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FADE | N:

I NT. CLASSROOM - DAY 1

It’s the second week of fall senester classes of senior
year. The classroom has roughly 30 people, with a pretty
obvious, and slightly racial divide, to the black kids of
course. One side of the room | ooks nore pasty than an entire
10 seasons of "Friends", while the other both | ooked and
felt Iike sonmewhat of "A Different World". As the bel

rings, a young nman hurries through the door with rapid
breath, an even nore rapid heartbeat, and di sappoi nt ment
across his face.

HUEY, 17 year old transfer student, is a |lighter-skinned
black nale raised in a | ower mddl e cl ass apartnent, naking
t he nost of what he has. He doesn’t have the freshest sneaks
or the |atest tape, but the nost swanky ties and freshly
pol i shed feet. To nobst, he seens too well dressed for the
drill music heads, yet too inner city for the golf club.
However, as he would say, 'too white for the blacks but too
bl ack for the whites’

PROFESSOR, 35, is a white man from Charl eston, SC, who nmeans
wel |, how ever doesn’t feel confortable stepping on people’s
toes. He's rather introverted, but nmakes efforts to do what
he needs to do togged his job done.

HUEY
Sorry sir, | apologize. I know|l'm
| at e.

PROFESSCR

Pl ease, just take a seat.

HUEY
Yes sir.

Huey exami nes the room nervous, as it’s his first day.
Because he doesn’t know anyone in the room off the junp, he
noves towards the kids whomhe feels he'll identity with
nmost, as they look like him As he puts his bag down by his
feet, one of the black students sitting next to the desk

| ooks down at his feet, and he soon realizes they m ght just
be the worst guys.

MARCUS is a 17 year old black kid who desperately believes
"Col | ege Dropout” trunps anything produced post '04 and Pac
is still alive.

MARCUS
Na son.



HUEY
Excuse me?

MARCUS
Bro, it’s your first day. That's
wavy and shit, and | know you’'re
t hinking we’re famright now, but I
aint got any Uncle Tons.

In the background you hear slight |aughter and nunmers
echoi ng around the room Surprised, Huey turns around and
makes his way to the only other open seat, directly in the
m ddl e of the room

PROFESSCR
(Awkwardly standing with one
hand over head, confused as to
how he will transition into
the lecture.)
Let’s begin today’s US History
class where we |eft off yesterday,
..... the American Sl ave Trade.

HUEY
(quietly | aughi ng under breath
out of the irony)
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| NT. HALLWAY - DAY. 2

Bells rings and Huey gets up to walk out to head to the cafe
for lunch, sliding in one headphone. To bl ock out sone of

t he noi se around him he turns on "Bonfire" x Childish

Ganbi no.

HUEY

(quietly mumrering words to

song)
"Yeah, they say they want the
real ness, rap about ny real
life, Told me | should just quit:
"First of all, you talk
white!"Second off, you talk Iike
you haven't given up yet"Rap’s
stepfather, yeah, you hate ne but
you will respect.

As he continues singing. A young student hears Huey and gets
excited being it’s one of his favorite songs. He naturally
begi ns rapping the words with Huey, which excites Huey
because he feels as though he finally m ght have found
sonething in conmon with soneone.



CHRI S, 18 year of |acrosse player, upper class republican
who gets back at his parents by listening to drill rap
nmusi c.

HUEY & CHRI S
"I put in work, ask Ludw g, Put ny
soul on the track |ike shoes
did, Played this for ny cousin, now
he can’t even think straight, Black
and white nusic? Now, nigga, that’'s
a m xt ape”

Huey stops in his tracks, and rips the headphone out his
ear. Stepping up to Chris, who's still smling and janm ng
to the song.

CRHI S
Conme on bro,it’s just a song!

Huey, | ooks at Chris with disgust on his face, fl abbergasted
Chris felt confortable enough to drop the bonb of all bonbs
in front of him

CHRI S
Oh man, don’t tell me you re one of
t hose peopl e.

HUEY
And what’s that suppose to nean?

CHRI S
Ya know, one of those people. Wo
are always crying about racism W
have a bl ack president, a black
mayor, -

HUEY
-yeah and a helluva | ot of black
f aces around hal |l oween ti me.

CHRI S
You're really gonna trip that
said nigga in a Childish Ganbi no
song? Let me guess. You gonna march
around the school now and bl ane ne
for slavery next, aren’t you?

Wth a fire in his eyes, Huey grabs Chris by his hoodie and
sl anms hi m agai nst his | ocker.

HUEY
Let that shit roll off your tongue
again and |I'Il nake sure those are
your |ast words today.



CHRI S
| m not sure you understood ne
correctly the first tine, so let ne
spell it out for you. N-I-

As soon as Chris begins spelling the word, Chris raises his
fist follows, through with his word, and wal ks away brushi ng
off his shirt and straightening up his tie.

FADE BLACK
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Huey and Chris are sitting across the desk of the assistant
principle the the adm nistration office. Chris is on the
phone with his parents yelling about how he was attacked by
a basketball player, while Huey is waiting for the assistant
principal to walk in so he can handle the situation and go
about his day.

ASSI STANT PRI NCI PAL - 53 year old white female | ess
concerned about the students and nore worri ed about her
check.

CHRI S
(on phone)

Okay nom yeah, | gotta go. She’'s
wal ki ng i n now.

ASSI STANT PRI NCI PAL
Good day gentlenmen. Let’s nake this
qui ck. Huey, you're be in detention
for the rest of the day, Chris, you
can go back to class, but if you
don’t have anything nice to say,
don’'t be nean, or don’'t talk, |
think that phrase goes sonething
i ke that.

HUEY
But nma’am -

ASSI STANT PRI NCI PAL
Huey, stop. That aggressive
attitude and sense of entitlenent
is what got you here in the first
pl ace. Goodbye boys.

Huey gets up to leave, frustrated the cycle has continued
yet once again. No matter how proper he tries to speak, or
prof essional he tries to dress, he continues to find hinself
on the sane side of the conversation, the aggressor. Huey
then proceeds to | oosen up his tie and toss it in the trash
as he wal ks out the door.
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As he wal ks into the hallway, he attenpts to resunes his
Appl e Music playlist, but his phone dies as he goes to press

pl ay.
| NT. DETNETI ON - DAY 5

As he wal ks into detention, he faces the sane dilenma as his
first class of the day, unsure of where he should take a
seat. He proceeds to wal k towards the closest seat as

anot her student’s phone begins to ring. Coincidentally, his
ring tone just so happens to be the sanme song.

CELL PHONE
"“From honor roll to cracking | ocks
up off them bicycle racks, Too
bl ack for the white kids, and too
white for the blacks,"

Huey stops, next to his desk, takes a seat and greets the
st udent .

HUEY
You t o00?

They both | augh and proceed to start on their work.



