The Rork of the Hood:
The Vegend of 'Sk Dafug'

CAST: The Yflayers, Ballers, Pimps,
Hustlers, Boppers, and Superstars:

Siegfried: Hishmn ak.a Shin Datog

Gunther: The Bream ak.a. Bre

Hagen: Beanie Man a.k.a. Charlie "Hustle'
Alberich: Tal, the ' Goat

Brunuhilbe: ok a.k.a. Busle

Gutrune: NeNe ak.a. 'Qandi'lirious

Waltrante: Aisha a.k.a. Soul Bis'

Three Norns: First through Third "Ye-Yo' dealers
Thyree

Riinemaidens:  Superstars Halle, Nia, and Yolanda
Hassals &: Brothers, Players, Boppers, Stars
Women from sround the fory

MWotan: Player Pat a.b.a. 'Silky' Drafes



@herk this out: @This translation is my very ofon personal transcription of the Opera 'Tailight of the
Gods' from Rickard Wagner's famons Opera compilation, The Ring of the Nibelung (Andrec Porter's version).
@his transcription is wery personal fo me in that the reader il be able to visnalize and feel some of the suents
that d experienced. Also, it allofos for the interested individmal, fulo hus walked in similar bashethall shoes as
wine, to understand Wagner's opera on 2 more dofon to earth level. This version is meant strictly for study and
enterfainment; it should not be used as an operafic experience. The franscription is not word for foord but allofus
the reader to grasp a parallel conceptual understanding of the story line. Some of the situations are made up and
ran just be fantasy; don't fake the franslation as my life story. Also, it is nof a mockery of the opera and thus,
there are no puns intended. As I have studied the opera, 3 have been able fo realize its situations, theories and
characters foithin my [ifestyle and backgronnd. FHor instance, the assigned names given fo Wagner's chararters
haue been nicknames giten fo my past and present friends, enemies, and [overs. Alsn, the srenes oreur on
warious haskethall courts that 3 have played on in the past. The Rock (baskethall) emulates the Ring'. Since
this is my text, varions dialects of real ife Tnglish have been nsed (ex. ehonics) in its format. A glossary of
terms (look for ialicized foords) for easier comprelension is inclnded af the end. More than anything, I have
rompiled a highly developed enterfainment guide to the opera foith informal style and language. Nofo its time to

sit hark, relax, sip some [emonade and enjoy my version.

Just to let you kuofe (PRELUDE)
Prelude: On Countrysive Baskethall Conrt
Jt's 2 'n the morning. @The sound of sneaks raressing the vourt and B.3. Srerefo bumping out the trunk of
somenne's randy-painted Cheiry is so familiar fo the hood. Three Ye-Yo dealers appear on the srene, lonking o
to the late night game. They sport starched out and creased pants, rolor-coordinated shirts and shoes, and
diamonds in their gold feeth. They are leaning up against their Qadillar parked nearby diseussing business

serretly. @hey are on lean.

15t Ye-Yo: What's that gleamin'?

znd Yeo-Yuo: Nafu, that's jnst some headlights.



30 Ye-Yu:
2nd Yo-Yu:
15t Ye-Yo:

20 Ye-Yo:

3rd Yo-Yu:

15t Ye-Yu:
znd Ye-Yu:

3ed Ye-Yu:
15t Ye-Yo:

Man, it's still dark. Pass me some of that drank.

Yealy fonl

(twalking 5 feet to the baskethall sidelines, and ponring some of kis 40 on the concrete
out of respert)

Man I use to be the baller out right cheal Thought I foas gonna make i fo the Pro-
rvonrt, Inshalla. This sip is for Silky'. Ya'll remember fim off of 5t foard. He
used to do brothers on the vonrts. @hat fool could shoot that rock too, dafog. That
by played for H-tofon on that $115 mill contract, getfing paid. Remember they
found out 'bont that reefa ke foas smokin'. He fucked up, man. A year later, he foas
playin' in the minors fill ke pulled fis groin. 3 haven't seen him since. We use fo
kick it hard.

Man, that boy foas cold, datug! I tried to guard hine one fime. All he did foas put
them Nike signs on my forelead. Brother fwould be doing 360's, findmills, and
shit. Qonl ass negro, alfways eutfin' for me folen them haters foonld try fo jack me
for my gold. He fvas a good student, foo. Talking bout he was gonna be the first
black president. That boy foas alfways preackin' 'bont religion. It's so furked up
fulpat money and fame foill do to ya. 3 ain't complaining thougl. 3'm still makin' my
green, and J'll alfoays be the same old G. Here lef me ponr some of this shit ont on
the slab for him.

HMan, nofo ke runs that club 'Chorolate Tofon' on the Northside. But he be messin'
fuith the forong tupe of brothas runnin' illegalized snofu, but makin' willions in the
process. Man, ke be teustin' too many people toith that shit. He gonna get played i
ke don't fuately out! 3 think some shit's 'bont to go dofon abont that beef fith Too
Short.

Bamn, is that the latws?

You're trippin’. Speakin' of man, that boy Silky should have never put Short in the
pen, man. He don't knofe folo ke dealin' fith.

Yealy, let me pour some ligour on the slab for that boy.

J tell ya one thing, that boy gave a [ot of us hope, boy. Banmm shame, another one



part of this system. Nofo it's nothin' but scrubs on this court. Shit @il never be the
same like bark in the day fulen fue use fo run these conrts.

20 Ye-Yo: Whatever dafog, my boy Shun dafog got some shills, and e fixin' to foreck shop if he
keeps his mind right. Just pass that boy the rock and ya'll find out. He'll make if to
the Pro's.

32 Ye-Yu: MWhatewer man, I got to go get some dough from Logueisha, she workin 3rd street
fool. @lose the frunk and let's roll.

They all leatre the srene in the War, jammin' Screfe on their Pioneer 12 inch speakers.

dt's 2 ' the evening. The sun is scorching dofon. Almost serybody in Houston is chillin, foatehin' Jerey

Springer on TH. The rising hood star, Sk Datoy is smothering in heat, practiving his jay from the 3-point

line at Qreekside Pavillion. He's got on the nefr Allen Juerson baskethall shoes, and the Nick Han Bxel, Lakers

jersey. Mettoeen his hand, he massages the old grip-less, leather-face of the Rock in a rolling ryclical pattern.

@oko enters the srene, talking passionately to her man. She's foearing some nefo Nike sneaks foith a sport's bra

and University of Texas baskethall shorts that she borrofoed from fer man.

@oko: (Reminisring in desire). Say beau, last night foas the bowb! We had it goin' on in
the back seat of your Regale. We straight knocked them springs right out! Lot me
knofu if you need some more sugar.

Shnu: Yealy, you knoto it gitl. I got to keep it reall You had it goin on, for veal, with them
strafuberries and folipped rream. But you knote I need yon there for me. J lowe ya.
You're my heart and soul. You gotta lef me knofo if you ewer need anything.

@oko: (Plaufully stealing the haskethall)

Baby, I'm so glad you saved we from that house and let me move in with you. Inst
that alone shofes we your love. That honse is crazy foith my momms steuttin' all fer
stuff for those pertrerted men fuljo visit. You koo I [owe ya for that and alfeays will.

Shau: (Plagfully, and flirting foith childlike affection). Baby, hand me that rock. It means
a lot to me. Bid you koo I foon it from Magic Johnson at his hoop conference
ronfest fulen 3 foas 127

@oko: (Waugling and shoofing the ball fith unbalanced coordination. She makes the



Shau:

@oko:

Shu:

Uoka:

basket, and then turns fwith prideful, enchanting eyes to her lover.) 3 heard the
stories foney, but you sfill can't handle mel

(fwith sarcasm and licking kis lips as ke stares fer up and dofon)

You're probably right "bont that.

(They both Lauglh at this seductive gesture as Bazzle shofos her shy nature with her
dazzling roko eyes)

Say girl, you knofe I gof to go dofon to Alief. My homies are talkin' 'bout fustling
some chumps for some change. (Bazzle sighs in disapproval). Bon't trip baby and
gitre we that [ook, you knofo I need the cheeze fo buy some groceries for you and 3.
W ain't got nothing in the irehox af the crib. Lef we go out and do my thang. Is
that all right foith yon?

Yealy, you kuofe I'm dofon for you. I just get foorried somefimes about the thugs
out there. 3'll be chillin fith my sis, Aisha. Just hit me on the pager fohen you need
me. Remember, 929- CORO!

(Seeing his homeboy Rid Sid roll np in the Geo Tracker, decked out ghetto style.
Rid Sid starts honkin' for kim to rome)

Slofo your roll, $id. 3'm comin'l (He turns back to Coko)

®Girl, keep this rork. J want you to have if. You knofo you are everything to me. I
foonld euen give this np for you! My mow told me me one thang before she died and
only nofy, foith you in my life, 3 feel her on this. "If I fwere your teardrop I oould
roll dofon your face and onto your lips; but if yon fuere my teardrop, 3 foonld newer
blink!" (Risses her delicately as if he fastes rose pedals. Then ke turns afoay and
shonts to Bid Fid to hold up while running after him. He sfoings the randy-painted
door and they roll off into the gleaming sun)

(gazing fwith pleasure and solitude bettoeen the Rock and her departing lover,
respertively. She shouts.)

Hye baby! Bo fuell and be safe please!

(Nofo eternal loneliness looms over fer body. Yet, she is pleased that she has the

wery hest of her lover. She realizes that this is the best thing she has strer atfained in



her pathefic excuse for a life. Slofuly she bounces the Rock in Ghetto bliss)
Nofn, 3 have your heart. What more van I ask for?



Alief Pavillion Conrt-

Act One

Rust metal barkboards and slightly bent rims foeaken the effectiveness of the

unskilled. Ouly the big fime players ran vome here to fest their stamina. Mess around on this side of tofon and

yon might end np fith bullets, laying in the gutter somefulere. It's all abont pride!

Srene 1- The Bream appears on the scene along with Beanie Man. NeNe, Bre's sister, also rame along fo foateh

the ballers perform. 3t is early and no one is af the court et except for some hids. As Bre is stretehing out, the

Beanie Man is conversafing foith him from the edge of the court.

The Bream:

Charlie Hustle:

The Bream:

Oharlie Hustle:

The Bream:

Charlie Hustle:

The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

The Bream:

Charlie Hustle:

The Bream:

@Charlie Hustle:

(With pride) Who's the man? J'm even better than Mickael Jordan.

Bafog, I fwish I fas taller so J van be as good as you. Bamn mama for giving you
all the good genes.

Whatever, brol Af least you have the good grades. You need fo keep your mind in
them bonks.

(Bofonplaying the praise by stoitching the subject). Say fool, you need to try to holla
at some of these females that vome fo the courts. On the veal, 3 think 3 knofo one
gitl you van get af.

Yealy, like fohn?

@hat girl eueryhody ralls Bazzle. That yellofe bone is fine as fell, and I bet she
foonld probably fry to bit yon up if you play your vards right.

J'll think 'bout it. You knofo kot I start to slip every single fime 3'm around a
sexy sfar.

J think 3 knofe somebody that might hook yon up bro.

et

That fool Shnu Bateg from around the fway. He's a plager for real. He knofos a lof
of these hoes.

Wihat makes you think that he's got more ladies than me?

(With sarcasm) Brother, please. That fool is o baskethall star, ke even shofoed me
his autographed Magic Johnson rock that he won. Whoewer holds that rock is

intrincible on the baskethall conrt.



The Broam:
Charlie Hustle:
The Brean:
Charlic Hustle:
The Broam:
Charlic Hustle:

"@andi'lirions:

@harlie Hustle:

"andi'[irions:

The Bream:
Oharlie Hustle:

He fuon that compefifion from bark in the day?

Yes sir, and ever since then these ladies be flockin' o fim.

So you think ke can holla af that gicl.

With no foork!

What makes you think he feould fwant fo help me ouf.

J heard hie's got a thang for your sister but never fried fo holla. You ran hook thew
up.

Furk you Beanie. Why you got to play with me [ike that? You knofo ke foouldn't
foant to falk fo me.

(leaning ouer to NeNe's ear from belind her) Remember that purple chronic in the
trunk. Trust me, you can play foith him with that shit. He'll ome right af cha.
(mowing slightly afoay from NeNe and addressing both of his velatives) Wait fill that
fool shofos up kere. We'll give him something to smoke on.

(Addressing Beanie) J'm glad mamma gave one of us the brains. (Rearkes ont and
gives ffim a fny).

So you say he'll come here.

Bon't forry abont it, I set it up for a hustle game. Inst put a little money fo loose

on the fable. As a matter of fact, he's on his fay.

Srene 2- Sl Batug and Rid Fid roll up on the parking lof. Beanie Man, dressed in his silk suit, goes out fo

greef them.
Charlie Hustle:

Shu:
The Bream:
Shu:

What's up fooll (Beanie man gives botl of them the player's hand shake as Bre
looks on. Bre is preparing to weet the rumored Shnn-Batog. They aproack the
baskethall conrt)

Say, fohere's this fool Bre J hear so muck abhout.

Hookin' for me!

Yealy, I'm lookin for ya. I hear yon're the star on this side of fofm. People sven
talking bout some Jnshalla deal you got goin' on. So fukat's up with them pro

seoufs. You think you can ook me up, partuer!



The Bream:

Shu:

@harlie Hustle:

We'll see, It all depends on fokat you van do for we, homie. So fuhat's up, you just
gonna stand there or are yon gonna play foith the big fymers out here! (Passing
Sl Bafug a baskethall).

Yealy, I van kick it fith va'll fools fill the real compefition shofus up (in jest). (Nofw
turning to Beanie) Say, hof did you knofo foho I fras?

J hear the rumaors, fool.

(Whyile Siegfried is plaging one on one baskethall fith Bre, Beanie foalks to his ride
along fith NeNe)

(Both Bre and Shnu Bafoyg ave talking trash back and forth)

The Bream:
Shu:
The Bream:
Shu:
The Bream:
Shau:
The Bream:
Shu:
The Bream:
Shu:

The Bream:
Charlie Hustle:

Shu:

Your mamma dresses yon funny. (As he slides by Sk foith o crossover dribble for
the easy lay up)

You can't fade me! (jumping in the air fith an incredible turnaronnd fade-afoay shot
and making if)

You ran't see me, gef your vision checked, fool.

J'll give you something to see, my highlight reels.

Punk, 3 do chwmps like gou every day. (Blocking Shnu Batoy's attempted duuk)
Watel this! (@uickly stealing the ball from Bre and bringing the ball from belind his
back for the easy lay in).

Please, do you knofo fulin I am? (Shooting the ontside open 3-pointer and making
it).

Raise off my nuts biteh! (Shnn Datug takes to the air with 2 360 clocked slam dunk
to end the game)

Yealy, tohatever, you just got lucky!

Aud you knofe this.

Yo Beanie, gite him that $1000 bill fonl.

(Handing kim the $1000) Here you go playa. Go get yourself some nefu gear fo
foear. Say, by the fray I heard you fwon some Nikes in that contest.

Yealy, I left them at some vourt on accident. They ain't foorth shit anyfeay because

they lost all their grip.



Charlie Hustle:

Shau:

Oharlie Hustle:

Shu:

@harlie Hustle:

Shun:
The Bream:

J heard you also foon Magic's old jersey. You knoto if you foear that thing, it makes
you lonk higger.

Yealy, but twhy foould I need to ook bigger. See d even beat Bre, and he's a lof
bigger than me.

Su fukat else did yon foin?

Just an antographed ol baskethall.

Aud foliere is that rock?

J gave it to this gitl I eut for.

Man, I can't believe you beat we. J'll look in on that sconting agent for ya, playa.

(NeNe reappears on the court, dressed in some cuf shorts and a fight fit safin white shict fith no bra nuderneath.

Her ass is all stickin' out along foith her chest. In her hand she's got some purple chronic rolled up in a plastic

bag.)

"Qandi'licions:

Shu:

The Bream:

Shu:

The Bream:

Shau:
The Bream:

Shau:

(Addressing Shuu Datog) Hey, tohat's up! I'm Bre's sister. Here's some sperial
chronic. My bro frant's you to smoke with ns. Can yon dig it?

Yealy, girl. 'l smoke foith ya'll. You kuofe I can't be disrespertiul.

(Takes a toke on the reefa, and then all of 1 sudden is feeling it in his lnngs and chest.
As the smoke blofus on ifs feay fo his mind, he starts to forget things, esperially
about Qoko. All of & sudbden, le's is steuck fith an urge fo conversate fith NeNe)
Say Bre, fohat's yonr sister's name? (Saying this real slofuly)

Nele

What's up girl, van I falk to you for a minnte, or are you gonna stand there and act
shy. (NeNe, all ewharrassed mns afvay info the parking lof).

(Shnu Batog addresses Bre) So fulut's np, you got a girl?

Na man, there's this one yellofe bone from around the foay, but I don't think she's
inferested.

Man whatener, I probably knofe her too. Why you got fo say all that?

Man 3 heard she's a superstar and I heard you gof to approack her fith some fight
lyrivs to cately her attention. 3 don't kot if 3 van risk my pride in that shif!

Wt me hnofu fulo she is fool. She ran't be that fight! 3'1 help ga ont.



The Bream:

Shuu:

@he Bream:

Shu:

The Bream:

Shu:

The Bream:
Shu:

"andi'[irions:

@harlie Hustle:

"@andi'lirions:

@harlie Hustle:

@hen hook we up foith that gitl Bazzle I hear so nuck shont.

(Not rerognizing folat he's doing becanse of the effects from the special marijnans)
Yealy, I'Il holla at that giel for ya tohen I go back fo my hood. Tet me holla af your
sister then, fool.

Yeuly, for sure, here's NeNe's rell mumber (passing a slip of paper fith the phone #
foritten on it.) But hofo are you gouna hook we and that yellofe bone up.

Man, 'l just foear my jersey fo look as big as you and then ill foear a hat and some
fake facial huir to hide ont. @hen, 'l say some stueet lyrics fo make fer knees fueak,
foul.

All vight then, let's stuear to it. If you fuck this up, yon get the ullet. Aud if 3 fry
to trick yon, then 3'll get my fate ton. (They both smoke to i)

Man, I got to go. It's getting late and I got to foork in the morning. Lot me see if
J ran vatel that yellof bone for ya tonight.

All right then playa, keep it reall

For surel (Shun Bafug leaves with Kid Sid fwho has been plaging fwith some
chmps on a side conet nearby the enfive fine)

(Qowing back from the parking lot) Bid Shuu leave? Why so soon?

Berause he foanted to bring that yellofo-bone to your bro. Bon't foorry giel, e got
your digits before he left. He foas anxions fo get them too.

That's my man. (in admiration)

(Aside to fimself) Man, if Shun brings Coko to Bre, then I can get that rock and be
a baskethall star. These fools just don't knofo fokat 3 have in store. (Mangling in

self merriment)

Srene 3- Wark on Countrysive Baskethall Conrt, Dazzle has come back o the vonet in hopes of finding her man

Sl Batug. She sits on the sidelines staring af the rock thinking of fim. She hears the song '4 page letter’

approacking her from out someone's rar steren

@oko:
Aisha:

J foonder fulo that could be?

(from the distance) Bazzlel Goka! Where ave ya?



@oko:
Aisha:

Qoko:

Aisha:

Qoko:

Aisha:

Qoko:

Aisha:
@oko:

Aisha:

Qoko:

Aisha:

Uoka:

Aisha:

That's my sister. Aisha, I'm over here! What did you rome here for?

J needed to fulk to you sis.

Say you knofu, even though mamma and papa don't like me and kicked me ont of the
honse, 3w happy gicl. 3've got a real man and e fakes rare of me proper like. 3o,
you ran save your pity for someone else.

J snuck afoay from Pat's fouse just fo come speak fo you girl. So, stop being so
silly.

You sonnd [ike you've eorried sis. I guess that means Papa didu't forgive me for
dropping ouf of school.

Some things are more important than getfing in trouble fwith Bad.

What's more important? Ave you ©.7R.2

That house is all fucked up wan, and it's getfing foorse.

Wike fohat?

Bad [ost kis job and started drinking o lof. You kot ahout that. Then mama
cheated on Bad foith another man because Bad foas freating her forong. Nofu
euerything is fuched up. And our sister's and bro's are all falkin' bont leaving our
house. But our family has had that property for abont 100 years nofo. 3 don't foant
to [oose that. We'ue already got some man from the bank threatening to take it afuay
from us.

After Bad kicked me out, I don't rare any more. The brother's and sisters can take
rare of themselues. Mesides, I'm fired of that place anyfoays.

At least for me, sis, do fuhat 3 tell ya. Throfo that rock afway. (Poinfing at the old
rock) 3 talked to a psychic and she fold me that if yon don't throfu it afvay,
something real bad fwill happen. (Al lies)

Whatever girl, you're trippin'l Bo you knofe olat this means to me. My bean loft it
for me as a tolken of fis love. But then again, you've never been in [ove 0 you mst
be jealons.

All vight then, don't listen. Sk Bafog fuas trying to falk to one of my fome gicls,
NeNe, the other day. 3'm telling yon, that brotha ain't about shit. You better foatch



Qoko:

Shu:

@oka:
Shu:

Qokao:

Shu:
{oko:

Shu:

Uoka:

Shau:

out before yon get played. 3'm ont of herel (She leaves)

Yealy, go abead and fwalk afway you srandalons girl. Nobody is goin fo steal my man
from me. This rock is mine. (She sees a car voll up. Thinking it is Sk, she runs
out to great im only to end up dissapointed that it isn't him) (She realizes that
Sk is nof roming fo get her like he said e oould on the phone. Nofu, she begans
to believe in fokat her sister, Aisha said foas true. Why would her loving sister make

up sucl an elaborate tale?)

(A loud uoice coming from the fwindofo of the subnrban) Say girl, are you the one
they rall Dazzle?

Yeal, that's me. Who feant's to knof?

(Bisguised as Bre, fith a lof baskethall logo fitted hat on, some makenp for facial
hair, and foearing the old Takers jersey). Bon't you knofe baby. 3'm the man,
girlfriend. But you can call me Bre

Yealy so

Su let me talk fo you for a minute!

(@n reuolt against her current boyfriend, she fralks over fo the frindofy of the candy
painted submrban) Wealy, fouz up!

Say listen, I'm not goin' fo fry and impress you gitl. 3 just foanted to lef you knofo
that 3'ue been fuateliing you for a fokile, and 3 can see you're heart is in dismay. My
only hope in this foorld is to bring you a brighter day. 3 see you avound all the fime.
Finally, 3've rome rorrect and approached you abont this passion of mine. So don't
[et we dofon girl, [ef me fake you ont fo eut af [east tonight. Qould 3 please boreofo o
little bit of your precious time? That's all I ask for, stoeet lady.

(She soaks all this in. At the same fime, she hurts from the fact that Sl left her
there in the cold foken he said he'd be there around 9 pon. She foonder's if Sl is
out creeping fuith that ofher female, NeNe. Jealousy, hatred, and hurt all fill her
heart all of & sudden) If you shoot this shot from half cont, then 3'll be yours.

J don't kot if I can, but 'l try. (He gets out of the car and they both foalk



@oko:
Shun:

Uokao:

Shau:

tofuards the baskethall court. He lares his shoes up, dribbles the ball aronnd o liftle
bit and then approackes the half court line. Neruous, he ralms himself fith a deep
breath as Bazzle looks at him with innocence. He takes fuo steps and then pushes
the ball forfoard in a perfect ryclival pattern. @he ball falls onto the rim and rolls
around. They both fatel in afee. Then the ball falls slofoly through the net.)

Yeal, who's the man? (Bancing and chanting in response to his accomplishment).
Barn, d foas just playin'. I didn't think that yon foould really make that.

Yeal but I did girl. So tohat's np. Ave you gonna let this Casanowa fine and dine
you, or are you gonna play we for 1 fool?

Nafu, 3 stick to my foord. 3 guess I'll have to go with you. But, you get only one
rhanre to make it right. So you better nof fuck up. Bon't fake me for « sister foho
likes to eat at IHOY. (she gathers her stuff and they both falk of together tofoards
the rar).

(As they are foalking afuay, they are talking) So fulat kind of food yon like?
Chinese? Jtalian? Mexican? It's all good, girl. Bon't feorry I got plenty of ends to

satisfy you. Whatewrer you need, I'm going to handle i!

Later on that night Shnu Bafug stwitrhes plares foith Bre in the bathroom of the 59 motel room. Before he

leawes, ke informs Bre of the poetry that ke sung to aftain sucl a female as Bazzle so that Bre foonld knofo wlere

he stond in the provess. He gives Bre the keys fo Bre s Suburban that ke borrofued earlier in the day for the

project. Also, he steals the enchanfing rock antographed by Magic Johnson. Hofoever, ke sfill is not afoare of

its magiral pofuers. Slofuly ke slithers out the findofo of the bathroom and dissapears off info the streetlights

foith his extra .45 gun just in rase the jackers from around the foay fry fo mess with ki,



AQT 2

Srene 1- The srene takes place at Alief Pavilion Court. It is about 3 in the morning. No one insane is up,
esperially in this part of the hood. Only the hustlers, pimps, hoes, and addicts roam the streets fiending for their
desire fuljether it be money or pleasure.  The baskethall vonrt is completely dark except for a iftle light roming
from a small lamp in the rorner bathroom of the pavilion. No one is at the vonrts, except for one dreadful plotfing
soul, Charlie Hustle. He is reclining on a bencl thinking to himself as his infamous father Barl 'the Goat'

appears on the scene.

Barl: Wy you sfill afoake boy?

Charlie Hustle: What's goin' on Barl?

Barl: Hatre you been thinkin 'bont fulat 3 told gou?

Oharlie Hustle: Yeah

Barl: Remember 'bout fokat 3 told you 'bont the rork. If you possess that rock, you fill

make it to the pros and everyone else will hate you in enty. Damn, Player Pat stole
that rock from me and gave i fo Maiic Johnson. That's hote Majic fwent to the pros
and herame so popular, and 3 foas left here fo kick boots in the dust. Buerghody
knofus ahont we son. Bioergbody knefo I should have made i to that Lakers feam in
1984. There foas only one spot left on that team and Majic Johnson got it berause
of that rock. Fuck lim, and fuck all of Player Pat's family and click. We're goin' to
rise onre again, boy. You heard me?

Qharlie Hustle: Bon't stress. I got if all rovered. Onee Shu hooks my boy Bre and that yellofn
bone Bazzle up, then I ran easily get that rock from her. Buen if 3 have to foree my
gat dofon her throat, 3'Il get that vock. Aud then, swerybody will recognize this
baller in the mix. They said I fuas too short fo play and they foould gl at me
fulen 3 fuonld frant fo ran a pickup game foith them. Wateh out, man. They don't
knofo nan. 3'm 'hout fo make a come upl Soon, 'l be the one clofonin'l

Tarl: Alright then kid. 3 see you got your priovifies straight. Bon't flex over if foo much.
Gt some sleep. You'te gonna need it. Just promise me you'll pay them back for me.

Charlie Hustle: Shit, 3w in this for me. And if it brings all of thew hoes dofm, then you can join

e and foe'll blaze up fo onr surcess!



Srene 2- The next day on the same Alief Pavillion Court. The fime is about 5 pm. This is when the true ballers

rome out to test their handles and shots on the court. You have to have real money to play out here. None other

than Qharlie Hustle dominates the gambling of these rourts. Buerybody knofus Bre on these rourts. If Bre

steps on this baskethall conrt foith his Reeboks on, then it's pretty much all over. @uly the bravest and the loyal

rome here fo play in Bre's presence. Recently, there has been lots of falk about fop pro receniters attending the

provessions of the rourt to fwately Bre play. There is about 25 people fuaiting fo play pickup games on the 4

awailable rourts. @he Hustlers, Gangsters, and Pimps are all vither [eaning on or in their candy-painted rars

fuith chromed out rims. Buerybody is jammin' some sort of scerefo fape in their radio. There are also a lot of

females around, ranging from superstars fo boppers to hoes. In this situation there is a lot of marking going on.

Shun:

Oharlie Hustle:

Shu:

Charlie Hustle:

Shu:

Charlie Hustle:

(NeXe appears
'Candi'livious:

Shu:

'@andi'licions:
Shu:
'@andi'licions:
Shu:
'Qandi'licions:

Shau:

(Shnu Batug, dressed in his cheap Bre imitation, appears fwith his honies ouf of
unofulere on to the scene.)

What's up Beanie Man?

HMan, I didn't think you feonld feant to vome back on this side of tofon, playa.
Yealy, foell you knofu J had to fake rare of some business for my man Bre.

J see you trying to look like my boy Bre. So you hooked Bre up with that girl,
@oko.

You kuote kot I doit. Where's that fine lady NeNE?
Say NeNe, rome over here. (Shoufing arross the conrf)

anxionsly. She is swiling as she approackes Sk Bafog and Beanie)

Whats up?

Say girl, I hooked your brother up fith that gitl Coko. So, nofo it's me and you
babe!

For real?

Nofu you're my gitl.

Do, Bazzle is foith my bro?

You knofu this!

But my brother couldn't have hollered af her, he's ton shy!

Yealy, so d hollered af her instead, looking like your brother.



"Qandi'licions:
Shuu:
"@andi'licions:

Shu:

'Candi'livious:
@harlie Hustle:
Shun:

"@andi'licions:

Shau:

Sreene 3-

@harlie Hustle:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

Charlie Hustle:

She didu't recognize yon?

J'm the master of disguise. (With a cocky affitude)

Tut she foanted yon. Bid you sleep with her? (In confusion, and anger)

Wit & minute babe, you kuofo I foouldn't do that to you. Jn the middle of the night,
me and Bre suitched places back af the motel foithout her knofuing. 3 lef you're
brother kuofe fokat I told her so far and ke handled it ith ease. You're brother's
pro. @hen d foent back to my crib and slept. @he fivst thing 3 did foday foas to come
here to see you. You should be fappy!

3w happy. But I'w scared of you, boy!

Wait, 3 think I see Bre's Submrban pulling up in the parking lof.

See, fokat did I tell ya. I bet he bronght Dazzle with him.

Tet's go see what's goin' on fwith them. (She starts to walk afoay fofoards the
Subuthan)

(Brabbing her arm from belyind and folding her fight in a sfoaying motion. She likes
this sudden affectionate gesture, and she giggles with approval.) Teave them alone,
yon nozy girl. Come over here and ol with me. (Leading her to & nearby benck
fulyile still clasping o her from belind) They'll come over here. Who knofus fulpat

thuse fun lotrebirds are doing up in that ride.

(Beanie Man runs on to the basketball court and intereupts the current gawe in folfich
wuost of Bre's Sonthfoest Htofun click is playing baskethall. He furthers his
attention by stealing the ball and not allofoing the other homeboys to play)

(®ut of enthusiasm and fith attitude) Give wme that balll

(Not all simulfaneously, one by one) What the fuck Beanie? Gef the fuck of the
rourt? Raise up off the conet, man! Give me that balll Yon better stop trippin’
before 3 get my fuckin' gat! (Other hustlers, and hoes from the sidelines join the
srene fo see fuljat's going on. Qurinsity infrigues the enfive group)

Say bitches, shut the fuck np and [isten to fohat I have fo say.



1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
@harlie Hustle:

L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

@harlie Hustle:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

Charlie Hustle:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
Oharlie Hustle:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

Oharlie Hustle:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

(®nly one at « time) This better be guick, fool. We fryin' to make some real money!
(With pride and jest) Yon bitches wonldn't see real money even if I flashed it before
your eyes! (Flashing his diamond studded Rolex tately in front of the players) Nofu
listen to fulat the furk 3 got to say.

(@n atue of the foately, one by one) That's clean, man! Where did you get that ho?
Yon been pushing stones once again, Beanie?

A true hustler never reveals his secrets. Nofo shut up and listen. It's about our boy
Bre.

(dn panic, one by one shofuing their devotion) What the fuck happened? Bid them
Nuorthside fools get at him? Man, let's ride and get af them hoes? Bid them five-0's
mess fuith him?

Nafu, man. Nothing like that.

(®nly one) Then fohat's goin' dofon?

That boy Shnu Bafug rame through for him! He hooked Bre up with that gil,
Bazzle. Ya'll remermber fer. That fine ass yellofe bone from around the foay! She
rould be a furkin' supermodel like Halle Berry. Man, our dafog got o "boofi'full gicl
nofo fellas.  TLurky motherfurker!

(Another one) That's fight, fooll But fwhy the fuck you got to interrupt onr game.
You could have fold us that later.

Yealy, but Bre just pulled up with Dazzle. We need fo go check onr homeboy ont. At
least, fue need to smoke somethin' to that shit!

(Agreeing fith each ofher, oue by one) Man let's go out to the parking lof. Yealy, let

e holla at my boy Bre.  That's my dafog, makin' & come np in this worl!

They all fead out to the parking lof, stoppin’ by their vars to get the foeed fo smoke fo. The scene is thick fith

smoke as one by one the players start to blaze up the greenery. Qadillars, Benzes, Chevrolet droptops and

Xatigators fill the parking lof foith that H-tofon mmsic. Neon lights and chrome grills and tims illominate the

parking [of.

Sreene 4-

Bre sees his homeboys rausing havor in the parking [ot and steps ont of the



1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:

The Bream:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
@he Bream:

Suburhan to greet them. The brotherly love he receives by the players one by one
ouerfulielms him. He never huefo he fuas this important. He is grinning fith o swile
upon ks fave. In his mind e thinks, 'Today is o good day'.

(®ne by one, giving Bre praise and the plager's handshake) What's up Bre? We
heard "bont you! - 3 see you trying fo make a vome up. Qan 3 just say, she's lowely
foul.

Yeal man, you knofo I'w the man! She's the bowb, isn't she? (Tooking for
approval and rereiving i) Man, ya'll jnst don't knofo. She's the essence of
flafolessness. Ya'll brothers better freat her right or you'll hear from mel

(®nly one) That's my dafug!

(Bre and Bazzle approack the baskethall conrt follofoed by the others. Bre spots
Sk Batoyg leaning on the park bench fith his sister on his lap and starts to
approach them fwith his nefo giclfriend) Say fool, what's up? (Giving Shnn dab) I
see you fith my sis. It's all gravy baby! Sk Batog and NeNe, Bre and Coko!

@oko fears this and furns around only to realize that her ex-boyfriend is holding another female. And euen as

murh as she refused to believe the rumors, the viefn affiems her deepest fears. Soreofo melts her feart as she

loses her composure and pushes Bre afuay to the point twhere ke is no longer toucking her. Some of Bre's

howehoys are nhseriing the srenery af the same fime sfill smoking on that greenery.

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
Shau:
@oko:

Shu:
{oko:

Shu:
{oko:

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
Charlie Hustle:

(®nly one) What the fuck is forong fwith her? Why she trippin’ all of 2 sudden?
Say girl, fohat's forong foith gou?

You ...... fuitly frer? (Jnzzled)

Yealy, this is my girl, NeXNe.

Bon't art [ike you don't knofo we, you triflin ol 3 ran't believe this is happening to
wel (She grofos wery excited, and all of 2 sudden, she faints and falls to the ground)
HMan, hold you're gicl np before she hurts herself! (Quickly nofioning to Bre)
(Regaining her consciousness and seeing the rock nnderneatl Shou's arm) That's
my rork! Shu Bafog!

(®nly one) What the hell is goin' on?

Han, she's got something on her mind, players. et her speak!



@okao:

Shau:
@oko:

The Bream:
@oko:

Shu:

The Bream:

Qoko:

"@andi'licions:

Qoko:

The Bream:
@oko:
Shu:

@oko:

PL, Hus, Bop, etr.:
The Dream:

P, Hus, Bop, etr.:
Shnu:

J've been looking for that ball, and I remembered seeing Bre steal that ball from we.
Su hof did yon get i#f?

J don't knofo okt the fuck you talkin "bout! This is my rock!

(Tooking at Bre, angrily) If yon stole that ball from e, you better get that back
from him!

J didn't give him anything! Do you knofe fahat you saying?

(Still looking at Bre) So, fulat did you do fith my rock? (Looking to the crofd)
Nofu, 3 knofo! (Joinfing at Shou) You stole that from mel Don't liel

(Getting a firm grip of the rock) Man, 3 don't knofo what you saving. I didu't steal
this! Ya'll knote, I foon this in that Magic Johnson shont-out compefition back in
the day. Toerghody knofos about that.

Say baby, Yo you realize fuhat you saying? If you're straight with this, then there's
nothing else to talk about. Sk fucked up and he'll gef the gat.

Yealy, I'm damn surel Hofo van all ya'll sit here and see this shit goin' on? Fuck all
of ya'lll

He didn't do you forong! (In defense of her man)

(Talking to herself) Fivst he leaves me and nofo ke's goin' to act shady. Rl that
bastard]

@l dofon!

Furk all of ya'lll That brother fras my man. We fucked only 2 nights agal

WBitch please! She don't knofo folat the fuck she's falkin' bout! 3've been chillin' on
this side of fofon fith my homeboy Bre for the last 3 days or sol If you don't think
su, J left my bashethall sneakers at Bre's fouse day before yesterday. Ya'll knofe I
foouldn't go no fulere fwithout access to my one and frue [ove.

Whatever, hie's probably got other shoes to play baskethall in, angfoays!

Man, did yon fuck that gicl?

@ell me this shit isu't for reall She's lying, isn't she?

Yealy fonl, you better sfoear on a gat!

Bive me a fuckin' gat! 3'll shofo you I'm for real.



Charlie Hustle:

Sl
ok
P, Hus, Bup, ohe.:
Sl

Man, here's my gat. Put it in gour month and stoear that if you e that bullet fill
dig deep in your chest sooner or lafer.

Give me that fuckin' ho. (He does as Beanie Man suggests) This is my foord]
Furk you, you triflin’ ho! That bullet's goin' fo gef at va, you best belisue it!

That's some real shif!

Bre, look after your girl. Hofo can yon let her call you out like that? (Pulling Bre to
the side) I guess my disguise fuasn't romplete! Bon't weorey "hout it, she'll stay
fuith you fulien all is said and done. (Addressing euerghody once again) Man, she's
just fired from all that foork ny boy Bre put in last night (langling in spite). Come
om, some one pass me some sticky green and [et's blaze fo my nefo prospect in the

parking lof. (Indicating to NeNe)

They all follofe Shun slofoly but surely. Goko stays belind in sorrof. Also, Chatlie Hustle and the Bream stay

belind deep in thought about the recent etrents.

Srene 5-

Uokao:

Charlie Hustle:
@oko:
Clarlie Hustle:
@oko:

Charlie Hustle:
@oko:

Charlie Hustle:

Uoka:

(@n sorrofo and self-pity) Hofo can he do that fo me? I loved him. That foas my
man. J gave him my heart and soul, and I thonght he gave wme kis by giving me the
rock. Whao ran felp me nof?

Bon't fworry about it gicl. I feel your pain. I van help ya get revenge!

®n fohn?

@hyat lying bastard!

You ran't mess fwith fim. Bo you knofe foho that is? Bid you see the kind of games
ke played foith me. He's ton strong for yal

Hut e gave his foord on my gat.

Nofuadays, foord ain't shit. Yon got to have better plans fo mess with fim.

J knofu he's the man on the baskethall conct, and ke rolls fight with his crefe. But, 3
knofo 3 van trick that fool. He'll fall to my gat.

Yealy, but 3 hnote for o fact that if he's on the baskethall court, you can't fuck foith

bim berause his hoys @will be around protecting him.



Charlie Hustle:

Qoko:

Charlie Hustle:

@he Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

Uokao:

The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

The Bream:

Oharlie Hustle:

The Bream:

Charlie Hustle:

The Bream:
@oko:

Charlie Hustle:

You tryin' to say I van't handle this.

Naf, 3'm just saying you got to get him afoay from the baskethall vourt. He's pretty
murh intincible on the conet.

My gat can take vare of its business. Lorafion? Bon't worry 'bout it. I got this
shit handled.

(Facing Bre) Bro, get up and help yonr beantiful gicl. Bon't worey, nofe you got
her. That's fulat counts.

Man, 3 can't beliewe it! (Still in shock from the previons events)

J knofo.

(Pwinfing at Bre) You're just a cofoard. Hofe can I be with someone folo doesn't
euen give a fuck abont fuljat that shiesty punk did to me. You don't love me! You're
nohody!

@ome on girl. Bon't say all that! I'w still in shock too. That fool steore that e
foon't fuck fith our agreement. 3 think ke screfued me.

Yon damm right he screfoed you! That bitel has to die or else both of you are just
guin' fo be some fricks all your life. 3t's all about respert.

His life!

That's the only thing to reclaim your pride.

But fue sfoore on some chronic. We're supposed to be brothers.

He called that shit off. His guts must pay fwith this bullet. (pulling a bullet ont of fis
gat)

He ralled it off?

By messin' fwith you.

He fucked me?

Both of ya'll got we canght up in this drama. And both of you don't seem to give a
danmn ahont the fway 3 feell Something has to be done, so d can af least kol my fare
high onee again.

(To Bre secretly) I'll smoke that fool and yon can get & hold of the rock and

Jushalla pofoers, bro.



The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

The Dream:

Oharlie Hustle:

The Bream:
@oko:

The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

(twhispering bark) Coko's rock!

@he Magic Johnson autographed rork. The one and only.

(Nofu back to botl of them) So you feant to handle this. We've come to the
conclusion.

He's finito, bro!

But my little sis loves that fooll I can't do that to that foal.

Shut upl She stole him from we foith her foicked shit! She doesn't deserue fim.
Furk her!

Watch out gicll That's my sister. Bt since ke hurt you, I can't lot this shit pass.
J think 3 love you girll 3'll revenge you! But Beanie's got fo do this dict secretly
berause 3 don't have rage enougl fo fuet my yonnger sister's heart. That giel's been
through a lot already. If I take his life, then 3 ran never be her brother again.
@That's for real. J'll take care of it. We'll do this murder Friday night (the next day)
fulen foe're at Chorolate Tofm. (club on the Northside of Houston) Wit all those
strobe lights on the dance floor, he foon't knofe folat fim and fis fowies can't fatcl
his back either. Aud belieue me, 3'll find a reason for kim fo dance on that foond.

(Talking to himself in lauglter) Wately, I'Il get my revenge ton!

All three of them discuss Beanie's plans even further. Anger, frustration, and self pity sfill preside over the frio.

Something big is about to go dofon. The plot is larger than all three. Murder! Redrum! 1871 & feef deep!

Mhatever you might rall it. They all knofe its magnificence and start fo foke on some reefa fo clear their fear-

rlogged throats and minds. Boen with all this stress, they all follofo the based out sounds out to the parking lof

to take part of the ghetto masguerade.

AQT 3

Srene 1- Outside the rlub Chorolate-tofun, the superstars Halle, Nia, and Yolanda

stand in a gronp by themselves. They hate just climbed out of a black stretely Rolls Royre with the original

fokite-fuall oheels. It is Friday night. These superstars are praised by all of the players arross Atofon. They



motre together steryfulere they roll to. All of them stay in the rich side of fofun, River Oaks. It is guite odd to
see all of them at this thuggish club. @heir pofuer is guite forceful. IF oue foere to slightly mess fith her hair
foith her hand, men fuljo foatel in admivation foould fall to the ground from the seductive gesture. A lof of men
foould pea in their pants fulen they are spoken to from the uoluptuous lips of & superstar. They can't fandle it.
Only the players foith the tightest, cleanest, freshest poetry ran attain enough strength to bare the enchanfing
foitcly-like pofuers from these superstars. @hey are knofun as superstars because fwlhen the players lay dofon at
night to sleep they gaze up af the superstars in the sky and dream of these foomen. They all have been ashed by
the club manager fo dance inside the steel rages inside the club. The steel rages are lorated next fo eark other and
are all mounted on a platform about 3 feet higher than the dance floor. Boerybody knofos they get paid fop dollar
eueryfolere they go. Plagers from all avound H-tofun attend the nightlife at Chorolate-tofon just to vieto the
refined lines of these beanfiful creatures sfoay fo the beats mixed by Houston's very ofon personal Bee-Jay Madd
Hatta. The three take their places around 10:00 .

(Simultaneously as they are dancing, they conversate.)

Halle: Bawn girl these rages are filthy!

Nia: Yealy, but old boy is goin' to pay us some real paper tonight.

Yuolanda: Yealy, It's definitely funrtly it!

Halle: @hese people are disgusting! Yook, everybody's fuearing starched ouf jeans and gold
teeth. Hggh!

Nia: Stop romplaining, you never appreriate things!

Yolanda: For veal, euer since that old baskethall fras stolen from Wilt Chamberlain's Honse

and foe lost our jubs as his personal secrefaries, yon'ue been mad at the enfire foorld.
Halle: MWhatewer! Wilt Chamberlain is the greatest bashethall player puer. Aud pach of us
got almost $5 million eack just for attending fo the house. We use fo be able fo drive
all of hiis 34 rars, and stay at the finest resorts arross America. Bawn this shit!
Nia: Yealy, foe had it good, but foe lost it!
Yolanda: Yealy, foe should have never lef that chararter Barl "the Goat' steal the rock from us.
®ur only job fuas to protect that baskethall beranse that bashetball feas the one he
srored his 10,000 record seffing points in Jnshalla.

Nia: Yealy, but foe ran't gloat over it nofo. I need this money fo get my nails done.



Hopefully one day foe van find that rock again. Maghbe, foe van frick one of these so-
called players to find and give it fo ns!
Halle: Fuck, foe had it good! (In self denial of her current situation)
@he crofod on the dance floor starts to part slightly as none ofher than Shun Bafog and fis click enter follofoed
by Bre, Charlie Austle and the Southtoest crefn. They ave all ushered to a sperial reserued sertion foith 4 tables
off into the corner. ®nly the highly respected ran euoke this fonor from the club ofoner. Their ladies are nofulere
to be found. The player's rule is that you never bring your gicl to the club just in case you find something else
(another prospert) to be able to please you througl the night. If not, you can alfoays revert fo yonr girl for
attenfion. This rule is understood. Soon, many stars (ot superstars, these are a level [ofoer), boppers, and hoes
are clofuding the fables only after they are selected by the click to be company. After a couple of shots of Henesy
80 proof, Shuu realizes ke needs fo find a bathroom and starts fo stray afway from the gronp. His search falls
short in front of the metal rages, as he is mesmerized by the grooves of the superstars. The superstars realize
that they have raught his eye, and one even points fo the magical rock that Shon Batog carries with him at all
fimes. @hey all berome excited and arvange for a sexual plan of attack to pursue the freasure.
Shu: Bamu, fwhere's the bathroom in this mug! (Noficing the superstars) Man, fold np!

@These superstars are happenin'l

Halle: Hookin' for me sugar.

Nia: Say, fulyy you look so upset?

Yolanda: Bid someone do something fo yon?

Halle: Bon't forry boy, you knofo I got your ansfoers.

Shu: Yealy, tuliere the fuck is the bathroom?

Nia: Well, i I help you, folat ran you do for me? (licking ker lips)

Shau: J don't have much to offer someone as fine as you, princess.

Yolanda: (Feeling on s chest) Well, twhat abont that ol baskethall in yonr fand. You see,

my younger brofher has been complaining about not having @ ball to play foith.

Halle: Yealy babe, foe'll freat you right. Yon just got to knofo foljat to do. (pointing at the
baskethall)
Shu: @ome on girls, stop frippin'l 3 had to go through hell in a baskethall compefifion to

fuin this rock. A bit of passion is not enough! You got fo do better than that!



Nia:

Yolanda:

Halle:

Shuu:

Nia:

Yolanda:
Halle:

Shun:

Halle:

Nia:

Yolanda:

Shu:

Halle:
Nia:

Yolanda:
Halle:
Shau:

Wabe, fuly you being so0 mean?

Su theap too!

Yealy, don't you kuofo that foomen like us get plenty of men. Shof us some
attention!

(Not knofuing that he is a little fipsy of the alcokol, he slips this comment ont of his
wontl. Tene players don't reveal their home base.) My gicl wonld Kill me if she
knefu..... Shit!

Su fukat, you on lork-dofon?

What she gonna do to you, fokip yon fith o belf? (chetorical guestion with laughter)
Yeal, does she like that kinky shif? (langhing also)

Furk yon hoes! I foas goin' to give it fo ya'll so that foe can bumyp, grind, wine and
dine at my personal after-party. But nofo that you scandalons fricks reveal your true
rolors, 3'm goin' fo just chunk the dence and move right along fith my pretty peannt
butter complexion. Bon't foorry abont me, hoes come dime a dozen.

You kuote fokat, you're vight! You do have o prefty brofon skin tone. Makes we
jnst foant fo ... ]

You nust be a real shilled baller. I see you sitfin' in the special corner section of the
club.

(Shuly and gueitly as if to be barely heard. As she says this, she bonnces fer rear 3
inches afoay from Shuu's face) I bet you knofe hofo to foax that ass too. Too bad!
(They langly all together)

Say babe, don't hate! Shofe a brother some [owe and 3'll surely give this old thing
to ya. (rolling the ball on fis index finger)

Yealy, foell go akead and keep if.

Aud learn fulat harm it will do fo you! You'll gef really messed up for life with that
roch.

Yeal!

3" telling you, foe'll pase your mind from the ourse.

(Smiling, thinking this is all a joke) Yealy, like fuljat?



Nia:

Shau:
Yolanda:

Shuu:

Halle:
Nia:

Yolanda:
Shun:
Halle:

Nia:
Yolanda:

Shau:

Halle:

Nia:
Yolanda:

Halle:

Man, you kuoto Magic Johnson had that rock before you. Look fohat happened to
kim.

What you falkin' abont?

@hat fool messed aroung and got Aids!

Su you're trying to tell me that holding this rock is goin' fo get me Aids. (langling in
dishelief)

Nafw, but you'll hawe die painfully, if you knofo fulat 3'm sayin'.

Yealy, Magic Johnson got that shit right after that last pro championship he foon.
He fuas so disheartened that he fuanted to give i afway.

Yealy, you could puen die ower ! All foe knofu is the rork is rursed!

Ya'll are & mess! Just srandalons!

Yealy, you need to give that rock to us if you don't foant fo be in an unromfortable
sifuation, rasanova. It might euen happen tonight.

Yealy, foe surely foouldn't fwant fo see @ pretty brother like you go out like that.

You kuote foe got your back. We've just fryin' to look ont for ya. So lef us have if,
homey.

Ya'll hoes are just plain dereiving. Bo ya'll knofo folyo the fack you are talkin' to? 3
bang a lof of ladies. J'm Shuu Datoy, the one and only. Buergbody foants to be like
me. Toery fime I get on the baskethall vonrt, my compefifion shudders and their
ankles brake fulen I display my shills. Raise on up, hoes. I'm goin' fo find o
bathroom. If one of you ladies foant to come fome foith a true baller, just holla at
me. You knofu where to find me, off in the special corner section fuith my feill
homies. (He foalks afoay) (Asking himself a thetorical guestion) Why mmst all
foomen be so shady! That's messed up!

Suay girls, fuhat are fue going fo do?

J guess he'll jnst have to learn the hard foay.

Bamn shame, you try to help o brother out, and they just act like they re on top of the
foorld and they don't need felp.

We're going to get that ball somelofo. He'll die tonight!



Tlhe Superstars all return to their danring. Conrerned expressions cover their fares. Shon Bafog rolls off to the

bathroom. He feels hesitant and fipsy at the same fime. Flashbarks of the threatening conversation conguer his

wind, but e fries to play it off like it foas nothing. After ke finishes with the nfilities, he alks over to the sink,

foashes and fwipes his hands, and then stands there for o moment staring at his intoxicated reflection in the foull

wirror. He has no idea fohat's about to confront him. He gains his composure and then fwalks out of the

bathroom fuith that gangsta steut, full of pride!

Srene 2- Shnu Datog refurns to the sperial reserued table. The ballers are all sitfing around falking about last

night's WA, TWakers us. Honston Rockets baskethall game.

@harlie Hustle:

L, Hus, Bop, efr.:
Charlie Hustle:

Shu:
Oharlie Hustle:

Shu:

Oharlie Hustle:

Shu:

The Bream:
Shuu:
The Bream:
Shuu:

Say man, fulere did you go?

(®uly oue) Yeal fool, you disappeared on us.

You're missing ouf on the conversation.

Well, I had to take rare of some business.

Han, foe've bheen drinking for real.

Say, somebody [oan we a conple of $20's. I forget my foallet af the crib and the
night is sfill young. This player needs to get faded.

@ome on fool, you're part of our crefe. You drink fwith us. Here you go. Here's a
bottle of Qrustal. (He passes the bottle over to Shnu ith an evil look in his eye.)
Say, fohat's np with them ladies ower there? I hear you have lots of game, so fuly
didn't you pull one of them hoes?

Man, forget about them ladies.

Say Bre, fokat's up? You ain't drinking. Man, here have some of this. (He passes
the bottle to Bre)

Well, you knofo, I'm just chillin' in the mix. (Beep in thought)

@ome on fool. Bon't disrespert me [ike that. You got to drink foith me.

(Taking a chug on the bottle) You knofe I faiv gane.

Yealy, fuell getfing back fo your guestion Beanie, I've messed foith better-lonking
ladies than them over there. @hat's just too muck work. Right nof, I just don't

hawe the patience. 3'te heen many plares and seen and did a [ot of things that men



@harlie Hustle:
The Dream:
Shu:

@harlie Hustle:

Shau:

The Bream:
Charlie Hustle:

only can dream of. Man, I've had my stories, especially with baskethalll (Nostalgia)
What's o your mind, plager?

Yealy, big baller!

Just thinkin' back to the past. Well, I learned hoto fo play baskethall on my ofom.
My father [eft ohen I fuas 3 and I netrer knefo him. My meama died a couple of years
ago. Too bad, she fuorked 2 full fime jobs just to raise me right. 3 took to the thug
life, just like ya'll fools. The streets ain't a home for nobody. As fime foent by, 3 got
street smarter and stopped dealing that shit. 3 stuck to my game on the court and
here 3 am. Ya'll shonld have seen we in that Magic Johnson compefition back in the
day. J just had o let them knofo that 3'm the man on the conrt. 3've got skills. I'm
goin' to make it to Jnshalle and make my mama prowd. 3'm coming ont players.
(Cocky atfitude) Wa'll better recoguize my presence right nofo fohile I'm hangin' ont
in the hood becanse in a little fokile it's goin' to be nothing but marhle floors and
spiral stairrases. Just fwait and see.

So fuhat abont the rock and that Takers jersen? (He passes the crystal boftle fo
Sl Batug after faking a chug of it and conspicuonsly inserfing some LSA into if)
(Looking into the Qrustal bottle playfully. He doesn't nofice the LSA denyg in the
drink. He drinks out the bottle not realizing that ke is about o be rompletely
wulnerable) What abhout #? I foon it faiv and sguare. Buer since then, haters are ont
to fry and kill me. My ofon homeboy Tela fried to hit me foith that thang. He fucked
around and got himself six feet deep by my rrefe. No one messes fith me or my shit.
Other than that, only one real valuable thing came ont of that compefifion. (Highly
hallucinating. The druyg starts to reveal all of Shun's falsehoods throngh it's
refriewal of the truth) 3 met that fine lady, Bazzle throngh Magic Johuson at Magic's
after-party. @he next day, me and that girl forote our names on the stone. That is my
baby! You should have seen fubat foe did fo my vonch! You knofe I fandled my
business. (Reminiscing and bragging.)

Man, fulat the furk?

Furk you, bitch! You get the fuckin' gat dofon your tonsils!



@uickly, he pulls out his S-millimeter gun from the inside of his belf lorated near the crofeh area. With stuiftuess,

ke flashes the chrome-plated gun in proper position about 3 feet afoay from Shun Datug's fave. Sk is slofo to

reart berause of the intoxication. He starts to pull out his forty-five from fis side, only realizing that ke doesn't
have it. Somefokere in the mix, Beanie stole it berause nofu, e is holding it in his other hand up in the air.

@uirkly, Shnu looks for his homeboy Bid Jid only to find that Sid is alveady dead lying on the floor in front of

him. He is shocked. He has that intoxicated sad look on kis fare. Some of the reofod drops to the floor. Others

are running. Sfill others are dancing foithont knofuing fokat's going on becanse of the blasting music. As Beanie
pushes dofun kis index finger and releases the bullet ke named for Shuu theough Shnu's open throat, others start
to panir, and the blood spefs all into the champagne glasses and stains the drinks fiery red.

@harlie Hustle: Neuer lef me cately you slippin' without your protection, you deunk bastard! You
should hatre knofun by nofu!

1L, Hus, Bop, efr.: (Couple of hustlers) What the fuck? You just killed Shun Datug!

L, Hus, Baop, ete.: (Couple of others) O, Shit!

All of the hustlers, plagers, and pimps gather around fo fitness the drama. They all stand amazed, foith puzzled

expressions and actions.

Charlie Hustle: @The fake get my gat! He sfoore to this metal (poinfing to his gun)

He slofuly fualks afoay, like a frue hustler and exits the club to ratel some fresly aiv and relieve the devilish arfion

that hie has just faken. Bre and ofher stand over the body. Sk, hofoever surprising, is not completely dead.

O®thers are supporting him. A slofo, painful death is his fate.

Shau: (Yelling ont in regret) Sorry Bazzle baby! I loved you! Yon kot that. T am a
wictim of my [owe for ya'. Aud as 3 lean here dying, knofe that 3'm uot scared
beranse nof I kuofo I had the best o oomen has to offer,..... her heart! 3 feel yonr
breatl deep in my chest, previons. et me go! I'm ready fo go!

Sk sinks back and dies. @he others stand in sorrofe. Hnder command, Bre s players carry Shou outside the

tlub to the eurbside. @he superstars alveady stand ontside, frightened like little schonlgivls. Others ladies and

gents follofo the body fo the eurhside. It is about 2 in the morning. The street is dark as furk. Only the neon

lights from the club shimmer off the concrete to provide lighting for the pathefic provession.

Srene 3- @here are plenty of ladies and gents fulo hate already been standing outside in



"@andi'lirions:

@harlie Hustle:

"@andi'licions:

@harlie Hustle:

"@andi'licions:

@harlie Hustle:

The Bream:

"@andi'licions:

The Bream:

Charlie Hustle:

The Bream:

@harlie Hustle:

ronwrersation. They also join the rrofud fo see fuljat's going on. Among these, are
Bazzle u.k.a. Coko and fer girls. They slofuly respond fo the arfions of offers and
start moving afoay from Qoko's pink, converfible 69 Cadillar parked further dofm
the rurh tofoards the drama. Also, ontside are 'Candi'licions and her crefe. They
stand from afar and fuatel.  Beanie, full of pride, boasts [oudly abont kis

arcomplishment.

Wyt the hell is goin' on? (Sering Bazzle and stating in spite) Is that Bazzle, that
kol @ould someone fell me fuljat's happening? 3 don't like this.

Yealy, I smoked that fool. I'm the man! No one ran fuck fith me! Bofe dofon!
You should have knofm by nofo foho 3 am! I'm yonr foorst nightmare!

(He sees NeNe and approaches fer.) Say girl, yon better get up and fend to your so
strong man. (Mocking her)

J didm't hnou e is here!

Yealy girl, hie's all here. All in pieces! 3 bet he van't play angmore bashethall foith
no pyes!

(Terrified) What?

Yealy, someone smoked fin in the club. (Tying)

(foalks over to his sister) Say, listen to me! Wet me falk to you for 2 minnte.
(Qrying) My man Shnu is killed. No. I don't believe it] Stay afvay from we bro,
yon killed everything 3'ue ever franted. Someone please help me! Murderers!
HMurderers! All of ya'lll

Slofo your rolll Bon't blame me. Blame Beanie. He foas the one who stole on that
by,

Yealy sure, blame me for strerything!

Yealy, fuck you man! Alfways cansing trouble. (Clinging on fo kis sister)

Yealy so fulat 3 killed that fool "tanse he sfuore on my gat and he fell by his ofon fate.
Nofu, I get the rock! 3'll make it o Inshalla and shofo all of ya'll folat I ran doin

the pros.



The Dream: @That rock is my sisters! It belongs to Shu's gil.

@harlie Hustle: Not if 3 have anything to say fo it.

The Dream: Ol yealy, like fulat? (Steps up to Beanie, tfon inches atay from fis face).

Bre pushes Beanie bark. Weanie with a guickness pulls out a 7 incl stitchblade from his pocket, pushes the

button, and aftarks Bre. Bre tries to pull ont kis gun but is foo slofo. Beanie stabs him in the chest, and moves

the inserted knife tofoards Bre's crotel. Then ke pulls it out and slashes Bre's throat. Blood falls all ower

Beanie's fare, NeNe's fare and the voncrefe.

Oharlie Hustle: J said the rock is mine!

'Candi'livious: (She screams) Murder] Redrum! Murder!

Meantuliile back at Shnn's body laying on the rurhside in the middle of o fulyole buncly of peaple, Bazzle disrovers

Sh's body, falls on top of the dereased and starts fo cry ont loud.

@oko: (Crying) Wisten to me! All of ya'll fucked up! Hofu can you not see this coming! My
baby! (Wooking np) Mord, fly do you hate e sol

'@andi'livious: (Qowing ower to Shun's body) Fuck you biteh! Who do you think you are? Coming
to our side of tofon and messing everything up. @his is your fault anly!

@oko: (Sumpathefic in defiance) I had fim first. He foas my manl

'@andi'livious: What? (She looks and points back at Beanie) I gave lim that pueple chronic
becanse you told we so. (nofe poinfing at Dazzle) I didn't think that she wonld be the
one Sl fuonld end np hueting! It's all messed npl (Brops to her knees) Word,
forgive me!

@oko: (speech-like fuliile puerybody else is standing sfill in silence) Tet my beaw rest in
peare, lord. He fwas a kind man. Alfvays [owed fo give randy to kids. He fad so
wurly heart. Jlease fueleome him through yonr gates. No one deseries to live here.
All of you are sorry excuses for life. d foas the only one folo feuly cared for in.
But e deceived me, oy Yo J love hin sfill. He screfoed me ower! But it ran't be,
ke foas alfways so kind to me. He gate we his rorck fo shofo his love. 3 thought 3
had his heart. 4 years together and he nevrer broke o promise to me and netier cheated
on we. Qan 3 forgive him? Buen as nuch as I hate this shit 3w living I nmst

forgive fim. He gave me everything J've euer franted. He shofued me hope. Nofo,



foithont kim, 'm hopeless. What kind of fucked up shit is this. Hofo can ya'll
dereite me like yon've done? Wowe is something personal and special. Jealous,
that's tulpat all of you ave. Ya'll can't see anghody happy! Alfoays frying to pull
people back to this ghetto shit tlen they fry fo make a change! Fuck all of your
pridel Fuck that rork! I'm going home to my baby. He sfill loves mel 3 sfill hawe
kis heart! 3 van't e without fim! 3 don't knofo fofol Pa'll @il pay for this!
She grabs one of the player's Mzt guns from fis side and starts to blaze afoay info the crofud killing about 15
people and injuring abont 12 more. @hen folile holding the rock in her fand, she blofos her brains onf. People
are running, and nofu the police ave on the scene. Ju reaction to the gunfive, the police start fiving afoay killing 10
waore peaple. Gunfive is sfill going on. In the meantime, the ball steadily rolls from Bazzle's fand fofoards the
middle of the street. The three superstars, fulo hide belind the parked pink Cadillar realize Bazzle [oft her radin
on and thus Bazzle left the keys in the ignition. Nofiving the rock rolling into the street, they guickly grab i, jump
into the rontrertible, and start to pull afoay from the curh. Beanie Man starts to run after them.
Oharlie Hustle: (He yells out running after them) Give me that rork! It's mine.
Subddenly, ke trips on his ofun shoelaces. Beanie starts to get up with his nefoly injured knee, sfill reacking his
hand out for the rock. A fefu seconds after, a bullet from an offiver fukes his [ife as i pierces his shull. Blood
and hodies nofu vover the enfive scene. Bueryhody else has run afway. The only ones left ave the rops standing
there to fituess the gruesome fates of yonng lives. @They've smelf the decaying bodies before. @This is only

common fo them in the hood.

THE END



