
INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

A crowd is heard cheering in the distance.

CINDY DUNCAN, a typical middle class white nine year old Girl 
Scout without a care in the world, strolls down the hallway 
toward an elevator, with a sack in hand. An African American 
in his early 20’s, JEROME BROWN, is waiting for the doors to 
open. He is dressed in all black. Both are wearing name tags.

Cindy stops next to Jerome. They glance at each other as the 
doors open. They enter together. The door closes.

As they ascend, Cindy repeatedly steals uncomfortable glances 
at her companion before lighting a cigarette.

CINDY
You want a smoke?

JEROME
No. Thank you. Aren’t you a little 
young to be doing that?

CINDY
I know, I know. I shouldn’t be 
smoking in an elevator. It puts 
hair on your chest, and that’s the 
last thing I need. But I’m so 
nervous, my ass cheeks are 
vibrating like Janet Reno’s lover. 
This is my first meeting with the 
Panthers, and I want them to accept 
me.

JEROME
The Black Panthers? You’re going to 
the meeting?

CINDY
Yeah, I’m trying to get my lungs as 
black as possible before I get up 
there. 

She puts another cigarette in, then decides on a few more. 
She lights them all and looks nervously to her companion, 
raising a fist.

CINDY (CONT’D)
Black power.

The car jolts suddenly to a stop. The lights flicker.

JEROME
Shit. I’m gonna be late.



CINDY (HYSTERICAL)
You’re gonna be late!? What about 
me? This is my first time! What 
happens if Malcolm X is there for a 
special meet and greet, beret 
signing, and speech on made-up 
words? Then some stupid little Girl 
Scout comes in and interrupts 
everything because she’s late and 
he says, “I don’t want no fuckin’
cookies.”, and she’s like “Please, 
nigga. I’m just here for the 
meeting and free punch.”, and then 
he walks down and hits her in the 
face! I like my face! 

She begins banging on the door, trying to get out.

JEROME
Just calm down, little cracker 
girl. Malcolm X died years ago, God 
rest his soul.

She freezes and turns to him, glaring with the eye of a 
future woman scorn.

CINDY
What did you call me?

JEROME
Nothin’. Force of habit. I was just 
sayin’-

CINDY
You called me a cracker! Listen, I 
may not be as color endowed as you. 
Hell, I may even be color 
deficient. But I am not a cracker. 
I’m blacker than an Ethiopean’s ass 
hole after a box of Oreos, and 
don’t you forget it!

JEROME
All right, calm down. I didn’t mean 
to get you all worked up. I’m just 
saying, the others might not 
understand your level of blackness. 
You might scare them. Let’s just 
start over. What’s your name?

CINDY
Cindy Duncan, but I prefer to be 
called by my African name, Daniqua
Rashidu Banana.
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JEROME
My name is Jerome Brown.

CINDY
Are you a Black Panther?

JEROME
I’m a level five Black Panther. My 
rhetoric is considered a lethal 
weapon. 

CINDY
Oh, joy! It’s nice to meet you 
then, Brother. Wait. Is that too 
Mormon? Brother?

JEROME
It doesn’t matter. It’s nice to 
meet you too, Cindy. We appreciate 
fiery individuals like you.

CINDY
Oh, definitely. I’m always fighting 
the cause. I can’t stand the white 
man’s constant belittling of our 
people.

JEROME
The blacks, you mean. 

CINDY
Of course. Who’d you think I meant? 
Midgets? Republican vegetables?

JEROME
Nah, I was just makin’ sure we were 
on the same page. I’m still not 
quite feeling your blacklation. 

CINDY
No? Shit. Maybe I need another 
cigarette. Do you have any fried 
chicken? I’m in need of a 
stereotype right now.

JEROME
Sorry. I left my blacktility belt 
at home. I don’t like to wear it to 
meetings. Makes me look fat.

He looks at a watch on his wrist.

JEROME (CONT’D)
We’re late.
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CINDY
Fuck. Now they’ll never accept me. 
I’ll have to move to San Francisco 
and settle for the Pink Panthers 
and sell fucking orange juice in 
front of grocery stores while 
wearing a polar bear’s nutsack on 
my head! All to raise money for 
animal rights. I hate my life. 
Can’t you get us out of here?

He looks at her.

JEROME
Why don’t we try the intercom?

CINDY
What!? You know as soon as they 
hear the black in our voices 
they’ll pretend that they can’t 
help. The white man’s always trying 
to bust our balls.

JEROME
Not if you talk to them.

CINDY
Are you making fun of my complexion 
again? I was born with this defect, 
ass!

JEROME
Not at all. They’ll listen to you 
because you’re a little girl.

She does not believe him. He presses the button.

JEROME (CONT’D)
Watch. Hello? Is anyone there? We 
could use some help in here. The 
elevator is stuck.

A VOICE cackles back.

VOICE (O.S.)
Yes, sir. This is elevator service. 
I’m afraid our technicians are all 
tied up and we can’t seem to reach 
the police or anyone else for that 
matter. I’m afraid you’ll have to 
wait.

He motions to Cindy.
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JEROME
Now you talk.

CINDY
Um...hello? Can you please help? 
We’re stuck in here.

VOICE
Oh, my poor girl! You’re trapped in 
there with that...we’ll get you 
out, sweetheart.

The line goes dead. After a brief moment, footsteps are heard 
shuffling outside. Banging, sawing, and torching is heard. 

The doors are pried open, held there, and many individuals 
enter, incoherently chattering as they gather the girl and 
exit. The doors slam, trapping Jerome once again.

JEROME
Not again.

He pushes the intercom button.

JEROME (CONT’D)
Hello? I’m still trapped in the 
elevator. I could use some help, 
please.

VOICE (O.S.)
I’m sorry, sir. Our technicians are 
all tied up at the moment, and we 
can’t seem to reach anyone else. 
We’ll be there as soon as we can.

The line goes dead.

JEROME
Damn whiteys. Well, that’s why I 
pack for emergencies.

He pulls a sack of fried chicken out of his pants, sits down, 
and eats.
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