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Dedication Page 

For the ones who didn’t get to say goodbye 

For the brothers still grieving, the mothers still praying, 

the streets still whispering your names. 

This is for the calls that never came… 

…and the ones we still hear in our sleep. 

You didn’t leave quietly. 

Your voices echo. 

Long live the fallen. Speak through us.




Their Names Still Echo 

Heavenly Playlist for Reflection, Healing, and Remembrance 

1. Heaven Sent ‒ Keyshia Cole 

2. Until We Meet Again ‒ Trey Songz 

3. Missing You ‒ Brandy 

4. Dance With My Father ‒ Luther Vandross 

5. See You Again ‒ Wiz Khalifa ft. Charlie Puth 

6. Go Rest High on That Mountain ‒ Vince Gill 

7. I'll Be Missing You ‒ Puff Daddy ft. Faith Evans & 112 

8. Promise to Remember Me ‒ Legacy Tribute Track (Poetic Interlude) 

9. Broken Halos ‒ Chris Stapleton 

10. Smile ‒ Jay-Z ft. Gloria Carter 

11. Butterflyz ‒ Alicia Keys 

12. A Mother's Prayer ‒ K. Michelle 

13. Walk Around Heaven ‒ Patti LaBelle 

14. His Eye Is On the Sparrow ‒ Lauryn Hill & Tanya Blount 

15. We Rise (Legacy Version) ‒ Original by NUNU MOMMA 




The First Ring 

(A soundless place, somewhere between now and the next life) 

… 

RING… 

RING… 

RING… 

“Hello?” 

“…Yo, who this?” 

“Bash?” 

“…Wait—nah, hold up. That voice sound familiar. Real familiar.” 

“It’s me.” 

“Nah, man. Don’t play like that. That ain’t funny.” 

“It’s really me, Bash.” 

“…Nunu?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Stop. You—you not supposed to be… Bruh. You not supposed to be here.” 

“I know.” 

“Man, what the—nah. Nah! My dawg baby bro? You? No. When did—what even happened?!” 

“Bash, breathe.” 

“You telling me… you gone?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Nah, B.. This can’t be right. I’m trippin’.” 

“You not. We really on the same line right now.” 

“…I don’t even know what to say. This a dream?” 

“Nah, it’s a line only we can hear. Ain’t no phones up here, but the connection’s real.” 

“…What happened, Nu? Tell me everything.” 

… 

(pause… a low hum on the line) 

“I was just stepping outside… I wasn’t supposed to go nowhere that night. I just stepped out the door, bro. That’s it.”




Chapter One: I Ain’t Even See It 

Coming  

NUNU speaking 

I wasn’t even supposed to step out the car that night. That’s what keeps playing back in my head, if we even got heads up here. 

It was one of them nights where the air felt like it already knew something I didn’t. India was around the corner, waiting. And even when things were shaky between us, you know me — I always showed up. That’s just who I am. 

I got out the car. Placed my shoes neatly at the door, just how Mom taught me. I was only going to be out for a minute. 

But I didn’t even make it off the porch before I heard the shots. 

I ran. I tried to get help. But you know how it is — when folks hear shots, they ain’t opening no doors. I ended up on the side of a house, and that’s where he caught up to me. Stood over me and took my life right there. 

I know it’s heavy. I know it’s real. But that’s what happened, Bash. And now I’m here on this line with you. 




Chapter Two: Bash Breaks 

BASH speaking 

“ 

…Bro. Nah. Nah… 

” 

I can’t breathe right now. You talkin’ to me calm, and I’m over 

here stuck in the middle of some spiritual panic attack. 

You said you was just steppin’ outside? 

Why it always gotta be like that? The quick ones. The silent 

killers. The “wrong place, wrong time” setups that be our 

normal. 

You ain’t even get to see them? 

No argument? No warning? No reason? 

They just took you? 

Man… 

You was my dawg baby bro. You ain’t even get to start yet. 

And now I’m here. You here. This line between life and death 

got static in it — and I’m mad that we on it. 

You should still be down there holdin’ your mama, writin’ your 

rhymes, talkin’ your mess, and wearin’ that crown you ain’t even get to finish building. 

And me? 

Bruh, when I left… I had my kids on my mind. Kingin’ for them. 

Tryna change the narrative. 

But somebody else had different plans. 

I guess the streets got more say than our dreams 




Chapter Three: Static in the Silence 

NUNU and BASH together 

NUNU: You ever feel like we still halfway there? 

BASH: What you mean? 

NUNU: Like… we gone, yeah. But our love ain’t. Our voices still echoin’. Our names still being whispered in bedrooms, lit candles, and tear-stained hoodies. 

BASH: Facts. I still feel my daughter grip my finger in her sleep sometimes. 

NUNU: I still hear my mom call my name when she cryin’. 

BASH: Maybe this call… this line… it’s ‘cause we ain’t finished talkin’. 

NUNU: Or maybe the stories still need to be told. 

 

Click. 

A soft, distant tone interrupts. 

Another voice is about to join. A girl. 

Another story. Another soul.




Chapter Four: Cold Air & Premonitions 

