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NARRATOR

Calm, reflective.

A preacher once told me, “Be kind to strangers. For some who have done so have entertained angels without realizing it.”

He was kind once to a stranger who needed “a place to stay and some gas money.” [SFX: shots fired, woman screaming] Got shot six times for sixteen dollars and change. Died in front of his wife and kids.

(pause)

So it goes.

Angry, kicks into verse.
You see, angels don’t come to Crimson City- ‘less they on they way to heaven or ‘less they gettin’ high. 

And as for me, I ain’t NEVER gettin’ out alive. Aint a thing a motherfucker care about me- except the ice on my hands and the car that I drive.

You can’t win the game, but you can control it. 

Everyday I wake up, I take the dice in my hands and I roll it.

I don’t wear no colors! I’m in this for myself!

I’ve looked everywhere for angels.

I ain’t got nothin’ else.

