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    To the voices unheard, the lives misunderstood, and the communities too often forgotten. This story is for those who lived it, lost it, and survived it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "There's no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you." — Maya Angelou
Alternatively, if you want something more tied to crime or survival:
"In the midst of chaos, there is also opportunity." — Sun Tzu, The Art of War 

      

    


ASH STREET SHOOTOUT

A Screenplay Adaptation
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SCENE 1 – OPENING SHOTS OF TACOMA, WASHINGTON (1989) – ESTABLISHING THE WORLD

FADE IN:

EXT. TACOMA, WASHINGTON – NIGHT – AERIAL VIEW

The city is restless. A haze of streetlights flickers over Tacoma, casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement below. Smoke rises from distant chimneys, drifting into the night like ghosts of the past.

SUPERIMPOSE: Tacoma, Washington – 1989

A lowrider cruises slowly down a dimly lit avenue, its chrome rims glinting under the flickering streetlights. A group of young men stand on the corner, their hushed conversation barely audible over the distant wail of a siren.

At the edge of the neighborhood, a police cruiser idles, watching. Two officers sit inside, their expressions unreadable. The driver, OFFICER REYNOLDS, tightens his grip on the steering wheel, his eyes darting toward the group of young men.

EXT. ASH STREET – NIGHT

The camera pans down to Ash Street, a strip of run-down apartment buildings and liquor stores, with neon signs buzzing faintly in the dark. A graffiti-tagged brick wall looms over the sidewalk, the words “NO JUSTICE, NO PEACE” sprayed across it in bold black letters.

On one end of the street, a makeshift memorial sits on the curb—candles flickering, a framed photo of a young man resting beside them. A mother kneels, lighting another candle, her face shadowed by grief.

CUT TO: INT. POLICE CRUISER – NIGHT

Inside the cruiser, SERGEANT DOUGLAS watches the neighborhood with weary eyes. A thick mustache, a badge that’s seen better days, and a face that tells stories of too many nights like this.

Next to him, his partner, OFFICER MARTINEZ, mid-30s, leans back, chewing on a toothpick.

MARTINEZ

(exhales, watching the corner group)
They’re out early tonight.

DOUGLAS

(nods, voice low, tired)
They’re always out.

A long silence. The two men watch as a deal goes down—one of the young men shakes hands with a stranger in a hood, a small baggie discreetly changes hands.

Martinez clicks his tongue, shifting in his seat.

MARTINEZ
We could pull up, make ‘em scatter.

Douglas doesn’t move, just watches.

DOUGLAS
And what? We arrest one? The next kid takes his place? Same cycle.

Martinez glances at his partner, sensing something deeper beneath his words.

MARTINEZ
You thinkin’ about retiring again?

Douglas smirks but doesn’t answer. Instead, he reaches for his coffee, sipping it as his eyes stay locked on the street.

EXT. ASH STREET – NIGHT – CORNER GROUP

The camera shifts to the group of young men, revealing their faces in detail. These aren’t just criminals—they’re survivors of their environment. Each one has a story, a reason for being here.

DANTE "DEE" WILLIAMS (22) – The leader, sharp-eyed, calm under pressure. He didn’t want this life, but he saw no other way out.

RICO "SMOKE" HERNANDEZ (20) – His right-hand man, a loose cannon. Selling drugs isn’t just money to him—it’s about power and fear.

JAYLEN "JAY" CARTER (19) – The youngest, still nervous about the life he’s chosen. He glances around, unsure if this is what he really wants.

Dante pockets the cash he just made, glancing toward the police cruiser down the street. He nudges Rico.

DANTE
Cops watchin’.

Rico smirks, fearless.

RICO
Let ‘em. They ain’t gonna do shit.

Jay shifts uncomfortably, looking between them.

JAY
What if they do?

Dante sighs, placing a hand on Jay’s shoulder.

DANTE
Then we run. Like always.

The words hit hard. Like always. This is their life—no other options, no escape.

A car pulls up, an older man in a business suit stepping out. This isn’t a usual buyer. Dante tenses.

OLDER MAN
You Dante?

Dante hesitates before nodding.

OLDER MAN
I got a proposition. A way for you to move real weight. Make real money.

Silence. The others glance at Dante, waiting.

Dante studies the man’s face, then the gold watch on his wrist. He already knows—this man isn’t just a buyer. He’s someone higher up.

Dante licks his lips, debating.

DANTE
I’m listening.
[image: image]

FADE TO BLACK.

WHY THEY SOLD DRUGS

EXT. TACOMA, WASHINGTON – 1985 – NIGHT

A young Dante (15 years old) sits on his mother’s couch, watching her struggle to count out dollar bills under dim candlelight.

His mother, LYNETTE, a worn-out woman in her early 40s, rubs her forehead.

The lights are out—power cut off again.

LYNETTE

(muttering, exhausted)

Just need a little more...

Dante watches as she pulls out a crumpled piece of paper—a past-due rent notice.

He looks over at the empty kitchen, his stomach growling.

Outside, a car door slams.

Dante peers out the window—a black Cadillac sits at the curb.

A man steps out—RICO (older, stronger, already a hustler).

Rico sees Dante watching.

He nods—motioning him outside.

Dante hesitates.

Then—he stands up.

This is the night he makes his first real choice.
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ASH STREET SHOOT

THE STREETS REMEMBER

FADE IN:

EXT. ASH STREET – NIGHT

The street feels different now.

Not because the violence is over—but because something heavier lingers.

Crime scene tape flutters like ghosts in the cold night air.

Bullet holes scar the walls.

A puddle of blood is still wet, soaking into the cracks of the pavement.

Near the sidewalk, a group of old men sits on crates, smoking.

They’ve seen it all before.

One of them, LEROY (60s, Vietnam vet, raspy voice, wise eyes), shakes his head slowly.

‘LEROY’

(soft, gravelly)’  

Damn shame.

His friend, FRED (50s, ex-con, tired but sharp), exhales a slow puff of smoke.

‘FRED’

(low, bitter)’  

Ain’t no shame. Ain’t nothin’ changed.

Across the street—a single candle burns.

A makeshift memorial stands where Manny fell.

A young boy, no older than 10, kneels in front of it.

His eyes wide—absorbing everything.

His mother grabs his hand.

‘MOTHER’

(soft, urgent)’  

Come on, baby. Let’s go home.

The boy doesn’t move.

He stares at the dried blood.

Something flickers in his expression.

Not fear.

Something darker.
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