BRUCEY-B (CONT'D)
Damn! A knock would be nice.

PORSHA
Boy, I'm late for work. And what I
tell you about smoking weed in my
house?

BRUCEY-B
My bad Ma. Long night yesterday

PORSHA
Yeah you see that white policeman
out here harassing everybody? He’ll
mess around and get somebody else
killed too.

BRUCEY-B
Killed?

PORSHA
Yeah. That man in the alley on
Weber Street.

BRUCEY-B
There’s always bodies on Weber
Street. It’s fucking Zombie land.

PORSHA
Nah, it wasn't no overdose. They
say they shot the pastor. With
election time coming they may
actually have to solve one this
time.

BRUCEY-B
Good luck with that one.

PORSHA
I gotta get to work. What'’s your
plans for today?

BRUCEY-B
Just work. Skinny on his way to
scoop me.

PORSHA
Ok. Be safe out there. Your food is
in the microwave and tell Earl I
said hello.

They hug as she exits

PORSHA (CONT’D)
Love you boy

BRUCEY-B
Love you too ma. Thanks.

Brucey-B stares back out the window.
Mcdonald is gone and the crowd is dispersing.

The EMTs finish loading the dead man into an ambulance, which
pulls off.

The streets are empty.

Rap music rolls.




