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SCENE 6: FUNERAL PARLOR 

Benjamin, 18 year old homeboy talking to his dead buddy. 

BENJAMIN: Just a few minutes here 'fore I go back 'cause they let me out so I could spend a few minutes...Billy. I know you loved my rappin' an' I loved you lovin' it an' I appreciate the way you used to beat an' rap with my homies. I knows I was angry with the way yous won over Lakesha, and how yous made an uncle out of me when I was 

gonna make an uncle out of yous, but now with yous gone and Li'l Billy busted up an' sprayed.. I'm just so sick of the whole damn thing, man, if I'd known killin' was gonna kill my own kin, then I should a never taken up killin' in the first place, bro, 'cause now they's blood everywhere. 

They got yellow tape around the whole hood, Billy, it's one big crime scene with black an' whites an' them helicopters hoverin' over head. Everybody's watchin' they's backs 'cause everybody's got a gat so maybe I'm safer behind razor wire with staff tellin' me what to do 'cause I know I'd hunt down the enemy who took you out 'cause its payback. Can't go to your funeral 'cause of my offense. Last time I'll see you before they take me back. 

I love you bro. I never thought I could say that. I looked out the window the other 

day and seen this fool playin' catch with a football like you and me used to do 'fore 

all this killin' came like an avalanche down all around us, and I seen this pretty bird flying free like it was in the air and nothin' could pull it down where nothing' could get it 'cause I seen it fly there 'fore 'cause I'm locked up 23 hours a day in my room so I pays attention to the way the trees sway an' the clouds sail across the sky, and so this fool threw the ball right at the bird as it was flying to the nest, and, BAM, he smoked it right there and now all the little birdies up in the nest ain't gonna make it, bro, and I don't know that I'm gonna make it either...

