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I NT. MOE'S BEDROOM - EVEN NG

A knock. Then anot her. The door slowly opens. Tavon steps
inside. MOE (19) sits on the edge of his bed, casually
rolling a blunt. The nonent he sees Tavon... H's hands stop.
Just for a second. He forces hinself to keep rolling,
pretendi ng nothing's wong. But the slight trenble in his
fingers says otherwi se. He | ooks up with a nervous smle,
doing his best to hide the fact that Tavon's unexpected visit
has hi m on edge.

TAVON
Dam bra you nmake nme cone all the way
out here to cel ebrate the good news.
That's not |ike you.

MOE
Yeah | was com ng, you know how nom s
is with that cooking. She wanted nme to
stay. She's making nmy favorite.

TAVON
Ch yeah, what's that?
MOE
Huh?
TAVON
She's maki ng your favorite right? Wat
isit?

Moe doesn't say a word. He just sits there. H s eyes stay
fi xed on Tavon. The blunt rests half-rolled in his hands. He

tries to keep his conposure... but his breathing has becone
shallow. H's fingers trenble ever so slightly. For the first
tinme in along tine... Me |ooks genuinely afraid.

TAVON ( CONT' D)
That was not a hard questi on.

The room grows nore tense. Me knows why Tavon is there. Me
knows Tavon doesn't care about who's in the house. In fact
everyone in the house is in danger. Mpe decides to cut

t hrough the m nd ganes that Tavon is playing.

MCE

Look, I'ma keep it a buck. | know
what you' re thinking.

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:

TAVON
That woul d make you tel epathic? (beat)
Since you are, | don't have to say

anything else. Read nmy m nd Me, tell
me the rest.

Tavon calmy pulls his pistol fromthe wai stband of his
jeans. He sits down across from Mbe. Wthout taking his eyes
off him Tavon gently lays the pistol on the coffee table.

A beat.

Wth one finger... He slowy rotates the gun until the barrel
conmes to rest pointing directly at Me. Tavon | eans back in
his chair. Their eyes |ock. He doesn't say a word. The | ook
on Tavon's face says it all. Start talking. In a shaky tone
due to fear Moe begins.

MOE
They offered ne a deal. They said if |
do work, | could go hone.

Moe wants to stop tal king but sees Tavon is not done
listening.

MOE
They want a body count.

A beat. Moe clears his throat afraid to say what's next.

MOE
The next tinme we gotta, deal with a
op. |'m supposed to | et em know.

Moe stops tal king. Tavon takes a deep breath. Tavon sits his
hand on his gun. Me | ooks but doesn't beg.

Mboe stares at Tavon.

MOE
| wasn't gonna give 'em not hing.
just needed to get out. That was the
only way.

Tavon studi es him
TAVON
You coul d've called ne. The optics
ain't good right now.

Moe | owers his eyes. That one | ands.
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CONTI NUED:

MOE
479 Everybody in this house goes down if | 479
stay in there. You know that.
TAVON

480 | woul d' ve handl ed that. 480
A beat.

TAVON ( CONT' D)

481 But you al ready knew t hat. 481
Moe says not hing. Tavon | eans back. Tavon thinks for a couple
seconds.

TAVON ( CONT' D)
482 You' re gonna go work for Shank. 482

Moe i nmedi ately | ooks up.

MOE

483 What ? 483
TAVON

484 Tell himme and you fell out. 484

Moe shakes his head in total disagreenent.

MOE
485 Nah. Von, we been at war with that 485
man. He find out |I'm playing him
TAVON
486 Stop acting |like you got a choice. 486
MOE
487 That ni gga gonna see right through 487

that. He ani't just going to trust ne.
Tavon | ooks at him Nothing in his face.

TAVON
488 He going to trust the fact that if we 488
beefi ng, you gone need that
protection. He's going to use that to
| earn as nuch about ne as he can.

Moe goes still. A KNOCK at the door. Before either man can

nove, Me's nother enters carrying a plate. The entire
tenperature of the room changes.

( CONTI NUED)
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MOE' S MOTHER
Here you go, baby.

She pl aces the neatl oaf, nmashed potatoes, gravy and coll ard
greens beside Me. She | ooks at Tavon.

MOE' S MOTHER ( CONT' D)
You sure you don't want ne to nake you
one?

Tavon smles politely. Her eyes spot the gun sitting on the
end table. She | ooks over at Moe. Mbe won't even | ook her in
t he eyes.

TAVON
It | ooks good. | just got sonewhere |
need to be.

MOE' S MOTHER
"1l make you one to go.

TAVON
|'d appreciate that.

She cl oses the door. Silence. The smle disappears from
Tavon's face. He reaches down and opens the bag beside his
chair. Moe watches. Tavon renoves a plate wapped tightly in
aluminum foil and places it beside Me's dinner.

TAVON
Open it.
Moe doesn't nove. Tavon waits. Me slowy peels back the
foil. A plate covered in garbage and spoiled food. The snel

hits him Me recoils.

MOE
VWhat the hell is this?

Tavon takes Moe's nother's plate and calmy cuts into the
nmeat | oaf. Takes a bite. Chews.

TAVON
She can cook.

Moe stares at him Tavon gestures toward the garbage.

TAVON ( CONT' D)
That's yours.
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CONTI NUED:

MOE
What? | ain't eating that.

Tavon keeps eating.

TAVON
You know what rats eat, Me?

Moe just | ooks at Tavon no expression.

TAVON
What ever keeps 'em ali ve.

Mbe's jaw tightens.

MOE
| ain't norat. | told you what it
was. That's as far as it goes.

TAVON
No it's not.

Tavon stops chewing. Sets his fork down. He reaches toward
the pistol... and slowy turns it away from Mbe. Toward the
bedr oom door his nother just left out of. Mde's eyes follow
the barrel. His entire expression changes.

MOE
What you doi ng Von?

Tavon says not hi ng.

MOE ( CONT' D)
Leave ny peoples out of this.

Tavon | ooks at him

TAVON
Then stop putting themin it.

A | ong beat.

MOE
damm, threat Tavon. For real ?

TAVON
Nooo, threats | eave room for
possibilities.

Tavon picks his fork back up
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TAVON ( CONT' D)
This here, is an absol ute. 508

Moe | ooks at Tavon. No argunent. No anger. He knows Tavon
isn't bluffing. And worse—he knows there isn't another
option. Whatever fight Mbe had left drains fromhis face. He
| owers his eyes. Wien he finally speaks, his voice is barely
above a whi sper.

MOE
What | gotta do? 509

Tavon takes anot her bite.

TAVON
That's the spirit. 510

Moe exhal es. The magni tude of how dangerous this will be is
witten all over his face.

Then—

Tavon noves the plate out of the way, scoots the chair
forward a little bit and..

TAVON ( CONT' D)
Now et nme tell you the part you're 511
not gonna li ke.

CUT TQO



