Cause you got 
it now.

NOEL
Lieutenant, he told me he was at 
the scene. He-

MARIO
I never said I was alone.

(beat)
We covered a lot of ground last 
night. Did a lot of exploring.
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Mario is almost smiling. Noel is fuming.

NOEL
Five more minutes, huh?

MARIO
Would’ve been the sixth time 
tonight.

SANTOS
Goodbye, Box.

Mario gets up and walks to the door, holding his shoulder. He 
stops and turns at the doorway to nod at Noel.

MARIO
(threatening)

Officer Friendly.

Mario walks out. Noel plops back in his chair.

SANTOS
Get your shit together, Tom. We 
need you on top of this.

Santos drops the charred surveillance tape on the table.

SANTOS (CONT’D)
Recovered it from the fire. It’s 
worth a look.

INT. POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Mario cautiously walks out of the interrogation room.

CHEERLEADER (O.S.)
Mario!

The Cheerleader and her family approach. CHEERLEADER’S DAD 
has a big relieved smile on his face. Cheerleader runs into 
Mario’s arms and kisses him. Her Dad’s smile disappears.

CHEERLEADER (CONT’D)
Oh my god! Are you OK? What 
happened?

MARIO
I’m fine.

Cheerleader’s Dad gets in the middle of them, trying to 
separate them. As Mario steps back he looks across the 
station and sees...
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KEVIN SHIM

who’s consoling his father who sits tearfully at a Police 
cubicle. They’re both being interviewed by J.J.. 

Kevin looks up at Mario and their eyes meet. Kevin looks up 
and away and Mario’s eyes follow to see...

GRACIE

as she walks through the station on her way out the door. As 
Gracie leaves she sees...

SANTOS

walk into the bullpen, sliding on his coat. He looks back at 
Gracie as she leaves. He, Mario, and Kevin all exchange looks 
before Kevin returns his attention to his father and Santos 
heads out the back. Mario turns back to Kevin, staring.

CHEERLEADER (O.S.)
...Clear now. My Dad took care of 
it. It’s over, I promise it’s over.

MARIO
It don’t have to be.

CHEERLEADER
What?

Mario snaps out of his funk. 

MARIO
No, just- Thank you. For 
everything. But I think I’m just 
gonna get the bus back to campus. 

He awkwardly shakes her hand and nods at her father, before 
turning to leave.

EXT. PICO UNION - NIGHT

A SINGLE FAMILY HOUSE on the verge of being condemned, mere 
blocks away from the debris left in the wake of the riots. 
GUARDS in all black patrol the perimeter.

INT. BICHO BLESSED’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Blessed sits in a chair gazing out the window, overlooking 
the city. The house is beautifully, tastefully furnished, a 
stark contrast to the exterior. A GUARD with a thick 
Salvadoran accent walks into the room.
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SECURITY GUARD
Dawn is here.

Bless waves her in. Dawn enters, but remains in the doorway.  
Bless doesn’t turn, icing her out.

DAWN
It was him.

(beat)
It was- it was that little chink 
fuck. The whole time it was him. 
First he kills Manny... And then... 

BICHO BLESSED
He was Korean. 

DAWN
What?

BICHO BLESSED
He wasn’t Chinese.

Dawn cautiously walks towards him.

DAWN
When I went back to the garage it-
it was like no one was ever there. 
Ever. Everything erased, I... Who- 
who else could’ve...

(crying)
He killed my baby. I can’t-I can’t 
breathe. If he’s still breathing. I 
just-

Bless stands and silences her with a kiss. Dawn is tentative 
at first, but then embraces it. 

BICHO BLESSED
I’ll take care of it.

Suddenly he spins her around and pushes her against the glass 
of the window. She gasps as he roughly pushes up her robe.

INT. POLICE STATION - WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

Kevin sits with his father as other poor souls mill around 
the station. Kevin keeps one arm around his father’s 
shoulder. J.J. returns.

J.J.
It’ll just be a little bit longer 
and then we’ll have someone here to 
drive you home.
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KEVIN
Thanks.

J.J. leaves.

MR. SHIM
We have nothing left.

KEVIN
Don’t say that, Dad.

MR. SHIM
Insurance just fix door. Just now. 
Six months later.

(in Korean; subtitled)
[I have a family to feed with that 
business.]

KEVIN
[The insurance will come through, 
Dad. And I can pick up another job 
in the mean time.]

MR. SHIM
[You didn’t lock the door.]

KEVIN
What?

MR. SHIM
[You’re so irresponsible. I 
shouldn’t have left you to close. 
None of this would have happened if 
you’d paid attention.]

KEVIN
[I locked the door Dad. These were 
gang members. They broke in and 
torched the place. You heard the 
officers. They were trying to get 
rid of those bodies.]

MR. SHIM
You ruin this family. I won’t 
forget.

EXT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Gracie leans against the entrance, smoking a cigarette. Mario 
exits by himself, but lingers.
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GRACIE
How ‘bout them Lakers, huh?

(beat)
Where’d Baywatch go?

MARIO
We shouldn’t be talking.

GRACIE
Why not? We’re just two wayward 
youths with too much in common. No 
one gives a shit.

(beat)
Maybe we don’t need to talk if you 
don’t run into a Mexican standoff 
unarmed-

A SMALL COMMOTION as Lefty and Krug pass them, leaving the 
building. Gracie and Mario fall silent.

LEFTY
No. You don’t drive. I drive.

KRUG
But how am I supposed to pull you 
over from the passenger seat?

They laugh together. Leaving without incident. Mario pulls 
Gracie around the corner, into a more secluded alley.

MARIO
We’re at a police station.

GRACIE
I case the spot. You don’t move 
until I say. Remember?

(beat)
All you needed to do was call 
Santos and you don’t even have 
quarters? What the fuck Mario?

MARIO
So I’m supposed to let them kill 
him?

GRACIE
Yeah. He’s no innocent. He shot a 
17-year-old in the chest for asking 
to go to the bathroom.

MARIO
An affiliate.
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GRACIE
He didn’t know that.

(beat)
Next time you see a schoolboy plug 
someone, you let him get what’s 
coming to him.

MARIO
Schoolboy’s valuable. He stood up 
to those bangers and he’s the only 
one who’s seen Bless with his own 
two eyes.

GRACIE
Yeah. And now he’s one of us. So 
next time you’re in the hood, 
Fingers Chang can be your lookout 
because it ain’t gonna be me. You 
want him watching your back?

Mario’s silent. He walks past Gracie back towards the street. 
Gracie turns to watch him leave.

GRACIE (CONT’D)
Yeah, that’s what I figured.

(beat)
Hey! 

Mario stops. Turns back. 

GRACIE (CONT’D)
Why Noel?

MARIO
Why not? He’s police.

GRACIE
Santos is police.

MARIO
Santos is a cop. And I’m sure he’s 
got his reasons.

INT. SANTOS’ APARTMENT - NIGHT

Santos walks into his cozy, small apartment. He turns the 
light on, illuminating the living room and sees a figure 
asleep in a bathrobe on the couch. Santos sighs. 

He walks over to the figure and shakes their shoulder. A man 
turns over, looking up at Santos smiling. A good looking, 
white 20-something with soft features. This is JULIAN.
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JULIAN
Hey.

SANTOS
It’s 3:00 AM. You gotta stop doing 
this. Aren’t you on set in like 2 
hours?

JULIAN
I don’t like the bed when you’re 
not in it.

Santos laughs. He leans in and kisses Julian. Walks to the 
closet removing his coat and gun.

JULIAN (CONT’D)
You all still using that dumb hood?

SANTOS
Julian.

JULIAN
I’m just saying. It’s gauche.

(beat)
So did you and your friends save 
the world? Is it safe, can we go to 
sleep now?

SANTOS
It’s not saved yet. But tonight we 
made the most out of a bad 
situation. Sent a message. 

JULIAN
Hmm. To whom?

SANTOS
Nobody. But a nobody that people 
seem to listen to.

INT. WRITING ROOM - NIGHT

Noel fast forwards through the surveillance tape alone in the 
dark. He leans in, noticing something, and presses play. In 
the GRAINY BLACK AND WHITE VIDEO, Noel watches Smoke Hood 
line up and execute three cholos in the back of the 
laundromat. He then drags all three bodies into a pile in the 
back. Noel can’t believe what he’s seeing. 

Then, in the video, Smoke Hood walks right under the camera 
and looks up into the lens with that void of a hood. He forms 
his hand into a gun and points it right at the cera, and then 
lowers the thumb. The tape cuts out.
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Noel sits dumbfounded. He clicks the VCR frantically trying 
to get the image to return. He stands suddenly, pacing 
nervously. He reaches for the desk phone in the room and 
dials. It RINGS. 

J.J. (V.O.)
Yeah?

NOEL
Jayne! Is my kid still out there?

J.J. (V.O.)
Wife picked him up hours ago. What-

He hangs up and dials again. VOICEMAIL.

DENISE (V.O.)
This is Denise. Please leave a 
message.

NOEL
Denise. Hey, uh... Just calling to 
uh... make sure Bryce got home OK. 
No problems getting him back. I 
know I shouldn’t have had him out 
so late but... Nothing to worry 
about, just- gimme a call back when 
you can. You and the kids. No rush. 
Umm... Right. I love you guys. I 
mean that. So... 

He hangs up. Still pacing.

EXT. POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Noel walks out of the police station and into the parking 
lot. He looks across the lot, glancing from side to side but 
he sees no one. He pulls his KEYS out, fumbling with them, 
before starting across the lot to his car. Noel cautiously 
crosses the UNNERVINGLY QUIET lot. 

He drops his keys and nervously gropes for them in the dark, 
not allowing himself to look on the ground. He picks them up 
and very quickly walks to his car. Carefully looking over his 
shoulder with every step. 

He reaches his car, gets in, and immediately closes and locks 
the door. He opens the glove compartment and then opens a 
secondary compartment revealing a CACHE OF STACKS OF HUNDRED 
DOLLAR BILLS sitting in the compartment. He stares at them, 
his eyes are burning holes in them.
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His car waits in the empty parking lot as we fade up on The 
Smashing Pumpkins “I AM ONE.”

He slams the glove compartment closed, and puts the keys into 
the ignition. His hand rests on the keys, hesitating. Noel 
picks up his car phone from the dashboard. He dials a number.

INT. BICHO BLESSED’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Bless, sitting up in bed, reaches for the cordless phone on 
his nightstand. A naked Dawn sleeps beside him.

BICHO BLESSED
Yeah?

NOEL (O.S.)
Someone knows.

FADE OUT.

END OF SHOW 
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SEASON TREATMENT

Los Angeles, 1992: A kingdom without heroes. A powder keg of 
iniquity and injustice that exploded into a deadly uprising on the 
streets. From the aftermath came SMOKE HOOD, a shadow-faced, one-
man-army enacting his own brand of justice across the city. 

One night, while investigating the arson of a laundromat in 
Koreatown, hard-boiled DET. THOMAS NOEL crosses paths with four 
people who seem to all be connected to the urban legend of Smoke 
Hood: KEVIN, the laundromat employee; MARIO, a gangbanger turned 
college football star; GRACIE, a recovering addict from Beverly 
Hills; and his superior, the young and ambitious LT. DAVID SANTOS. 
As Noel’s investigation deepens, he’ll approach the inconceivable 
truth--Smoke Hood is all four of them. A coalition led by Santos, 
raging against the murderous gangs and occupying police force.

The Hoods have been targeting BICHO BLESSED, the predatory head of 
the fledgling MS-13 gang, and Blessed has noticed them as well. 
But the crime lord has a crucial advantage against the Hoods: 
Noel, his mole in the LAPD. As Santos leads the Hoods in 
dismantling Blessed’s operation, Noel creeps closer to the truth 
about Santos, culminating in a showdown at the port between the 
Hoods, Noel, and the street gangs over a mysterious shipping 
container. A gun fight breaks out and Santos, as Smoke Hood, is 
shot, but Noel sees another Hood looming over Santos’ body, 
allaying his suspicions. As Santos dies he reveals to the other 
Hoods that there is a fifth Hood that he kept secret from them. 
Noel opens the abandoned shipping container to find dozens of 
refugees. Blessed’s dealings have graduated to human trafficking 
and suddenly Noel finds himself at a moral crossroads.

Mario assumes a shaky leadership role within the Hoods and they 
soon identify DRAY, Blessed’s sister and a madam at an MS-13 
brothel, as Santos’ secret Hood. Her insider knowledge of the gang 
becomes even more valuable when Noel comes to the Hoods looking 
for help with Blessed, who is demanding Noel deliver the 
trafficked humans to him. Together, the Hoods and Noel free the 
trafficked people from federal detainment, but the Hoods betray 
Noel and move the detainees to Canada. Mario mistakenly reveals 
his identity to Noel in the process.

Noel flips one of Blessed’s lieutenants, DAWN, with information 
from Dray and the police capture Blessed, but Dawn also reveals 
information connecting Kevin and Smoke Hood to the Koreatown 
arson. The police raid the Hoods’ hideout and a patrolman is 
killed in the firefight, although all the Hoods escape. The police 
declare a public war on Smoke Hood, igniting a new wave of unrest 
in neighborhoods that have come to see Smoke Hood as a savior. 
Fire returns to the streets of Los Angeles as Noel takes up the 
mantle of the Hood, Blessed is eagerly welcomed in a Salvadoran 
jail, and a national election takes an unexpected turn. 1993 will 
not go the way we remembered it.
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