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FADE | N:

EXT. BLEECKER ST. - BUSHW CK, BROOKLYN - DAY

The year is 1971. THREE BLACK MEN (m ddl e-aged) stand before
a shuttered shop, sweating in the sunmer sun of noon. A
bedr aggl ed ol der HOVELESS MAN anbles up to them

HOVELESS MAN
Y all got anything to help out?

TWO of the MEN pull their pockets out to show they' re enpty.

THE TH RD BROOKLYNI TE
Man, take that shit down to the 90s
or sonmethin'. | got nothin"!

The honel ess man turns and conti nues down the wal k. The
Third Brooklynite watches him shakes his head, then w pes
the sweat off his face with a rag. A BLACK SEDAN pul | s up.

The door to the apartnent buil ding opens and a Bl ack WOVAN
with a large afro comes out. This is ASSATA SHAKUR (27).

ASSATA
Hey, WIly.

WLLY
Hey, girl, where y'all heading?

ASSATA
Harl em you need a ride?

WLLY
Yes ma'aml Just goin' to G eenpoint.

Assata strolls up to the car, where a tall, broad-shoul dered
Bl ack man with a goatee naned SUNDI ATA ACOLI (33), is giving
a DOLLAR to the Honel ess Man.

ASSATA
We gotta swing by G eenpoint.

SUNDI ATA
VWhat for?

She gestures back to WIlly and opens the passenger door.



EXT. UNEMPLOYMENT OFFI CE - GREENPO NT - DAY

A LI NE of PEOPLE stretches out of the building. WLLY wal ks
up and stands at the back of the Iine.

I NT. SUNDI ATA' S CAR - SAME

SUNDI ATA puts the car in gear and peels off fromthe curb as
ASSATA | ooks out the window at the |ine of PEOPLE

ASSATA
Jobs dryin' up everyday and we get
new recruits.

SUNDI ATA
More than we can handl e.

ASSATA
Just gotta' give 'emsonethin' to do.
EXT. 3RD AVE - EAST HARLEM - AFTERNOON
The open FI RE HYDRANT SPRAYS water everywhere. A POLI CE CAR
sits next toit. A TALL COP is struggling wth a young BLACK
MAN (20). BLACK CHI LDREN and TEENS stand around the street.
I NT. SUNDI ATA'S CAR - SAME PLACE AND TI ME

SUNDI ATA drives, ASSATA rides passenger, snpokes a cigarette.

SUNDI ATA
You know Emmet ?
ASSATA
Yeah, lil' man. Just joined the
party.
SUNDI ATA
Yeah wel | ... Buncha pigs broke his

neck yesterday. He's dead.

ASSATA
Sevent een fuckin' years ol d.

SUNDI ATA
Yeah. Up in Queens. Kid was hangin'
out with sone brothers by the drug
store down on Merrick and the cops
pul | up. | nean they were just
m ndin' their own business...



ASSATA
Wel | we oughta' do sonething. Every
day, somewhere in this city..

SUNDI ATA
Hey | know. But what—

ASSATA
I remenber back in Oakl and seei ng
what Huey and 'em are doi ng. They got
folks follow ng the cops around,
maki ng sure they don't do shit, and
if they do..

SUNDI ATA
Yeah that's Qakl and, though. This is
New York. We can't get the nunbers
for that kinda" shit. Too many cops.

ASSATA
We'll follow that car. Those guys
specifically.

SUNDI ATA
Who's got a car? W gonna find a
young guy whose got one? In the city?

ASSATA
We' Il buy one.

SUNDI ATA
Onh right, of course, with all our
extra cash just lyin' around.

ASSATA
| think it's tinme to collect sone
t axes.

SUNDI ATA

I'"Il call Dhoruba. Sure he knows sone
H deal ers in Manhattan wal ki n' ar ound
with full duffels just sittin' on
'em

ASSATA
Call ne the not herfuckin' |IRS.

Assata notices the sprayi ng HYDRANT and COP CAR

ASSATA (cont'd)
What's goin' on here?



EXT. 3RD AVE - EAST HARLEM - CONTI NUOUS
The BLACK SEDAN stops before the scene. ASSATA hops out.

ASSATA
Leave hi m al one!

NYPD COP
Get back in your car, |ady!

ASSATA
What's he being arrested for?

NYPD COP
None of your business!

ASSATA
You got no right.

NYPD COP
| got every right, actually, you
wanna j oi n hinf?

ASSATA
So what if sonebody opens the fire
hydrant? It's hot!

NYPD COP
Public property, ma'am

ASSATA
Are they not nmenbers of the public?

I NT. BOOKSTORE - HARLEM - LATER

ASSATA buys a copy of Lenin's "What |Is To Be Done?" fromthe
spect acl ed Bl ack WOVAN (50s) behind the register.

BOOKSTORE CASHI ER
Four fifty.

ASSATA
Here you go.

She hands the wonman a FIVE dollar bill and turns to | eave.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Thanks!



EXT. BOOKSTORE - HARLEM - CONTI NUOUS

ASSATA steps out into the afternoon summer heat. The BLACK
SEDAN sits at the curb, SUNDI ATA sits on the hood sipping a
Coke. She | ooks up the street at the PEOPLE standing in
front of apartnment buildings and storefronts in tee shirts
and shorts, sweltering in the heat. She | ooks down at the
cover of the book: what is to be done?

EXT. STATLER HI LTON HOTEL - MANHATTAN - DAY

The streets are lined with Iong, clunky CARS passed by
PEDESTRI ANS in brightly colored bell bottons, mni-skirts,

wi de | apels, and paisley shirts. Here in MDTOMN, the EMPI RE
STATE BUI LDI NG | oons overhead two bl ocks away.

Across the street fromthe HOTEL: MADI SON SQUARE GARDEN and
a street entrance to PENN STATI ON.

A RED COUPE pulls up by the hotel and doubl e parks. ASSATA,
in a black | eather jacket, hops out of the car's passenger
side, slinging her purse over her shoul der and saying
something we can't hear to the DRI VER She PO NTS around the
corner to 33rd Street.

I NT. STATLER HILTON ROOM 714 - THAT MOVENT

FOUR MEN occupy the roomw th two queen beds. TWO of the nen
sit at the desk by the wi ndow cutting up a MOUND of COCAI NE
The THI RD MAN has a deep SCAR on his left cheek, and he
paces around the room The FOURTH MAN goes into the

bat hroom A DUFFEL BAG sits on one of the beds.

I NT. STATLER HI LTON LOBBY

ASSATA enters the building, heading straight past the
DOORMAN and the CONCI ERGE as she strides across the ornate
carpets and passes under the chandelier. Her eyes flick back
and forth, anxiously surveying the | obby. A SECURI TY GUARD
stands by the bar talking to the BARTENDER Assata boards
the el evator and the doors cl ose.

I NT. STATLER HI LTON 7TH FLOOR

Assat a wal ks down the hallway scanning the room nunbers as
she passes them 708, 710, 712, and finally 714.



She | ooks to her left and right, checking the hall. Then she
uncl asps the top of her purse and pulls out a .38 REVOLVER
Sticks it in her front jacket pocket and KNOCKS on the door.

It swings open. The SCARRED MAN st ands before her.

ASSATA
Is there a party going on in here?

She WHI PS the gun out and points it straight at him

ASSATA (cont'd)
G nme the noney!

I NT. STATLER HI LTON ROOM 714 - CONTI NUQUS

ASSATA charges in and SCAR backpedal s into the room as the
OTHER MEN | eap fromtheir chairs and scranble for guns.

ASSATA
Don't none of y'all nove!

She shifts aimbetween the nen as she nobves towards a bed.

ASSATA (cont'd)
(to SCAR)
Get over by them

He glares at her and reluctantly noves over to the w ndow
with the others. Assata glances to the duffel on the bed and
slowy starts towards it, keeping her gun trained on the
men. She reaches the far bed, switches the gun from her
right hand to her left, and unzips the duffel just a bit.

Sees STACKS of noney. Looks back to the nmen. Zips it closed
and takes it. Starts backing away towards the door.

The bat hroom door opens and the FOURTH MAN rai ses his pistol
right as she turns to look. He FIRES and hits her in the
stomach as she FI RES BACK and catches himin the shoul der.

The other nmen spring into action and Assata RUNS towards the
door. They grab their pistols and raise to fire just as she
pull s the door open and FIRES blindly back at them
shattering the wi ndow. She FLIES out through the door as
bul | ets pepper the wall behind her.

I NT. STATLER HI LTON 7TH FLOOR

ASSATA stunbl es down the hall as fast as she can, clutching
her bl eedi ng st omach.



She gl ances back when she reaches the el evator as the MEN
enmerge fromtheir room The indicator above the el evator
shows it slowy ticking up fromthe ground floor. No tine.

She ducks into the STAI RWELL

EXT. STATLER HI LTON - DAY

ASSATA bursts fromthe side exit onto 33rd Street, | ooking
around frantically until she sees the RED COUPE parked
across the street. She RUSHES into the street, narrowy
avoi ds a passing car, and gets in the car.

I NT. DHORUBA' S RED COUPE - CONTI NUCUS

The DRI VER, a bearded BLACK MAN with thick glasses naned
DHORUBA BI N WAHAD (27), takes the duffel from ASSATA as she
pull's the side door closed. He throws it in the back and

| ooks at her with wi de eyes.

DHORUBA
Dam, girl! \Wat happened in there?

ASSATA
(W nci ng)
Drive!

Her hands press hard to stop the bl ood seeping from her gut.
Dhoruba jerks the wheel and the car PEELS out into traffic.
They take off down the street.

In the rearview. THE FOUR MEN burst fromthe Hotel and | ook
around in a frenzy, pistols still in hand. Dhoruba grins.

ASSATA (cont' d)
| gotta' get to a hospital

DHORUBA
Nah! We'll get a doctor for you. Just
hang i n—

ASSATA

TAKE ME TO A HOSPI TAL!!

DHORUBA
Shit, okay, damm. |'mma drop you off.



EXT. BELLEVUE HOSPI TAL - DAY

DHORUBA' s COUPE screeches to a halt in front of the E.R
entrance. He gets out, runs around the car, and opens the
passenger door. ASSATA gets up and he hel ps her towards the
door before a NURSE rushes over to take Assata's other arm

DHORUBA
You got her?

Dhoruba | ets go and heads back over to the car. The Nurse
hel ps Assata into the building as Dhoruba drives off.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - LATER

ASSATA wakes up in a daze. She | ooks around. TWO MEN I N

SUI TS watch her. Assata eyes them as she gingerly feels her
stomach. One of them comes over

DET. THOMPSON

H, Mss Chesimard. |'m Detective
Thonpson. W have sone questions for
you.

ASSATA
It's Shakur.

DET. THOMPSON
Not legally, ma'am Let's cut the
shit.

Assata ignores himand | ooks out the w ndow.

DET. THOMPSON (cont' d)
This afternoon there was a shooting
at the Statler Hotel in Mdtown. Many
shots fired. And here you are with a
bullet in your gut that 1'd bet would
match the 9m | slugs we pulled from
the wall at the hotel. So what
happened?

Her nouth is shut, gaze distant.

DET. THOMPSON (cont' d)
We got witnesses to place you.
Security guard, concierge, porter.
You just got dropped off at the E R
Lying's only gonna' meke it worse for
you. What happened this afternoon?

Still nothing. The detective starts getting antsy.



DET. THOMPSON (cont' d)
You don't wanna answer, we can take

this dowmtown. | can arrest you right
Now.

ASSATA
For what .

DET. THOMPSON
Qobstruction of justice.

ASSATA
You don't got shit.

Thonpson turns to his PARTNER She's right. He turns back.
She still | ooks out the w ndow.

DET. THOMPSON
This ain't over. W' re gonna be onto
you, M ss Chesimard. And when—

ASSATA
It's Shakur! Assata Shakur, how—

DET. THOWPSON
When you think you got away with it,
we'll be there and we'll crack the
fuckin' whip!

She | ooks over with a stern expression regarding this
sl avery-referencing turn of phrase. Thonpson stands up,
gl ari ng back, and points down at her.

DET. THOMPSON (cont' d)
This is just the beginning.

They | eave.

EXT. BELLEVUE HOSPI TAL - TWO DAYS LATER - MORNI NG

ASSATA slowy wal ks out to the street, where a BLACK SEDAN
wai ts parked for her. SUNDI ATA | eans on the hood. He goes to
hel p Assata into the car, but she shakes himoff to wal k on
her own. He opens her door instead. She gets in.

I NT. SUNDI ATA'S CAR - DAY

SUNDI ATA drives the car north along the East River, w ndows
down, with the sumrer air flowing in. Assata soaks it up
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SUNDI ATA
Damm, see ya gotta' always check them
bat hr oons.

ASSATA

Truth. You got a cigarette?

SUNDI ATA
Yeah you |l eft sone...

He hands her the half-enpty pack. She takes a cigarette and
pulls the cigarette lighter fromthe center console.

ASSATA
Thank God.

She lights it, savoring the first draw

SUNDI ATA
So | ook... That duffel was a good
rip. Had about 15K in there. That's
enough for a car, a couple dudes,
gas, whatever to tail that cop. But
the rest can go to the group
Everybody out here struggling. You
did what had to be done.

ASSATA
Shit, | know.

SUNDI ATA
But them boys hit us back. Didn't
kill nobody. Tried to. W traded
shots. Andrew got hit in the arm
He's alright though.

ASSATA
Anybody on those cops who killed
Emret ?

SUNDI ATA
Nah, not yet, but we've got plenty of
recruits.

ASSATA

Wll let's get after 'em
Assat a takes another drag. Sundi ata chuckl es.

SUNDI ATA
You just took a bullet in the gut,
girl. And already you wanna get out
there and start fightin' cops.
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ASSATA
Hey now that | been shot, |'m not
scared of it no nore.

Assata | ooks at himand grins. He shakes his head with a
smle. She rips the cigarette. They take an exit to HARLEM

I NT. 131ST ST. CAFETERI A - HARLEM

A large dining roomwith tile floors and white walls full of
Bl ack children and honel ess eating at tables. There is a
serving |ine where VOLUNTEERS di sh out food on the far side
of the room under a banner that reads: "SURVI VAL PENDI NG
REVOLUTI ON'. There's a door to the right of the |ine where
an OLDER WOMAN, BERNI CE (51) argues with TWO BLACK PANTHERS.

BERNI CE
Don't tell nme you ain't getting
enough now. We didn't start this
pl ace just to close it six nonths
later. What'd y'all think, all we
needed was seed noney?

ASSATA wal ks in, SUNDI ATA cl ose behind. Sonme of the patrons
| ook up and give her a recognizing smle. She sm|es back,
waves to some onl ookers, never breaking stride.

Assata conmes up to the PREGNANT WOMAN, who sits at a table
with a LITTLE GRL (<4), eating cereal. Assata pulls out a
BROMWN PAPER BAG and offers it to the nom

PREGNANT WOVAN
Thank you!

ASSATA
No problem Tell himto contact us
when he's out.

Assata waves at the little girl.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Enj oy your breakfast.

She and Sundi ata continue to reach Bernice and the Panthers.

BERNI CE
I don't wanna hear it! W gonna' be
gone this tinme next nmonth if—
(seei ng Assata)
Assata! Oh, how you doin' girl?

They enbrace.
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ASSATA
Good, Bernice. These guys givin' you
troubl e?

BERNI CE

No nore than usual

ASSATA
M1 hmm

The Pant hers wal k away. Berni ce shakes her head as they go.

BERNI CE

Sayin' they gotta cut us off.
ASSATA

Si nce when?
BERNI CE

Since a coupl e weeks ago. They say
they don't got the noney to support

us anynore. | say well who can? W
don't get enough donations, that's
for sure.

Assata gl ances to Sundi at a.

ASSATA
How nuch y'all need?

BERNI CE
How nuch ya got?
I NT. SUNDI ATA' S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
ASSATA and SUNDI ATA enter hol di ng Styrof oam cups of coffee.
SUNDI ATA

Conme on, Assata, that noney's for us,
not the Panthers.

ASSATA
I took the bullet. | took the noney.
It's ny call. And I'mnot gonna' give
all of it away. Just enough to keep
‘em goi ng. You wanna' see those
peopl e starve? They're the ones we
fight for.

(beat)
Take nme to 3rd Ave in East Harl em
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SUNDI ATA
Li ke 1" m a chauffeur now.

They drive off.

I NT. SICKLE CELL CLINIC - EAST HARLEM
ASSATA wal ks in and takes a | ook around the pl ace:

A long, thin roomthat stretches back towards a sign reading
"PEOPLE' s FREE HEALTH CENTER'. BLACK MEN and WOMVEN sit in
chairs al ong the wood-paneled walls. CLIN CIANS wal k up and
down the corridor giving finger-prick tests. In the back, a
BLACK MAN (50) with a CLIPBOARD tal ks to a CLIN Cl AN

Assata crosses the roomand goes up to him

ASSATA
You run this place?

CLI Nl C MANAGER
Me and two ot hers, yeah.

ASSATA
My nanme's Assata Shakur, |I'ma
community activist. How you guys

doi ng?

CLI NI C MANACER
Alright, | guess.

ASSATA
The Panthers set this up, right?

CLI NI C MANACER
That's right.

ASSATA
They hel pi ng you enough?

He chuckl es and gl ances around.

CLI NIl C MANAGER
Not particularly. W gonna' run out
of tests this tine next nonth.

ASSATA
That's why |'m here. How nmuch you
need to get you through next nonth?



14.

I NT. SUNDI ATA'S CAR - DAY

ASSATA hops back in the car with a smle. SUND ATA sips his
cof fee and wat ches her, displ eased.

SUNDI ATA
The free breakfast place, the sickle
cell clinic, who's next?

Assat a | aughs as she buckl es her seatbelt and Sundi ata
starts the car. The car peels out hard away fromthe curb.

SUNDI ATA (cont' d)
Wiy don't you let the Panthers handl e
their shit?

ASSATA
Cuz they're not handling it.

SUNDI ATA
Yeah well where you plan on getting
the noney for 'emnext tinme they need
it? I mean, you feed one nman, you get
ten others in line behind him

ASSATA
That's right, and they all gonna eat.

EXT. SANDW CH SHOP - BUSHW CK, BROCKLYN - DAY

El evat ed subway tracks overhead and four small tables out in
front of the deli. ASSATA stands before the pl ate-glass

wi ndow at the center of a GROUP of BLACK REVOLUTI ONARI ES,
mai nl y young nmen. SUNDI ATA is at her right shoul der.

A skinny young man at her |eft shoul der naned TWYMON MEYERS
(21) talks to a slightly older man in a Yankees hat, KAVAU
SADI KI (25) to his left.

TWYMON
I mean if you ain't willing to die
for freedom you nust not really want
it.

KAMAU
Man, | agree, but how you gonna bonb
the police station? You can't just
wal k in there, say |I'mm |eave this
package, ignore the ticking,' and
wal k out! We need noney, Twynon.
Can't do much w thout it.
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TWYMON
Alright we'll find another dealer,
coll ect sone nore taxes, that worked
out last tine.

ASSATA
(1 ooki ng over)
Yeah with ne in the hospital and two
detecti ves hovering over ny ass.

KAMAU
It's good noney, though.

ASSATA
It is. Don't get me wong. But after
this | ast one, you know the word is
out. Next time we try they'll have
shot guns and no survivors.

Twynon and Kamau share a | ook. Silence. They need to think.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Look, we can al ways use the noney,
but it's about nore than that. W
need real change. Sure, we all talk
about revolution. But it starts in
the community, people need our hel p!

KAMAU
So how we gon' do that, Assata?

ASSATA
Money. Defense fromthe police. The
services our folks need that they
don't get. W want themto be
heal t hy, safe.

TWYMON
In Anerica? Ha.

ASSATA
Well we gotta strive for better.

SUNDI ATA
God knows the white fol ks don't. They
don't give a dam.

TWYMON
Let's just rob them

Kamau and Assata | augh.
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TWYMON (cont' d)
Take down the white establishnment,
y' know?

KAMAU
| got dibs on N xon.

SUNDI ATA
Y all just want the heat.

ASSATA
| do!

Sundi at a shakes his head and pulls out his car keys.

SUNDI ATA
I"mtaking off. Anybody want a ride?

I NT. ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BROOKLYN - MORNI NG

ASSATA stands in the kitchen of the cranped wal k-up with
exposed brick, sipping a cup of coffee. A CAR HORN honks
out si de. She goes to the wi ndow, and |ooks down to the

street. Then she grabs her purse and heads out the door.

I NT. ASSATA' S HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

ASSATA cl oses her door and sees her neighbor CARL (60s) in
the hall with a full manila FOLDER tucked under one arm

ASSATA
Mornin', Carl.

CARL
Mor ni ng, dear.

ASSATA
Where you of f to?

CARL
The bank! Applying for a | oan.

ASSATA
VWhat chu need a | oan for?

CARL
A bookstore. Me and my son gonna run
it. He just cone back fromDetroit.
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ASSATA
| thought you were working at the
post office.

CARL
| was! Got fired. Don't know why. 26
years. .
ASSATA
Dam. You need a ride?
CARL
Darling... |1'd | ove one.

I NT. SUNDI ATA' S CAR - MORNI NG

CARL gets in the back as ASSATA sits with SUNDI ATA up front.

SUNDI ATA

Who's this?
ASSATA

That's Carl. W gotta' go to Queens.
SUNDI ATA

Y' know t hey got taxis here in New

Yor k?

I NT. BANKERS TRUST CO. - QUEENS - DAY

A poorly-lit roomw th wooden floors and orange furniture.
TELLERS across fromthe front doors and three rows of desks
to the right behind which BANKERS sit, tal king on tel ephones
or conferring with CLIENTS. The Bankers are all white, as
are many of the clients.

ASSATA and SUNDI ATA stand by the big curved wi ndow near the
door and watch as CARL sits at a desk with a stern-I| ooking
BANKER (40s). Carl points to the papers fromhis fol der and
says sonething we can't hear in the din of all the chatter

SUNDI ATA
(i npatient)
Wiy we gotta' wait for this guy? O
help himat all? He can get around on
his owmn. Little old but—

ASSATA
He's ny nei ghbor. Gotta be nice to
hi m
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SUNDI ATA
| don't even know ny nei ghbors.

ASSATA
And | ook at him He gonna wal k all
t he way here from Brooklyn?

Assat a wat ches the Banker across from Carl. The nman | ooks at
Carl blankly, vacantly surveying the pages before him

Assata | ooks to anot her BANKER, a toupéed nan sitting with a
WHI TE COUPLE. The Banker snmiles and adjusts his glasses as
he i nspects the paper in his hand. He nods and flips a page.

Assata | ooks to a THI RD BANKER wi th a young RED- HEADED
Kennedy type man. They shake hands am cably and stand.

Assata | ooks back at Carl, whose knee is bouncing.

QUEENS BANKER

Look, M. Franklin, | don't have nuch
confidence in your ability to run a
busi ness. | mean you have no

manageri al experience to speak of.
Have you really thought about this?
The conm tnent you' d be maki ng? The
risks? I nean you can’t possibly know
the taxes you Il have to deal with or
the permts you need.

CARL
But | know what it takes. | can |l earn
the rest. All | need is a chance.

QUEENS BANKER
Well we don't |ike taking chances
here at Bankers Trust. We |i ke sure

bets. And a bookstore, | don't see
t hat maki ng enough to pay back the
| oan.

CARL

There's only one in Bushw ck al ready
and it's on the Ri dgewood side. M ne
woul d be on the Bed-Stuy side and—

QUEENS BANKER

M. Franklin. | frankly don't see the
residents of Bed-Stuy being avid
r eaders.

Carl's jaw drops.
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A thought strikes Assata. Her eyes dart around | ooking for
sonmet hing and settle on: a SECURI TY GUARD (30s), standing by
the manager's office. Assata turns to |look at the teller
stand and spots TWD OLD CAMERAS, browning with age, in the
corners of the ceiling. One has exposed wres on the bottom

Assata | eans cl ose to Sundi at a.

ASSATA
(in a low voice)
What if sonebody robbed this place?

SUNDI ATA
Probably woul dn't be too hard.

ASSATA
VWhat if we were those sonebodi es?

SUNDI ATA
Si nce when were you a bank robber?

Assata shrugs and watches Carl stand up. The Banker shakes
his head and extends his hand. Carl ignores the hand and
takes his folder as he wal ks away.

I NT. KAMAU S APARTMENT - HARLEM - AFTERNOON

An open roomw th a counter by the kitchen and |ots of
sunshine spilling in. ASSATA stands before the three panel ed
wi ndows. SUNDI ATA | ays back on the couch with THREE YOUNG
BLACK MEN (20s) squeezed in beside him TWMON occupies a
thin raffia chair by the T.V. and KAMAU sits at the dinner
table eating a deli sandw ch, the three other seats al
occupi ed by YOUNG BLACK MEN (teens).

A DOZEN nore BLA MEMBERS occupy the room standing around
the kitchen, sitting in folding chairs by the hallway.

ASSATA
Think about it. It's about hitting
the white establishnment where it
hurts! Their wallets. But it's not
just about that. It's what we can do
for our people, the ones living right
around us in squalor, in struggle. W
try all these ways of maki ng noney,
but it's never enough! And it'l]|
never be enough 'til the inequities
of wealth are righted and the share
di stri buted anong t he peopl e.

( MORE)
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ASSATA (cont'd)
The Bl ack brothers and sisters who
have been subjugated and yet who
built this country.

THREE YOUNG PANTHERS (|l ate teens) shuffle in wearing dirty
pants and weat hered shirts, carrying bundl es of newspapers.

SUNDI ATA
Just put 'em down by the counter.

ASSATA
We built these conmunities, we built
this city! But do they support us? Do
t hese busi nesses benefit our Bl ack
brothers and sisters? No! They're
agai nst us. The rich hold the noney
and decide who to give it to, and
time and again it ain't us. It's up
to us to see that hoarded wealth
di stributed to the people who
desperately need it. This noney can
fund the sickle cell clinics, the
free breakfast prograns, the honel ess
shelters, instead of just lining the
pockets of wealthy white folks in
pent houses.

TWYMON
Alright, big plans, how big is this
bank? We tal kin' Manhattan?

ASSATA
Queens. But no this bank is not a
fancy place, there's just two guards,
ol d-ass caneras, parking right
out si de.

Twynon considers this. Two of the Panthers sit at the table
wi th Kamau, the other one, BOBBY, chines in.

BOBBY
Tal kin' bout sickle cell clinics and
shit... | got enough problens. |
gotta eat!

ASSATA

Who the fuck are you?

SUNDI ATA
That's Bobby, that's Sam that's A J.

SAM and A.J. are sitting at the table. Bobby, an antsy type,
paces over to the wi ndow opposite the door and | ooks out.



ASSATA

Everybody's gotta eat.

your noney,

You'
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[l get

kid, don't worry. But

what're we doing here? If all we

want ed was noney,

sonet hi ng a whol e hel

easier than this.
danger ous.
fighter,
gotta'

we coul da' picked
of a |ot

And nuch | ess

No, you wanna be a freedom
and that's good. But you
internalize the fact that we

don't do this to serve ourselves. It

ain't about just us,

peopl e everywhere.

her e,

but Bl ack

Bobby folds his arnms and | eans agai nst the w ndow.

Assata cl asps her hands and shoots a glare at

Sundi ata rai ses his hand,

up,

A J.

TWYMON
How many you need?

ASSATA
Six and a driver.

SUNDI ATA
Seven peopl e? Whatchu think the

t ake' s gonna be?

ASSATA
I'"d guess 25, 30 K

TWYMON
Each?

ASSATA
No, man, total.

TWYMON
That's still a |ot,

ASSATA
We'll all split half,

to the cafeteria
cl ot hi ng banks,

BOBBY

Yeah yeah we got it.

ASSATA
Who wants in?

t hough.

the clinic,
and—

as does Twynon.
sees this and follows suit.

the rest goes

t he

Bobby.

Sam puts his hand



ASSATA (cont'd)

Kamau?
KAMVAU
Nah. I"'mnot... | don't know.
Bobby rai ses his hand.
ASSATA

Al right, big nouth, that makes si x.

Any of y'all got a van?

@ ances go around the room Silence.

SUNDI ATA
Andrew s got one.

ASSATA
Wiy the hell isn't he here? | call a
nmeeti ng, everybody's supposed to show
up.

SUNDI ATA
He got shot in the arm

ASSATA
He's still got one good one! Can't he
drive?

SUNDI ATA

"1l get himon the phone.

Sundi ata gets up and heads over to the phone.
away fromthe w ndow and folds his arms.

BOBBY
(to Assata)
So you callin' the shots?

ASSATA
Yes | am You got a problenf

BOBBY
Never taken orders froma bitch
before is all.

ASSATA
(st andi ng)
Well this bitch gonna give you

Bobby turns

orders. This bitch brings in noney.
You don't like this bitch, get the

fuck outta here and go sell sone
papers.

22.
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Bobby | ooks back out the w ndow, swallow ng his tongue.
Assata takes a hard drag and glares at him

ASSATA (cont'd)
Anybody el se got a problem you can
swal l ow that shit. W all want the
same thing here. Let's make it
happen. Y all be gettin' a call from
me soon wth the plan. W're gonna
bring good things to the brothers and
sisters of this city. W deserve
vengeance, but we will strive for
justi ce.

She stubs out her cigarette.

I NT. SUNDI ATA' S CAR - QUEENS - MORNI NG

SUNDI ATA behi nd t he wheel . ASSATA ridi ng shotgun, wearing a
bl ack beret. TWMON in the back. The car is parked across
the street fromthe BANKERS TRUST bui | di ng.

ASSATA
You said Andrew s in?

SUNDI ATA
Yeah, but only as the driver. He
don't wanna go in.

TWYMON
Scar ed-ass bitch.

ASSATA
Rel ax, that's fine, that's all we
need himfor. I"mthinking he'll park

there, out front in one of those
spots, if they're free.

SUNDI ATA
And if they're not?

ASSATA
On the driveway to the |ot.

TWYMON
That's the si dewal k!

ASSATA
Yeah so nobody's gonna park there.

SUNDI ATA
Who's going in first?
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ASSATA
You.

SUNDI ATA
Damm, but —

ASSATA

Then Twynon, then ne.

SUNDI ATA
So | gotta risk gettin' shot.

ASSATA
No, you're gonna get that guard on
t he ground and take his gun.

Sundi at a GROANS.

TWYMON
What about ne?

ASSATA
You make sure nobody tries anything,
say 'This is a robbery'... and get
the other guard. Then I'Il come in

and go to the teller. Bobby and Sam
on crowmd control. A J. watches the
door, makes sure nobody cones in.

SUNDI ATA
Wiy can't | be on crowd control ?

ASSATA
Cuz you're the biggest in the group,
you gotta take on the first guard. Be
the inmposing figure right out the
gat e.

SUNDI ATA
Shit.

TWYMON
We need machi ne guns.

ASSATA
No we don't.

TWYMON
Yeah we do! Ot herw se they gonna try
somet hing. We need |ike tomy guns or
some shit.
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SUNDI ATA
Fuckin' Dillinger over here.

ASSATA
No tomry guns. Look that's the best
way to do it —as | see it. And no
casualties. Can't have anybody
gettin' shot. W just want the noney.

TWYMON
What if we took 'em hostage?
ASSATA
No. Twynon. No ki dnapping either, man
chill out!
TWYMON
I was just sayin'...
SUNDI ATA
| bet there's only twenty Kin there.
ASSATA
It is kinda small. But we'll take

what we can get.

They all 1 ook to the bank.

| NT. BEDROOM - ASSATA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

A tiny roomwith red shag carpet and a Lenin poster on the
wal | over the twin bed in the corner, where ASSATA lies, a
burning cigarette in one hand and a tel ephone in the other.

ASSATA
Yeah but the doctors took care of ne,
everyt hing was fine..

(l'istening)
Yeah they were standing there when
woke up. .

(l'istening)
C non, we don't talk to no | aw.
(listening)
That sounds |ike you speakin' as ny
| awyer, not as my aunt.
(l'istening, smles)
Well | love you for both, Evelyn,
talk to you | ater

She hangs up. Takes a long drag from her cigarette, | ooking
up at the ceiling. Her brow knits and she chews her 1ip.
@ ances over at the clock: 12:14.
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She sits up and swi ngs her |egs over the edge of the bed.

I NT. LIVING DI NI NG ROOM - ASSATA' S APARTMENT
ASSATA puts her purse on the dinner table. She opens it,
reaches in, pulls out her .38. She flips out the cylinder.
TWO SHELLS are still | oaded.
She | oads FOUR MORE from a shell-pack. C oses the cylinder.
ASSATA

That's all you bringin' cuz that's

all you need. No shots fired. No one

gets hurt.
She checks the safety before returning the gun to the purse.
Puts her hands on her hips and | ooks around. She's wired.
She wal ks over to the wi ndow as she lights a cigarette.
Looks out at the street:

PERSPECTI VE: Bl eecker St. fromthe wi ndow. Nobody is out
there. Bushwick is still. A SIREN in the distance.

Assata sits on the wi ndowsill and snokes.

I NT. LIVING DI NI NG ROOM - ASSATA' S APT. - LATER

ASSATA sits on the couch reading a book by Fanon and

snoki ng. The ashtray is littered with butts. She sets the
book down to rub her forehead. Looks at the clock: 3:43.

I NT. KITCHEN - ASSATA' S APT. - LATER

ASSATA pours herself a glass of cheap red wine. Slugs half
of it. The time on the clock by the oven reads 4:30. She
downs the rest of the glass and heads to her room

I NT. KITCHEN - ASSATA' S APT. - MORNI NG

The tinme reads 7:15.

ASSATA' s bedroom door opens and she trudges out, squinting,

hair a ness. Straight to the cupboard, pulls out coffee
grounds and a filter.
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I NT. ANDREW S VAN - MORNI NG

ASSATA sits in the back next to SUNDI ATA and TWYMON as the
car chugs al ong. BOBBY and SAM sit behind the front seats.
A.J. rides shotgun. ANDREW JACKSON (24), a long-faced BLACK
MAN with a nodest afro and an anxious | ook in the eye,
drives the van.

Assata wears a wi g. Sundiata, Twynon, and Sam all wear hats.

TWYMON
Shoul d we have masks?

SUNDI ATA
Hats shoul d be fi ne.

Assat a | ooks out the back wi ndow to see CAVALRY CEMETERY
receding fromview.

ASSATA
Al nost t here.
EXT. BANKER S TRUST - QUEENS - LATE MORNI NG
SEVERAL CARS parked in the small |ot. ONE CAR parked on the
street out front. A LATINO MAN (30s) wal ks out of the bank
and heads down the sidewal k.

The VAN pulls up behind the car out front on the street.

I NT. ANDREW S VAN - THAT MOVENT

ASSATA grabs the back door handl e. SUNDI ATA stands up behind
her, and BOBBY, SAM and TWYMON fol | ow suit.

Assata takes a deep breath. OPENS the back door

EXT. BANKER S TRUST - QUEENS - CONTI NUQUS

ASSATA steps out and onto the sidewal k, then SUNDI ATA, who
qui ckly noves towards the building. The REST junp out of the
back, and BOBBY shuts the back door. TWYMON hurries to flank
Sundi ata, Assata falls in behind him A J. gets out of the
front passenger side and brings up the rear.

I NT. BANKER S TRUST

The front door FLIES open, bell RATTLING and SUNDI ATA
bursts in with his PISTOL trained straight on the GUARD
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SUNDI ATA
Get down now Everybody!

TWYMON rushes in and ains around the room The BANKERS al
push away fromtheir desks and get out of their chairs,
stunned. The FOUR PATRONS around the room hit the deck.

ASSATA cones in, purse in one hand and the DUFFEL bag in the
ot her. She strides towards the desk with the TELLERS.

The office door opens and a SECOND GUARD wal ks out fromthe
slim hal |l way, hand on his hol stered gun. Twynon advances.

TWYMON
Get on the ground! Getcha hand off ya
gun.

The man abi des, getting to his knees, as Twynon goes over
and wat ches him |l ay down.

BOBBY enters and runs to the desks, followed shortly by SAM

BOBBY
Don't nobody try nothin'!

They aimtheir guns at the scared clients on the floor.
A.J. walks in, closes the door, and posts up next to it.

Assat a approaches one of the tellers, a WH TE WOVAN ( 40s)
with a sour expression. She tosses the duffel on the
counter. The teller stares back at her, not noving.

ASSATA
The noney, let's go! Al these
regi sters, plus the safe

The teller snatches the duffel and opens her register,
reluctant. Sundi ata takes the gun from his guard, pockets
it. He looks to the other tellers.

SUNDI ATA
Get out. Cone here.

He pushes open the | ow swi ng-door and gestures for the
tellers to wal k through. THE THREE TELLERS, except the one
getting the noney, step out to the waiting area.

A VH TE MAN (40s) wearing thick glasses lies on the wood a
couple yards fromthe door. He | ooks up at A J.

Assata watches the teller anble slowy to the next register
She | ooks at Assata w thout opening it.
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ASSATA
C non, hurry up.

She opens it and starts adding cash to the duffel.

The SAME BANKER who served Carl lies on the ground before
Bobby. He | ooks up at him

QUEENS BANKER
You' re maki ng a m st ake.

BOBBY
Man, shut up! Stop | ooking at ne.

The man sneers up at him Bobby PUNCHES hi m

SAM
Chill, Bob!

Bobby gl ances over, angry, gives hima daming | ook for
usi ng his nane. Assata gl ances over. RECOGN ZES t he Banker.

ASSATA
(to Sundi at a)
Take over.

Sundi ata rushes to the teller. A J. stands by the Guard. The
man in the glasses BOLTS for the door past A.J. and BURSTS
into the daylight while A J. grasps air. The man ESCAPES.

A J.
Fuck!

Sundi ata FIRES into the ceiling.

SUNDI ATA
Nobody fucki ng nove!

Assata stands over the Banker, gun trained on him

ASSATA
Remenber Carl Franklin?

QUEENS BANKER
No!

ASSATA
Find his | oan and approve it.

QUEENS BANKER
s denied, | don't have it.
have to do a new application. |

If it
He' |
can't
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ASSATA
| don't give a damm! When he cones
back, approve it. If you don't, |I'm

com ng back too. And ny thirty-
eight's comn' with ne.

QUEENS BANKER
(meekl y)
Alright, alright!

The teller is leisurely |oading cash into the duffel.

SUNDI ATA
Conme on! Today!

The woman throws the |ast stacks of cash in the bag.

SUNDI ATA (cont' d)
Let's go, last one, then the safe.

TELLER
I"l'l need the manager.

SUNDI ATA
Then get him

TELLER
He's not here yet.

SUNDI ATA
I[t's nine thirty!

TWYMON
W can't wait.

A door can be heard CREAKI NG and SHUTTING i n the office.

ASSATA
Sam go back there.

Sam rushes into the hall, opens the first door on the right.
The teller once again stands there w thout |oading cash.

ASSATA (cont'd)
I"'mtired of this.

Assata rushes over and pulls her .38 on the wonman.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Al'l the noney. Now.

The woman starts hastily unl oading the | ast register.
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Sam energes fromthe hallway with the MANAGER (50s) by the
arm He TOSSES the man towards the teller w ndow. Twynon

t akes himand | eads hi maround the desk through the sw ng-
door. The teller opens the roomto the safe.

BANK MANAGER
The police are on their way!

Twynon PUSHES t he manager into the safe room
Assata turns and surveys the room Bobby and Sam stand anong
t he desks. Sundi ata | ooks over at her nervously, then
gl ances out the front wi ndows. Assata takes a deep breath.
What the hell have they gotten thensel ves into?
Twynmon energes fromthe safe roomw th the duffel in hand.
TWYMON
Let's go.
| NT. ANDREW S VAN
The van SKIRTS into the street. ASSATA wat ches out the back

wi ndow, breathing heavily. SUNDI ATA wat ches too. TWYMON,
SAM and BOBBY rifle through the earnings.

TWYMON
Damm, it | ooks better here than in
t he safe.

ASSATA

How nuch you t hi nk?

TWYMON
It aint twenty. It ain't thirty.
It's | ookin' higher!
Twynon grins and Bobby raises his hand. They high-five, and
then Samgets in on the cel ebrating.

Assat a | ooks back out the wi ndow i n consternation.

I NT. ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BROOKLYN - DAY

CASH i s spread out on the dinner table and ASSATA sits
counting it. SUNDI ATA paces around with a glass of whiskey.

SUNDI ATA
| told you it shoulda" been nme on
cromd control! Any swingin' dick with
a gun can take a guard.
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ASSATA
You're right.

SUNDI ATA
I know

ASSATA
Bobby was a bad pi ck.

SUNDI ATA
Dam ri ght.

ASSATA

Wasn't ny quy.
Sundi at a | ooks over, offended, but knows she's right.

ASSATA (cont'd)

Look, next tinme we'll vet 'em better.
SUNDI ATA

Al right.
ASSATA

And no shooti ng.

SUNDI ATA
Hey, shit was getting outta' hand!

ASSATA
Next tinme, don't.

Sundi at a takes anot her sip of whiskey. Assata finishes
counting the noney, |ooks up and grins.

ASSATA (cont'd)

Thirty-six thousand, five hundred
dol | ars.

SUNDI ATA
Oh, baby! That's beautiful. That's
new car noney.
| NT. ASSATA' S HALLWAY - LATER
ASSATA stands before Carl's door. It opens and CARL appears.

ASSATA
How you doin' Carl?

CARL
I'"'mfine, dear.
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ASSATA
This m ght sound strange, but... you
shoul d go back to that bank in
Queens. Do anot her | oan application
and see what happens.

CARL
But they denied ne...
ASSATA
This time they won't. I"'msure of it.
CARL
Well if you're so sure..
ASSATA
And if you need a ride again, just
let me know. Well... ne and Sundi at a.

I NT. 131ST ST. CAFETERI A - DAY
ASSATA gives a paper bag to BERNI CE. Bernice | ooks in.

BERNI CE
Where the hell'd you get this?
ASSATA
Don't worry, girl. | told you I'd
hel p.
BERNI CE

Oh you' re so good.
They hug. Then pull apart.
BERNI CE (cont' d)

(j oki ng)
Didn't jack an arnored truck, did
you?
Assat a | aughs.
ASSATA

Not hin' |ike that.

EXT. SICKLE CELL CLIN C - DAY

ASSATA cones out the front doors and wal ks up to Sundiata's
car. She opens the door and steps in.
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| NT. BEDROOM - TWYMON S APARTMENT - W LLI AMSBURG - DAY

ASSATA, SUNDI ATA, and TWYMON st and over a w de wooden chest
about four feet deep. Twynon's eyes gl eam as he opens it.

Inside there are TWO automatic PISTOLS, TWO UzZI'S, THREE
sem -auto pistols, STACKS of ammp boxes, and a GRENADE

SUNDI ATA
Jesus, man, you startin' a mlitia?

ASSATA
Where'd you get a fuckin' grenade?

TWYMON
Oh ny dude's got everything. Wiy not?
Look at that shit!

ASSATA

You spent all your take on this?
TWYMON

| nean... not all of it.

| NT. DHORUBA' S APARTMENT - BED- STUY - DAY

A breeze rolls in through the open wi ndow by the red sof a.
DHORUBA stands by the T.V. which shows: shots of the war in
VI ETNAM Dhoruba tal ks on the PHONE

DHORUBA
I know, man, that's why I'mcalling.
Just tell Eldridge if he needs
anyt hing from Bed- Stuy, Dhoruba's got
hi m

By the downstairs buzzer is a man named AVON WHI TE (21),
five-foot and four inches tall, with a slight Atlanta accent
and a small gold earring in his left ear. He presses the
buzzer and wal ks over to the sofa. Sitting at the table in
the dining room adjacent to the back hallway, are KAMAU,
SAM and TWDO OTHER YOUNG BLA MEMBERS. A.J. and ANOTHER MAN
(20s) converse in the kitchen.

KAMAU
I was thinkin" maybe a Cougar. O a
Chal | enger.

SAM

I"'mgettin' a fat chain, man.
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KAMAU
You see what Twynon's been buyi ng?

The door opens. ASSATA and SUNDI ATA cone in. Conversations
hush and attention shifts to her. Avon nutes the T.V.

ASSATA
How s it going, boys?

SAM SUNDI ATA
Good! Great. Coul dn't be better.

Dhor uba hangs up the phone. Sundiata sits down on the couch.
DHORUBA

They been tellin" me they only got
2500 for a robbery of fuckin' 36K

ASSATA
That's right, all seven of us got
t hat .

DHORUBA

No, that's not right. They al
riskin' serious jail-tinme for just a
coupl e t housand.

ASSATA
What' re we doi ng, Dhoruba? Are we
just trying to hel p oursel ves pay
rent, pay the bills, buy another gun
or two?

Sundi ata has himarm draped over his forehead. Avon | eans
agai nst the back of the couch.

SUNDI ATA
It's about the conmunity.
ASSATA
Exact | y!
SUNDI ATA
Hey |' m not conpl ai ni ng.
AVON
Don't seemright.
ASSATA
Nobody asked you a damm thing, little
man. And who are you? Never seen this

man before a day in ny life he's
gonna speak down to ne.
( MORE)
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ASSATA (cont' d)
If | need anything off the bottom
shelf, 1'Il let you know.

Avon turns away and starts sul ki ng.

DHORUBA
Look, | admre it, Assata. | do. But
you shoul da consulted with us first.

ASSATA
| shoulda' consulted you? Wat for? |
don't have to answer to Panthers. The
BLA needed noney, | went out and got
sonme. | nean, sonebody's gotta do
sonet hi ng. Soneone's gotta take
charge, what've you been doi ng?

Dhoruba stares out the w ndow, annoyed.

DHORUBA
Alot... Y know Angie Davis is comn'
to town tonorrow to speak at MSG?
There's gonna be a protest before it.

ASSATA
(nmocki ng)
Didn't consult ne.
DHORUBA
Rermenering Enmet. And condemi ng the
pol i ce.
ASSATA
Sounds good.
AVON
Don't sound |ike noney though.
DHORUBA
Everything ain't about noney.
AVON
But can't we somehow. .. benefit.
SUNDI ATA

We coul d ask sponsor the event, tel
"emto send noney. Or do a fund-
rai ser. How 'bout a bake sal e?

DHORUBA
No, nothin' like that. Just keep a
| ow profile, alright?

( MORE)



DHORUBA (cont' d)
Gonna' be a lotta' eyes on us. Cotta
toe the line out there.

ASSATA
Oh so we gotta' toe the line. But
pigs out there cross the line every
day. We don't gotta' play by their
rul es.

Avon starts to throw a ball off the wall over the T. V.

DHORUBA
I know, but there's a tine to get
aggressive and a tinme when you don't.

ASSATA
Seens as good a tine as any. This is
a dam good opportunity to draw
attention to us. W can recruit
peopl e through this. Spread the
nmessage to anybody watching on TV!

DHORUBA
Tonmorrow i s about nessage, and
reaching the public. | agree. But

nore inportantly, we don't want
trouble. If it stays calm stable,
you know, it's gonna help our inmage.

ASSATA
Cal mand stable? If only peacef ul
protest worked in a nation with no
consci ence.
(to Avon)
Stop with the ball.

Avon cl asps his hands around the tennis ball.
DHORUBA

Assata, the press is gonna be al
over this. W wanna play to them

ASSATA
First tine the nedia will ever be on
our side.

DHORUBA

Hopeful ly tonorrow is.

SUNDI ATA
I"'mtakin bets.

On the TV: FRANK SERPI CO speaking into m crophones.

37.
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EXT. MADI SON SQUARE GARDEN - DAY

The PLAZA outside the building is a mass of PROTESTORS
surrounded and cl osely watched by POLICE OFFICERS in white
hel nets. Sone NEWS VANS sit parked on the street. CAMERAMEN
and REPORTERS are scattered on the edges of the crowd.

ASSATA stands wi th DHORUBA and ZAYD SHAKUR (mal e, 26) — no
relation to Assata — who is shorter, has a thick nustache
and a tall head of hair. ALL THREE of them chant al ong.

ALL
No justice, no peace! No justice, no
peace!

OFFI CERS push PROTESTERS back.

OFFI CER #1 OFFI CER #2
Get back! Move! Get back, Back up! Cet over there!
not her f ucker! Stop that —hey you!

Assata | eans over to Dhoruba and shouts over the din:

ASSATA
When' s Angel a speaki ng?

DHORUBA
Seven. It's ten bucks a ticket.

ASSATA
We shoul d do sonething |ike that.
Good way of raising noney.

DHORUBA
We don't got her kinda profile.
Besi des, she needs the noney to pay
her | awyers.

A FEW OFFI CERS start getting nore physical w th SEVERAL
PROTESTERS. They push them hard into the crowd. Oficer #1
grabs hold of a BLACK MAN (20s) and PULLS himinto the
street as O ficer #2 helps him causing ONLOOKERS to cone
over and SHOUT at the cops.

MORE COPS and PROTESTERS descend on the position and it gets
i ncreasingly physical. Protesters are getting tossed around,
anot her one gets detained. The officers take the flailing
citizens over to their cruisers.

Dhoruba and Assata rush over to diffuse the situation
getting between COPS and PROTESTERS.
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ZAYD
Let 'em go! Get off of 'em

A scuffle breaks out on the other end of the plaza. Things
escal ate all around them the energy of the mass turning to
rage. Assata sees the crowd getting riled up: people YELLING
at the police, throwing trash at them chanting LOUDER

ALL
No justice, no peace! No racist
pol i ce!

Assata sees an opportunity.

She clinbs atop a PARKED CAR and | ooks out at the crowd, the
attention of the crowd still mainly on the cops. Dhoruba
| ooks at her and throws his hands up: "What're you doi ng?"

She rai ses a clenched fist.

ASSATA
No justice, no peace! No racist
pol i ce!

Eyes start to shift in her direction. The people right
around her | ook up, attention gravitating towards her,
i ncluding that of the police.

ASSATA (cont'd)
The peopl e, united, can never be
def eat ed! The people, united, can
never be def eat ed!

More eyes turn to her. TWO OFFI CERS push their way towards
her, but Dhoruba and Zayd bl ock them SEVERAL protesters
stand with themto create a barrier around the car.

The protesters at the police line are getting thrown around,
pushi ng back, shouting. It's getting nore heated. A BLACK
WOVAN (20s) gets haul ed away towards another police car.

ASSATA (cont'd)

Leave 'em al one!l Stand, brothers,
stand tall.

A BLACK PANTHER (20s) holds up a BULLHORN. Assata takes it.
ASSATA (cont' d)
(into the horn)
We are not crimnals!

Now attention really starts shifting her way.



ASSATA (cont' d)
Hold on a m nute! Hold on...

The crowd settles down a little bit.

ASSATA (cont'd)
We are not the crimnals! W are the
victinms! It should be clear to us who
the real crimnals are. The top | aw
enforcenent officials in this country
are a lying bunch of crimnals.

The barrier around her thickens.

ASSATA (cont'd)
They call us crimnals, but we did
not nurder over 250 unarned Bl ack
men, wonen, and children, or wound
t housands of others in the riots they
provoked in the sixties. The rulers
of this country have al ways
considered their property nore
i mportant than our lives. They cal
us crimnals, but we do not control
or enforce a system of raci sm and
oppression that systematically
nmurders Bl ack and Third World peopl e.

The crowd's attention has largely shifted to Assata.

ASSATA (cont'd)
For every pig that is killed in the
so-called line of duty, there are at
| east fifty Black people nurdered by
police. They do their best to kill us
before we're even born! W' re burned
alive in tenenments. Qur brothers and
sisters OD daily from heroin and
nmet hodone. Qur babies die froml ead
poi soni ng.

The news CAMERAS are trai ned on her.

ASSATA (cont'd)
We nust defend ourselves and | et no
one di srespect us. We nust gain our
i beration by any neans necessary.
Bl ack people nust rise up and
overthrow the Anmerican regi ne. Band
t oget her, organi ze, and take on the
white oppressors with iron fists. It
is our duty to fight for our freedom
It is our duty to wn.
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Wth that, she hands the bull horn back to the Panther. Qut
of the crowd rise DOZENS of clenched fists. CHEERS and

WHI STLES ring out. The crowd starts to chant again, riled up
in a frenzy, as Assata steps down fromthe car. People push
back against the police Iine as a unified force.

ALL
No justice, no peace! No racist
pol i ce!

Dhoruba and Zayd huddl e around Assata as cops struggle to
get past the protesters around the car and reach her.

ZAYD
We gotta kick it, man.

DHORUBA
What happened to | ow profile?

ASSATA
Fuck a | ow profile.

They push into the crowd, away fromthe police |line grabbing
after them disappearing anong the protesters.

I NT. FBI OFFI CE - MANHATTAN

AGENTS scattered around at desks, wearing suits, talking on
phones and typing reports.

SPECI AL AGENTS M KE O BRI EN (32) and JI MW STAVRAKATOS ( 35)
sit opposite each other at their desks. OBrien is |ean and
cl ean-cut. Stavrakatos has a thick nmustache and curly bl ack
hair. They're both working at their typewiters when a

hul king man with a gray flat-top, SPECH AL AGENT-| N- CHARCE
BROCKNER (50s), conmes up with a FOLDER in his hand.

He plops the file on O Brien's desk

BROCKNER
New assi gnnent, boys.

O Brien opens the folder. On the first page: a PHOTOGRAPH of
ASSATA on top of the car at the protest. The picture is
| abel ed "JOANNE CHESI MARD. AGE: 24."

O BRI EN
Who's this?

BROCKNER
Ex- Panther. Now a | eader with the
Bl ack Li beration Arny.

( MORE)
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BROCKNER (cont' d)
That photo's fromthe fuckin' protest
at MSG earlier today. Shit was on the
news. Me and the ASACthink it's tine
to squash this shit.

STAVRAKATGOS
Squash?

BROCKNER
That's right. W want these Bl ack
subversives fuckin' taken care of.
Bi g crackdown. Get a team together
Throw t he goddam book at her and al
her conrades.

O BRI EN
What's she done other than say a
bunch of shit at a protest?

BROCKNER
Read the file, OBrien. She's not
M L. -fucki n-K, she's a conmuni st!

Stavrakatos pulls at his nustache. O Brien |eafs through the
fol der, skimm ng the pages as he goes.

BROCKNER (cont' d)
And the paper's are gonna' |ove her.
She's young, smart, and sexy. She'l
be in the headlines every fuckin
day. Punp out reports, talk to press,
you get the deal.

O BRI EN
There's a |l ot of nanes in here.

BROCKNER
Yeah lotta faces. But she's the big
fish. Got it?
BOTH nod. Brockner grins, flashes a thunbs-up.

BROCKNER (cont' d)
Happy huntin'.

He wal ks away. M ke and Jinmy share a begrudgi ng | ook.
Here's a | ot of work.
| NT. BANKERS TRUST CO. - QUEENS - DAY

A heavily accented NYPD DETECTI VE tal ks to the TELLER who
handl ed the noney during the robbery.
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Over his shoul der, anong the desks, the BANKER who net with
Carl talks to an ASSOCI ATE.

TELLER
Next thing I know she's shovin' a gun
in my face!

NYPD DETECTI VE
What ki nda gun?

QUEENS BANKER

(whi speri ng)
And if she finds out and cones to
kill ne?

QUEENS ASSCOC. BANKER
Wel | maybe the cops can catch her
first.

QUEENS BANKER
Fuck it, okay? Just fuck it. What's
one | oan?

NYPD DETECTI VE
A revol ver, okay, that's fine. And
what was she wearing?

I NT. ANDREW S VAN - NI GHT

ANDREW st eers the car through a residential QUEENS
nei ghbor hood. TWYMON sits shotgun. ASSATA sits in the rear
right seat, and AVON sits rear left.

AVON
What chu said out there today got ne
inspired, girl.

ASSATA
Well, I"'mglad. Pretty weird way to
get to Brooklyn, Andrew, what're we
doi ng?

ANDREW
You'l | see.

ASSATA

Twynmon what chu got up there between
your |egs?

Bet ween Twynon's | egs are an AMMO BOX and a BACKPACK
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TWYMON
Sel f -defense supplies. That's all.

ASSATA
Yeah | saw sone of those earlier. You
got plans?

TWYMON
Big plans. Al ways.

AVON
You | ooked good up on top of that
car. Very good.

ASSATA
But how d | sound?

ANDREW
There.. is that it?

Andrew points up the street to the left. Twnon | eans
forward to peer out.

PERSPECTI VE: NYPD CAR parked (pl ate #3802) before a brick
| NDUSTRI AL BUI LDI NG and a DI NER

TWYMON
3802, that's it.

Andrew starts to sl ow down. On the near corner to the right,
a young BLACK PANTHER (20), leaning on a parked SEDAN, nods
to their car. Assata notices this too.

Twynon turns around and holds up the grenade with a grin.

TWYMON (cont' d)
What chu' t hi nk?

ASSATA
You' re fuckin' crazy.

AVON
It's like you said earlier.
Li berati on by any neans necessary.

The car pulls to a stop on the right side of the road, half
a bl ock behind the cop car sitting on the left side.

ASSATA
Yeah but you're kicking the fuckin
hornet's nest! And we don't wanna
kill no damm civilians either.
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The TWO COPS can be seen inside the diner

TWYMON
But nobody's out here! It's dead.

Assata | ooks out. Not a soul on the street. Has to agree.

TWYMON (cont' d)
Don't be gettin' soft on nme now.
These are the guys who killed Emet
Gar dner.

Assata's disposition starts to change and she eases up.

ASSATA
That's what | thought when | saw t he
tail by the payphone.

They watch her as she deliberates, staring out the w ndow.

TWYMON
Let's take the fight to themlike we
keep tal kin" about!

ASSATA

It's a big thing to blow up a cop
car. You don't just do it on a whim
They' || hunt you down for that. It
ain't shit a pigwll forget. But...
where else is justice?

(to Twynon)
You gonna do it?

AVON
| wanna do it.

She rai ses her eyebrows at him He | ooks unconfortabl e but
tries to maintain a macho front.

AVON (cont' d)
| can do it!

She strokes her chin. Looks to Twynon, then to Andrew. They
stare back at her expectantly.

ASSATA
Lil" man has to prove hinself.

AVON
Don't call me little.
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ASSATA
You ain't big "til you done sonethin
bi g.

Assata | ooks to Twynon. Nods her head over to Avon. Twynon
hands the grenade over to Avon, who takes a deep breath,
opens the door, and goes out.

TWYMON
Man, | wanted to throw that shit.

ASSATA
Next tinme, buddy.

EXT. STREET - MASPETH, QUEENS - NI GHT

AVON gets out of the VAN, grenade tucked agai nst his side.
He hurries towards the COP CAR, casting glances side to side
and back over his shoul der as he goes al ong.

He comes up on it. Pulls the pin on the grenade. Rolls it
under the car. Turns and SPRI NTS towards the van.

The COPS cone out of the DINER at that nonent. They cone
around the back of the car to SEE Avon runni ng away.

The crui ser EXPLODES. The cops fall. Avon hops in the van.

The van screeches away as the cops get to their feet and
pull their pistols to FIREwildly at the fleeing car.

Bullets ping off the netal and shatter the glass. One BURSTS
t hrough the wi ndow and CATCHES Avon's | eft shoul der.

ASSATA
Shi t!

She | ooks over to Avon, who winces in pain and clutches his
bl eedi ng shoul der awkwardly.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Damm, damm, damm. ..

She pulls some napkins from her purse, folds them together
qui ckly, and presses them on Avon's wound.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Hol d t hat there.

ANDREW
Dam, Avon! You good, man?
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AVON

Yeah, man, |'mcool, |'m—
(W nci ng)

Ahhh, shit!

ASSATA
It's stuck in there, he needs a
doctor.

ANDREW

Nah, nah, he'll be fine.

ASSATA
Oh you gonna' get the bullet outta
hi s shoul der ?

ANDREW
Shi t!

TWYMON
Head north, nan

ANDREW
We don't wanna go to Brooklyn?

TWYMON
Nah take himto El mhurst.

ANDREW
Shit! Man, this got fucked.

Assata RIPS Avon's shirt at the forearm Pulls the sleeve
under Avon's arnpit, spread on the shoul der over the wound,
and ties it by his clavicle.

EXT. ELMHURST AVE. STATION - N GHT

The bullet-riddled VAN grinds to a stop out front. ASSATA
and TWMON climb out. The doors close and the van TEARS of f.

EXT. ELMHURST HOSPI TAL - NI GHT

The VAN pulls to the curb. ANDREW junps out. AVON opens his
door and steps slowy down. They head towards the ER doors.
Andrew goes to hel p Avon wal k, but he brushes himoff.

AVON
| got it, man. Get outta' here.

ANDREW
You sure?
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AVON
Yeah.

Andrew turns back to the van to see a PCOLI CE CRU SER pul | up
behind it. He turns on his heel and heads the other way.

AN OFFI CER energes fromthe front passenger seat.

QUEENS COP
Hey! This your car?
ANDREW
(over his shoul der)
Nah, man.
QUEENS COP

Hold it. Stop! Freeze!

He raises his pistol on Andrew. Andrew stops. He puts his
hands up. The cop advances.

ANDREW
VWhat'd | do?

QUEENS COP
That's your car!

ANDREW
No it isn't!

QUEENS COP
| saw you get out of it. Get on the
ground. On your knees.

Andrew kneels with his hands up. The cop comes up to him

QUEENS COP (cont'd)
Hands behi nd your back!

The cop forces Andrew s hands back behi nd him

ANDREW
Shit! You're gonna break ny arm nman.

The officer slaps the cuffs on Andrew s wists and starts to
search Andrew s pockets. He finds his CAR KEYS.

QUEENS COP
Ford keys, huh? Like the one right
over there?

He hoists Andrew to his feet and pushes himtowards the
cruiser. The OTHER COP starts towards the E. R doors.
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I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - PCLI CE STATI ON

ANDREW i s handcuffed to a chair. A HULKING COP (30s) raises
a PHONE BOOK and whacks himin the face with it.

BI G COP
Who threw t he grenade?

DETECTI VE THOMPSON sits at the tabl e watching.
DET. THOMPSON
You didn't do it alone, M. Jackson.
Who was with you?

ANDREW
| want a | awyer.

Thonpson | ooks up. The cop smacks himagain. Then once nore.

DET. THOMPSON
It only gets worse from here.

ANDREW
Fuck you!

THREE hits fromthe book. Blood drips from Andrew s nose.
DET. THOMPSON
This ain't shit conpared to prison,
buddy.
Andrew heaves and spits at Thonpson, speckling his tie.

DET. THOMPSON (cont' d)
Al right. Enough nice shit.

Thonpson stands, renoves his BELT, and raises it overhead.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - ELMHURST

AVON lies in a bed with bandages over his shoul der. O BRI EN
sits bedside, and STAVRAKATCS paces by the w ndow.

O BRI EN
You're in big trouble, kid. You
fucked. Up.

STAVRAKATCOS

They al ready got your buddy in a cell
at the station.



O BRI EN
I heard he tal ked the second they got
himin there.

AVON
Bul I shit.

O BRI EN
God' s honest truth!

AVON
Fuck all y'all, man.

STAVRAKATGOS
Hey! Pal! This ain't sonmethin' you
wal k away from You bonb a cop car,
you're goin' in.

AVON
| don't know shit about that.
O BRI EN
Wiy ya gotta bullet in your arnf
AVON
Buncha dudes started shootin' right
up the way, man, | was just wal kin'

down the street!

STAVRAKATCS
Funny, didn't get any reports about
t hat .

AVON
It's New York City! Every time a gun
fires don't nmake the papers.

O BRI EN
You had no connection to the man
hel pi ng you into the buil di ng?

AVON
Hel ping me? | didn't know t he
not her f ucker.

O BRI EN
We know you're friends with Assata
Shakur .

AVON
What's this gotta do with her?

50.



51.

O BRI EN
Did she order the hit on the car...

Avon | aughs.

AVON
Order the hit... this ain't the
mafia. She wouldn't fuck with the
hornet's nest |ike that.

O Brien and Stav share a |ook. This is getting nowhere.

I NT. HOSPI TAL HALLWAY

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATCOS step out of the room and cl ose the
door behind them An NYPD OFFI CER sits outside the room

O BRI EN
What dya t hi nk?

STAVRAKATGOS
It mght give us |everage but...

O BRI EN
| don't think he'll flip.

STAVRAKATCOS
Not on this. It ain't enough. W
gotta step up the pressure.

O BRI EN
You think she was there, though?

St avrakat os puts his hands on his hips. Shrugs.
STAVRAKATCOS

The boss on the street with the

soldiers? | don't see it.
They head down the hall, passing A NURSE (bl ack, 30s) with a
cup of WATER in her hand, who goes into Avon's room
I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM
The NURSE enters and AVON s anxiety turns to relief.

AVON
Thank God.

She sets the cup down on the table by the bed.
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NURSE
You need anything el se, |emre know.

A thought strikes him

AVON
Cof f ee?
NURSE
(turning to | eave)
Sur e.
AVON
Wait! Can you spill it on that cop

out there?

She | aughs. He | ooks at her intently. Her smle fades.

NURSE
You serious?
AVON
Yeah. Just a little accident. Totally

harm ess.

She consi ders.

I NT. HOSPI TAL HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

The NURSE wal ks up the hallway towards Avon's roomw th a
cup of coffee in her hand. She sees the cop. She angles
towards himas she nears, then, feet away, |ooks over her
shoul der, still moving forward, as if called upon.

NURSE
(feigning down-hall)
What was t hat ?!

Her toe kicks the leg of the chair and she tips the coffee
into the cop's lap. He HOALS and leaps to his feet.

HALLWAY COP

Jesus christ, |ady!
NURSE

I"'mso sorry, sir. It was an—
HALLWAY COP

You fuckin'.... You...

He bites his tongue.
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HALLWAY COP (cont' d)
Where's the fucking bat hroonf?
She points down the hall. He glares at her as he speeds off.

Avon wat ches through the windowto his room He opens the
door, watches the cop enter the bathroom and steps out.

NURSE
You gonna' clean this shit up?

He grabs her by the shoul ders and ki sses her on the nouth.

AVON
I | ove you, baby.

He bounds off down the hall as she wi pes her nouth. At the
end of the hallway, he boards the el evator.

FADE TO

EXT. FREE CLOTH NG BANK - BROOKLYN - DAY

A line of PEOPLE, predom nantly Bl ack, stand outside the
building in thin jackets and tattered hats. Cl ouds of breath
puff fromtheir nouths. ASSATA goes down the opposite wal k.
TI TLE CARD: W NTER

A WORKER cones out of the buil ding.

WWORKER
W're outta coats!

GROANS fromthe people in line.

WORKER (cont' d)
"' msorry!

Assata stops and | ooks over grimly. She surveys the |ine.

EXT. SICKLE CELL CLIN C - DAY

There are BOARDS over the doors and wi ndows. A young BLACK
PANTHER st ands outsi de holding a stack of newspapers. He
waves one in the air at a PASSERBY.
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I NT. SUBWAY CAR

ASSATA and SUNDI ATA are sitting next to each other. The
train-car is dirty, dimy-lit, and covered in graffiti.
Assata is wearing a wig, Sundiata a bl ack beanie.

SUNDI ATA
Fifteen different conpanies. No
interviews. Nothing. At the |ast one,
| call "em lady tells ne |I'm bl ack-
listed. | say, "What for?" She says,
"I don't know. You just are."

ASSATA
Bl ack-listed? Wth all the tech
conpani es they got here..

SUNDI ATA
13 years of experience. Pshh. There's
some bullshit goin" on

A BEAT COP wal ks down the car towards them They qui et
i medi ately and | ower their heads. He eyes thembriefly as
he wal ks past, but keeps on goi ng.

I NT. SUNDI ATA' S PLACE - BROCKLYN

KAMAU and TWYMON sit at the table, playing cards. Twynon
wears a |l eather cap and a pristine black | eather jacket.
SUNDI ATA sips a beer and reads The Bl ack Pant her newspaper.

AVON sits on the couch watching T.V., his left armresting
next to him EIGHT other BLA MEMBERS (20s) are scattered
around the room and THREE sit at a long table by the foyer
pai nting signs that read: CH SHOLM FOR PRESI DENT

ASSATA stands by the T.V. She reaches down and nutes it.
ASSATA

Alright, good to see y'all again. Is
this everybody?

SUNDI ATA
Pretty nuch.

ASSATA
Okay. Look, it's time to get
sonmet hing goin' again. | know a

nunber of can't even pay utilities,
| et al one rent.



KAVAU
Get a job.
Sundi ata | aughs col dly.
SUNDI ATA
Good | uck!
KAVAU

I nmean |ike we did.

TWYMON
That | ast one, couple of
Fl at bush, brothers didn't

H dealers in
see us

comn' by a mle. They were shittin
t hensel ves, couldn't even strap up we

was on 'em so fast.

ASSATA
And that was a good take.

But t hat

was t hree weeks ago, guys. And what'd

you do with that noney?
Twynon flicks some dust off the | apel

ASSATA (cont'
| say we do anot her bank

SUNDI ATA
I|'" mout.

ASSATA
What chu gonna' do then?

SUNDI ATA

of his jacket.

d)

| don't know, but |I'm done with

banks. Too hot.

AVON
" m down.
ASSATA
You sure?
AVON
Hey, |'m al ready want ed.

Can't get a

job, can I? Mght as well.

KAMAU
You got one in m nd?

55.
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ASSATA
No, but we can find one. It's been
| ong enough since the grenade thing,
and Andrew ain't talkin' to 'em so
it's tine we got out there again.

KAMAU
| don't know

ASSATA
How wel | is the BLA doin, huh? Look
around. Qur nei ghborhoods? Pl aces
shuttin’ down left and right.
Brothers and sisters out in the cold,
can’'t even get a coat. We have an
obligation to them And in hel ping
them they grow stronger and we do
too. And Black |iberation is one step
closer. But trust ne, we could use
that cash injection. Wthout us, the
conmmunity won't have anybody | ooki ng

out for it.
KAMAU

How nuch you get |ast tine?
TWYMON

2500 each
ASSATA

W need a getaway driver. Since
Andrew s in jail.

Assat a eyes Kamau, who briefly considers this. Then he nods.

KAMAU
kay. | can do that.

Assata | ooks to Twynon. He shakes hi s head.

TWYMON
I"m good at the nonment. Got no need
to rob a bank.

ASSATA
We coul d use one nore, though.

Twynmon puts his hands up with an "I'mout” expression. ONE
of the GUYS painting signs turns around and rai ses his hand.
This is JOHN RIVERS (22), a thin man with a thick nustache.
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ASSATA (cont'd)
Alright, that's four. | think we can
get it done with four. Gotta' be a
| ot snmoother than last tine, though,
and nore efficient.

TWYMON
Wth no Bobby, it will be.

ASSATA
And with no Sundi at a.

SUNDI ATA
Hey!

EXT. MANUFACTURERS HANOVER TRUST - BRONX - DAY

A BANK at the crossing of a main road and a small avenue,
wi th ornate stonework over the sign and | arge gl ass w ndows.

A BLUE FOUR-DOCR pulls up across the street, in front of a
RESTAURANT with a green awni ng. KAMAU can be seen at the
wheel , AVON behind him They pop open their doors.

I NT. MANUFACTURERS HANOVER TRUST

Quiet. A few PATRONS in the wide room TWOD by the desk, and
TWO t al ki ng wi t h BANKERS

AVON rushes through the front door and imredi ately raises
his PISTCL at the GUARD by the entrance.

AVON
Get on the fuckin' ground!

Next, JOHN rolls in, PISTCOL trained on the OTHER GUARD
standing by the teller desk. The clients start panicking.
ASSATA cones in, sporting a black |eather jacket.

ASSATA
Everybody get down. Don't nove! This
is a robbery.

KAMAU cones in |ast, shutting the door behind himand
turning the | ock under the knob. He takes over watching the
Guard by the desk as Assata pulls a .357 on the Guard by the
door. Avon strolls up to the teller desk, where THREE

FRI GHTENED TELLERS st and anxi ously wat ching his approach.

AVON
The noney. Now.
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He fl ops the DUFFEL on the counter and points his gun at the
TELLER (white woman, 30s). John goes up to the desk, gun
trained on the Teller, as Avon watches the patrons.

AVON (cont' d)
Any of y"all fuckin' nove, you know
what happens.

The Teller fills the duffel with cash fromthe registers.
Avon turns and | ooks up over the desk, sees TWO CAMERAS

poi nting down at him He quickly faces away. Looking at
Kamau, standing a few feet away, he gestures to the caneras.

AVON (cont' d)
Shoul da worn masks, nan.

KAMAU
Shit.
He faces away too.
The Teller finishes filling the bag fromthe registers. She
puts the duffel on the counter before John.
JOHN
The safe.
BRONX TELLER
It's enpty.

JOHN
Fuck you nean it's enpty?

BRONX TELLER
It's Friday. They enptied it |ast
ni ght cuz we're cl osed over the
weekend.

John turns, exasperated, to Avon. Avon | ooks to Assata.

ASSATA
Let's go.

John grabs the duffel and follows Avon away from the desk.
Assata goes out the front door, Kamau follows shortly.

EXT. MANUFACTURERS HANOVER TRUST - BRONX - CONTI NUOUS
ASSATA energes fromthe BANK while tucking her REVOLVER into

t he back of her waistband. Just then, a COP CAR cones
rolling up the street fromher left towards her position.
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KAMAU comes out, she turns and stops him

ASSATA
Twel ve!l Twel ve!

JOHN and AVON freeze as they cone out the doors and quickly
hide their guns in their jackets.

The cop car rolls slowy by. They hold their breaths. It
passes and turns left, away fromthem They all breathe a
sigh of relief and RUSH across the street to the CAR

I NT. ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BROOKLYN - DAY

ASSATA sits at the dinner table, as before, counting noney.
AVON sits next to her. JOHN sits on the couch. KAMAU is in
t he kitchen, fishing through the fridge.

ASSATA

~ (grinly)
Thirty-seven hundred.

AVON
Let's go that's like a thousand nore
than [ ast tine!

KAMAU
No, man, this is three thousand,
seven hundred fuckin' doll ars.

AVON
Shit.

ASSATA
Yeah.

She sits back, dejected.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Everybody gets six hundred.

AVON
Oh ny CGod.

JOHN
What about the rest?

ASSATA
That goes to the people.

JOHN
Fuck that, let's just split it!
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ASSATA
This is about nore than us! | mean,
shit, we can't even spare thirteen
hundred for thenf

AVON
Seven hundred each.

ASSATA
Six fifty. That's it.

JOHN
| gotta go back to making signs.

Avon huffs and stonps off into the kitchen.

Kamau stands at the kitchen counter, opening a BEER with a
bottl e opener. Avon | eans agai nst the sink panel, fum ng.

AVON
Can you believe this bitch? I'm done,
man, that's fucked. Al that over siXx
hundred dol | ars?!

KAMAU
Six fifty.

EXT. FREE CLOTH NG BANK - BROOKLYN - DAY
ASSATA enters the building with an ENVELOPE in her hand.
Qutside, the line stretches down the bl ock

The NURSE from El mhurst, now in civilian clothes, stands
anong the crowd, blowing warnmh into her cold hands.

Assata exits the building and heads back across the street.
She stops at the street corner and | ooks back at the |line of
peopl e. Steam cl ouds out of her nmouth as she breathes a
heavy sigh. How many banks woul d they have to rob to help
all these peopl e? She wonders.

I NT. MANUFACTURERS HANOVER TRUST - MORNI NG

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATCS talk to the TELLER who handl ed t he
noney during the robbery. An NYPD DETECTI VE stands off to
the side, witing on a pad and | ooki ng around.

BRONX TELLER
And there was a worman by the door
with a big afro.
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The agents exchange a furtive gl ance.

O BRI EN
What was she doi ng?

BRONX TELLER
Just standing by the door.

STAVRAKATGCS
Was she ar ned?

BRONX TELLER
Yeah she had a gun.

O Brien nods. He points to the caneras.
O BRI EN
Those wor k?
I NT. CAMERA ROOM - HANOVER TRUST

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS stand before a small TV hooked up to
a REEL-TO- REEL. The SECURI TY GUARD rewi nds to the robbery.

O BRI EN
Alright stop it.

On the paused TV:

AVON and JOHN standi ng before the desk. KAMAU with his head
turned, feet away. In the far corner of the image, very
grainy, is ASSATA. Her facial features are heavily obscured.
St avrakat os points at her.

STAVRAKATOS
That her?

O BRI EN
Maybe. Even if it isn't, it is. And
that | ooks |ike Avon White in the
front.

STAVRAKATCS
Yeah. . .

(to the guard)
We're gonna need to confiscate this.

EXT. MANUFACTURERS HANOVER TRUST - BRONX - MORNI NG
O BRI EN and STAVRAKATCS step out. O Brien holds a BOX
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O BRI EN
We gotta track down Avon

STAVRAKATCOS
Over this, plus the cop car, he'l
definitely fuckin' flip.

O BRI EN
But is there enough to get Chesimard?

St avrakat os shrugs and |lights a cigarette.
STAVRAKATOS

Either way, let's light alittle fire
under their asses and see what

happens.
O BRI EN

Yeah. .. What can we shut down?
STAVRAKATCS

How ' bout that cafeteria? That free
breakfast thing up in Harlem

O BRI EN
For what ?

STAVRAKATOS
| dunno. Health violations?

I NT. 131ST ST. CAFETERI A - THE NEXT DAY

A normal day at the cafeteria. A FEW DOZEN PECPLE sit at
tabl es chatting and eating. BERNICE is by the coffee-nmaker.

The front doors BURST open and FBI AGENTS stormin. O BRI EN
and STAVRAKATCS cone in, IDs out, and head towards Bernice.

BERNI CE
What the hell is going on here?

O BRI EN
We're shutting this down. You got
health violations all over the place,
and known ties to crimnal terrorist
or gani zati ons.

BERNI CE
VWhat t he—-?

STAVRAKATOS
Is Joanne here?
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BERNI CE
VWhat ? Who?

O BRI EN
Joanne Chesimard. Assata Shakur?

BERNI CE
No, she isn't.

STAVRAKATCS
Has she been here?

BERNI CE
Lots of people cone here, | don't
know all of 'em

O BRI EN
Al right alright.
(to Stavrakat os)
Start asking around.

O Brien turns to a bereted BLACK PANTHER ( 20s).

O BRI EN (cont'd)
You seen Assata |lately? You know
where she is?

He shakes his head. SUNDI ATA watches by the door to the back
hal | wvay. He opens the door and goes out.

EXT. KAMAU S APARTMENT - HARLEM - DAY

ASSATA and KAMAU stand next to sone LOCALS, ol der MEN and
WOMEN sitting and standing around on the sidewal k. Assata is
speaking with a TEENACE BOY as a CAR pulls up to the curb.

ASSATA
Now t hey tal k of peace. After all the
deat h they' ve brought to that
country. For what! The anerikan
goddamm i nperi alist machi ne.
Rut hl essly destroying the gl obal
south and extracting the resources, |
swear —

SUNDI ATA rushes up fromthe car.

SUNDI ATA
Assata! They shut down the breakfast
program
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ASSATA
Who di d?

SUNDI ATA
The FBI

ASSATA
What ?!

SUNDI ATA

Yeah, they cane in, a bunch of 'em
Two of 'em cone up to Bernice and
start asking if you're there. She
said no, they go around asking people
where you are.

ASSATA
My god. .

Sundi ata sits on sone steps. Assata | ooks down.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Those fuckin' pigs...

She takes a harsh drag of the dregs of her cigarette. Tosses
it on the ground and squashes it with her heel.

ASSATA (cont' d)
What reason did they give?

SUNDI ATA
Health violations. Ties to crim nal
terrorist organizations!

Assata | aughs dryly. Shakes her head and | ooks down.

ASSATA
Bull shit. Cuz of ne?

They don't answer.

She stares out at Harl em and wonders, rage now mxing with a
prof ound sense of guilt and worry.

ASSATA (cont'd)
" m goin" hone.

SUNDI ATA
You want a ride?
ASSATA
No, it's alright. I'll take the

subway.
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EXT. CENTRAL AVE STATI ON - BROOKLYN - SUNSET

ASSATA descends the covered stairs fromthe platformand the
red nezzani ne facade. A PHONE BOOTH sits off to the right.

SEVERAL HOVELESS PEOPLE sit around with shopping carts, on

t he sidewal k under the station. Assata nods to them as she
goes, passing dilapidated cars and overflow ng trash cans. A
strong gust of wi nd bl ows sone scraps of paper against her
passing |l eg. She pulls her jacket tight around her.

EXT. CENTRAL AVE AND BLEECKER ST. - BUSHW CK - SUNSET

ASSATA turns |l eft onto Bl eecker and crosses the street. ST.
BARBARA' s CHURCH | oons overhead at the corner, its el aborate
basilica stretching up into the orange sky. A VOLKSWAGEN

par ked by the curb has been STRI PPED of nobst of its parts.

A young BLACK WOVAN (teens) bundl ed up agai nst the fence
out si de the church approaches Assat a.

TEEN BY THE CHURCH
Assata. Don't go hone.

ASSATA
What ?

TEEN BY THE CHURCH
It's crawming with pigs. They're
waiting for you. FBI too.

ASSATA
Once a-fucking-gain with these guys.

Assata | ooks down the street towards her place. She | ooks
back to the girl, benused, and takes a deep breath.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Al right, thank you.

Assata gl ances around, unsure of where to go. The church's
bi g wooden doors are shuttered. The streets grow enpty. A
JUNKI E stunbles in her direction fromacross the way.

TEEN BY THE CHURCH
(to the junkie)
Yo! | got what you need.

Assat a anbl es back, away fromthe corner, casting a
befuddl ed gl ance at the girl, before she turns and starts
back in the direction of the station. Then she stops at the
corner, |ooks down her street, and starts towards her pl ace.
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EXT. BLEECKER ST. - BUSHW CK - CONTI NUOUS

ASSATA surveys the cars parked along the road across from
her apartnent. She spots a BLUE FORD sedan. Looks in through
the front passenger wi ndow. SEES: a RADI O HANDSET

She casts a gl ance around the street as she pulls a snal
pocket NOTEBOOK from her purse. Takes out a pen. Scribbles
sonmet hing, tears out the page, and places it on the car's
wi ndshi el d, fastened by the w per.

Then she sets off back in the direction of Central Ave.

EXT. CENTRAL AVE STATI ON - BROOKLYN - TW LI GHT

ASSATA stands in the phone booth, listening to the receiver,
burning cigarette hanging fromher lips. The line rings.

ASSATA
C non, man, shit.

She | ooks around, antsy. No answer. She hangs up. Takes a
drag off her cigarette and flips through her NOTEBOOK

She sets it on the nmetal counter bel ow the phone. Slides a
couple quarters into the slot. Puts the phone to her ear.

Rings and rings. She | ooks over to the BODEGA on the corner.
TWO MEN wal k out the door and past the booth. One of them
eyes her as they go by. No answer on the line.

She hangs up. Flips through the notebook. Two nore quarters
in and she |istens again. No answer.

She slams the phone into the set, exasperated.

ASSATA (cont' d)
Where the fuck is everybody?

She turns to | eave the booth, | ooks out to the street, and
sees the two nen fromthe bodega standing by the curb over
by one of the rail-posts. Assata renpves the REVOLVER from
her purse and stuffs it in her front jacket pocket.

She steps out into the cold, steamrising from her nouth
and glares at the nen. They survey her. She turns and heads
hastily up the stairs to the station
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EXT. BLEECKER ST. - BUSHW CK - NI GHT

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS head away from Assata's buil ding,
out of which pour SEVERAL NYPD COPS. They reach their car
and O Brien notices the note. He takes it out and reads:

"See you | ater boys. — Love, Assata"
O BRI EN
God danmi t!
STAVRAKAT(CS
VWhat ?

O Brien throws the note onto the hood and Stav picks it up.

O BRI EN
Oh she's fuckin' done now. Thinks she
can outplay us. She's going the fuck
down.

He gets in the car as Stavrakatos crunples up the note and
tosses it to the curb with a huff.

I/ E. CENTRAL AVE. PLATFORM - NI GHT

The platformis nostly deserted, save for a COUPLE standing
further down the tracks and SOVE TEENAGERS over by a bench.

ASSATA taps her foot, gaze trained on the tunnel, anxiously
awai ting the train. She gl ances back. Nobody there.

EXT. RIVERSI DE DRI VE - UPPER WEST SI DE - NI GHT
A BLACK SEDAN rolls slowy up the street.

A swank FOUR- STORY MANSI ON wi th ornate stone work above the
wi ndows and sides of the green tiled roof is just up the
bl ock. TWDO PCLICE CRU SERS sit on the street out front.

The front passenger wi ndow slides down as the car nears the
mansi on. TWO COPS stand fl anking the front door of the
bui | di ng. Another two hang out around the corner, chatting.

The sedan cones up next to the mansion. An arm pops out of
t he right wi ndow holding an UZI and FIRES at the mansion.

The bull ets pepper the stone walls and riddle the cops
before they can react. The gun clicks enpty. The car
SCREECHES of f as the other officers conme running up, FIRI NG
their pistols at the fleeing sedan.
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I NT. SUBWAY CAR

ASSATA sits on the train | ooking out at the East R ver as
t he car passes over the MANHATTAN BRI DGE. She hears
shuffling at the end of the near-enpty car.

A sweaty | TALI AN MAN (20s) with greased back hair watches
her. Next to him a scrawny BLACK KID (teens) with his hands
in his pockets. They're slowy making their way towards her.

Tense, she stares at themas they nove closer. Her hand
grips the pistol in her pocket. She starts to pull it out.

The nmen freeze. The Italian | ooks fromher hand to her eyes.
Assata pulls the revolver out just enough for its silver
coat to glint off the florescent overhead |ight.

The Italian nudges the kid and they back away. Assata slides
her hand back into the pocket.

EXT. GREENW CH VI LLAGE - NI GHT

ASSATA energes fromthe underground staircase at Houston St.
She | ooks around uneasily. The SOUND of POLI CE SI RENS echoes
in the distance to the north. She listens for a noment,
wonderi ng where they conme from where they're heading.

Then she takes a right and heads up the street.

INT. FBI OFFI CE - DOMNTOM - NI GHT

The office is nostly enpty. A few deskl anps on here and
there. OBRIEN sits at his desk, tal king on the PHONE

O BRI EN
Yeah, nane’s Joanne Chesimard... ..
That’s right. Oficer's nanes are
M chael O Reilly and Roy Polliana.

Yeah. . ... Yeah, no problem.... Oh
t hat was sonethin’ |ike 89
t housand?. .. .. Yeah. Bye, Gene.

Hangs up the phone. Smrks. Checks his watch.

O BRI EN (cont' d)
Wel p. That's a good day's work.
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EXT. VI LLAGE VANGUARD - LATER

ASSATA stands in a phone booth once again. The red awni ng of
the jazz cl ub hangs nearby, and the snmooth song of a
saxophone and trunpet escapes, nuffled, fromthe club's red
front doors.

She puts the phone back. Wary, she exits the booth and
shutters as the wind whips her face. The nusic hits her, and
she turns to the buil ding.

Wth nothing el se to do, she heads inside.

I NT. VI LLAGE VANGUARD

A very small CROAD. A |ean band with a SAXOPHONI ST
TRUWPETER, PI ANI ST, and DRUMMER, all of whom are Bl ack. They
play a slow, sultry song.

ASSATA sits alone at a table, snoking a cigarette, watching
t he band pl ay.

Her gaze slips to a long stare into the mddle distance as
she | oses herself in thought. A worried expression.
Absent mi ndedly raises the cigarette to her lips and takes a
dr ag.

Her eyes grow misty and red at the edges. She might cry. But
she holds it back, sniffles harshly, and | ooks down. She is
so hopel essly al one, and beating herself up.

EXT. VILLAGE VANGUARD - NI GHT
ASSATA stands in the booth for the third tine. PATRONS exit

the jazz club. The show nmust have ended. She talks into the
phone.

ASSATA
Kamau, finally! Where you been?.....
Alright..... ["min Geenw ch
Village, | need a place to stay
tonight..... Thank you. .. .. Thanks,
[ 1

be there in alittle bit.

I NT. KAMAU S APARTMENT - HARLEM - MORNI NG

ASSATA wakes up on the couch in yesterday's clothes. She
GROANS and sits up, nmoving her feet to the floor. KAMAU sits
at the table reading the paper and drinking coffee.
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KAVAU
Good nor ni ng.

ASSATA
Mor ni ng.

She puts her el bows on her knees and | eans forward.

ASSATA (cont'd)
What am | gonna do?

KAMAU
| don't know. But if they're after
you, they're gonna be after nme in no
tinme.

Assat a shakes her head and rises, grunbling, to her feet.

ASSATA
Let's go get breakfast.

I NT. DI NER - HARLEM

Mrrored walls and big plate-glass w ndows. The CLIENTELE is
primarily Bl ack, some H spanic patrons m xed around as well.

ASSATA and KAMAU sit in a booth by a wi ndow, plates of eggs
and toast before them next to steam ng cups of coffee.

KAMAU
You heard what happened | ast night?

Assat a shakes her head, still chewi ng on sone toast.

KAVAU (cont' d)
Sonmeone shot up the D. A 's house over
on the west side.

ASSATA
They kill hin®

KAMAU
No. But they shot the two cops
standi ng out front.

ASSATA
Dead?

KAVAU
I don't know yet.

Assata puts her fork down.
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ASSATA

Wiy didn't | know about this?
KAVAU

You know now.
ASSATA

That where everybody was | ast night?
KAVAU

No.
ASSATA

Vell who did it?
KAVAU

I don't know for sure. | renenber

Bobby Vickers talkin' about it with
Twynon the ot her day.

ASSATA
Bobby and Twynon. ..

KAMAU
Whoa, now I don't know exactly. They
was just talkin' about it.

ASSATA
Vel |l where were Sundi ata and Dhoruba
| ast ni ght? Where was Avon?

KAMAU
Not with ne. How should |I know?

She sets it down. She bites her lip

restrai ning sone frustration

ASSATA
Al'l these guys decidin' things on a
whim runnin' and gunnin', not
working with the group. |ndependent.
I"mtrying to be organi zed and
they' re off doi ng whatever the fuck.

KAMAU
This is the fight! Can't always be
controll ed.

ASSATA
Now | gotta' be told everything after
the fact. Don't y'all trust ne
anynor e?
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KAMAU
O course we do!

Unconvi nced, she pushes the eggs around on her plate.

ASSATA
Can't even go hone.

KAMAU
Ain't this the fight you wanted?

ASSATA
Maybe. | guess so. But what, Bronx
take was too |low, so they cut ne out?
Say fuck her?

KAMAU
It's not like that.
ASSATA
Ri ght .
(1 ooki ng down)
Man, | asked for over-easy!

Assat a pushes her plate away and sits back. She fol ds her
arnms and | ooks out the w ndow.

EXT. CAFE - HARLEM - MORNI NG

ASSATA and KAMAU step out to face the brisk norning air. She
hastily lights a cigarette. There's a NEWSPAPER STAND on the
corner. Kamau goes up to it and scans the papers.

KAMAU
Oh shit, | ook!

She | ooks at the stand. Kamau shows her the Daily News. A
headl i ne reads "Was that JoAnne?" She takes it from him

ASSATA
(reading)
Wanted in connection with the two cop
killings... oh ny god... and the
robbery of a Brooklyn bank on the
first of March. Fuck ne!

She CRUMPLES up the paper.

NEWSPAPERMAN
You gotta pay for that.
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Assata takes deep drags off her cigarette as she paces
around, trying to manage her anxiety.

ASSATA
Mot her fuckers! | can't believe... Wy
nme?

KAMAU
Ki nda cool you're in the paper
t hough.

ASSATA
They're just... | didn't do this
shit, why is ny name bein' used?

Kamau wat ches, unsure of how to cal mher. She takes deep
breat hs, placing her hands on her hips and standing tall.

KAMAU
I've never been in the paper.

ASSATA
It ain't shit.

She THROWS the paper in a trashcan and hands the Newspaper
Vendor a dollar as she strides past.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - FBI OFFI CE - DOANTOMN

BROCKNER wat ches t hrough the two-way mrror as O BRI EN and
STAVRAKATCS i nterrogate AVON, who | ooks exhausted. The PHOTO
fromthe Bronx robbery is on the table.

O BRI EN
W got your ass, Avon. W got you on
everyt hing, buddy, the bank, the
guns, the grenade in the cop car!
That’ s 20 years right there. On top
of everything else. Wiatdya think the
guards at R kers are gonna think of
t hat ?

STAVRAKATGOS
Conme on, kid. Save yourself. You
wanna’ spend the rest of your life in
jail or take a plea, help us out, and
wal k free.

O BRI EN
We' || drop the charges!
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Avon's lips remain firmy pressed, but his weary eyes speak
to his growing inability to persevere.

STAVRAKAT(CS
Trust ne. Ya ain't gonna' get a
better deal than this.

Avon westles with the idea of snitching. He frowns deeply,
his forehead winkling. Wat el se can he do?

AVON
| want a | awyer.

O BRI EN
Look, we can get soneone for ya, but
he's just gonna tell you to take the
deal. He ain't gonna get you outta
this.

STAVRAKATCS
Wien we say we've got your ass, we
mean it. Not |like the guys at Rikers
are gonna have your ass, though.

O BRI EN
All we want is alittle info on
Assata and anybody el se who was
t here.

STAVRAKATGOS
Assata goes to jail and you get off
scott-fucking-free, buddy!

O BRI EN
O spend the rest of your life in
jail. You pick.

O Brien sits before Avon on his side of the table.

O BRI EN (cont' d)
Thi nk about it, when has she needed
you? When has she trusted you?

STAVRAKATOS
You're just alittle fish to her,
Avon. A pawn in her gane.

Avon starts to nod his head. This all seens to start sitting
right wwth the way he's been feeling.

AVON
So | can throw her under the bus that
was boutta' hit ne?
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O BRI EN
And wal k on honme after. Wile your
boys in blue nmake sure nobody cones
after you.

AVON
Shit. It's a deal.

O Brien smles and Brockner fist punps.
O BRI EN
"Il get a notepad.
I NT. SUNDI ATA' S CAR - HARLEM - DAY
ASSATA gets in, cigarette in her nouth. SUNDI ATA | ooks over.

ASSATA
(agitated)
Were you been?
SUNDI ATA
Look, there was traffic—
ASSATA
| nmean | ast night.
SUNDI ATA
| went out. | don't know what's so

wong with that. Are we marri ed?

ASSATA
I needed a place to crash. Had to
cone all the way up to Harlem Ilate
 ast night, on the fuckin' subway.

SUNDI ATA
You have an apartnent.

ASSATA
Cops were there.

SUNDI ATA
What chu nean?

ASSATA
The cops were waiting for me. Grl on
the corner told nme about it. Said not
to go hone.

SUNDI ATA
Shit.
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ASSATA
They're onto us. The cops, the FBI
t he who-knows-what-else. If it snells
i ke bacon, it's on ny ass.

SUNDI ATA
I nmean | know they were askin' about
you, but—

ASSATA
You see the Daily News today?

SUNDI ATA
Grl, you know | don't read that
shit.

ASSATA

There's an article accusing ne of

t hi s bank robbery in Brooklyn for

ei ghty nine thousand dol |l ars and,
nore inportantly, of shooting those
cops at the D. A 's house!

SUNDI ATA
What cops?

ASSATA
You didn't hear about it...

SUNDI ATA
No! But first of all, you picked the
wrong fuckin' bank to rob. That's al
I know. 89!

He | aughs. She smirks and shakes her head, ashing the
cigarette out the w ndow.

ASSATA
Last night, sonebody drove past the
Manhattan D. A.'s house and shot up
the place. Two cops were standing
out side. Apparently they're stil
alive. Anyway, for sone reason, |'m
bei ng accused.

SUNDI ATA
Damm your shit just gets hotter.

ASSATA
They probably saw | didn't cone hone
and said, 'If she ain't honme, she
nmust be doing this random shit on the
Upper East side.’
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SUNDI ATA
But you didn't...

ASSATA
Hel I no!

SUNDI ATA

Damm wait! You know... that mghta
been Twynon's robbery?

ASSATA
Excuse ne?

SUNDI ATA
Yeah himand that girl he's livin
with, Phyllis. They were talkin'
about robbing a place in Brooklyn
just |ast Saturday.

ASSATA
Bet he brought those guns.
How conme | always seemto be the | ast
to know about this shit?

SUNDI ATA
Guess it's on a need to know basi s.

an angry drag off her cigarette.

SUNDI ATA (cont' d)
Look, Twynon's been doin' his own
thing, that's all.

ASSATA
We asked if he was in, he said no.
Said he was flush with cash

SUNDI ATA
| don't know. Bronx boys been on
their own gane, especially now that
J.T"s down in Atlanta. Their shit's
been crazy. Couple weeks ago, he and
Bl ood and Sha-Sha were in St. Louis—

ASSATA
What —

SUNDI ATA
And took the cops on this crazy-ass
chase through downt own. Bl ood and
Sha- Sha get caught, Twynon gets away.

7.



78.

ASSATA
He al ways does.

SUNDI ATA
Conmes back up here. Moves to a new
pl ace. You think you got heat on you?
They on Twynon |ike the "fro on yo
bi g-ass nel on.

Sundi ata pulls the car over. Assata | ooks up at the beat-up
br ownst ones. A GROUP of OLDER BLACK MEN sit outside on ml k-
crates and ol d wooden chairs.

Assata surveys the cars on the street as she gets out.

I NT. ZAYD S APARTMENT - HARLEM

A smal|l apartment with paisley-patterned wal | paper peeling
at the edges. ZAYD sits at the small table by the kitchen,
wher e SUNDI ATA grabs a BEER fromthe fridge. ASSATA stands
at the w ndow, |ooking out at the street.

ASSATA
They' re gonna be on you too soon
enough.

ZAYD

I'"'ma Pant her, baby, they been on ne.

ASSATA
Not |ike this.

SUNDI ATA
They shut down the breakfast program

Sundi ata cracks open the can of beer.

ZAYD

Heard about that.
(shrugs)

What cha gonna do.

ASSATA
Start anot her?

ZAYD
Maybe rob a fuckin' bank.

ASSATA
| should call another neeting.
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O help us here. Wrkin'" on the
heroin problemwe got in this city.
The Party's doin'" sonme good things.

ASSATA
The Party's fucked now, Zayd. Huey's
par anoi d, ex-communi cating everybody.
Respect ed people, our friends.

SUNDI ATA
Now t hat Cl eaver's gone, his guys are
tradin' bullets with Huey's.

ZAYD
Cl eaver's guys are BLA now Dhoruba?

ASSATA
Chapters are gettin' shut down al
over the place, Huey's losin' his
m nd, and they're out there fighting
each ot her!

ZAYD
It's conplicated, alright? | know.
But we're still here, still fighting.
ASSATA

You're not a revol utionary, Zayd,
you're a reform st

ZAYD
Onh how fuckin' dare you? I'ma
pr of essi onal revolutionary.

ASSATA
Handi n* out panphlets 'bout heroin
with the aunties in church. You're
not in the streets, you' re not
fighting directly, you're treating
t he synptons.

ZAYD
I"mout there every day. Just cuz |I'm
not robbi ng banks and shooting cops
don't nean |I'mnot fighting.

ASSATA
Just like the rest of them Making
conprom ses, lettin 'emwn.
Accepting the shit they feedin' you.

79.
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ZAYD
Y all BLA folks are crazy.

ASSATA
You can't change the system from
within when it's already broken!

ZAYD
You think we readin' different shit?

SUNDI ATA
Alright, can y'all shut up?

Sundi ata squeezes his forehead. Zayd is fum ng. Assata | ooks
bitterly out the wi ndow, checking once again for cops.

ZAYD
| don't need this shit. Y all get the
fuck out.

SUNDI ATA
| just opened a beer.

ZAYD
Then finish it. And get out, | got
shit to do.

Sundi ata gets to his feet and starts chuggi ng.

ASSATA
Man, you gotta drive.

I NT. FBI OFFI CE - DOWNTOWN

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATCOS are putting on bullet-proof vests.
The AGENTS around themare armng up. The bulletin board
behind themis full of pictures now, with red strings
crossing the franme. BROCKNER wal ks up to the guys.

O BRI EN
They' ve got his girlfriend in
handcuffs right now. The second his
head pokes out, we'll be on him

BROCKNER
Got sone janokes from Sout h Bronx
gonna cone hel p you out.
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EXT. FBI OFFI CE - AFTERNOON

O BRI EN, STAVRAKATOS, and SEVERAL AGENTS cone out, vested up
and wearing blue jackets. They hop into their unmarked cars.
I NT. TWYMON' S APARTMENT - SOUTH BRONX

TWYMON peeks out through the blinds at the street.
PERSPECTI VE: PHYLLIS (22) getting pushed into a POLI CE CAR
Twynon retreats fromthe w ndow and rushes into his bedroom
BEDROOM

TWYMON goes into the closet and pulls out two guns: an AUTO
PI STOL and an UZI. Sets them on the bed.

Goes over to the bedside table. Retrieves two boxes of ammo.
Sets them by the guns. Takes the guns and ammo as he | eaves.

LI VI NG ROOM

The guns are on the table. TWMON is at the w ndow agai n.
PERSPECTI VE: TWO BLUE CARS (FBI) park down the bl ock.
Beads of sweat have started to gather on his forehead. He
wi pes his face as he goes and grabs the tel ephone.

I NT. SUNDI ATA'S PLACE - SAME TI ME

The phone rings. SUNDI ATA answers.

SUNDI ATA
Hell 0?..... Shit man, what for?
| NTERCUT TWYMON/ SUNDI ATA
TWYMON

I don't know. That shit in Brooklyn
probably. Buncha cars parked down the
street just now too.

SUNDI ATA
Cops?

TWMON
Unmar ked. White boys at the wheel
just sittin' there.
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SUNDI ATA
Then get the fuck outta' there.

TWYMON
Conme pick me up.

SUNDI ATA
Hel | no. Get sonmebody fromthe Bronx.

TWYMON
Who? Everybody' s gone.

SUNDI ATA
| just got home. Even if you did get
pi cked up, you're just gonna' get
f

ol | oned.
TWYMON
Well what the fuck am| s'posed to
do?
SUNDI ATA
Sneak out. Wait "til it's dark, "1l

conme pick you up a few bl ocks away.

TWYMON
How long | gotta wait?

Sundi at a checks hi s wat ch.

SUNDI ATA

"Il get you at seven. Where you at?
TWYMON

My pl ace!
SUNDI ATA

I know, man, where is that? Fuckin
nove every ot her week. ..

TWYMON
Ti nton Avenue.

SUNDI ATA
| don't know—

TWYMON
Just nmeet ne at the subway stop at
Jackson Ave. |It's on Westchester



83.

INT. OBRIEN S CAR - TINTON AVE. - SUNSET

O BRIEN at the wheel. STAVRAKATGCS in shotgun holding a
wal ki e-tal kie. The car is parked.

STAVRAKATGOS
(i nto handset)
No, don't stormup there. W'll wait
"til he cones out. He's gonna have to
at sone point. You go in his place,
they' Il have to scoop your brains off
the fl oor.

O BRI EN
What dya t hink he's packin'?

STAVRAKAT(CS
How should I know? Whatever it is, |
bet it's fuckin' automatic.
I NT. TWYMON S APARTMENT - NI GHT
TWYMON peers out the wi ndow. He checks the tine: 7:00.

Goes over to the table. Grabs the PI STOL and the UZl, tucks
themin his waistband. Pulls his jacket down to hide them

Checks that he can reach around to grab them He takes a SKi
CAP of f the hook by the door. Pulls it low on his forehead.

Grabs the door handle. Takes a deep breath. Goes out.

EXT. BACK ALLEY TWYMON S APARTMENT - NI GHT

TWYMON exits the building out the back door. Looks |left and
right as he crosses the backlot to the gate across the way.
EXT. WALES AVE - CONTI NUOUS

TWYMON hops the fence and | ands by the dunpster. He turns
ri ght and heads up the street.

Down the block to his left, TWO AGENTS sit in their car. One
| ooks through binoculars. The other speaks into a handset.
INT. OBRIEN S CAR - TINTON AVE. - SAME Tl ME

STAVRAKATOS hol ds the wal kie. OBRIEN starts the car.



84.
O BRI EN
Whi ch way is Wal es?
STAVRAKATOS
Go up and nake a left.
EXT. 152ND ST. - N GHT
TWMON turns left from Wil es Ave., glancing over his right
shoul der while trying to keep his head |ow. He hurries up.
INT. OBRIEN S CAR - 152ND ST. - SAME TI ME

O BRI EN gl ances between the wi ndshield and the |eft w ndow.
STAVRAKATOS sits forward, surveying the sidewal k.

STAVRAKATOS
That hi mup there?

O BRI EN
VWi ch one?

STAVRAKATOS

In the hat.
He picks up the wal ki e.
STAVRAKATCS (cont' d)

He's goin' west on 152nd. Soneone cut
himoff and get an I.D.

EXT. 152ND ST. - SAME

SUNDI ATA i s parked down the bl ock by the SUBWAY STATI ON.

A DETECTIVE in a blue suit-jacket gets out of the car parked
by the intersection with Jackson Ave. He unbuttons his

j acket as he wal ks east towards Twynon.

TWYMON hustles up the wal k, glancing over his right shoul der
at the cars in the street. Then he | ooks ahead at the

Det ective com ng towards him

The OTHER BRONX DETECTI VE gets out of the sanme car and
follows the first detective by about fifteen feet.

The Detective passes a grocery store, and now he's twenty
feet away. He tries to be unassum ng.

Then fifteen. He speeds up.
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Then ten. Twynon gl ances over his shoul der again.
Five feet. The Detective's right hand drifts fromhis side.
They reach each other. The Detective lifts Twynon's cap.

BRONX DETECTI VE
Pol i ce!

Twynon gl ances up, they lock eyes for a split second, then
Twynon pushes past him

BRONX DETECTI VE (cont' d)
Freeze!

Twynmon whirls around and FIRES WLDLY at the Detective.

Bul l ets PIERCE the Detective's right shoul der and arm
sendi ng himonto the pavenent.

OBRIEN s CAR skirts to a halt, as do THREE OTHER UNVARKED
police and FBI cars along 152nd.

Sundi ata starts heading in the direction of the shooting.

Twynon spins back around, breaks into a jog, weapons in
hand. The OTHER DETECTI VE runs towards him pistol raised.

Twynon rai ses guns aki nbo and FIRES at the OQther Detective,
who hits the ground. He catches a bullet in the side before
ducki ng behi nd a parked car that soon gets RI DDLED with

bull ets, shattering the glass of the wi ndows and w ndshi el d.

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS hop out of their car, pistols ained
at Twynon, who has begun to run onwards.

Up ahead of Twynon, TWO PARKED SQUAD CARS shi el d TWD AGENTS
and TWO NYPD COPS from hi s view.

O Brien and Stavrakatos chase himfromthe street. Another
TWDO COPS pursue from behind on the sidewal k.

Sonme of the AGENTS and COPS ahead of Twynon poke up from
behind their cars and FIRE at him All m sses before Twynon
ai s and FI RES back, peppering their cars. They return fire.
He takes cover on a HATCHBACK parked to his right.

Sundi ata wat ches as he approaches on the opposite sidewal k.

O Brien, Stavrakatos, and the OFFICERS in pursuit close in
on Twynon, ready to fire.
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Twynmon EMERCGES from behind the car, guns ained at the cops
up ahead. They've all got their guns trained on him as do
O Brien and Stavrakatos. An ERUPTI ON of gunfire on Twynon.

The sound of a BODY hitting the pavenent. O Brien and
St avr akat os | oom over, panting, sweaty.

STAVRAKATGOS
Too bad dead guys can't testify.

Sundi ata stands across the street watching in shock. Then he
turns and runs down the block to his car.

He reaches his car, glances back in the direction of the
shooting with wild eyes. Hurriedly junps in the car, starts
it up, and DRI VES off.

I NT. SUNDI ATA' S PLACE - LATER

ASSATA sits at the w ndow, snoking and | ooki ng out. KAMAU
sits on the couch watching news coverage of the VI ETNAM WAR

ASSATA
How can | be expected to | ove and
wor ship a god whose master plan
i ncl udes the ensl avenent, torture,
and nurder of Bl ack people?

KAVAU
Islamis just a religion, opposed to
oppression. And the Koran says
oppression is worse than slaughter.
So atrue Muslimis a true
revol utionary.

ASSATA
Look, | mean, if | had a religion, it
woul d be Islam but—

The door BURSTS open. SUNDI ATA rushes in, flustered.

SUNDI ATA
They killed Twynon.
ASSATA
What ?
SUNDI ATA
The cops, the FBI, | saw it all, man,

t hey shot himdown in the street,
i ke a dozen of 'em
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Sundi ata goes into the kitchen and pours hinself a glass of
whi skey whil e Assata and Kamau process Twynon's deat h.
Assata wal ks away fromthe w ndow and stands by the couch.

Sundi ata anbl es back in and shakily sips fromthe gl ass.

ASSATA
They just shot himfor no reason?

SUNDI ATA
He shot back. Cipped two cops.

He puts the glass down, falls into a seat, puts a hand on
hi s head, eyes closed. Assata's expression turns stony.

ASSATA
He was a fighter. Right up to the
end.

KAMAU

And a crazy not herfucker.

Assata takes a long drag of her cigarette, eyes cast down.
Stillness in the roomas a sonber air fills the space. A
of themlost in thought. Silence. Then:

ASSATA
Wl l, either way, we can't give up
now. W can't just back down, go
honme. W knew t his woul d happen. And
any one of our dead or inprisoned
brothers and sisters wouldn't want us
to stop fighting either. 1 won't |et
Twynmon's death —and the deaths of so
many others —be in vain!

KANVAU
So what chu gonna do, huh? What can
you do? Can't even go hone.

ASSATA
| don't know. But cone on! Just cuz
it got hard don't nean we cash in and

wal k away.
KAVAU

| say... we do exactly that.
ASSATA

Then what was it all for?

SUNDI ATA
And if we died tonorrow?
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Assata stubs out her cigarette and gathers her thoughts.

ASSATA
Y all wanna give up, that's on you
"' m goin" hone.

SUNDI ATA
Yeah, go get shot |ike Twynon. Step
out your front door to see a dozen
cops waitin' for you.

Assata grabs her jacket and wal ks towards the door.

ASSATA
I"mgonna' find a new pl ace.

SUNDI ATA
So? Twynon found seven. They just
gonna' foll ow.
She | eaves. Sundi ata | ooks to Kanmau.

SUNDI ATA (cont' d)

These are all valid points, man. |'m
just sayin'.

KAMAU
| feel you.

EXT. ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BUSHW CK - MORNI NG

ASSATA wears a disguise to | ook like a very poor woman, hair
a nmess, clothes in tatters, beat-up sungl asses. She | ooks up
and down the street, standing off to the side of the road.

Ten feet away, A COUPLE of YOUNG BLACK MEN (teens) load up a
VAN wi t h FURNI SHI NGS from her apartnent.

Down the street, a CARwith TWDO COPS, one with binocul ars.
One of the MOVERS | ooks up at the house.

MOVER #1
That everythi ng?

Assata | ooks the other way, pretending to be a stranger.

ASSATA
Yeah. 1'll neet you there okay?

They get in the van.



89.

I NT. UNDERCOVER FBI CAR - SAME TI ME
One AGENT speaks into the handset.
BROOKLYN AGENT

Nah | can't tell. Could be. Wo

should we foll ow?
EXT. ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BUSHW CK - SAME
The VAN drives down the street. ASSATA watches it go.
The FBI CAR follows the van. As it passes, Assata spots the
DRI VER gl anci ng over at her. She | ooks away.
I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - FBI OFFI CE
O BRIEN sits across from STAVRAKATCOS at their desks. O Brien
is one the phone, as is BROCKNER, who stands. O Brien holds

his finger up, then | ooks to Brockner.

O BRI EN
They' ve got it. West Queens.

BROCKNER
(into phone)
Get ne Judge Gagliardi.
EXT. ASSATA'S NEW PLACE - LONG | SLAND CI TY - DAY
The TWO UNDERCOVER FBI AGENTS in the CAR sit across the
street fromthe apartnment with the VAN from before parked
out front. The TWDO MOVERS bring furniture into the building.
One speaks into a wal ki e.
BROOKLYN AGENT
It's five thirty-eight, fifty-first
avenue. | got the novers right now
I NT. FBI OFFI CE - DOANNTOMWN
O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS | ook at the bulletin board.

O BRI EN
That oughta be enough.
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STAVRAKATGOS
The rest is up to the lawers. But we
did our part.

O Brien | ooks at the PHOTO of ASSATA.

O BRI EN

Ready to bring her in tonorrow?
STAVRAKATCOS

So fuckin' ready. Took us |ong

enough.

I NT. ASSATA' S NEW PLACE - QUEENS - SUNSET

ASSATA cones in wearing a new di sgui se, one that makes her

| ook |i ke sonme kind of disco queen. She sets her bag down
and | ooks around the place. The walls are painted white, her
things are scattered around, boxes lying in the mddl e of
the floor, nothing is hooked up.

She lights a cigarette and goes over to the w ndow
overl ooking the street. Looks out. Takes a drag. \Wal ks away.

She stands in the mddle of the room distinctly alone.
Surveys the chaos around her. Throws her hands up.

BEDROOM

ASSATA wal ks in to see her mattress and bed-franme by the
wal | . She takes one end of the frane and sets it down.

| NT. ASSATA' S NEW PLACE - DAWN

BEDROOM

ASSATA sl eeps soundly on her bed in the new room The | ast
bits of twilight cast a purple glowinto the room

I NTERCUT LI VI NG ROOM BEDROOM

The FRONT DOOR CRASHES OPEN as TWDO FBI AGENTS stormin with
pistols raised as they clear the corners.

Assata snaps to attention, scranbling.
O Brien and Stavrakatos walk in. The latter holds a WARRANT.
O BRI EN

FBI! We're comng in and we have the
bui | di ng surrounded.
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Assata reaches for the REVOLVER on her bedside table but
stops. The fear of death flashes cold through her m nd and
down her spine. She retreats her hand.

O BRI EN (cont' d)
Do not attenpt to flee. You will be
fired upon.

STAVRAKATGCS
Check the back

ONE of the first AGENTS goes to the bedroom The bedroom
door opens, he AIMS his gun.

QUEENS AGENT
Get on the ground! Now

Assata puts her hands on her head and gets to her knees.
O Brien and Stavrakatos enter the room Stavrakatos tosses
the warrant on the ground before her.

STAVRAKATCOS
Vr rant.

O BRI EN
Joanne Chesinmard, you are under
arrest for the arnmed robbery of the
Manuf acturer's Trust Bank in the
Br onx.

STAVRAKATOS
You have the right to remain silent,
to an attorney, all that shit...

The ACENT sl aps the cuffs on her, hoists her to her feet.
O Brien takes her by the armand | eads her out.

EXT. ASSATA'S NEW PLACE - LONG | SLAND CI TY - DAWN

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS each hol d one of ASSATA s el bows as
they conme out of the building and | ead her to the CAR She
remai ns stoic, lips firmy seal ed, head high.

As they reach the car, Assata | ooks up the street. In the
di stance, the EMPI RE STATE BUI LDI NG gl ows agai nst the purple
sky of the norning twilight. They usher her into the car.
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EXT. MANHATTAN DETENTI ON COVPLEX - DAY

The tall, beige, brutalist building | oons | arge over | ower
Manhattan with two towers conprised of wards and | evel s of
cells, joined by a wal kway sonme stories up over the street.

I NT. BASEMENT - MANHATTAN DETENTI ON CENTER

ASSATA, in handcuffs and a junpsuit, is |led by TWO GUARDS
down the cell block. The doors are large, thick, steel with
a small slot in the front for food.

They stop before an opened cell. A Guard undoes her
handcuffs while Assata | ooks in:

A thin COT against the wall. A netal TO LET and SINK. Two
stone slabs jut fromthe wall across fromthe bed, neant to
serve as desk and chair. The rest is CONCRETE. There is no
wi ndow, but a dimlight above the bed.

A Quard pushes her. She stunbles in. The door shuts. She
stands, al one, unsure of what to do with herself.

EXT. U S. DISTRICT COURT S.D.N. Y. - LOAER EAST SI DE

The ornate pillars of the state court building | oomin heavy
bei ge above the street, atop the long set of stairs |eading
up to it fromthe sidewal k. A PAIR of LAWERS in suits
ascend the steps. A PRISONER in an orange junpsuit is |led by
TWDO OFFI CERS down the steps past the | awyers.

I NT. COURTROOM - U.S. DI STRICT COURT S.D.N.Y.

Atall ceiling with | anps hanging fromit and dark-brown
wooden walls with red chairs. The JUDCE sits atop his bench
with the witness stand beside it to the right.

AVON WHI TE takes the witness stand. A BAILIFF approaches him
hol di ng a book. Avon raises his right hand to nmake the oath.

INT. JAIL CELL - U S. DI STRICT COURT S.D.N.Y.
KAMAU and ASSATA sit in small cells opposite each other with

whi te-bricked walls, a bunk bed, and a small sink and
toilet. A SPEAKER hangs in the upper corner of the cell.
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WLLIAVS (Q.S.)
M. Wite, isn't it true that you
spent ei ght nonths at Matteawan
Hospital for the Crimnally Insane?

AVON (O S.)
Un yes. But that was just to get
outta prison.

WLLIAVS (O S.)
How d you manage that?

AVON (O S.)
Told "em | was All ah.

The trial continues.

Assata | eans against the bars. Lines of worry and rage are
etched on both of their faces.

ASSATA
Thi s not her f ucker.

WLLIAVS (O S.)
| see. Now, you testified that the
def endant was wearing overalls at the
robbery, is that correct? Yet, the
worman in this picture is wearing a

j acket!
ASSATA
Get him Evel yn.
KAVAU
Can't believe he fuckin' flipped on
us!
ASSATA
Can't believe | trusted him
KAVAU
Yeah, | thought | could too. But the
ot her day, | shoulda" known. He said

he was done with you.
Assat a shakes her head, hands cl asped, knuckl es white.

AVON (O S.)
Well | can't renenber all the details
exactly, but | renenber the main
t hi ngs.
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KAMAU
You think we're fucked?

ASSATA
| don't know. ..

They | ean wearily on the bars of their cells.

I NT. COURTROOM - U.S. DI STRI CT COURT S.D.N.Y.
One of the JURORS stands. The JUDGE clears his throat.

JUDGE BAUNVAN
Have you reached a verdict?

JUROR #1
Yes, your honor.

JUDGE BAUMAN
Go ahead.

JUROR #1
(reading)

State of New York versus Joanne
Chesimard and Fred Hilton, case
nunber five-five-three, two-six-D
seven-one-two-one, c-f. As for the
charge of armed robbery, we the jury
find as follows, as to the defendants
in this case, the defendants are not

quilty.
Rel i ef and deep sighs from Assata and Kanmau.
O BRIEN nutters angrily and STAVRAKATOS sl aps his knee.
STAVRAKATOS
Fuck!
I NT. ASSATA' S NEW PLACE - QUEENS - LATER

ASSATA, KAMAU, SUNDI ATA, and ZAYD stand around the table and
rai se their glasses cheerfully.

SUNDI ATA
They turned our own brothers agai nst
y'all. But it wasn't enough. dad to

have you back. God bl ess and anen.

ALL
Anen.
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They down their gl asses.

KAMAU
Thank God Avon's a dunb-ass.

| NT. BEDROOM - ASSATA' S APARTMENT - BROOKLYN
ASSATA and KAMAU sit drunkenly at the edge of her bed.

ASSATA
... y"'know, I was so worried. |
figured they had us! But like... Avon
was a shitty w tness.

KAMAU
Fuckin® Avon. | was scared too.
di dn't have nobody el se but you.

She | ooks at him He | ooks back. Next to each other so
close, warmfromdrinking, the tension rises.

ASSATA
I don't know what's waitin' for ne
t onor r ow.
KAMAU
| don't wanna worry til it gets here.

He goes in for the kiss. Alittle sloppy fromdrinking, but
tender, and Assata returns the kiss. He puts his hands
around t he nape of her neck.

The ki ss gets nore passionate. She pulls her |egs up onto
the bed and turns at the torso to face himnore directly.

She pushes himonto his back, his head hitting just beneath
the pillow They kiss nore intensely. Kamau tugs at her
bl ouse. She pulls at his collar.

KAVAU (cont' d)
(bet ween ki sses)
Shoul d we...?

ASSATA
VWhat if 1...
KAVAU
Pregnant? If you do... the child wll

be taken care of. Qur people won't
let it grow up like a weed.

They start to renove their clothes.
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She kisses him now shirtless and in her bra. Then she
stops, sits up, and | ooks down at himw th heavy-1idded
eyes. She thinks for a nonent, weighing this heavy deci sion.
He | ooks up at her in wait.

Then she smrks.

ASSATA
Take of f your pants, baby.

EXT. COFFEE SHOP - BROOKLYN - MORNI NG

ASSATA and ZAYD step out with coffees in hand and stand out
front by the plate-glass w ndow.

ZAYD
Yeah well he expelled ne fromthe
party, just |ike damm near everybody
el se.

ASSATA
Shanme. Man got so paranoid. As soon
as | get back out there |I'm gonna—

ZAYD
Qut there? You just got out. You only
avoided jail time cuz themtwo
couldn't give a good testinony. You
should chill for a bit.

ASSATA
| don't wanna let fear stop ne.

ZAYD
As soon as you try sonething, they're
gonna be on you again and this tine
they won't fuck up. You gotta get
outta town, girl, we all do.

ASSATA
| knowit's hot but | should take the
second chance |'mluck to have.

ZAYD
Just get outta New York. Go sonewhere
el se. The fight don't gotta be here.
There's nobody left. They put Dhoruba
injail for that shooting at the
D. A.' s house.

Assata considers this. They turn and head down the street.
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ZAYD (cont' d)
What |"'msayinis... while you're
alive, you betta' Ilive.

Assata sw shes her cup around, nulling this over.

ASSATA
Wl | where can we go?

ZAYD
| got some friends down in Baltinore.
Friends of the famly, you know what

I nean.

ASSATA
Bal tinore. ..

ZAYD
I know you just noved in to your new
pl ace in Queens, but... you' ve done a
[otta shit in this town. It'Il cone

back for you. Every day you stay here
is one day closer to bein' back in
jail or dead. Those are the options.

Assat a sighs. Takes a swig. Looks into her cup.

EXT. ROOF - ASSATA' S BUI LDI NG - LONG | SLAND CITY - N GHT
ASSATA stands on the roof, a cigarette burning between her

m ddl e and index fingers, the rooftops of Queens unfol ding
behi nd her as she faces west, towards Manhattan's skyline
and the Enpire State Building dead ahead, |it up against the
ni ght sky, and the Chrysler Building over to the right.

The sound of a cop car's SIREN rises fromthe city noise as
Assata takes a drag and | ooks down at her street. She SEES:

A BLUE SEDAN (like OBrien's) parked across the street.

She eyes it with suspicion. Then she | ooks up and out over
the city. Like taking one last |look and trying to savor it.
I NT. SUNDI ATA'S CAR - NEW JERSEY TURNPI KE - DAY

SUNDI ATA drives, ASSATA rides shotgun, ZAYD sits behind her.
It's a bright, sunny day on the hi ghway.

The RADI O pl ays. Assata and Zayd both snoke.
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ASSATA
What they got goin' on in B-nore?

SUNDI ATA
["lIl be honest, not a whole |ot. Ha-
ha, but the cops down there are a
nmess. They don't control shit. So we

can hang low for a lil bit, FBl won't
have any idea, maybe | can get a job
t 0o.

ASSATA
Shit, | just realized, | never said
bye to Carl. | hope he started that
bookst or e.

SUNDI ATA

Yeah so | don't gotta drive him
around anynore.

Sonet hing catches his eye in the rearview mrror
PERSPECTI VE: a STATE TROOPER CAR. The lights cone on.
SUNDI ATA (cont' d)

Shit!

ASSATA
What now?

SUNDI ATA
Fuck, | gotta pull over.

Zayd pulls out a PISTOL and tucks it under his shirt.

ASSATA
Get y'all ID s out.
ZAYD
What's ny nane agai n?
ASSATA
|''mJusti ne Henderson, that's all

know.

Sundi ata pulls the car over. The COP CAR pul |l s over behind
them The TROOPER (HARPER, 30s) at the wheel talks into a
handset. Then he EXITS the car, start towards them

At the wi ndow of the car.

TROOPER HARPER
You know how fast you were goin?
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SUNDI ATA
| don't know, seventy.

TROOPER HARPER
Seventy-three. This is a sixty-five
zone. License and registration.

Har per | ooks hard at the three of them as Sundi ata reaches
to the gl ovebox. Opens it. Harper glinpses a HANDGUN i nsi de.
Sundi ata hands himhis ID and the registration.

TROOPER HARPER (cont' d)
IDs. Al o you's.

ANOTHER POLI CE CAR pulls up behind Harper's. Assata and Zayd
hand Harper their fake ID s. Harper takes themto his car.

Sundi ata watches in the rearview as Harper talks to the
ot her TROOPER ( FOERSTER, 40s).

TROOPER HARPER (cont ' d)
(out of earshot)

These are all fakes, Vern, | can
tell. Good ones, but they're off just
alittle.

Sundi at a wat ches as the TROOPERS t al k.

SUNDI ATA
| got a bad feeling.

Har per approaches the car, Foerster waits by the trunk.

TROOPER HARPER
Get outta the car.

SUNDI ATA
VWhat for?

TROOPER HARPER
Get out.

Har per reaches in and opens the handle. The door opens. He
grabs Sundi ata by the shoul der and hoists himfromthe car.
Takes himaround to the Foerster.

EXT. NEW JERSEY TURNPI KE - CONTI NUCUS

SUNDI ATA i s pushed agai nst the car. FCERSTER and HARPER
crowmd around him Harper holds up Sundiata's phony I.D
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TROOPER HARPER
I've seen a lotta fakes in ny tineg,

but thi s—

SUNDI ATA
Fake?! Man | —

TROOPER HARPER
Save it.

TROOPER FOERSTER
You got any drugs, firearnms in there?

SUNDI ATA
Nah, man, nothing |ike that.

TROOPER HARPER
You wouldn't m nd us taking a | ook
t hen, woul d you?

SUNDI ATA
What chu gotta | ook for? You don't
have the right!

TROOPER HARPER
Shut up!
(to Foerster)
Go check

Foerster puts his hand on his pistol as he steps around to
the right side of the car. Harper starts pulling Sundiata's
hands behi nd hi s back.

SUNDI ATA
VWhat am | bein' arrested for? |
didn't do nothin!

TROOPER FCERSTER
Get on out now, you's!

| NTERCUT | NT. CAR/ EXT. TURNPI KE

Assata has her purse open. She reaches for the REVOLVER
Stops. Looks in the side view mrror. SEES Foerster with his
hand on his sidearm She puts her purse down.

ASSATA
Fuck it. We didn't do shit.

TROOPER HARPER
She's nmovin' around in there!

Foerster hears this, pulls out his gun, ains it at the car.
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TROOPER FOERSTER
Qutta the car! Now

Assata grips the door handl e. Looks back at ZAYD

ASSATA
It's gonna be alright.

She opens the door. Steps one foot onto the pavenent.

TROOPER FOERSTER
Conme out sl ow y!

Assata gets out, and puts her hands in the air.

Har per forces Sundiata's face into the trunk. Sundiata
pushes back. Zayd pulls his gun out and stalls to get out.

TROOPER FCERSTER (cont' d)
Hands in the air!
(to Zayd)
You, in the car, get the fuck outta
t her e!

TROOPER HARPER
(to Sundi at a)
Stop resisting!

Assata gl ances over and sees Zayd hol ding his pistol.

ASSATA
Zayd, don't!

TROOPER FOERSTER
He's got a gun!

Foerster fires at Zayd in the car, causing netal sparks to
fly off the trunk and siding, as Zayd covers. Assata wal ks
towards the officer, with hands raised.

ASSATA
St op! Stop shooti ng.

TROOPER FOERSTER
Get back

Sundi ata turns on Harper, whose attention has shifted away,
and he GRABS Harper's sidearm They westle for it. As
Foerster | ooks to Harper and Sundi ata, Assata turns towards
the car and rests her right hand on the roof.

ASSATA
Zayd, don't shoot, man, shit!
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Foerster | ooks to Assata just as she spins to face him

Foerster FIRES at her, hits her in the right arm which
spi ns her around, when another bullet catches her in the
back of the shoulder, and a third hits her left armas she
FALLS to the pavenent, crying out in agony.

Zayd starts FIRI NG out the back wi ndshield at Foerster.
Bullets tear into Foerster, two in the chest, one in the
shoul der, and then one in the head.

Foerster hits the pavenent, dead. Harper punches Sundi at a,
sending himinto the side of the car. He pulls his gun and
trains it on the back w ndshi el d.

Zayd FIRES at him Harper trades SHOTS, catches one in the
leg, falls back. Zayd starts to reload. Harper stunbles over
to his cruiser and opens the driver door. Sundiata scranbles
back into the car.

TROOPER HARPER
(i nto handset)
Requesti ng backup! Shots fired, shots
fired!

He covers behind the open driver door and FIRES at the car.
Assata, bleeding heavily, crawl s back up the open passenger
door. She starts to pull herself in.

Zayd pops another mag into the pistol as bullets tear into
the car. One CATCHES himin the shoul der.

ZAYD
Ahh!

He FIRES wildly out the back. Bullets ding off the cop's
door. Harper shoots back.

Anot her bull et catches Zayd in the NECK. He falls back,
droppi ng the gun, clutching his bleeding throat.

Sundi ata starts the car. Assata pulls herself into the
passenger seat and the car SCREECHES back into the road,
passenger door still hangi ng open.

Harper EMPTIES his clip at the fleeing car, then hobbles
back into the crui ser and takes off after them

Sundi ata puts pedal to the floor and the car FLIES across
t he hi ghway. Assata groans. Zayd, w | d-eyed, gurgles.
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SUNDI ATA
Zayd! Ah shit, man. Ah fuck. Ch this
is fucked up. This is...

He |l ooks in the rearview They're gaining sone distance.

SUNDI ATA (cont' d)
Assata, you alive?

ASSATA
Yeah. Agh. Damm. ..

Sundi ata SEES the TOLL PLAZA up ahead. CARS are backed up.
Al'l the gates are DOMN.

SUNDI ATA
Fuck!

Bl ood pools on the back seats and floor as Zayd's neck wound
oozes through his hands. He struggles for breath.

ASSATA
Stay with ne, Zayd. C non, brother.
SUNDI ATA
We got nowhere to go.
ASSATA
What ?
SUNDI ATA
They shut the toll plazal W're
fucked.
ASSATA
No... aw please... no.

Sundi ata veers off into a GULLEY at the edge of a FOREST.

SUNDI ATA
["msorry. I"'msorry. Y all on your
own.

ASSATA

Just go, nman. Get away.

The car STOPS. Sundiata flings open his door and SPRINTS
out. Assata watches himrun into the woods. She | ooks into

t he backseat. Zayd lies there, unnoving. H's w de eyes stare
vacantly into the distance through the roof.
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The sound of SIRENS grow | ouder. Assata | ooks out the back
wi ndshield, of which all the glass is shattered, to see a
COHORT of POLI CE CARS barreling towards her. She | ooks
forward to see the closed toll plaza. She sighs.

Weakl y, she nudges the open passenger door. It swi ngs w de
open. She groans as she sets her feet once nore on the
pavenent. The sirens grow incredibly | oud.

Assata energes weakly fromthe car. SEVERAL COP CARS st op
about fifty feet away. Cops get out, guns pointed at her.

Bl oody, she trudges towards themw th one armraised neekly
in the air, the other dangling at her side. A light breeze
rolls by. The sun bears down hard on her, al nost blinding.
Al'l the cops aimat her, rushing towards her, shouting
threats and commands that are nuffled by the daze she's in.
She noves weakly towards them

One foot before the other. Tries to speak. Red bubbl es ooze
out of her mouth. Is this the end?

She falls. TWO COPS take her by the arms, and drag her away.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - LATER

ASSATA cones to consciousness. Blinding lights of glaring
whi tes and overwhel m ng noi ses. She's hooked up to all Kkinds
of machi nes. FACES all around her: NURSES, DOCTORS, COPS,

O BRI EN, STAVRAKATOS. Many of them are just watching her,

but as her eyes scan the room they cone cl oser.

DOCTOR
We got the bullets out and you're
relatively stable. But you'll have to

stay here a little while. Don't cry
now. And don't nove too nuch either

The Doctor |eaves. One of the COPS is trying to take
fingerprints off her linp hand. The Nurse is prodding her.

HOSPI TAL COP #1 O BRI EN
Who fired the first shot? So you thought you coul d get
Was it you? We know there outta town, huh? Start your
was a gun in your purse. operati on sonewhere el se?

Way' d you shoot the trooper? Get the band back together?
Way' d you shoot the trooper?



O BRI EN ( CONT' D)
Li ke we weren't gonna foll ow
you? You slip the noose one
time, that's luck, but it
doesn't happen tw ce.

STAVRAKATOS
We're gonna fuckin' bury you
for this. Bury you. You're
never gonna see the sun
after this shit, | swear to
God. Now you tell us what
happened to the driver.
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HOSPI TAL COP #2
Who was driving the car, M.
Chesi mard? Do you know where
he went? Do you have any
i dea where he m ght have
gone?

NURSE
Don't sit up, mssus, you're
too weak and you'll bust
your stitches. Just lie

back. You're gonna feel a
slight prick here, don't
Worry.

Assata cl oses her eyes and drops her head onto the pill ow,
exhausted and conpletely disinterested in this chaos of

guestions, threats, and comments. She drifts off.
O BRI EN
Fuck nme, there she goes again.
STAVRAKATGOS
Forget it, she's done anyway. Even if

she doesn't talk now, she's not goin
anywher e.

They start to wal k out.
O BRI EN

Let's just nmake sure we don't
anot her Avon Wiite situation.

have

STAVRAKATGOS
Look at her. She couldn't escape even
if she wanted to.

EXT. FOREST - NEW JERSEY - SUNSET

SUNDI ATA, dirty and soaked with sweat, frantically clinbs up
a hill past a tree. HELI COPTERS circle overhead. SHOUTS from
out in the woods echo as COPS with flashlights search.

Sundi ata energes fromthe edge of the treeline at the crest

of a nount and | ooks out over a GENTI LE SUBURB

EXT. CLI NTON WOVEN S PRI SON - NEW JERSEY - DAY
A maxi mum security ward. Tall white walls surround the
facility. Panoptic guard towers dot the tops of the wall at

corners along the perineter.
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INT. JAIL CELL - CLINTON

ASSATA sits at the netal stool affixed to the wall before a
smal | stone desk. Papers and a pencil sit before her. Her
hands lay in her |ap. She has a bul bous belly, pregnant. Her
heavy-1i dded eyes stare through the desk sonberly.

Sounds fromthe hall echo through the chanber and seep in
t hrough the slot in the door.

PRI SONERS
White power! Wiite power!

Assata picks up the pencil and wites.

ASSATA (V. Q)
They put nme in a ward with the
goddamm Aryan Si st erhood.

CLI NTON GUARD (O C.)
Shut up! Shut the fuck up

Assata gl ances over. SEES a GUARD wal k past. She turns back
to the papers. Takes a deep sigh. Starts to wite.

ASSATA (V. Q)
Bl ack brothers, Black sisters, | want
you to know that | |ove you and |
hope that somewhere in your hearts
you have love for me. My nane is
Assat a Shakur —sl ave nane j oanne
chesimard —and | am a revol utionary.
A Bl ack revolutionary. By that | nean
that | have decl ared war on al
forces that have raped our wonen,
castrated our nmen, and kept our
babi es enpty-bellied.

We see her laying in bed, anguished, holding her pregnant
belly. An enpty tray slides into the slot in the door.

ASSATA (V.QO) (cont'd)
| have declared war on the rich, who
prosper on our poverty, the
politicians who lie to us with
smling faces, and all the m ndless,
heart| ess robots who protect them and
their property.

Next, TWO GUARDS haul her out of the room as she struggl es
hel pl essly agai nst them
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ASSATA (V.QO ) (cont'd)
| am a Black revolutionary, and as
such, | ama victimof all the wath,
hatred, and sl ander that amerika is
capabl e of. Like all other Black
revol utionaries, anerika is trying to
l ynch ne.

I NT. SHONER ROOM

W see GUARDS st andi ng shoul der to shoul der. One points a
hose off-canera and water SPEWS out .

ASSATA (V. Q)
I am a Bl ack revolutionary worman, and
because of this |I have been charged
wi th and accused of every all eged
crime of which a woman was bel i eved
to have participated. The crinmes in
whi ch only nmen were involved, | have
been accused of pl anning.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - PRI SON WARD

ASSATA is in agony as she gives birth. A DOCTOR waits to
catch the baby and a NURSE al ongsi de. TWO GUARDS st and
behi nd t hem wat chi ng.

ASSATA (V. Q)
Every revolution in history has been
acconpl i shed by actions, although
words are necessary. We nust create
shields to protect us and spears that
penetrate our enem es. Bl ack people
nmust | earn how to struggle by
struggl i ng.

W see them take her NEWBORN BABY away in a bl anket as
Assata's arns are outstretched, asking to see the child.

INT. JAIL CELL - MAXI MUM SECURI TY
ASSATA | ooks emaci ated and incredibly grim She snokes and

wat ches as GUARDS t ake the newspapers, witing papers, and
penci| away, |eaving the desk bl ank.
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ASSATA (V. Q)
Every time a Bl ack Freedom Fighter is
nmur dered or captured, the pigs try to
create the inpression that they have
quashed the novenent, destroyed our
forces, and put down the Bl ack
Revol uti on.

ONE of the GUARDS cones back into the cell and pulls the
cigarette from Assata's nouth.

ASSATA (V.QO ) (cont'd)
The pigs also try to create the
i npression that five or ten
guerrillas are responsible for every
revol utionary action carried out in
anmeri ka. That is nonsense. That is
absurd.

Assata stands at the small slitted window in the top corner
of her cell. She |ooks out. SNOWis falling.

ASSATA (V.QO) (cont'd)
Bl ack revol utionaries do not drop
fromthe noon.

I NT. CARL'S APARTMENT - DAY

CARL stands in threadbare clothing with his SON, both of
themvery thin. They wear grave expressions. BOXES are
packed all around him A MOVER cones in and takes the TV.

ASSATA (V. Q.)
We are created by our conditions.
Shaped by our oppression.

EXT. HARLEM - W NTER - DAY

BLACK MEN, BOYS, WOMEN, and CHI LDREN stand al ong a

di | api dated street. They unfold before us sitting on boxes
and crates, standing before closed stores, arns fol ded or
tucked in their pockets in the winter w nd.

ASSATA (V. Q)
We are being manufactured in droves
in the ghetto streets, places like
Attica, San Quentin, Bedford H s,
Leavenworth, and Sing-Sing. They are
turni ng out thousands of us. Mny
j obl ess Bl ack veterans and wel fare
not hers are joining our ranks.
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The FACES of the pedestrians are grim critical, serious,
and a few hopeful souls are smling, sone playful, sone
optimstic, and many | ess so.

ASSATA (V.QO ) (cont'd)
Brothers and sisters fromall walks
of life, who are tired of suffering
passi vel y, make up the BLA

A TRI O of young BLACK MEN (teens) stand at a street corner
handi ng out PAMPHLETS and SELLI NG PAPERS.

ASSATA (V.QO ) (cont'd)
There is and always will be, until
every Black man, worman, and child is
free, a Black Liberation Arny. The
main function of the BLA at this tine
is to create good exanples, to
struggle for Black freedom and to
prepare for the future.

CHI LDREN huddl e around a FIRE burning in a METAL trash can.

ASSATA (V.QO) (cont'd)
And we nust fight on. W nust |ove
each ot her and support each other. W
have nothing to | ose but our chains.

I NT. VI SI TATI ON ROOM - CLI NTON
A TITLE card: FOUR YEARS LATER

ASSATA' s MOTHER, DORI'S (60s) cones into the roomwth
Assat a' s DAUGHTER, KAKUYA (4), clinging to her finger. They
sit down across from Assata, who smles teary-eyed.

ASSATA
Hi , baby.

Kakuya gazes at her curiously. Doris takes the phone.

DORI S
Hi, sweetie. How you doi ng?

ASSATA
| been better, mom But |'m
surviving. How s Kakuya doi ng?

Doris | ooks at the child, who still stares up, befuddl ed.
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DORI S
She's alright. She knows your her
not her. But she doesn't quite
under st and everyt hi ng.

Assata puts her hand on the glass before Kakuya. The child
| ooks at it, puzzled, then reaches out with a little finger
and puts it to the glass. Assata fights to hold back tears.

INT. JAIL CELL - CLINTON

ASSATA sobs uncontrollably in her bed, shoul ders shaking,
knees pulled to her chest. Despair roils within her as she
bursts with enotion. She gags and rolls onto the floor.

She crawls to the toilet and heaves. Stops. Takes sone deep
and shaky breaths, her face a wet ness. She | ooks to the
slitted wi ndow. The sky is gray.

I NT. VI SI TATI ON ROOM - CLI NTON

ASSATA sits across from THREE PECPLE, two BLACK MEN and one
VWH TE WOMAN, MARILYN BUCK (32). One of the nmen, MJTULU
SHAKUR (29) tal ks through the phone.

MUTULU
So we paid a visit to Banberger's
departnent store. Cane away W th
quite a lot, gotta say.

ASSATA
Good good.
(quietly)
And you have all the... proper
i dentification?

MUTULU
Got it all taken care of.
ASSATA
And in ternms of cars?
MUTULU
Two of "em By that school down the
road. Before that, maybe we'll take a

van fromthe parking | ot.

Assata gl ances quickly to ONE of the two GUARDS by the door.
He is | ooking at ANOTHER PRI SONER
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ASSATA
Alright. 1'll see you soon, then.

They hang up the phones.

EXT. CLINTON WOMEN S PRI SON - NEW JERSEY - DAY

The sun hangs high. MJTULU | eads TWD ot her BLACK MEN, SEKQU
and RONNIE (20s), with coats on towards the facility.

I NT. RECEPTION - VI SITATI ON ROOM - CLI NTON

MJUTULU, SEKOU, and RONNI E show false IDs to the GUARD at the
desk. He dism ssively waves themthrough.

I NT. VI SI TATI ON ROOM - CLI NTON

MJTULU enters first, then SEKOU, then RONN E. ASSATA sits at
a booth, a nervous stare on her face.

Mut ul u opens his jacket, pulls out a .45. GRABS the GUARD by
t he door, puts the pistol against his head. Sekou pulls his
own .45 out and points it at the other GUARD, on the other
side of the phones. Sekou | eaps over the sw ng-door to the
right by the wall and WHIPS the Guard with the pistol. Holds
hi m by the collar.

RONNI E pull's out a stick of DYNAM TE.

RONNI E
Nobody try no shit!

Assata gets up, goes over to the sw ng-door by Sekou and the
second Guard. She pushes it open and wal ks t hrough. Sekou
follows with Guard in hand.

Mut ul u pushes his Guard through the door to the reception
area, goes in. The rest follow

I NT. RECEPTION - VI SI TATI ON ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

MUTULU and his GUARD, then RONNI E, then ASSATA, then SEKCQU
and his GUARD. The RECEPTI ON OFFI CER hops to his feet, puts
a hand on the phone.

RONNI E
I"l'l blowus all to fuckin' hell nan!
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The Reception O ficer freezes. Assata strolls up to a PANEL
by the desk with CAR KEYS on rungs. She pops the wi ndow to
t he panel open and takes a set of keys.

They nove through the roomand into the hall.

I NT. FRONT HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

ALL SI X of themnove in single file down the corridor. Up
ahead, two GUARDS by the front gate snap to shocked
attention. One rushes to a PANEL on the wall.

MUTULU
Open the gate or I'Il fuck this boy

up!

The GUARDS freeze. Al SI X of themstride up to the door
The Guard by the panel presses a button, a BUZZER sounds,
t he door unl at ches.

EXT. CLINTON WOMEN S PRI SON - DAY

THE SI X of THEM bust through the front door and hurry across
the parking lot. A SIREN BLARES fromthe prison SPEAKERS.

Over to the rows of VANS they go. ASSATA clicks the keys and
a HORN BEEPS anong the rows. They rush towards the sound.
Come up on a VAN wth its lights blinking and HORN beepi ng.

They pull the doors open. The Guards get SHOVED to the
ground as MJTULU t akes the wheel and SEKCQU ri des shot gun.
RONNI E and Assata get in the back.

The VAN tears through the | ot and CRASHES t hrough the
closing front gates, sending netal and sparks to fly.

I NT./EXT. MARILYN S HATCHBACK - RQUTE 3 - DAY

MARI LYN puts pedal to the netal as they fly down the

hi ghway. ASSATA sits shotgun. She | ooks behind them SEES
MUTULU in his BLACK COUPE, with SEKQU in shotgun and RONNI E
in the back. She turns back around.

ASSATA
Sl ow down, girl. They don't know what
we' re driving.

MARI LYN
Sorry.
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She slows down a little bit.

ASSATA
Were we goi ng?

MARI LYN
Pi tt sbur gh.

ASSATA

GQuess | better get confortable.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOVE - PI TTSBURGH - DAY

Up in DUQUESNE HEI GHTS, a ranshackle white house with a
deteriorating driveway cut into the grass. Across the
ALLEGHENY, the yellow bridges of the Steel City. MARILYN s
CAR pulls into the driveway.

I NT. SUBURBAN HOMVE - PI TTSBURGH

ASSATA snokes by the open wi ndow. MARILYN and MJTULU st and
in the living room behind her, both turned | ooking at her.
The NEWS pl ays on the TVW.

MARI LYN
You said it yourself: we nust fight
on. W can go back, go underground,
rebui I d somehow.

ASSATA
(under her breath)
You ain't the we, but...
(audi bl y)
Who's left?

Marilyn and Mutulu aren't sure.

ASSATA (cont'd)

Sundi ata: in jail. Dhoruba, Kamau,
Andrew. all in jail. Twnon's dead.
Zayd's dead. | can go on!

Silence from Marilyn and Mutul u.

NEWS ANCHOR
Fol | ow ng t he escape, M ss Chesinmard
is now at the top of the FBI's nost
wanted list. Oficials say there is a
state-w de search in New Jersey and
New Yor K.
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ASSATA
Turn that shit off.

She takes another drag and gazes back at the wi ndow as
Marilyn mutes the tel evision.

ASSATA (cont'd)
We're all fugitives. So where exactly
can we go?

MUTULU
Not many options. Algeria. Cuba.

ASSATA
How much do we need for Cuba?

MUTULU
Oh we've got enough. Like | said...
t hat department store. Pretty

[ ucrative.
ASSATA

What about ny daughter?
MARI LYN

Sonet hi ng can be arranged.
MUTULU

For you, lots of things can be

arr anged.

On TV: a BANNER i n HARLEM r eads, "ASSATA IS WELCOVE HERE."

I NT. HALLWAY - HARLEM TENEMENT - 4:30 AM

Doors are closed. Silence. Everybody nust be asleep. Then a
| oud BANG and a door sw ngi ng open, followed by boots
clicking on the wood, bounding up the stairs, and voices:

HARLEM COP #1 (Q.C.) HARLEM COP #2 (O.C.)
Police! We're entering the NYPD! Do not attenpt to
bui | di ng! flee.

A door opens. A BLACK FATHER (40s) peeks into the hall.
Anot her door opens. A BLACK MOTHER (40s) peers out.

A third door opens and a snmall BLACK CHI LD (<5) charges into
the hall with little balled up fists. He glares down the
corridor. H's AUNT (30s) stands in the doorway.
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Fl ashlights shine on themfromdown the hall. Now we see A
DOZEN NYPD OFFI CERS and SEVERAL FBI AGENTS as they cone up
the stairs. The ones in FRONT have M 16s w th nounted
flashlights. They CHARGE down the hall.

HARLEM COP #1
Everybody out and into the hall!
Who's in there?

He heads into the first roomto the left with COP #2.

I NT. BEDROOM - HARLEM TENEMENT

A BLACK MARRI ED COUPLE i s shaken awake in their beds by
THREE COPS with M 16s and fl ashli ghts.

HARLEM COP #2
(shouti ng)
Who el se is here?!

HARLEM COP #1
Get outta the bed!

They' re YANKED out of the sheets and tossed to the wall.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - HARLEM TENEMENT

O BRI EN and STAVRAKATOS wal k in wearing their vests,
carrying their pistols. They survey the roomas a scared
BLACK FAM LY of SEVEN, i ncluding GRANDPARENTS, is wal ked
into the hallway by GEARED- UP OFFI CERS.

O BRI EN
Wel|l they say only five percent talk
to cops. Just gotta find them

STAVRAKATGOS
Any chance they even know where she
i s?

O BRI EN

We can't just sit on our hands when
soneone |i ke Assata breaks out.

STAVRAKATGOS
| know. Made a big show of bringing
her in, what a victory, then boom.
slips right out again.

O BRI EN
She's a slippery one.
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STAVRAKATOS
Li ke a fuckin' snake.

St avr akat os NOTI CES the BLACK SON (teens) wal king by, and he
poi nts at the kid.

STAVRAKATGOS (cont' d)
Hey you! Cone here. \Watdya know
about Assata breakin' out?

HARLEM TEEN
Not hi n!

STAVRAKATGOS
That's exactly what sonmeone who knows
sonet hin' woul d say, come on.

He grabs the teenager by the arm and shepherds him
forcefully out of the room

I NT. HALLWAY - HARLEM TENEMENT

The corridor is FULL of scared and annoyed BLACK RESI DENTS
of all ages, in underwear and sleep clothes, squinting into
the flashlights and |ined up against the walls. COPS bark
orders and shout questions at themin a thick din.

EXT. HARLEM TENEMENT - 137TH ST. - 4: 35AM

SAM —one of the young BLA nenbers fromthe first robbery
back in QUEENS —stands in a PHONE BOOTH on the corner
across the street fromthe building that's being raided.
Tal king into the phone:

SAM

I"'mlookin" at it right now, man.....
Nah, nobody gonna' say shit. Nobody
knows anyway. Just me. And they ain't
gonna' get to ne, Miutulu..... [''m
still standin', man. |'m here. But
it's not safe for y'"all to cone.....
They got eyes everywhere. You can't

see them but—-.... Aright, man.
wll. I'l'l watch after Iil"' 'Pac for
you.

He hangs up.
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I NT. SUBURBAN HOVE - PI TTSBURGH - 3: 40AM CT

MUTULU hangs up the hallway phone. He sleepily anbl es back
towards his room when he SEES a |ight seeping from beneath a
door. Then two pillars of shadow. ASSATA opens the door

ASSATA
Who was t hat?

MUTULU
Sam He said the pigs just raided a
building in Harlem Lots of shouting
and shit. Had rifles. Y know.

ASSATA
Looki ng for ne?

He shrugs as he trudges back into his room

ASSATA (cont'd)
Al right.

She cl oses the door.
GUEST BEDROOM

Assata wal ks over to the bed, sits on the edge, lights a
cigarette fromthe bedside table.

Goes over to the wi ndow. Looks out: PITTSBURGH |it up at
ni ght. She takes a harsh drag. It's obvious to her now that,
unfortunately, she can't go back. She sighs.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - SUBURBAN HOME - MORNI NG

ASSATA sits at the breakfast table with MARILYN. They both
drink coffee. MJTULU stands by the couch.

MUTULU
| ny guy and he'll set us up
i cket for you

"1l cal

with at
ASSATA

Wul dn't mnd spendin' a few days in

t he Bahamas. Coul d use the vacati on.

MARI LYN
I wouldn't stay long. You can be on
vacation for the rest of your life
once you reach Havana.
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Assata smles at this. Marilyn |aughs. Miutulu heads for the
phone by the w ndow.

ASSATA
So when shoul d we | eave?
MARI LYN
This afternoon, | guess.
ASSATA
Mut ul u, when you're done, | gotta

make a call.

I NT. GUEST BEDROOM - SUBURBAN HOVE - NOON
ASSATA is on the phone.
ASSATA

I know, nmom but we can get her down
to me in a couple years for the

summer. We can do—.... It's ny only
option..... Yeah, can you put her
on?..... | love you too.

She waits for the phone to change hands, takes a drag off a
dwi ndling cigarette, blinks back the tears starting to well.

ASSATA (cont'd)
Hey, baby. It's nme. | mss you,
sweetie. How s school, you're in

school now right?..... That's
okay. . ... Vel |, honey, |I'mfree now
But | can't... cone home right now

Mama's goin' to live sonmewhere el se.
But you're gonna get to cone visit!
And we'l|l have so nmuch fun together
—.... | know, baby. I know | can't
explain it to you right now, but 1'l]
tell you all about it when you get

ol der, okay?

She rubs her forehead and rocks a bit on the edge of the
bed, stifling her enotions.

ASSATA (cont'd)
You're gonna see nme real soon, |
prom se. Everything' s gonna be good,
baby. I1t's gonna be better.

MJTULU knocks on the door.
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MJUTULU (O S.)
We better get goin'.

ASSATA
G mMme a m nute!
(back into phone)

| gotta go now, Kakuya..... I |ove
you, baby, and | mss you so so
much. . ... Al right, honey. Bye-bye.

A CLICK on the other end of the Iine. Assata | owers the
phone from her ear and holds it in her lap. A TONE sounds
after a coupl e seconds.

She frowns deeply and silently weeps. Sniffles. Hangs up the
phone. Takes a deep breath.

Rai ses the cigarette to her lip, ash falling fromits end
into her |ap, as she takes a hard drag. Stares out the

wi ndow, eyes glossy and red. A brief silent nonent passes as
Assata gazes off, lost in thought, enveloped in a still air.

Then she stubs out the cigarette in the cut-glass ashtray on
t he bedside table. Next to it: the beat-up copy of Lenin's
"What Is To Be Done?" She takes it and |ooks at its

weat hered pages and torn spine.

I NT. PLANE - DAY

A smal | passenger plane. ASSATA watches out the small oval
wi ndow as they gain altitude over FLORI DA

The pl ane gets out over the water. She |eans forward to | ook
back. SEES Florida recede from vi ew.

EXT. Al RSTRI P - BAHAMAS - DAY

ASSATA steps off the plane with a BRI EFCASE i n hand. Awash
in sunlight against the tarmac, squinting through her
shades, she smiles. It's a far cry fromher cell in Cinton.
I NT. PROPELLER PLANE - EVEN NG

A stormrages out the wi ndow. ASSATA sits, sweating, filled
with fear, as RAIN batters the netal and stings the w ndow.
The plane jerks up and down, left and right. There are a
COUPLE of OTHER PASSENGERS. ONE of themis praying.

The PI LOTS shout back and forth with each ot her.
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I NT. CUSTOMS OFFI CE - CUBA

ASSATA snokes as she sits across the desk froma CUBAN
CUSTOMS OFFICIAL with a thin nustache and a congeni al voi ce.

CUBAN CUSTOVE CGUY
So you had a good flight?

Assata takes a heavy drag and gl ares back, unanused.

CUBAN CUSTOMS GQUY (cont'd)
Anyway, there are many questions |
have to ask you now. GCkay?

Assata nods. Qut the window, it is N GHT

EXT. CUSTOMS OFFI CE - MARI NA - HAVANA - DAWN

ASSATA lies on a bench outside the office with her jacket on
her face, sleeping as best she can. Her |egs dangle over the
arnrest. Her suitcase sits by the bench with the briefcase
resting on top of it.

An ol d 50s-era CHEVY pulls up at the curb. A suited man with
finely groomed hair steps out. He is an | NTELLI GENCE OFFI CER
(40s). The sound of the car door shutting rouses Assata, who
renoves the jacket fromover her eyes to | ook over.

The O ficer approaches her. She sits up.

CUBAN | NTEL GUY
M ss Shakur ?

ASSATA
Yeah?

CUBAN | NTEL GUY
(ext endi ng hand)
Ernesto tells nme about your
situation.

She shakes hi s hand.

CUBAN | NTEL GUY (cont'd)
On behal f of the Cuban governnent,
I"d i ke to personally guarantee you
will be safe from Ameri can forces
her e.

She smles and rises groggily to her feet.
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ASSATA
Thank you so nuch

He starts for the door of the office.

CUBAN | NTEL GUY
We hel ped your friend, M. Newton, in
a simlar way sone years ago.

He opens the door for her. She goes in. He follows.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - HAVANA - DAY

ASSATA enters a roomon the top floor with beige walls and
red-tiled floors. She holds the briefcase and a PORTER cones
in behind her with her suitcase. He sets it down and wal ks
out without m ssing a beat. She continues into the space,
then turns to the Porter. She pulls out a couple dollars and
goes to hand themto him

He holds up a hand to refuse and turns.

ASSATA
Oh right. Sorry.

The Porter closes the door behind her as he | eaves.

|/ E. BALCONY - HOTEL ROOM - HAVANA - DAY

She opens the glass sliding door and steps out, to | ook over
the tan rooftops of central Havana. The sun gl ows. Assata
takes a deep breath through her nose, taking it all in.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - HAVANA - DAY

ASSATA sits at the desk by the wi ndow across fromthe
kitchen, phone to her ear.

ASSATA
| know, Sam But what could | do?
Make orders? Tell you guys, whoever's
left, to do this or do that? No,

—. ... Well, like Kwane. Speaking
fromexile. As a | eader of thought.
The action's behind ne now. What nore
can | do?
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EXT. STREET - HAVANA - DAY

ASSATA wal ks down the street, joining the hustle bustle of

the flow ng crowd of pedestrians. Nobody pays much mnd to

her at all. She wal ks confortably, casually. A weight seens
to have lifted from her shoul ders.

Sonet hi ng catches her eye in the display wi ndow of a store
to her left. TYPEWRI TERS of various colors and sizes sit on
ared cloth in the display case.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - HAVANA - SUNSET

Orange sunlight cascades through the roomand gl ows on
ASSATA' s face as she sits at the desk before her new
typewiter. At the center of the page reads the words: "AN
AUTOBI OGRAPHY" .

She thinks for a nmonent. Then hits return. The typewiter
carriage slides right, setting the guide page-right.

She turns the knob. Then types out a sentence.

ASSATA (V. Q)
| believe in living.

Assata gl ances out the w ndow, thinking of her next words.
Then | ooks back down. She begins to type again.

The click-clack of the keys and the strikers against the
page, echoing through the chanber.

The sounds of Havana seep in through an open w ndow, and the
curtain flutters in the salt breeze.

FADE QUT.



