
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Move When God Say Move
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This is for my Uncle — an amazing individual who gave me the lens I needed to see the real world.

For my Mom, who always held me down until she absolutely couldn’t anymore. She taught me never to give up, no matter how heavy the burden got.

For my cousins, who always kept it real with me, and for my entire family — I love you all.

And to my real friends who have stuck by me through these past years — love forever.

Disclaimer

The following work is a blend of fact and fiction.

Some names, locations, and events have been changed, combined, or dramatized for storytelling purposes.

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental — unless otherwise stated.

This story is intended for entertainment and reflection only.

It is not intended to glorify, encourage, or endorse any illegal activity or lifestyle.

Reader discretion is advised.

Preface:

“You Don’t Get to Wake Up from This”

I didn’t wake up one day and choose this life.

It chose me, stitched itself into my blood before I even understood what survival meant.

I didn’t grow up chasing trouble — but trouble had my address memorized.

In Philly, the air is different.

It ain’t just oxygen — it’s trauma, it’s tension, it’s ambition wrapped in barbed wire.

You learn quick: everything you love can be taken. And sometimes, it’s taken just to remind you you’re not invincible.

I’ve been the underdog. The villain. The bridge. The broken one.

I’ve watched loved ones turn into hashtags.

Watched friends turn into strangers and strangers turn into shooters.

This isn’t a story about making it out clean.

It’s about trying to build something real out of the ashes.

It’s about the blood you spill, the blood you cry, and the blood you can never wash off.

This is my side of the map.

This is the burden you carry when heavy is the head.
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Chapter 1: The Rain
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2012.

Rain tapping on the windows like soft knuckles.

I sat in the passenger seat of my girlfriend’s ’03 Jeep Grand Cherokee, staring out at the gray world blurring by.

We were just leaving my uncle’s funeral.

The air felt thick.

Heavy with everything we wanted to say but couldn’t.

Death does that. It silences people better than any threat could.

My girl kept stealing glances at me, trying to read my face.

But there was nothing to read.

I was somewhere else already. Not even in that car.

I was thinking about everything I ever knew about loyalty, family, survival.

And how somewhere along the line, all of it got twisted.

That’s when it hit me —

Maybe I was supposed to leave.

Maybe some missions ain’t meant for crowds.
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Chapter 2: Zay
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1997.

Let’s rewind.

Back before everything got crazy.

Back when it was still a choice to walk into darkness or run from it.

I had an older cousin named Zay — two years ahead of me, but way more advanced.

He had that “bad guy you still root for” kind of aura.

Zay didn’t teach me how to snap my fingers.

Zay taught me how to fight.

Zay taught me how to load a gun.

Taught me how to spot a setup from a mile away.

Taught me how to stand tall even when scared.

He was family.

No matter how wild he got, I was rocking with him.

Our grandmoms lived next door to each other —

Two different sides of the family tree tied together by marriage, sports, and that stubborn Jamaican bloodline.

My mom hated me being around Zay.

She saw what I didn’t yet — the roads he was dragging me toward.

But when the block is your playground, you don’t always realize the games are deadly.
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Chapter 3: West Oak Lane
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2000.

One of my older girl cousins — she was like the big sister I never had — had a close friend named Hector.

Good dude, far as I knew.

He taught me how to throw a baseball.

Taught me how to joke around and not take everything so heavy.

One day, Hector got shot behind a restaurant in West Oak Lane.

Argument over money that didn’t add up.

They said he got hit with a 12-gauge.

Hole the size of a gallon of milk ripped through his stomach.

I remember sitting there, stunned.

I didn’t know the other sides of Hector — whatever street things he was into — all I knew was he loved my cousin Ilene and was good to me.

But the streets don’t care about your memories.

After Hector died, Philly flipped upside down.

Shootouts started stretching from my block in Mt. Airy all the way to West Oak Lane.

People set on fire inside their cars at playgrounds.

Cops getting shot at.

Kids getting snatched up in broad daylight.

Mom got even stricter after that.

Wouldn’t let me go to my grandmom’s for the summer.

Kept me locked in Mt. Airy instead.

I started kicking it with whoever was outside.

There was Jon — the show-off fake tough guy, more bark than bite.

Christopher — the crybaby snitch.

Scott — the half-white hype man who rode Jon’s coattails.

Shayla — the pretty dark-skinned girl who fought harder than the boys.

And then me — chill, quiet, hard to read until you crossed the wrong line.

We played ball, chased girls, started growing into ourselves.

But loyalty?

Loyalty wasn’t something everybody signed up for.
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Chapter 4: Fake Friends
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2005.

Freshman year of high school.

Found out real quick everybody wasn’t cut like me.

Scott — somebody I let eat at my table, sleep at my house, run wild under my mom’s roof — tried to holler at my girlfriend.

On Facebook, no less. Bold.

Telling her he didn’t even know me.

Said he never heard of me.

Acted like he didn’t even know where I lived — after all the years he was basically living at my house.

I was stunned.

Confused.

Mad.

Especially considering all the times I looked out for him —

Letting him and Jon bring their little girlfriends through my house when moms was working, turning my crib into Motel 6 for the squad.

Now he’s moving grimy?

Over a girl?

And Jon?

He got exposed too.

Word spread that he ran full speed out of his school auditorium during a brawl — left his whole crew behind.

Sprinted all the way home without looking back.

I was embarrassed.

Cause when you from the same block, your name is tied to theirs whether you like it or not.

That’s when I knew —

I needed distance.

I needed elevation.
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Chapter 5: RFE
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Music became my new weapon.

I started recording myself rapping, putting songs on MySpace, burning CDs, handing them out on corners, in lunchrooms, at bus stops.

What started as a dream turned into a real movement.

I built my label —

RFE (short for Real Family Entertainment).

I had influence I didn’t even realize.

Kids from every part of the city started rocking with it.

I put in real pain to get there — winters, summers, skipping parties to hit studios, fighting for every inch.

It wasn’t no gang like the cops or teachers thought.

It was music.

It was expression.

It was survival.

But then something jumped off at a party.

Me and one of my young homies from Mt. Airy slid through early.

Vibe felt off.

We dipped out before anything got weird.

Later that night, I got a call from Malik — one of my artists who was secretly starting to feel jealous because he knew I was better.

He was mad.

Talking about how they got jumped bad after we left.

Blaming me like I was supposed to stay and babysit.

I told him straight —

“Bro, y’all should’ve left when I left.

You don’t play deep in enemy turf, chasing back-block hoes like it’s sweet.”

Turns out, through my cousin Zay, the house they were at was actually a distant family member’s crib.

Made it even worse.

After that, rumors got twisted at school.

Kids started hyping up the fight like it was connected to the label.

“Run Forreal Entertainment” started as a joke they threw around, trying to spin it like we were sweet.

But the real ones?

They knew what it really was.

The tension got me expelled.

Instead of going to a calm suburban Catholic school, I got dropped into a rough inner-city Catholic school.

New building, new enemies, same me.
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Chapter 6: Right Girl, Wrong Ties
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Getting expelled and landing in the city didn’t slow me down.

If anything, it gave me a fresh new playground.

The energy was different.

Grittier, faster, realer.

But honestly?

It felt good not having to fake anything.

That’s when I met Imani.

It was instant vibes.

Both of us a little shy, a little guarded — but when we locked eyes at the bus stop, it just clicked.

I’d be getting off the bus headed home, and she’d be right there, waiting on the next one.

Smiling.

Rocking her uniform like she wasn’t trying too hard but still couldn’t help looking good.

She was everything I wasn’t looking for, but everything I didn’t know I needed.

Sweet, funny, loyal — at least at first.

We started kicking it.

Slow walks to the corner store.

Long bus rides even when we didn’t have a real destination.

That innocent “young love” that makes you forget about all the pain you carrying.

For a second, it felt like peace.

Until one day we took it further.

I was at her spot.

Things started heating up — lips, touches, that nervous excitement in the air.

She peeled off her shirt, laid back, and pulled me closer.

That’s when I saw it.

Right there by her waistline — a tattoo.

The logo of the same crew that murdered Hector back in 2000.

The same set that terrorized my cousin’s block and made my childhood a warzone.

My stomach dropped.

The whole room got cold.

My fists clenched without even thinking.

I felt sick.

Not “oh no” sick — “I might black out” sick.

But I had to move smart.

Couldn’t wild out in somebody else’s house.

I played it cool.

Told her I wasn’t feeling good.

Got dressed.

Left fast.

After that, I had to make her hate me.

Cut her off.

Made myself an asshole on purpose.

It hurt her — I could tell — but it hurt me more knowing what could’ve happened.

Philly’s small.

People talk.

Some keyboard warrior from their side — loud online, soft in real life — tried to throw shade, tried to tie my name to the opps.

At first, I let it slide.

But whispers turned into moves.

Testing energy.

And when pressure came?

It got handled — quiet, fast, final.

No internet beef.

No extra words.

Just reminders that some mistakes cost everything.

After that?

Silence.

And me?

I kept moving how I always moved:

Move when God say move — and never before.
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Chapter 7: Heavy Is the Head
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By now, I wasn’t some lost kid just trying to figure it out.

I was moving with purpose.

Skipping school became regular — not because I was lazy, but because the world outside those school walls had a clock ticking on it. I needed to beat that clock. I needed to eat. I needed to survive.

Studio sessions turned into full-time hustles.

City to city.

Neighborhood to neighborhood.

If I wasn’t laying down tracks, I was out navigating the little plays — flipping whatever made sense, staying dangerous but moving smart. I wasn’t built for crash dummy missions. I knew what my name was worth, and I wasn’t about to throw it away for clout.

I had just gotten my license too.

Finally free to move around without waiting on rides or fucking SEPTA buses.

My mom ain’t know half the places I was dipping off to.

Probably for the best.

Demarr — my homie from around the way — was one of the few I trusted enough to let ride shotgun.

Me and him knew when to move and when to sit still.

Never too loud.

Never too extra.

But even on the music side, it wasn’t all love.

The same dudes from the neighborhood who used to dap me up?

Some of ’em started moving funny.

Jealousy ain’t never need a reason.

It breathes on its own.

Little sneak disses in their raps.

Slick comments in circles they thought wouldn’t get back to me.

I caught all of it.

I always peeped it before it turned into something bigger.

I ain’t jump out the window though.

Not right away.

See, I was learning that a heavy crown ain’t worn by kids playing checkers.

This was chess now.

Meanwhile, the streets around me stayed wild.

Oxy pills popping off.

Little homies getting knocked for gun charges before they could even legally drive.

Bodies dropping over dumb beefs that started in cafeteria lines or over old girls nobody really even liked no more.

I kept a hammer close.

No bragging.

No flashing.

Just moving like I wanted to see my 20s.

It wasn’t about being the baddest.

It was about coming home every night.

Waking up every morning.

And putting enough into my dreams that maybe, just maybe, I could pull a few of my people out of the quicksand too.

Heavy was the head.

But the shoulders were built for it. 
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Chapter 8: Treading Deep Water
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By senior year, school was nothing but a formality.

I skipped more days than I sat in a desk.

Studio sessions, hustling, moving around the city — that was real life.

School was just a pit stop to keep the system off my back.

Still, somehow, I kept my grades just good enough.

No effort.

No studying.

Just natural survival instincts applied to a classroom.

Tattoos started stacking up around that time too.

Neighborhood stamps.

Marks that said, “this is where I’m from, and I’m standing on it.”

But the ink attracted more eyes than just girls or street heads.

The local cops started paying attention.

Started putting my name on “gang files” — fake paperwork trying to paint me as something bigger, scarier, easier to target.

It didn’t matter if the charges were weak.

Driving without a license.

A couple grams too much weed.

Bullshit cases.

They used any excuse to harass us.

And every single time?

I had one number I could call.

My uncle.

The man wore a suit like armor — Senior Account Executive at a major insurance company downtown, but his real power wasn’t on paper.

It was in his handshake.

His word.

His connections that ran deeper than the Mariana Trench.

When the world tried to drown me, he threw me a rope.

When my mom and I butted heads — too much anger, too much disappointment between us — he opened his door.

Gave me a bed.

Gave me silence when I needed it and advice when I didn’t know I did.

He was the best uncle a black kid adopted into Philly chaos could ever ask for.

And that’s why it hit so different when he died.

Why when I sat in the passenger seat of my girl’s Jeep, rain tapping on the window, funeral program crumpled in my lap, I didn’t cry.

I didn’t have any tears left.

I wasn’t just mourning him.

I was mourning every piece of peace I ever had.

And deep down, I knew:

The real journey was just starting now
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Chapter 9: A Darkness Came With It
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After my uncle’s death, something in me broke loose.

And it didn’t just float away — it sank.

Heavy.

Permanent.

I started disassociating from everything.

School.

Music.

The people I used to laugh with.

Nothing felt real anymore.

The studio sessions kept going, but now the rhymes sounded different.

Angrier.

Darker.

Like I was trying to scream through the mic and warn myself at the same time.

Six months after my uncle passed, my grandmother — my heart — followed him.

Gone.

It felt like something was attacking my family.

Something invisible but vicious.

Like every time I looked away for a second, it snatched another piece of me.

It wasn’t just family either.

Friends started dying.

People we grew up with — caught in shootings, overdoses, freak accidents.

The city felt cursed.

And deep in my mind, a sickness crept in:

Maybe it’s my fault.

Maybe all the energy I poured into the streets, into the chaos, was bouncing back.

Maybe God was tired of warning me nicely.

It wasn’t about opps spinning blocks anymore.

It wasn’t even regular beef.

It felt spiritual.

Like death itself was running a marathon through every circle I ever touched.

I couldn’t focus on money the same.

I couldn’t focus on music the same.

I couldn’t focus on survival the same.

Because everywhere I turned, everything looked suspicious.

The hustlers on the corner.

The business men I met with in conference rooms downtown.

The investors promising to “change my life” if I signed the dotted line.

The girls that smiled a little too easy.

The friends that showed up only when there was weed, liquor, or clout to grab.

Everybody wore a shade now.

Nobody was 100% clear.

The game stopped feeling like a playground and started feeling like a haunted house.

And I couldn’t even find the exit.

I kept moving because that’s all I knew how to do.

But the air got heavier.

The footsteps behind me louder.

And the light I was chasing started flickering like a dying bulb.

And yet?

Quitting wasn’t even an option.

Because when God puts weight on your shoulders, sometimes it’s not a punishment.

It’s armor.

You just don’t know it yet.
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Chapter 10: Southside Visions
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After the funerals and the fallout, I knew one thing for sure:

I couldn’t stay in Philly forever.

The city had turned into a graveyard of memories.

Same corners.

Same faces.

Same curses.

If I stayed, I was either gonna die, get life, or lose myself completely.

So I packed my bags.

Not a whole lot — just enough to keep moving.

A few outfits.

A notebook full of rhymes.

And all the dreams Philly had tried to beat out of me.

Destination: Atlanta.

I wasn’t running away — I was running toward something.

A real shot.

A new energy.

I linked with my homie Demarr, who had already started making moves down there.

Through him, I met a sophomore at Morehouse — real cool, lowkey dude with ambition in his eyes.

He had a spot right off campus, tucked away enough that we could get into real work without the school breathing down our necks.

And he had a studio.

Small.

Dusty.

Wires everywhere.

But magic in the walls.

We locked in instantly.

Day after day.

Night after night.

Skipping meals.

Falling asleep mid-verse.

Waking up and jumping back into it.

We weren’t just recording songs —

We were building weapons.

Mixtapes.

Albums.

Collab projects.

All self-engineered, self-produced, self-mixed.

No handouts.

No gimmicks.

And it started buzzing.

Word traveled through the campuses first — Spelman, Clark Atlanta, Morehouse.

Then it crept into the streets.

Open mics, showcases, house parties — we ran it all like guerrilla warfare.

You couldn’t mention real movement without somebody saying:

“Y’all heard about them Philly boys?”

One night after a crazy college showcase, I got pulled to the side by a plug.

A real producer.

Not no SoundCloud email tagger.

A dude tied into some of the biggest labels in Miami.

He told me:

“You got it. But the city you’re from ain’t ready to see it. You need the world to hear you.”

That hit different.

Because as much as I loved Philly, I knew he was right.

Philly made me.

It sharpened me.

It broke me down and rebuilt me ten times over.

But to win?

I had to think bigger.

Atlanta was just the first checkpoint.

The world was next.
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Chapter 11: False Gold
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Atlanta had me feeling invincible.

Every freestyle, every verse, every hook — it felt like I was levitating.

But success?

Success don’t come without snakes.

The Miami producer kept reaching out.

At first it was calls.

Then texts.

Then FaceTimes, trying to sell the dream.

“You’re the one. I’m telling you, you different.”

“I can get you placed with major artists, no problem.”

“You need to be down here, not wasting your time with college kids and block parties.”

It sounded good.

Too good.

I sat with it for a few days.

Talked to Demarr.

Talked to my man from Morehouse.

They told me the same thing:

“Just be careful. Not every elevator take you to the top.”

Still...

I needed that next level.

I wanted that next level.

So I made the move.

Flight to Miami.

One duffle bag.

Headphones around my neck.

A .45 tucked in my luggage just in case.

When I landed, the city smelled like ocean water and fast money.

It was humid, loud, and humming with opportunity.

The producer scooped me up in a rental Benz.

Kept smiling that salesman smile.

Talking about yacht parties, radio interviews, private studio sessions with platinum artists.

But as we rode, something felt... off.

We weren’t headed toward a studio.

We were headed toward a grimy warehouse area, tucked far off the tourist map.

When we pulled up, I saw it plain:

Fake studio.

No security.

No real equipment.

Just a few washed-up dudes sitting around playing cards and talking about who they used to work with.

No plaques.

No energy.

No future.

It was all cap.

They wasn’t trying to build me.

They was trying to own me.

Trap me in a bad deal.

Steal the buzz I already had for pennies.

I stayed cool.

Played along for a little.

Smiled.

Nodded.

Told them I needed to make a call outside before we signed anything.

I stepped out the warehouse, called Demarr first.

Told him plain:

“These dudes ain’t it, bro. They trying to get me jammed up.”

Then I called my man from Morehouse:

“Yo, I might need a spot to crash real soon. This Miami trip is cooked.”

I dipped back inside, told them respectfully I wasn’t interested, and ghosted.

No argument.

No threats.

Just silent disappointment.

But inside, I was burning.

Not cause I missed a deal —

But cause I almost fell for it.

Heavy is the head...

I realized something standing outside that fake ass studio:

It wasn’t just about making it anymore.

It was about making it my way.

No shortcuts.

No false kings.

No snake contracts.

If I was gonna get crowned, I had to earn it.

On my own.
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Chapter 12: Sharpened Steel
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Back in Atlanta, I wasn’t the same kid that first pulled up wide-eyed.

I wasn’t chasing smoke dreams anymore.

I was building an empire — one brick, one verse, one blueprint at a time.

The studio sessions got deeper.

The beats got heavier.

The business meetings got more serious.

Paperwork.

Royalties.

Ownership.

I surrounded myself with real ones — a few students, a few street cats turned legit, some older heads who believed in structure over clout.

We started organizing real shows.

Pushing merch.

Dropping EPs independently and stacking fanbases city by city.

The vision was getting clearer.

The brand was solid now —

Respect, Family, Evolution — RFE wasn’t just letters anymore.

It was a movement.

And while Atlanta was giving me light, Philly never left my soul.

Every text about a shooting.

Every call about another youngin lost.

Every RIP t-shirt that popped up on my timeline.

It all pulled at me.

I couldn’t ignore it.

I knew one day I’d have to go back —

Not just to visit, but to try and build something bigger than myself.

To give back in the only currency that ever mattered: hope.
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Chapter 13: Ghosts Never Sleep
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I started setting the chessboard early.

Studio sessions back home.

Conversations with community leaders.

Connecting with old heads who still had pull in the neighborhoods.

I wasn’t stupid though.

Philly had changed since I left.

The murders got younger.

The shooters got bolder.

The rules I grew up on — loyalty, structure, hierarchy — were being replaced with chaos.

Rogue kids with nothing to lose.

Blocks that used to be neutral turning into battlegrounds.

There was no more code — only survival.

I pulled up quiet.

Moved quiet.

Watched everything.

The way little homies sized me up even though they recognized me.

The way old ops gave dry nods cause they respected my growth but still remembered the wars.

The way the city breathed — heavy, paranoid, angry.

Still, I wasn’t scared.

I was ready.

If pain was the price for change, I’d pay it.

If risk was the tax for redemption, I’d pay that too.

But somewhere deep in my gut, I already knew the truth:

Trying to save a city that don’t want saving?

It could end in tragedy.

And if it did —

Would my story still matter?

Or would I just be another mural fading on a wall nobody repaints?

Either way...

The mission was set.

I was moving when God said move.

No earlier.

No later.
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Chapter 14: Courtside Conversations
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Back in Philly, the city air felt heavier than ever.

Every corner had history.

Every block had blood on it.

I wasn’t home a full week before opportunity — or maybe fate — came knocking.

A local studio owner hit my line.

He had a good spot down South Philly — prime location, solid equipment, steady client list.

Only problem?

He was stuck dead center between a war.

BTL (Belt To Lid) versus KRS (Kill Rob N Shoot).

Two sets barely two blocks apart, locked in a beef so bitter even the OGs couldn’t calm it.

Studio sessions kept getting shot up.

Clients scared to pull up.

Investors pulling out.

He needed help.

And he knew I wasn’t just another rapper with a mic.

I understood the code.

I spoke the language.

We sat down in a back office, air thick with old smoke and desperation.

I told him straight:

“Look, I’ll try. I’ll reach out. But ain’t no guarantees when blood been spilled. If I get this done though...we need something in writing. Backend splits. Equity in the studio. Partnership, not charity.”

After a few tense stares and silent calculations, we shook hands.

It was on.

I made a few quiet calls.

Pulled a few old strings.

One led to P-Will — one of the original architects behind BTL.

We arranged to meet up.

Not on some back alley or trap house step — but courtside at the Sixers vs Nets game.

Symbolic maybe.

New beginnings.

Old wars sitting in public.

The arena buzzed with energy.

Lights flashing.

Fans screaming.

The score neck and neck heading into halftime.

But me and P-Will?

We were locked in conversation like the whole building was muted.

He was cool as ever.

Chain tucked.

Eyes cold.

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said, tapping his fitted cap lower.

“But one of the youngins...he ain’t hearing it. Lost two cousins to KRS. He wanna bleed ’em dry before he even thinks about peace.”

I nodded.

I understood more than I wanted to.

You don’t just erase death with handshakes.

You don’t forget pain because a bag bigger than a bullet.

P-Will stood up to leave before the buzzer even sounded for halftime.
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