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Characters


Three black men in their late 30’s. 


Sky...............community activist, best ballplayer of the trio, and the most deadly serious at times, can enjoy a joke at his own expense.........sometimes. 


Twin.............financial consultant, displays the most sartorial splendor in b-ball attire, projects superiority. The most successful of the trio.


Jello...............writer, has a dancer-like agility on the court. The cut-up, 
the lover, the most easily wounded.


Time/


Summer, present


Place/


A basketball court on a suburban, as opposed to an urban, playground.


Production Notes

WHAT ABOUT THE NOISE? WHAT ABOUT THE BALL?..........There are a variety of ball activities that DO NO INVOLVE DRIBBLING. The only time dribbling is absolutely required is during the one-on-one games. Otherwise, Sky/Twin/Jello are passing, tossing, taking pretend shots, driving for lay-ups (without dribbling) and utilizing the ball as a statement. A statement to make points, emphasize points, reflecting when arrows hit their emotional mark, too closely. Whoever has the ball knows they’re the center of attention, and actors should use this to their best advantage. (I.E. when someone wants the ball, usually they want to make a point, or receive attention for what they are about to contribute).


The play is best realized when there is an air of intimacy to the playground itself. 
A small court will work fine, and is preferred. A large playground space is not, by any means, a pre-requisite. There will be the urge by Set Designers to “envision” 
a wonderfully outlined full-court space as the only way to produce the play. At all costs, please avoid this creative tendency, this thinking will price the play right out of production. 


There need be only one basket, a playground fence with a water fountain and several benches. Also, there should be several balls available. Sky enters with the game ball, Twin has another in his gear bag, in case of emergency. Special emphasis should be paid to Twin’s attire. He should have a top-of-the-line jogging suit that he takes off to reveal top-of-the-line b-ball outfit. 






Act One

The sound of a bouncing basketball. Jello, Twin and Sky appear, full of laughter, giggles, jocular poses, struts and possessed by male cut-up activity. Shouts of unadulterated joy pierce the silence. Twin’s expensive athletic gear (sweatsuit, sneakers, headbands, knee brace, shorts, tops) is oogled, and “admired” by Sky/Jello. Likewise, Twin playfully sneers at their attire. However, Twin’s gymbag is literally a jock’s closet of goodies. All enjoy barbs, teasing and mock pre-game machismo. Sky/Jello are the first to loosen up with shots, layups, and jockeying for rebound position. Their act going full blast when finally...

JELLO






Goodfellows! Gentlefellows! Oddfellows! Bend your ears and hear the Jello-Man testify on behalf of you simple-minded peons of the playground.

(A ball is thrown at him, he anticipates, parades around court)

Here we are. Outdoors. Ball in hand. And you two hale and hearty fellows have the privilege, the joy, the luxuriating luxury, of knowing that I, the Jello-Man, ‘bout to COLD-CRUSH yalls bubblebutts in b-ball.

(Full of himself, he parades, so delighted he skips and hops, Twin/Sky throw towels even give short playful chase)

I speak the gospel as it spoke to me.

(Becomes holy man)

“And there came to be, throughout the land, a prophecy. And the prophecy decreed that in this year of our Lord, the mortals Twin and Sky, known throughout holy Christian-Dom as the LAME-NO-GAME-INFIDELS, shall be CRUSHED by the wiseman they called Jello. And thus it was, that an ass-whupping came to pass.

(Thoroughly ticked, preens, cakewalks (or some resemblance therein) himself round the court)

Say A-men somebody! Can I git a WITNESS up in here TO-DAY!”  What time is it? JELLO TIME!  

HAVE SHOT, WILL TRAVEL!

SKY

Twin, if that boy’s MOUTH could only match his game. 

TWIN

Sky, Jello’s mouth makin TESTIMONY his body can’t DELIVER.

SKY

Did you hear the boy tryin to instigate? Trying to spread fear? Why, I am mortified.  

TWIN

Sky, why would a gifted writer of such creative magnitude talk trash. Me thinks, the Jello-man exposes a COLOSSAL STUPIDITY? 

SKY

Sounds like Jello gonna kick-ass, take names, and report damage to the authorities! But Sky about to ground Jello down so low he gonna resemble a Dr. Scholl’s footie pad.

(Demonstrates, then Sky/Twin enjoy, preen round court)

Now that’s what ME THINKS.

JELLO

But Hark! Behold two boasting braggarts! With much soaring braggadocio! But CANST THY GAME measure up? Nay-Nay-Nay, for I have seen thy game---and have found it MOST LAME! At this moment I bear witness to an excelsior display of dumb-diddly overconfidence!

SKY

Twin, when the Jello-Man waxes soooooo eloquent, there can be only ONE DRAWN CONCLUSION.

TWIN

Draw it, Sky.

SKY

Our main ace must have dipped his sticky wicket into some CHOICE---

TWIN

Sirloin.

SKY

Some CHOICE---

TWIN

T-Bone.

SKY

Some CHOICE---

TWIN

Filet---

SKY

(Grinds hips)

Some choice Puss-Pie.

TWIN

J-Man, was it yet another young, delectable tenderoni? The nubile neighborhood chicklets with which you “co-mingle” are probably very impressed with a man in the field of arts and letters.   

SKY

Jello rob the cradle so much Mother Goose put out an APB on his ass.

(Twin/Sky much tickled)

TWIN

Pray tell Sir Rob-eth of Cradle, t’was your puss-pie the same homegirl I “scene-t” thou with a fortnight or so ago?

JELLO

(Plays them off w/glorious chauvinism)

T’was she in the flesh-ola. And, might I add how righteously carnal the evening’s affair was. Ohhhh, my naughty thoughts still ooze with fresh, flaming mental memorabilia. Their DWELT J-Man, socked solid inside her raging rumble seat.

SKY

Drive on, Valentino!

TWIN

Par-ti-cu-lars! De-Tails! Leave no stone unturned.

SKY

Leave no physical OR-REE-FICE undefiled!

(Sky/Twin, very familiar w/this game, now serve as INTRUSIVE GREEK CHORUS)

JELLO

Last night, Jello nobly pillaged some plump rump. And today I carry the tender recollections of---

SKY

“Tender Recollections?!” 

TWIN

C’mon Daddy LongStroke---give us the RAUNCH! Take us to the playground and let us play around.

JELLO

Let me amplify how notoriously this sister played the sexual acrobat AROUNDST Jello’s manly mojo muscle. You see, in the heat of our coital interface---

SKY

“Coital what?”---don’t get diagnostic, was your john henry up in that romper room OR NOT?!

TWIN

What happened Jello, she had to get back to recess.

(Much hilarity)

JELLO

There was me, and there was my dear lady fair. I, J-man, drained to the bone. Drained to the very depths of my massive manfreedy. On the other hand, my Ladyfair---

TWIN

(Aside, Twin)

Gettin me one a them Ladyfairs.

JELLO

Gentleman, I can say with confidence that, YE VERILY, my Master John Henry was wasted by this hellacious heifer. 

SKY

Tell us Jello---how long did you---

(Suggestive hips)

“YE VERILY”  with this heifer?
TWIN

Hard facts J-Man! Did thy get to spank-eth some boo-TAY?  

SKY

(Playful rodeo rider”)

“Who be-eth your Daddy? Who be-eth your Daddy?!”  
JELLO

I swam in an ocean of euphoria. I drank in the well of endless enchantments.

TWIN

But did you ravage her house of holies?

JELLO

Repeatedly did I position my undulating figurine---

SKY

“Undulating figurine?”

TWIN

(Aside, Sky)

Means she was on top.

JELLO

I experienced a divine yum-yummy of climactic shangri-la. Shall I chaperone you two rapscallions to my lust-laden afterglow. Can a brother get a little ebb tide?
(Sky/Twin become soft whooshing waves, a sea gull or two circles in the distance)

JELLO

There I was. Head-to-toe perfumed in our succulent fragrance.

SKY

What’d it smell like? “Eau de Orgasm?”

JELLO

 My coquette now residing on the sacred shores of incredible ecstasy. J-Man, having taken her, in the local patois---taken her “the long way home”.

(Sky/Twin look to one another, burst into more mirth)

TWIN

Sky, this is without a doubt, some top-echelon cowpie.
SKY

Government-grade, certified, “U.S.---B.S.”

TWIN

Anybody tell you that no “round-the-way hoodrats” be kickin it with no BROKE-ASS WRITERS. They givin it up for cash money, some trunk jewelry or 2 for 1 appetizers at FRIDAYS. Our boy Jello can’t offer nuthin but a “special thanks” onna dedication page? 

(Twin/Sky much amused)

SKY

Twin, you saying Jello MIGHT, JUST MIGHT be overrating his sexual prowess.

TWIN

To hear J-Man talk it---he shaggin babes like he got Ernie Hemingway’s dick.  

SKY

What probably happen was Tenderoni grabbed up her barbie and went home.

(Twin/Sky chuckle, Jello sees they’re about to have their moment at his expense, plays keep away with the ball while Sky/Twin ramble)

SKY

Jello ain’t had no big-league Poonani since I threw him one a my old flames. And that was like, y’know,  donating to charity. 

TWIN

Like Save The Whales.

SKY

Save the Rainforest.

TWIN

Save Jerry’s Kids. 

SKY

THAT’S EXACTLY WHAT JELLO NEED. 

TWIN

A telethon! A telethon to raise pussy for unemployed writers. Put his ass in a wheelchair, roll him out in the final hour. 

(Maneuver Jello to be crippled & spastic. Twin/Sky completely crack-up, Jello plays it all off)

JELLO

Making fun of “Jerry’s Kids”. Yall gonna burn. 

TWIN

Jello, how you taking this unemployed state you been in. Bet it’s puttin a strain on the homefront? How your folks takin it?

SKY

(Sarcasm)

Your folks  takin away TV privileges. Desert? ALLOWANCE?!  
(Twin/Sky enjoy)

JELLO

(Continues to shoot)

I’m proud to report that Moms and Pops have courageously stood by their struggling offspring.

TWIN

Need to put all that education to work for you, Jello.

JELLO

Jello has proudly accepted, I believe the appropriate euphemism is, “a gig”.

SKY

(Shock)

Well if the mountain ain’t come to Mohammed!

TWIN

You giving up writing for serious employment?

JELLO

Never! Writing is a quintessential imperative. Writers are a breed apart. Writers observe. Reflect. Writers--

TWIN

Suffer in abject poverty!
SKY

Don’t gotta be no writer for that.

(Takes ball from Jello)

I can testify to  that......

TWIN

(To Sky)

Money woes Sky?

SKY

If the state don’t renew our contract the Northwest Development Association could be minus their best Minority Employment Supervisor any day now.......that’s right, the state give-eth, and the state take-eth away.

JELLO

This is some sorry shame.

TWIN

Though I sympathize with the plight of my b-ball buddies, let me announce that Twin absolutely refuses to surrender to such sorry circumstances.

JELLO

(To Twin)

That’s cause you financial wizards don’t play with real money. It’s all fake paper.

SKY

These days playing with monopoly money’s the only way to make a living.

JELLO

How you intend to stay your ass up on Park Avenue, Twin?
TWIN

Fellas, it’s just hard work.

JELLO

Hear that Sky?

SKY

(Sarcasm)

Givin out “life lessons” today, Twin?

JELLO

(To Sky)

I heard some Park Ave. corporation had to write “embezzlement” on the blackboard 100 times.

SKY

Give me that long green---I’d embezzle my ass off! I’ d sell Spain to the Spanish and not think twice.

TWIN

Where I’m standing, the view looks pretty damn good. 

SKY

Well from where I’m standing black folk still can’t get loans, buy houses, get credit---

TWIN

(Cynic)

Ain’t my fault that losing hope and giving up is now a rite of passage for most black folk.  

SKY

(To Jello)

Guess that’s the view when you’re upside looking down.

TWIN

Maybe you need more upside to that downside. 

SKY

(Hesitates, stares at Twin)

I hear you.

TWIN

Do you?






SKY

(Deliberate)

Loud. And clear.

(Pause)

JELLO

(Switching gears)

Do you gents realize the momentous occasion we about to partake?

TWIN

Go ‘head change topics. I can take a hint.

JELLO

Not a summer gone by when we haven’t participated in our annual habitual ritual.
SKY

Hold up. Every time we come out the court SKY proceeds to spank yalls ass over, and over and over again. That ain’t no damn “ritual,” that’s the 3 R’s: readin, writin, and REPETITION!

(Jello/Twin razz his arrogance, Sky starts a lay-up drill, others jump right in)

JELLO

Each and every summer, I might call Sky.

SKY

I might call Twin.

TWIN

I might call ANYBODY.

JELLO

(Falls out of drill)

Just as the swallows return to Capistrano. Just as the seasons change. Jello must defeat his friends of the inferior colored persuasion. 

SKY

J-Man always takin it to extremes.

JELLO

(Steals ball, begins raunchy howl round court)

Takin it to EXTREMES with Annette last week. Good-golly-miss molly!

(Howls again)

TWIN

(Anticipates)

Hear we go.

SKY

Whatever you had with Annette, wasn’t HALF what I experienced with “Sha-lee-ka, man-hungry she-beast”.

JELLO

Sha-lee-ka? And her gitchee-goomy face. 

(Aside, Twin)

Talk about going the extra mile.

SKY

What ‘bout Annette? She couldn’t get wet cement hard.

(Twin howls)

JELLO

Butchie said with Sha-lee-ka he needed a helping hand to reach pop city.

(Indicates masturbation)

TWIN

I find that gauche.

JELLO

So did Sha-lee-ka---Butchie say it was her hand.

(Laughter from all)

TWIN

Riddle me this. Why do you two CHOOSE to suffer through all that “employment mockery.” I mean, Sky lettin the community suck his last ounce of blood. And J-Man still matriculating at the university of mom and dad.  

JELLO

(Buddies up to Sky)

Twin,  as black men----what’d life be without a little “employment mockery?”

TWIN

Tell that to the Asians. The Jamaicans. And all them other immigrants. You using 20 year old logic, Jello. 

(Revisits previous suggestion)

Now awhile back, said I could bring you both onboard with me. We could put the moves on some serious venture caps. Or we pretty up some junk bonds, then dump em like an ugly plate a stale hash.   

JELLO

Me personally, I prefer to make my money the old-fashioned way.

SKY

Right, public assistance.

(Twin/Sky, much amused)

TWIN

You two are the perfect embodiment of what I call “indignant insouciance”.

(Sky/Jello doubletake one another)

JELLO

“Indiggy what?”

TWIN

“Silly male pride”

SKY

Maybe we just stubborn.

TWIN

Alotta stubborn folks wind up with their J-O-B’s outsourced to Pago-Pago.  

JELLO

Big boss, we ain’t ungrateful. But from the lil bit I hear, maybe you best keep that all that venture cap strategy to yourself.

(Pause, Twin throws Jello a very real stare. fun, momentarily stops)

TWIN

What’s that Jello? 

(Pause)

Cause this is MY territory you speaking about. This is how I do MY business. It ain’t HARDLY your stomping ground.

(Pause)

Now is it?

SKY

(Tries to calm Twin)

Chill brother....... 

TWIN

Now is it Jello?

JELLO

Just messing you around, Twin. 

(Pause)

Hey----what would I know about your personal turf?! 

TWIN

Exactly.

(Pause)

...............What WOULD you know?

(Twin/Jello exchange more awkwardness, Jello backs off, tries to deflect)

JELLO

Eh-eh, member that broken ankle I had first year high school? Full leg cast up to here, and you two carrying my books everywheres. 

SKY

Everywhere but where you was supposed to be.

JELLO

Got that right, I came late to damn near ever class.

SKY

Jello crying--- “I forgot my lunch money”. He knew nobody resist a man on crutches. Heard your Doctor said you didn’t even need crutches after the second week---what was it Jello----just loved the sympathy.

JELLO

Surprise! I crave a little attention! It’s in my genes. Hey Sky---member that little ditty we used to hum along when we got STANKIN drunk.

(Begins a low hum of “over hill, over dale,” he/Sky playfully relive the moment)

TWIN

(Returns to “his turf”)

But I gotta say ......... 
(Pause)

You two passing up some STUPID green. Theer are some places that are looking for talented black men.

JELLO

Oh please---next you’ll hype that black role-model-crap.

(Aside, Sky)

Do the goddamn Koreans need role models?

SKY

Hell nay!

JELLO

Do the Jews? The Pakistani’s? Japanese? Indonesians? 

SKY

Nay-Nay-Nay-Nay!

JELLO

And why Sky? 

SKY

Not know Jello.

TWIN

Cause everybody else just goes out and conquers the sonuvabitch! 

SKY

Well I’m a role model, and damn proud of it. 

JELLO

(Amused, Twin)

Sounds like you soon-to-be one a them homeys at the intersection with a hand-written sign.

(Illustrates)

“Will work for whatever the hell you got”

(Jello/Twin enjoy)

TWIN

(Takes ball, shoots)

All I can do is drive the bandwagon. Same you two don’t jump on it.

JELLO

---Ease up Sky. 

(Jello and Sky, hook arms/legs, march, in & out of step, they hum along to their jazzed-up rendition of “over hill, over dale”)
TWIN

(Realizes they’ve tuned him out, amused, keeps shooting)

Ok. THAT was my my last offer.  

JELLO

And your offer was downright missionary Twin. Wasn’t it downright missionary Sky?

SKY

Downright missionary Jello.

JELLO

Downright missionary Sky.

(To knees before Twin)

“Almighty Bwana, we lubs you”

(Jello attaches himself to Twin’s leg, Sky tickled, then Twin)

TWIN

Jello...Jello...Jello, tell me. When did you finally get off them crutches? 

JELLO

Stayed on ‘em for 14 hopalong weeks. 

TWIN

(Tosses ball HARD, to Jello)

Got to put crutches down early. If you don’t, handicaps develop.

JELLO

Handicaps, is for horses.. 

(Tosses HARD, back to Sky)

Not for Jello.

(Twin, caught, gives “touche” smile. Then ball is tossed amongst all three, with relish. It reaches a peak, then Sky holds it)

SKY

(To Twin)

It’s like this, Twin. Jello hanging tough with his writing. Why? Cause HE LOVE IT. I counsel corporate muckety-mucks on the value of black and minority participation. Why? Cause I LOVE IT.  
JELLO

(Sky)

He don’t think I’m serious about writing?

TWIN

(Amused)

Not true. I don’t think you’re SERIOUS about anything? 

JELLO

“SERIOUS?” Serious is when I send stories to my friends, and my friends actually read them, right Sky?
TWIN

(To Sky)

Busted.

(The ball is now whipped around from one to another)

JELLO

You get my story?

SKY

I got your story.

JELLO

You did?

SKY

Through the mail. But I didn’t get it.

TWIN

I didn’t get it.

JELLO

You don’t read ‘em. Sky does.

SKY

(Ball finally stops with Sky, hesitates, philosopher-king)

Don’t get me wrong Jello. It was well-crafted.....periods, commas----PUNCTUATION was in all the right places. 

(Twin giggles)






SKY

But it lost me. Now, the story won you that contest a while back, THAT had something to say. Hey, maybe it’s just me.
JELLO

(Mock sympathy)

There-There. Don’t go apologizing for you own hard-earned stupidity---

SKY

OK! IT WENT BY ME! 

TWIN

(Amused)

Still life goes by you Sky.

SKY

(Play-acting petulant, snatches up ball, takes a short stroll around the court)

TWIN

Sky talking about the same story I read in that magazine a while back? I read that one.

JELLO

(Grandly offers him the floor)

TWIN

(His turn, philosopher king)

That story didn’t concern itself with too much loquaciousness of a strictly racial nature. Example: “Da black man don’t got dis, da black man don’t got dat. Da white man doing dis, da white man doing dat---”

SKY

But that’s exactly what I need to see! Hit them points. Educate. State the case. 

TWIN

Fortunately Jello, your writing DON’T sound like Sky and his crew. 

SKY

What’s Sky’s crew sound like?!

TWIN

Too much Dogma. Propaganda. Victim-I-zation. There ain’t no such thing as black progress with your crew cause they gotta manifest, visualize and conceptualize conspiracy theories ON A DAILY FREAKIN BASIS. 

SKY

(“How lame” face to Twin)

We get passionate?! We’re out here trying to jump-start some hearts and minds. Least I got a stake in something. Unfortunately, our people lack the advantages of---

JELLO

Cry us a river Sky.

SKY

(Upset)

What you got a stake in Jello? 

JELLO

Sky your boys been marchin on that blackness crusade for soooooo long---
TWIN

(Knows the game)

How long Jello?

JELLO

Long enough for you to satisfy a woman. Cause that takes so long, you need an 8 day week. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday and “SomeDay.” 

(Woman’s Voices)

“Did you feel fireworks with Sky----not today, but SOMEDAY”.     

TWIN

(Explodes)

My man told you, Sky.

SKY

(Unamused)

Jello’s a clown. Least he ain’t no Financial Broker to a buncha fast eddies with disposable cash flow and no morals. 

(Hilarity stops)

TWIN

(Unamused)

Do somebody need a “time out”.

JELLO

(Lightens mood)

This how J-Man sound if’n he was in sky’s crew: “We need to adjudicate the black political structure into a triage of functional functionaries and disciplinary disciplines punctuated by some backbeat boom-shaka-laka, and criss-crossed croissants wid some juicy lady marmalade---   

SKY

(Ringmaster)

“Send in the clowns!”

TWIN

Sky, allow me to defend the good name of black activism by challenging this cackling cockatiel.

SKY

(Throws ball at Jello)

Please do, Twin. Take yonder jackass to the hoop. 

TWIN

I’ma do like the Bible say, “And tis writ that a stranger came onto the court, and SMOTE THE ROOKIE’S ASS!”

(Twin/Sky cut-up, Jello warms up)

JELLO

My Bible don’t read like that! 

SKY

What Bible you read? Leviticus.

JELLO

LaHOOP-ICUS, chapter 12, verse 12, page 12, line 12: “Bring thy ass to the court, and I shall SMOTE THEE!”

(First move: Twin rushes to DEFEND Jello. Second move: Jello gives Twin a series of PUMP FAKES that take Twin off his feet. Third move: Jello slightly shoves Twin away. Fourth move: Twin tries too late to recover. Fifth move: Jello goes in easily for a lay-up (that he may or may not make). 

JELLO

Who da Man! Who da Man! Yeah, we see who got smote! Can’t nobody handle me! No Buddy! Smote on that! Who next?

(Throws ball to Sky)

(Twin, out of breath, goes for water)

TWIN

Hope you advocate for grassroots folks better than you play ball, Sky.

JELLO

Sky still waiting for that great day to arrive. 

TWIN

The day he beat you?

JELLO

Hell no.

(Becomes Dr. MLK, Jr.)

“That day we reach that mountaintop and say, free at last, free at last, thank God al---”

SKY

(Offended)

Let’s  run this bitch back, Jello.

TWIN

Jel-lowwwwww. You know damn well Sky don’t appreciate you imitating thee indubitable Dr. King.

JELLO

That’s trouble with Civil Rights! No laughs. Bro Malcolm said “By any means necessary”. Maybe Malcolm need a little Marx Brothers. 

(Quick Groucho)

“Take my wife, by any means necessary!”

SKY

(Very unamused)

JELLO

PLUS: Civil Rights ain’t had but one hit song! 

(Grabs Twin by the hand, Jello drops to knees, becomes the child, Twin the adult, together they Stevie Wonder-sway)

”We shall be over-commmme.” Now what’s that? ”Civil Rights Greatest HIT!” Where the Remix? 

SKY

(Fed-up, throws ball back to Jello)

Tell us about your brand, new job Jello. 

(As he hesitates, Jello loses cockiness, Twin contains laughter)

Hear you caught on down the 7/11. You go slurpee boy. Is you P/T or fulltime?

JELLO

(Caught, sheepish)

Fulltime. Me and this other brother stroke the graveyard shift. 

TWIN

Co-worker alright?

JELLO

Sound like he from the Continent. Malik Abu-Doo-Doo. Some African. But when his momma call up she ask for Roy. 

TWIN

(Amused, Sky)

From the African Roys.

(Jello/Twin laugh)

SKY

You laughing, but them Jamaicans, Asians and Indians---all get loans, mortgages, start-up money, and they only collateral is a green card and an accent. 

JELLO

I detect the stinky aroma of xenophobia.

SKY

In the  inner-city you could open THE PEARLY GATES OF HEAVEN on Monday and by Tuesday it’d be Busta’s-fried-chicken-and-hip-hop-sneaker shop. 

TWIN

And who’s fault is that, Sky?

SKY

 You dyin to blame the victim, ain’cha Twin. Go ahead, it’s your world.

(Pause, Sky/Twin exchange a hard stare, several beats pass)

JELLO

(Senses the mood, shifts tempo)

Twin, Did I tell you ‘bout the very last time I seen Sky hoopin it up. 

(Sky, anticipates, tries to interrupt, Jello takes ball and becomes illustrative storyteller)

Game. Last. Month. Sky out on the fast break. He going one on three, Sky being the one. My boy thought he Lindbergh tryin to go coast-to-coast. But what’s the deal, Twin?

     Twin/Jello/Sky

SKY CAN’T DRIBBLE!

JELLO

(Bad dribbling display)

SKY

Look here Twin, I got by one dude.

JELLO

(To Twin)

Got bye one dude, but shortly thereafter, Sky found himself “disorientated”.

TWIN

You mean “disoriented”.

JELLO

Nay-Nay, HOMES here was “dis-or-rient-TA-TED”. That’s how bad it was. By one dude and him thought him ten feet from the the hoopski.

(Comically without dribbling, Jello re-enacts disorientation)

TWIN

Where he at Jello?

JELLO

Sky in Another ZIP CODE! He threw up this forty-five foot air ball, and damn if it weren’t forty five foots of just AIR and BALL. When he realize how distant he was from civilization, he tried to adjust, but----HIM FALL DOWN. 

(Illustrates  slow-mo“Jerry Lewis” pratfall )

Sky laying horizontal to the earth like he done shot-put a medicine ball from Venus! My boy HOISTED up the rock like he was stop-putting in the Olympics!

(Crack himself up)

Twin, I were NO MO GOOD. Laughed so hard my face fell off. Hadda stop the game. “Where my face at!? YO TIME!” 

(He illustrates, Sky drapes a towel on his head)

Sky look like spastic Mongolian ballet!

(Re-does fall)

TWIN

Sky, what happened?

SKY

The shot had good spin.

JELLO

“Good spin?” Alls that bad boy had was FLOTATION. 

(All three, thoroughly tickled)

JELLO

COMPOUNDING THE EMBARRASSMENT. We playing down at Gwynns’s Falls. 

TWIN

The court next to the stream?

JELLO

The stream that leads into THE BAY, baby! That Spaul-deen found THE BAY and probably washed up on the Coast of France. Some Frenchy over on San Tropez, all slathered up with SPF #30, probably plucked our Rock outta the Atlantic---(Frenchy) “Parlez vous le AIR BALL?” 

(Jello/Twin slap crazy fives)

Twin, that shit look like a UFO cruising over western hemisphere. After that, every shot Sky took they chantin: “E.T. come home!”  

(Jello/Twin and Sky are thoroughly tickled, Twin applauds, Sky reluctantly applauds, Jello takes his bows)

SKY

(Hands ball to Jello)

Payback! Payback! Take ball out young stuff.

JELLO

Why not. Done SOILED your NAME, might as well SPOIL your GAME.

SKY

Bark-Bark!

JELLO

Wolf-Wolf!

SKY

Bow-Wow-Bitch!

(The atmosphere turns serious. Jello and sky eye one another as boxers do. Staredown. Sky, all business. Jello, mischievous. They lean into one another. Sky too close for Jello’s taste, Jello pushes him back. First move: Jello delivers several feints. Jello, w/ball backs into Sky and towards hoop. Second move: Sky pushes, shoves back, gives ground grudgingly, Jello complains. Sky knocks ball away. Jello stops. Sky hands ball back to Jello. Jello throws it back to Sky, Sky throws it hard back to Jello. Third move: Jello, takes Sky by surprise, makes strong move to the hoop, gives Sky a pump fake. Sky goes for the fake, lands hard on Jello---blocking the ball while knocking Jello hard to court. Sky grabs ball, lays it in with big victory roar. Jello, still down, stares in disbelief.

SKY

Yes! Yes! Yes buddy! Layed that pro-D on junior! Humped up on your ass!  

JELLO

PRO-D MY ASS!
SKY

(Amused)

Twin! You saw it! Could I lettum have the easy gimme! He give me the pump, but couldn’t finish! Three feet from the hoop, you gotta finish! 

TWIN

(Recites an old refrain)

Gotta finish Jello.

JELLO

Run it back! C’mon, run it back baby!

SKY

(Adamant)

It’s settled. Done. Say goodnight Gracie.

JELLO

(Moves to sideline, slams himself down)

I had you beat! 

SKY

(Mock child cry)

“Waaaaaaaaa” 

(Twin/Sky amused)

Fortunately no little kids witnessed this DEBACLE. Who next? Next!    
TWIN

(Sides w/Sky)

Jello, you were right there---

JELLO

He bush-whacked my ass!

SKY

YOU COULDN’T FINISH!

TWIN

(Pops up)

Take ball out, I’m takin you to adulthood.

SKY

Oh you will. Sweet-sweet. 

TWIN

Sweet-sweet!

(Sky has ball. Staredown. First move: Sky bullys to the hoop. Twin grudgingly gives ground. Second move: Sky tries to shoot his jumper, Twin all over Sky’s jumper, Sky frustrated moves to start play over)

TWIN

Bring no weak stuff in here!

SKY

Comin at you, all day.

TWIN

Bring it, don’t talk it!

(First move: Sky bullys again. Twin again gives ground. Second move: Sky gives a wicked elbow to Twin’s midsection, wheels uncontested to hoop for layup. Twin never recovers.

SKY

Game! Set! Match! 

(Childish struts round court)

“A-tisket-A-tasket, Sky took your ass to the basket!”
TWIN

Pussyball!

SKY

LOSER! 

TWIN

What about the foul?

SKY

Foul?

JELLO

Assault and battery.

TWIN

(Still on ground)

Shoved me off the court!

SKY

(Bigger mock cry, makes “L” shape on his forehead)

TWIN

Don’t go tossin no loser tags!

(Rises, hot)






TWIN

Twin works, BABY. Twin turnin away more investments than you can salivate over.

(Pauses, takes several swigs of water, throws bottle down)

Who got the convertible Beemer? The Park Avenue digs? The timeshare in St. Barts. Anybody on this court? Anybody know where their next Christmas bonus comin from? Oh, I’m sorry, anybody ON THIS COURT EVEN KNOW what a Christmas bonus is?
(Sarcastic, raises his own hand)

JELLO

Wrong turn.

TWIN

Excuse me?

JELLO

Don’t pursue it.

TWIN

Our “scholarly man of letters” have something to say? 

SKY

Nobody questioning your breadwinning capabilities. Everybody know youse a kick-ass Financial Master of his Domain. Yeow-baby, can’t nobody touch that.

TWIN

Thank you. 

SKY

More power to you.

TWIN

Thank you.

SKY

No prob.

JELLO

Don’t stroke him.

SKY

I don’t stroke.

JELLO

That’s what Sha-lee-ka said.

SKY

(Devilment returns, eyeballs Jello)

Cut me to my quick, J-Man.

JELLO

Heard  youse a bit TOO QUICK, Mr. Jiffy.

(All crack up)






JELLO (Cont)
Brother think he a 60 minute infomercial---come to find out he a 30 second commercial!

(All crack up more)

SKY

Jelloooooo, Mack Daddy of the Boudoir. Big Pimpin Stud-zilla.






JELLO

(“Mandingo” strut)

Da Women love Jello big bamboo.

SKY

Word round town say your big bamboo is a big BOO-HOO 

(Indicates how small J-man’s bamboo must be)

(Sky/Twin explode)

TWIN

Hell hot out here today. The score is: Jello, one. Pussyball cheating Sky---

SKY

Twin! The decision was decided decisively.

TWIN

Beg to differ.

SKY

Beg all you want.

TWIN

(Throws ball to Sky)

(Pause. Sky eyeballs Twin. Plays it off)

SKY

(Pulls out water bottle)

Lemme get a swig before my next battle royale.

JELLO

Twin, in your various and sundry dealings---ever run across an outfit called “Investments Unlimited?”

TWIN

Don’t think so. 






JELLO

(Shrugs)

Just askin.

TWIN

“Investments Unlimited?” Nope. Don’t set off any bells or whistles.

(W/appropriate condescension)

They somebody YOU might know, Jello?

JELLO

Just a coupla guys who started their own firm. What I hear, a buncha black churches got together, decided to invest in some redevelopment. They put some money together and hired those guys. 
TWIN

Where you get that, Jello?

JELLO

I played some ball with one of em.  

SKY

A coupla brothers working to get some redevelopment. IN THIS CITY? RAISING MONEY FOR BLACK CHURCHES?! Be still my heart. Twin you ain’t heard about this? 

TWIN

News to me.

SKY

Heads up!

(Throws Twin ball)

Never keep an ATHLETE waiting. 

TWIN

(Catches, but still in Jello moment)

I’ll keep my eyes open Jello.

JELLO

(Aside)

You do that.

TWIN

What’s that?

JELLO

I said: “appreciate if you did”.

(Jello’s reply doesn’t sit well with Twin, he hesitates before dealing with Sky)

Sky:





Twin:

(Tosses ball to Twin)



(Tosses ball hard back)

Get in the game!

        

I’M IN THE GAME!

(Square off. First move: Twin drives hard to basket, Sky gives ground then back off, they bump, Twin retreats. Second move: Sky taunts him, Twin, fakes Sky, drives hard to basket. Third move: Twin goes for layup, Sky blocks. Fourth move: Twin retrieves ball, goes in again, again---Sky blocks)



SKY

(Parades round court)

Somebody ate that round Wilson TWICE! TW---ICE! TWWWWW---ICEEEEEE!

TWIN

Run it back!

SKY

How many Jello?

JELLO

TWWWW---ICEEEEE!

SKY

TW---ICE TIMES. More than ONCE, but less than THRICE----TWWWW-ICE!

(Sky/Jello, fulla giggles, await reaction from Twin. Twin, wipes face, throws towel down, sits)

SKY

Twin, I done surmised your problem. It’s ain’t BALL, it’s MARRIAGE. 

TWIN

That so.

SKY

You got 10 years with one woman. That cozy connubial bliss runnin your game down. According to my computations, you probably walkin round with rusty genitals. 

TWIN

That so.

(Sky/Jello giggle anew)

SKY

Course now....we know that sometimes...

(Turns devil’s advocate)

It ain’t necessarily about BEING married. It’s about WHO you---

JELLO

(Cautions Sky)

Ix-Nay-Wrong-Way---
TWIN

(Throws Sky nasty glare)

Elaborate Sky! You seem to be articulating some “theory” that needs the full light of day. Tell 






TWIN (Cont)
us what valuable reflection did you want revealed about my marital choice? 

SKY

(Hesitates, steps away, but doesn’t back off)

I was only addressing your game. You brought that weak mess out here, so I thought there must be some logical, rational---EXCUSE.

TWIN

(Launches assault)

Member when Sky got his current job? Yes indeedy, my man swore he was gonna be a regular TORNADO in the black community. 

(Amused)

Sky was gonna turn that icky white power structure inside out. 

(More amused)

SKY

(Shifts)

Jello take ball out.

(Throws Jello ball)

TWIN

(Laughs)

All you neighborhood militants talk the talk, but in the end, wind up sounding like Michael from “Good Times”. Remember, little brother Michael? Tried to 





TWIN (Cont)
make “Revolutionary Action” seem like it was only a coupla commercials away. What a joke, right Sky? 

(Sky/Twin exchange a glare, Twin claps for ball, starts taking lay-ups)

JELLO

Since you talkin ancient history Twin, I can tell you when it all went bad for us? 

TWIN

A black man with a theory----stand back!
JELLO

When Motown left Detroit, and took off for L.A. They lost heart and soul. 

TWIN

Pretty voices, pretty orchestra and eloquently programmed synthesizers. 

SKY

Motown moved to LA and started makin the most perfect R&B you ever heard. 

JELLO

Fifty cents say I make it from here.

SKY

Dollar say you don’t. Look what we got for music now. Alotta juveniles posin as gangstas. They FIRST CD tells how many times they been shot, the SECOND CD tells how much money they got, by the THIRD CD wiffee crying at the cemetery lot.
JELLO

(Shoots, misses)

Double or nothing!

TWIN

I got that!

SKY

Easy money.

JELLO

(Finally shoots)

Without delay, Jello’s perfect J.

(Jello misses badly)

TWIN

(Proudly announces)

Jello couldn’t hit ocean from underwater!

JELLO

(Irked)

Twin, how’s your bro?

TWIN

Where you been? He graduated. Hooked up in Silicon Valley. Certified software wizard. 

Rakin in STOO-PID cash.

SKY

Sound like he on his way.

TWIN

I guess.

SKY

You guess?

TWIN

(Claps for ball)

5 dollars, nothing but net, right here. I mean, ain’t like he hadda start from ground zero....

(Sky/Jello exchange a glance)

JELLO

Sound like he ain’t NEED ground zero.

TWIN

Five bucks, who got that?

SKY

Was MY BROTHER out Silicon Valley, I’m proud as a peacock.

JELLO

5 bucks? Swish from there? Bet.
TWIN

(Defensive)

He made the big jump. I’m proud. More I gotta say about it? 

(Shoots, misses)

JELLO

(Aside, Sky)

.........Somebody inna nasty way.

SKY

(Amused)

Twin, come clean. You getting ANY at home?

TWIN

(Glares at Sky)

SKY

No offense. But like I was sayin before---that wet nut usually go dry right after the honeymoon.

(Twin fires ball at Sky, pause)

SKY

(Knows he’s touched a nerve, playful)

Oops..............my bad.  

(Moves to Twin)

Guess I need reminding about that “sacred boundary” between you and the little wifey---

TWIN

(Moves to Sky)

I’m beginning to think you got something against the institution of marriage?

SKY

(Moves to Twin)

Against marriage? Not me boss.

TWIN

(Forceful)

Never being married yourself. Never sacrificing yourself for the good of anyone else----I can see how that might force a person to have certain, shall we say, “blind spots”.  
(Sky/Twin exchange a staredown, Jello between them, pause)

JELLO

Yall member back in the day when that “poverty look” was all the rage? In high school we wore the BEJESUS outta them army fatigues. Never wash em. Never EVER wash.

(Sky/Twin back off)

JELLO

And them HUMONGUOUS afros we NEVER EVER comb?!

SKY

I member...............and frankly. We stank.

(All remember, chuckle)

SKY

And I recall that everytime we said this ONE PARTICULAR PHRASE---

TWIN

(Immediatly gets it)

ONE PARTICULAR PHRASE!

JELLO

(Also knows)

ONE PARTICULAR PHRASE! Always came out THE EXACT SAME WAY.

ALL

(Ferociously “angry”)

“WHITE MUTHAFUCKA!”

(All crack into million pieces, they repeat phrase, which becomes more comic, start passing ball to on another)

JELLO

Bus pull off while we bookin hard---

ALL

“WHITE MUTHAFUCKA!”

TWIN

Mall managers checkin packages WE AIN’T EVEN GOT!

ALL

“WHITE MUTHAFUCKA!”

SKY

Restaurant Manager threw us out for actin the fool---

ALL

“WHITE MUTHAFUCKA!”

(All much amused)

SKY

Black teenage commandment NUMBER 1 says every sentence outta your mouth gotta come with  “MUTHAFUCKIN” AS A SUFFIX.

TWIN

Suffix, prefix, verb, adverb, adjective and the most demonstrative noun and pronoun AROUND! 

(All slap 5)

JELLO

Back then, we were soooooooooo infatuated with all that cutesy social rhetoric. WESTERN DECADENCE THIS, WESTERN DECADENCE THAT...

(Laughs, ball-tossing becomes more heated)
TWIN

I remember a black student union PRESIDENT who “PROMISED” he’d lead the movement for a whole buncha community changes. Happened with that Sky?

SKY

Life.

TWIN

“Life?!” ----Is that all?

SKY

See, just like yours truly, alotta black college folk got all hype on some historical bigotry we picked up in our freshmen AFAM 100 course. 

(Passionate BSU participant)

“Racism in Hollywood! Racism in the Media!” 

JELLO

(Jester)

That stuff MUSTA been good---cause everybody still saying it!  

SKY

Sisters and brothers joined the BSU, got liberated, then strutted round like they JUST THIS MINUTE discovered life’s not fair.

TWIN

(Sarcasm)

Ahhhhhh yes, that always fashionable black collegiate anger. 

SKY

Which is always more fashionable when we parade it at white colleges.






TWIN

I ask you, what would any decent white college be without a healthy circus of black oppression? 

(All laugh. Sky now throws Twin/Jello long passes, which he turns into lay-ups) 






TWIN
But you still let me down, Sky.

SKY

Gentleman, it was all a phase.

JELLO

A phase with advantages. Cause when we got to talking all that “political manifesto” round the ladies----you got more play than an all-night Shakespeare triple-header!

SKY

NOWADAYS...if you ain’t a elementary school drop-out---

TWIN

---Ain’t livin in the inner city.

SKY

---Ain’t doing music videos in the inner city---

TWIN

Or been KILT---

ALL

In the inner city---

JELLO

If you got none a that? Sonnyboy, you ain’t no black man.

SKY

Nobody even say “ghetto” anymore.

JELLO

“Ghetto” been ghettoized.

SKY

(Knows the answer)

Look at all the immigrants. They took the ghetto, and left us the projects.

JELLO

Soon they’ll take the projects and leave us---

SKY

---On the next boat back home!

TWIN

(Sky)

But we did have ourselves a time. “Social change!” “Revolution!” Sky, what was that call to arms all about.

SKY

Since you was busy bangin yourself some blonde “Western Decadence” every semester, maybe that call wasn’t yours to hear.  

(Sky/Jello start laughing then notice that Twin is not. Pause. Comedy dies)

TWIN

(Explodes, Throws ball at Sky)

Don’t press it!

SKY

What’s hurtin you?!

JELLO

(Intervenes)

Who runnin ball?

TWIN

Progress, dreams, hopes---break it down for me Sky.

SKY

Count ‘em, Twin. We got the Urban League, the Black Caucus, the NAACP---

TWIN

(Claps for ball, Jello delivers)

---All got new STRATEGIES and AGENDAS every Trimester! 

(Jello starts to DEFEND Twin)

SKY

(Smug)

I don’t want no proximity to a defeated man.

(Twin, never giving J-Man a chance, uses arm to spin hard, pushes past Jello to hoop, Jello immediately objects) 
JELLO

Play it over!

TWIN

(In Sky’s face)

They got you my man. Got you something fierce!

 SKY

(Plays off, moves to give Jello a game)

Nobody “got me”---don’t bring no dime store psychology---don’t come after me cause your brother racing to the head of the household!
(Sky stares hard at Twin, Twin has no snappy comeback, Sky takes this as a victory,and enjoys it. Twin disgusted, sits, squirts water on his face. Sky moves to spot on court, claps for ball)

SKY

J-Man. From here. Five straight. Dollar a shot.

JELLO

You on.

SKY

(Amused)

HAHA! I know I’m on. On like a put-on. On like hotel porn.   
TWIN

(Taken down a notch)

You been “got” alright. Got so’s you can’t see straight. 

SKY

(Shoots, misses the 1st)

Your bro seein straight.

(Jello erupts in fresh giggles, then Sky does same) 
TWIN

I think you already made that point!

(Pause, Sky amused at Twin being tweaked, he stretches out in Twin’s anger, soaking up the moment)

SKY

My, my, my......

(Pause)

Twin.......allow me to offer some observation.

(Pause, shoots misses the 2nd)

Me-myself, I’m just trying to better my personal wherewithal in this here universal squalor we call “the struggle”. Now tell me this, who gettin the jobs?

JELLO

(Chimes in)

Hello.

SKY

And who they lettin carry the torch for “entrepreneurial spirit”.   

(Shoots, misses the 3rd)

JELLO

Yessir.

SKY

I’ll tell you who. Newcomers. Fresh off the goddamn boat, or fresh from over the border. All them “dynamic, new faces changing the racial fabric of an ever-changing America.” Seems like I hear that so much I wanna puke. Every other day, some Hispanic got a business up n’running, some Chinaman expanding his Asian market. We slave-n away through American history.  

TWIN

Newcomers ain’t cryin for Reparations---ain’t askin for Congressional apologies.     

(Amused)

Puttin a beat-down on immigrants. Ain’t that rich!

SKY

People see yellow people, brown people as positive times 2. Black people is negative times too many!
TWIN

(Angry)

If we NOT Internet Wizards, or if we NOT runnin the corner store---then we ain’t workin 

hard enough! 

(Shoots, misses the 4th)

Hell Sky---least Jello used crutches for a REAL INJURY. You using ‘em for conspiracy theories. 

SKY

(Blows him off)

TWIN

Jello wasn’t walking round with self-inflicted brain damage!

(Sky stares at Twin, pounds ball, moves to another position on court, major pause)

JELLO

You got 4 misses, Sky.

SKY

(Sarcasm)

Sky ain’t gonna be losing his mind over some bullshit reality.  

(Shoots, misses the 5th)

JELLO

(Contains laughter)

SKY

I’m stay in my right mind. I’ma be right-minded. Hows bout you, Twin? Can you say same? Huh big boy? 

(Pause)

JELLO

Gentlemen, gentlemen................Jello, has the perfect solution. For you see, J-man, has his art.

(Groans from Sky/Twin)

Therefore, I manage to see life through here---





JELLO (Cont)
(Touches heart)

And not here.

(Touches head)

That, my local yokels is the secret of J-man’s existence. Keeping clear of popular dogma, and all ensuing dogmatics. In short: I finds me some distance, and I stays the hell over there. 

SKY

And them that DON’T have their Art, Jello? 

JELLO

LETTUM EAT RING DINGS! LETTUM EAT TWINKIES! Everybody has a toy, and your toy will set you free. Otherwise, life’s just a fast chinese fire drill. Get in, get out, do your dance---adios. 

(Starts shooting lay-ups alone)

SKY

I’m with that. Just dive in, live the bitch---cause all’s we as a people need is a chance. 

TWIN

Still drawn to them catchy 60’s slogans.  

SKY

Give us the right opportunity---programs---infrastructure---

TWIN

THIS AIN’T MIRACLE ON FUCKIN 34TH STREET?!

(Goes for water)

You want us waitin for handouts, crumbs off the table---sittin, waitin, hopin, prayin---drive through any city---black folks got that same slack-ass plantation mentality everywhere. 

(Angry)

When do we become real men on this planet?! 

(Throws gymbag)

SKY

(Miffed, recruits Jello for one-on-one)

You sound like typical dudes everywhere. Come on the court, and got they own AGENDA. 

TWIN

(Parades around, holding court with himself)

We created some new field niggas! Sittin and stewin. Stewin and waitin. Cursin and Swearin. 

SKY

If you understood your own history, you wouldn’t be sayin half a---

TWIN

How much more history I need?! I took same classes as you, I just stepped forward while you stepped back.         

(Continues to hold court, aggravated, hands on hips, grunts, sarcasm)

Here’s a FLASH for you new field niggas! Ain’t no more harvest---and the tip jar’s already been passed. POST-SLAVERY RECONSTRUCTION came on a Tuesday---we had a freakin moment of silence, then went to lunch, OK! 

(Pause)

For one night, rescuing inner cities may look great on PBS, but damn if it’s running in syndication.   

(Sky/Jello glance at him, continue throw back and forth, major pause)

SKY

Look at him Jello. What you see?

JELLO

(Silent)

SKY

I know what I see.

TWIN

(Angry)

THROW ME THE ROCK!

SKY

A big game hunter who’s game wasn’t big enough.

TWIN

GIVE UP THE PILL SUCKA!

(Sky ignores Twin, passes to Jello)

JELLO

(Hesitates, then passes to Twin)

TWIN

Mr. He-Man woulda never give it up. Right Sky?

SKY

Take your whiney ass home. 

TWIN

(Moves to sky)

Think you a black man, but I think youse a great big ole PUSSY. 

(Jello holds Sky back)

SKY

Keep him out my face.

TWIN

(“Bring it on” pose)

Whats your bitch-ass gonna do?!

JELLO

TWIN!

SKY

(Anger,amusement)

Your  wifey done pussywhipped your brain along with everything else!

TWIN

Least I got me a wife AND a brain!

JELLO

(Disgusted)

I’m out!

(Starts packin bag)

SKY

(Angry, packs bags)

Right behind you. 

TWIN

Forgit yall!

SKY

FORGIT YOU!

TWIN

(Very amused, peacocks around court, sarcastic taunts)

Yeah, ski-daddle your asses back to Poor Man’s Drive. 

SKY

Let’s roll J. 

JELLO

(Twin)

Makin alotta money ain’t always it!

TWIN

Yall ain’t even at the grown-up table, so get to steppin!
SKY

(Hesitates, then walks to center court, slams gymbag down)
TWIN

Oh, that’s right. It’s your ball. Want the rock?  It’s the corner store. Come take the fucker!

(Extends ball)

JELLO

(Deliberate, cautions)

Let’s walk Sky.

SKY

I’m takin more’n that ball.

TWIN

(Tosses ball off backboard)

Revolutionary college man turned plantation darkie.   

SKY

Park Avenue don’t make me who I am!

TWIN

AND WHO ARE YOU?! A fieldhand! With them ass kissin lips all puckered up! 

 (Illustrates obscenely from knees)

“Here I is Massa”

JELLO

(Twin)

CUT IT!

TWIN

(Grotesque)

“Massa I’s spread open”

SKY

(Strikes)

And who spread open your little wifey?!

TWIN

(Surprised, mortally hit)

SKY

Oh yeahhhhh! I hear she got an undercover mandingo---them cheeks is damn sure wide open---AIN’T THAT A BITCH! She done sho ‘nuff farmed your ass out, Sambo!
(As light go out, Twin leaps for Sky, Jello, trying to intercede. We see silhouettes of wrestling combat, hear muffled grunts and groans. Combat is brief, and consists mostly of flailing arms, legs and bodies. In darkness the struggle leaves all three exhausted, and sprawled about court. Heavy breathing is now all that’s heard)





     The End of Act One





  ACT TWO
(Twin, Sky and Jello...........sprawled about. Their outfits reflect previous “activity”. Prolonged silence, then moans & groans. Ever-so-slowly, they begin to stir w/difficulty. They give impression of on/off daze. One-by-one each notices the other, begin to giggle. Sky crawls to his water bottle, sips, collapses. Pause, then Jello rolls ball to Twin, who rolls it to Sky, who rolls it back to Jello. When it finally comes back to Jello conversation starts, rolling continues)

TWIN

Man......

SKY

Man-oh-man....

JELLO

Mannnnnn.

(Pause)

Twin.........I swear, you is one pitty-pat punching homo sapien.

(Easy laughter from all)

Twin:

Okay........

(Pause)

But yo momma say I’m the best sex she ever had.

(Easy laughter again)

SKY

Lettin that slide J-Man?

JELLO

(More than a bit loopy)

See. Now. That’ s funny Twin. Cause one time, I heard your momma say the same thing. Least I think she did. I couldn’t really make it out. Sky, when they kick their hoofs in the ground don’t that mean “great sex?”

          SKY/JELLO

(Kick the ground, laughing)

TWIN

Cold-blooded. 

(Much laughter from all. Another major pause, all still foggy)

SKY

WOW........

JELLO

Yeah buddy..

TWIN

I be damn.....

JELLO

Tell me bout it....

(Another major pause)

JELLO

So........how we doin?

(Groans all around)

TWIN

Far’s I can see.......we just.........barely doin.

SKY

It was hostile, that’s for sure.

TWIN

Damn sure.

JELLO

What can you say. 

SKY

Things build up.

TWIN

Say more than that.

JELLO

Wasn’t me started it.
SKY

(Amused)

Oh no, Jel-loooooo don’t never start nothing. 

(Amused)

He just..............float.

TWIN

(Imitates)

“Writers reflect, WRITER’S OBSERVE...”

SKY

(Amused)

Ain’t my boy a lotta tra-la-la, Twin.

(Sky/Twin giggle)

JELLO

Now the ladies, see they let that sisterhood cascade out like one long female orgasm. 

(Much macho approval)

JELLO

Feminism is mystique. Conversely, Masculism is........

(Looks to others for help, they remain clueless)

Well, masculism is an e-rect penis.

          SKY/TWIN

“A-men”

(Pause)

JELLO

(Amused, plays off)

At some point, black men all seem to just go a little berserk. Maybe we snap back, maybe we don’t. But when we lose it we reach a precipice I affectionately refer to as “loco-cocoa”. 

SKY

“Loco-what-o?”

JELLO

“Loco-cocoa,” a cultural epigram meaning “madness in spades”. Loco meaning crazy. Cocoa meaning hershey. 

SKY

(Proudly pronounces)

Crazy chocolates.

TWIN

“Crazy blacks,” Sherlock. 

(Jello much amused)

SKY

So he got clever.

JELLO

And you didn’t, rigor mortis.

(Goes for water)

SKY

(Collapses back down to court, sprawls out)

TWIN

(Takes ball, then madly does high-pitched squeals)

JELLO

(Points to Sky)

Rest my case.

SKY

(Stretches, but still laying down)

SEX! I needs a woman donate me some sex! QUICK!

TWIN

How do you do it, Jello.

(Jello/Twin engage in catch)

JELLO

“How?” I do not travel in the same proximity with anything remotely related to----complexity.

TWIN

I see.

JELLO

I mosey long the perimeter.

TWIN

You always stay right where you are.

JELLO

(Laughs, amused at the inquisition)

TWIN

Kinda feels like you’re a tourist taking mental snapshots.

JELLO

My interest is writing stories, which I used to send you. But you’d lettum sit. 

(Stares at Twin)

This was maybe a little, just a little, important to me. Love it? Hate it? Anything. But no. You’d lettum sit. 

(Pause)

Dum-dum me, I thought some genuine curiosity shoulda been forthcoming. 

TWIN

(Mock)

You poor dear.

JELLO

(Throws a hard ball at Twin, sits, drinks water)

TWIN

So Jello’s at home. Spongin off the family, climaxing his local sweetarts left and right, never committing energy anywhere else.
SKY

(Overhears)

OUCH. 

JELLO

You damn sure ain’t the man to disrupt my game plan.

TWIN

Bet your round-the-way girls eat up all that “artistic persona”.    

JELLO

A few years back, I almost won that damn contest. Went runner-up the next year.  

TWIN

(Now attempts fake shots from different spots on court)

But instead a diggin deep, you sip a few frappicinios, stop takin chances, and cry in your beer to some “Little Ieshia,” who’s so very touched.  

(Sarcasm)

Ohhhh, you must ache.

(Sky now watches w/interest)

JELLO

(Rises, gets in Twin’s face wherever he goes)

Don’t be fuckin with me way you did Sky. I struggle like everybody else.

TWIN

(Amused)

“Struggle” Jello?---Home? Cable? Food on table?

JELLO

I may not have the job, car, connections---

TWIN

There’s magazine work, City Paper, Freelance--- 

JELLO

It’s damn near impossible---

TWIN

YOU CHOSE IMPOSSIBLE, GET OUT THERE AND BE IMPOSSIBLE!

(Pauses)

JELLO

(Slams ball with hands, walks around)

TWIN

You got College, Grad school---and what you got to show----crummy job after crummy job.

SKY

(Pops up)

Who gonna take me on.

JELLO

(Tossing ball to Sky)

Twin do---he taking on everybody.

TWIN

You one charming, funny son of a bitch, but it won’t just come to you, babyboy. 

JELLO

I got the chops. Just need some breaks. You was in my corner, you’d know that.

SKY

(Tosses back to Jello)

TWIN

Give us a reason to be in your corner.

JELLO

(Walks ball to Sky)

From what I hear---I don’t even want you as a fan. 

TWIN

You ain’t hear nothing---

JELLO

WRONG! 

(Stares at Twin)

SKY

(Jello)

Don’t blink.

JELLO

PLAY!

SKY

I’m bringin it.

JELLO

PLAY BITCH!

(First move: Sky drives hard, Jello knocks him hard off-balance. Sky stops, stares)

JELLO

Show something.

SKY

Best believe it.

(Play resumed. First move: Both lean hard into the other. Sky drives Second move: Jello flattens him. Sky lands hard, sprains ankle, he howls, but bounds up after Jello---Twin anticipates, holds off Sky)

SKY

(Sky tries to bounce up, winces)

SIMPLE ASS FAGGOT!

TWIN

JUST A GAME!

SKY

I had him beat!

(Unloosens shoe, hobbles to sideline)

JELLO

THAT’S THE ONLY GAME YOU KNOW!

(Takes off shirt, throws it away)

Is you  livin in your parent’s basement! Is you walkin round with two dimes in your pocket? HUH?! 

(Angrily paces, pause)

Win that game!

TWIN

---Can’t nobody nurse you through life.  

JELLO

(Explodes)

I ain’t no cripple!

(Stomps around)

I ain’t on crutches no more! I’m grown! I DON’T got all the regular stuff, BUT 

I’M A GROWN ASS MAN! 

(Near tears)

Alls I got is little bitta pride and a smart mouth. Ain’t all that MUCH to figure out. Ain’t all that HARD to figure out.  

(Catches himself, can’t go further, pause, deep breaths, he sits)

(Long pause, several beats pass, we see all relax) 

SKY

Like to bust my ankle.

(Pause)

Like to damn near---

JELLO

---Wasn’t tryin to hurt nobody.

SKY

BULLSHIT!

TWIN

He wasn’t.

(Dampens a towel, offers it to Sky who applies it to ankle)

SKY

Like to tackle my ass.

TWIN

He said he---

SKY

Like to block and tackle my ass!

JELLO

I was angry!

SKY

At what?!

TWIN

Me.

JELLO

My motives damn well speak for themselves---thank you very much!
(Several beats pass)

Jello don’t wanna TALK sense, MAKE sense, or BE sense.

(Pacing)

Out here forecasting about the quality of my GUTS. 

TWIN

Nobody said you didn’t have---

JELLO

TAKES GUTS TO BE JELLO!

TWIN

Alls I’m saying---

JELLO

---GUTS TO BE JELLO!
(Pause)

TWIN

Sympathy won’t take you where you wanna go, junior. 

(Pause)

End of story.

(Jello/Twin have a staredown, pause)

JELLO

End of the story? Really Twin? 

TWIN

Said my say.

JELLO

Since you stepped on the court you been hanging this BOURGEOIS RAP on us.

(Sky rises, tries out sore ankle by moving slowly, he makes feints, tries jumping, does stretching/limbering)

TWIN

Said yall can do better, translate anyway you want.

JELLO

“Investments Unlimited,” ---Translate that.

(Twin turns away, then looks to Sky, then Twin goes to sip water)

JELLO

Ever gonna tell the truth?

TWIN

I see Jello got a few spies downtown.

SKY

Truth bout what?

JELLO

(Twin)

The native drum still works. Something go down over here, we catch it over there.

TWIN

This musta whet your appetite.

JELLO

(Beats the drums on the court)

The tom-tom been shouting your name loud and clear.

(Sky)

Twin out here here letting his race get crapped on.

TWIN

You don’t know the scope of events.

JELLO

I know there was a report. A bad report.

TWIN

That report was confidential.

(Jello/Twin now occupy Sky’s complete attention)

JELLO

You knew “Investments Unlimited” represented some black churches.

TWIN

I knew. So what.

JELLO

You knew they was legit.

TWIN

They didn’t have it!

SKY

What went down Jello?

TWIN

Churchboys didn’t do their homework. 

JELLO

Your report said alot more than that.

TWIN

I investigated. I did my job.





SKY
WHAT WENT DOWN?!

JELLO

What went down is the major fuck Twin administered. He knew about a couple companies bout to go public, he knew their IPO was going through the roof. Somebody with a little insider savvy coulda made serious bank. 

TWIN

(Throw ball up and down to himself, angrily catching)

YOU TALKIN FAIRY TALES.

JELLO

He coulda sent them churchboys to the right folks. ‘Stead, he sent ‘em to a coupla junk bond mercenaries who took em for every last dime! “Investments Unlimited” was helpin out a few god-loving parishioners, a few hopeful ministers---

TWIN

(Now serious)

Happy endings ain’t my business!

JELLO

Them brothers got smoked. 

TWIN

They made their own bed.

JELLO

You was on the watch.

SKY

Twin?

JELLO

You was the inside guy. 

(Grabs Twin’s gymbag, empties contents, throws bag)

Tell me  you’re worth more than a Christmas bonus and some property?! Tell me your personal stock’s worth more than that!

TWIN

(Hesitates, moves slowly round court)

JELLO

TELL ME!

(Silence, Twin/Jello stare at each other)

(Finally, Twin looks off, resigned)

JELLO

(Quietly)

...........Tell me they ain’t sucked all the black outta you Twin.

(Major Silence)

(Finally, slowly, Twin starts collecting the scattered items from his bag)

SKY

(Angrily, sits down)

Nothing to tell Twin?

JELLO

(Tosses ball at Twin)

Why should some brothers off the street come into “YOUR TERRAIN”---and start runnin things. 

TWIN

(Anticipates, catches ball, hesitates, then w/difficulty)

I slave for suckas, Jello. 

JELLO

(Slowly, moves closer to Twin w/each pass)

And youse a damn good slave.

TWIN

(Tosses ball to Sky)

Damn GREAT slave!

JELLO

Didn’t want uppity  homeboys hittin homers first time out.

TWIN

Crawl before you walk. Business is Protocol. Development. Placement.

JELLO

(Cynic)

You put em in their place.

TWIN

YES! 

(Pause)

I put the young niggas in their place! 

(Pause)

They wanted to step over me. Step over me like I was---

JELLO

---A middle-man. 

(Pause)

Isn’t that who you are, Twin? Really. Yeah, you’ve made a few bucks.  But you don’t really have that power you been preaching.

(Major Silence) 
Twin neatly finishes collecting his items)

SKY

Your bro wouldn’t turn colors. 





SKY (Cont)
(Pause)

That’s a real soldier. Probably got Silicon Valley sized up---

TWIN

(Laughs)

“My BROTHER! A  soldier?!” 

(Laughs turn angry)

He collects unemployment, rides a mountain bike and CHANTS KRISHNA! He 

dropped out! Clean---Neat--- Complete. 

(Pause)

Big paydays, bigger rewards---and he walked!  

(Pause)

Said he felt his systems comin to a stop. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t find joy---so---BAM---GONE---LOST! ALL LOST!

(Laughs)

My folks---wanted me and my brother to climb that ladder. 

(Turns angry)

He climbed. Then found modern technology means long hours and hard work, followed by LONGER HOURS AND HARDER WORK. Tablets, cells, smartphones----your ass need to be SOMEWHERE 24/7. 

(Pause)

The “soldier” in my family don’t answer to nobody no more.

(Pause)

SKY

He ain’t commit no crime.
TWIN

HE HAD NO RIGHT!

JELLO

To what.

TWIN

Abandon his livelihood.

JELLO

Sound like he abandoned you.

TWIN

Get the snappy repartee outta my face. 

(Angry, moves to Jello)

Maybe you need some help---

SKY

(Anticipates, comes between)

(Twin backs off, sits, sips water. Sky goes back to rubbing ankle)

JELLO

Little bro had big shoes to fill, tried to fill em...........fell down. 

(Pause)

Probably had his reasons. Probably never knew his big brother was so jealous. 

(Twin slowly rises, stares at Jello)

Maybe if he’d known that, he mighta turned everything over to you. Let big brother salivate over all that juicy, business booty. 

(Twin runs to basket and slaps backboard)

JELLO

Cause Big brother would do anything to stay in that booty..... 

(Twin takes in Jello’s last words. Then, takes 6 or 7 more attempts at backboard. He tires. Finally, breathless, bends over, breathing deep, he strolls round court)

(Long Pause)

SKY

Eh?

(Silence)






SKY
(Pause)

Is we having fun yet?

(Pause, Sky looks to Twin/Jello, they look at him, turn away, pause)

SKY

Ok. So. Ok. So, look here. Somebody explain something. 

(Pause)

How come nobody we know ever tries the hook up with them “Goth chicks?”

JELLO

(Hesitates)

..............Who?

SKY

(Howls like a wolf)

“Goth chicks”. You seen em. Black hair, black lips, faces so pale---look like they use baking flour for makeup. Mannnnn, that’s starting to seriously TURN ME ON. Tell me somebody ain’t  hittin at! Sure as there’s a full moon SOMEBODY’S HITTIN AT!
JELLO

(Amused)

Mannnnnnnn, you ain’t been pierced enough for no goth chick.

TWIN

Them babes are pierced so much  they like metal mobiles hangin in shop class. 

SKY

Hey, they love to suck blood……they just need a little re-direct.

TWIN

(Barks like a dog)

Showin your canine, Sky.

JELLO

(Much amused)

Sky, them Dracula groupies really do it for you?

SKY

(Howls again)

Goth babes is kinka-licious! I seen one the other night---KA-POW/POW! That vampire was smoking!

(Grabs crotch)

Man-o-man, I wanted to hit it like a heavyweight.

JELLO

She was all that?

SKY

Fine as a Transylvania porn star!

(Jello/Twin, amused, slowly come around)

Pulled my ride up next to her.

JELLO

Wanted some vampire freaky-deeky.  

TWIN

Ain’t it always the case, “so many Vampires, so little time.”

SKY

Girl was drippin sex. We both sittin at the red light. Then, she looked at me like: “I AM SHE WHO MUST BE OBEYED.”  

JELLO

You tell her she could ride on top?

(Jello/Twin amused)

SKY

Nope. But if she asked me to lick some toes, I woulda slurped them suckas silly.

(Jello/Twin MORE amused)

JELLO

NEGRO, YOU BETTER GET OUTTA HERE!  

TWIN

So what happen?

SKY

Evidently, I made her an offer she COULD refuse.

JELLO

What?

SKY

“Hey cupcake, you wanna roll on back to my crypt”

(Pause, then Jello/Twin are much amused)

TWIN

Bet she crossed you off the “disciple list”.

SKY

I get the stoneface, so then I’m backtrackin--- 

(Hollers)

“Get it: “crypt---CRIB”. “IT’S WORDPLAY DAMNIT!” 

(Jello/Twin more amused)

“WORDPLAY DAMNIT!”

JELLO

(Twin, between laughter)

Twin---Twin don’t he sound like Count Chocula.

(All enjoy big-time)

SKY

(Shifts gears, Rises, goes berserk, shouts, runs about)

C’mon! C’mon! Gimme that old routine, C’mon! 

(Jello/Twin fall into the game)

“From the University of Peter Out, with a Master’s of Fine Arts degree in the BAROQUE PERIOD---and I do mean BAAA-ROKE PERIOD”

JELLO

(Defends Himself)

An MFA is considered a terminal degree!

TWIN

(Mock)

“A terminal degree?!”

SKY

Yeah---it like to terminate Jello’s ass from the workforce! 

(Twin/Sky explode)

“Averaging 10 yrs. bad credit, 5 years no credit, ZERO YEARS 9/5 cause he never worked a regular j-o-b in his life---Jamming Jello Mold!“

(Sky claps for Jello who goes in for attempted dunk)

JELLO

“Out of Coleslaw Community College---where he majored in Women’s Studies--

SKY

“Contemporary T&A, baby!”

JELLO

High-Flying Sky King! 

(Jello claps for Sky who goes in for attempted dunk)

SKY

“From UCLA with a degree in Ruthless Cutthroat Backstabbin Treachery---”

JELLLO

---AKA: “Business Administration”

SKY

--“Towering Twin Towers!

(Jello/Sky give a big round for Twin who, reluctant at first, gets into the swing and goes in for attempted slam, all three become a Globetrotter weave, up and down court, ball never hits the floor, pace accelerating till all near exhaustion, finally, fall out, and out of breath)

SKY

I love to leap! Heads up!

(Makes continuous leaps at backboard)

Airbound! Look out!  

TWIN

Blocking shots! There you go.

(Blocks imaginary shots)

Swatting garbage---get it outta my house!

JELLO

(Running in place, then round court)

Jello! Out on the break. Wind in my face. Ahead of the pack. 

(Their weave continues w/hoots, shouts, each attempting a final shot. Then slowly, they downshift. Twin to fountain, Jello to bench, Sky maneuvers for leaps at basket, Pause. Each now very much short of breath, walk around sucking air.)

TWIN

Eh....when’d we lose it?

SKY

We never lost it!

JELLO

I can still run.

SKY

I can leap my ass off.

JELLO

He can leap. I can run. The game is still on.

TWIN

We------lost------it.

SKY

Lost what?

TWIN

(Hesitates)

The fun, man. We lost all the fun.

SKY

(Miffed)

Eh! 

(Still catching breath)

Eh!

(Pause)

We got hot. Competitive juices. Happen anybody.

(Claps for ball, Twin feed him for layups, this drill continues)






JELLO

“Competitive juices?”

SKY

We play hard.

TWIN

Hard sure. But not for fun. It’s all or nothing. Do or die.

SKY

It’s ball baby.

JELLO

What happened? 

SKY

Ain’t no mystery.

JELLO

You were one of us in high school, college.

SKY

Back then everything was everything.

JELLO

Then you took that job.

SKY

You took off for school.

JELLO

You started tripping on poverty. Like SKY AND SKY ALONE could manifest some new racial destiny.

SKY

(Now hogs ball, moves to basket taking lay-ups)

Least I ain’t GRADUATE from GRAD SCHOOL without shit for a skill.

JELLO

(Struck)

SKY

Liberal arts taught you how to think, but not how to think RIGHT! “Monday: play women, write a few pages. Tuesday: Repeat Monday”  

JELLO

I got a skill!

SKY

---You useless to black people.
JELLO

(Angry)

I got talent!

SKY

“Talent?! ---FUCK, GET A JOB!

(Twin chuckles, now tosses ball back to Sky)






TWIN
(Aside)

Oh no he did-hint.

SKY

(Does boxing moves, knocks out Jello)

KA-POW-POW! “Count him out!”
(Becomes Boxing Ref counting down over fallen heavyweight, Jello)

“8...9...10...DING”

(Parades victoriously)






SKY (Cont)
“And the winner by a knock-out!”

JELLO

(Regroups, sarcastically claps)

Bravo! Finally, some true colors---let it out---let it all out---cause God know you been wearin that “common man” HALO like it was a frickin crown!

SKY

(Starts throwing ball up/down)

You n Twin retired from the struggle. 

TWIN

(Sarcasm)

Excuse me for living in the real world.

SKY

---Excused for alotta things. 

JELLO

No more than you or me.

SKY

(Throws ball at Jello)

I CAN’T STAND WHAT YOU WRITE JELLO. 

(Pause)

Somebody tell me why a class clown like you THINK he got something to say.
JELLO

(Struck, no words)

SKY

Black folk all about salvation and you producin dry-ass “LIT-TRA-TURE”.

JELLO

(Gently lays ball on court)

Life ain’t one long protest.

SKY

BullSHIT!

JELLO

You never got off that base. 

SKY

Don’t mean I gotta like it.

JELLO

Ain’t gotta like it, just respect it! RESPECT....JELLO. 

SKY

(Hesitates, stares at Jello, deliberate, whispers)

Stop beggin for it.

(Sky starts taking lay-ups)

TWIN

Cause a he-man wouldn’t beg, right Sky.

SKY

(Boxing)

This from the man who married his little Jew-y JAP Princess.

(Twin hesitates, then rushes for Sky, Jello intervenes, Sky anticipates, tosses Jello aside)

SKY

(Amused, knows he’s won another round, walks around court)

Heard you little Jew Princess just RUNS you---

TWIN

(In his face, walks shoulder to shoulder with him)

Tell me about it---

SKY

Took all the male outta you---

TWIN

---All the evils of white women.

(Jello grabs again grabs ahold of Twin)

SKY

Now what’s left?

TWIN

---All the sisters I’m disrespecting.

SKY

No secret why you in divorce court. Wifey found herself a new Mandingo.  

TWIN

(Breaks free from Jello, in Sky’s face)

My marriage is none of your damn---

SKY

Musta forgot Wifey wanted a real black man---not no attache carrying Endicott?! 

(Pushes Twin away, pushes him again, Twin stumbles, Sky moves to sip water)

I seen the gangsta she runnin with, blacker than midnight, two dimes to his name---and you with a whole goddamn MUTHAFUCKIN portfolio. 

(Parades round again)

The REAL TEST in this life is holding onto your balls---who run off with yours, Twin?
(Twin stares at Sky, Sky stares back, Sky moves away, starts taking layups. Twin moves off, goes for water. Sky notices Jello staring his way, gives Jello “fuck you looking at” look, starts taking (non-dribbling) drives to the hoop)

(Pause)

JELLO

Good God almighty.......Sky....you carrying round same dead weight niggas went to their grave carrying.

SKY

(Smirks)

JELLO

You got disease Sky.

(Sky moves direct to Jello)

JELLO

Somebody need to climb in and rip it out.

(Stands firm)

SKY

Back. The fuck. Off.

(Hesitates, then starts shooting lay-ups)

JELLO

Ran across a couple of your ladies.

TWIN

(Cautions)

Jello...

SKY

(Amused)

That’s right Jello.

JELLO

They’s real eager talk about you. 

SKY

(Amused)

What? I come too quick? No foreplay. Cuddles?

JELLO

(Moves around Sky)

They say you 100% man. Say you ruff n ready.

SKY

(Stops playing, now on guard)

Large-n-in-charge.

JELLO

(Suddenly, playfully embraces Sky from behind, imitates female)

“Do me good, daddy”

SKY

(Doesn’t struggle)

Twin....

JELLO

Then it’s “don’t be so rough daddy”

SKY

Come get your boy---

JELLO

(Embrace turns into a firm hold)

Your ladies, us---it’s all same---

SKY

(Now struggles)

---Catty bitch!

JELLO

(Almost a whisper)

Gotta hit it hard. Harder. Hit it till it hurts.

SKY

(Struggles)

It’s gonna hurt!

(Twin intervenes, pulls Jello off)

JELLO

Bust me up then! 

(Shoves Sky)

SKY

(Takes issue)

Last warning.

JELLO

(Slams his fist into palm)

Just a hard dick---no brains, no feel---

(Shoves Sky)

SKY

(Indignant)

Oh hell no!

JELLO

(Shoves Twin away)

Why you gotta pound your manhood into everybody!? 
SKY

Beggin for a beatdown.

JELLO

Answer my question!  

SKY

(Throws boxing punches)

Sky got that beat!

TWIN

ANSWER THE QUESTION!






SKY

(Grabs Twin throws him down, stands over him, About to throw punch, Jello holds Sky’s arm)

Tryin to break me down! A strong black man. Sky got that beat! Sky got that beat!
TWIN

(Sky hovers over Twin, caught, confused)

The only thing you got beat.........

(Sky hesitates, as events and words finally do hit home)

TWIN

(Whispers)

The only thing you got beat..............Is You.






SKY

(Sky hesitates, stunned, too embarrassed to retreat or go forward. He goes from aggressive to passive, hostility slips away)

(Major pause. All slip into another place)

JELLO

.................The answer is fear, Sky.

(Pause, slowly, lowers Sky’s arm)

Fear don’t see nothing..................

(Pause)

And don’t let nothing see back.  

(Sky slowly, slides away, Jello moves off, Twin rests on court)

(A Major Pause)

( Slowly, each moves to a separate area of the court. All take a deep breath, and wind down)

JELLO

(Confession)

I ain’t no closer to who I wanna be. Maybe. I won’t ever be.






JELLO (Cont)

(Comically struck by his own absurdity)

And who holding me up? Who got my number?!   

(Reluctantly, taps his own chest)

(Jello sits. Sky slowly bends over, hands on knees. Each faces the other, pause)

(Sky finally sits, covers face. Twin/Jello, still. Several more Major beats pass. Finally, Twin wets a cloth, offers it to Sky. Sky rejects. Jello takes cloth from Twin, presses it on back of Sky’s neck. Sky starts to knock it away, then accepts it. Several beats pass. Sky re-wets cloth, passes it to Twin. Jello tosses ball to himself, then, to Sky, who tosses to Twin. Each seems to weigh the ball (gauging it’s true weight) before passing it on.

SKY

(Shakes head side-to-side breathes deep)

................Kiss my ass.

TWIN

“When’d we lose it?” ---the man asked.  HA!

(Pauses, cynical)

HA---HAAAAAAAA! 

SKY

(Blurts out)

Never knew yall hated me to much.

TWIN

(Trumps that)

Or hated me so much!

JELLO

(Trumps all)

Yall hate me so much---I hadda hate back! 
(All amused, but amusement slowly passes into silence, pause)

JELLO

We gotta take it slow.

SKY

Take it light. 

TWIN

Or it’ll smack us in the face.

JELLO

............Dead in the face.

(Several beats pass)

JELLO

Sky I didn’t mean---

SKY

(Not having it)

Done. Over.

(Several beats pass)

JELLO

Well.... 

(Pause)

I guess the game plan---

SKY

Game plan gotta be better.

TWIN

Better be better.

(Another pause, finally, Jello collects gear, followed by Twin, then Sky. When all three are together, they pause, each waits for the other to speak)

JELLO

Hey, from here on out---

SKY

Here on out......

(Looks to each)

Hell. I can’t promise nothing.

TWIN

(Looks to each)

Same here.

JELLO

(Pause)

Sounds about right.

(They look to at another, Jello goes in for one final layup, then Twin, then Sky. Their awkwardness stays, again they look to one another, it doesn’t go away, they resign to leave it alone. Pick up their bags, lights dim)

JELLO

Which way yall headed?

SKY

I’ma hang here for a minute.

(Sits on court)

JELLO

(Stares at Sky)

...................Right. 

(Motions to Twin)

TWIN

(Indicates direction Jello is not headed)

No, I’m swingin that way...

(Pause)

(Each looks to the other)

JELLO

Ok. 

(Pause)

Well...I guess...

(Motions to Twin/Sky, his motion seems to ask more, but nothing comes back, pause)

I’m out.

(exits)

SKY

Later.

TWIN

(Hesitates)

Sky?

SKY

(Dismissive, chooses not to look at Twin)

Be good Twin.

(Pause)

TWIN

You same Sky. 

TWIN

Which way you rollin?

SKY

(Stares at Twin, shrugs)

TWIN

........Solid.

(He hesitates, he also waits for something that doesn’t come)

Later Sky.

(Stares at Sky, finally, he gives it up)

I’m gone.

(Exits in different direction from Jello)

SKY

(Aside)

Yeah...............Later.

(Alone, Sky rolls ball to himself, he stops, collects gym bag, heads off, stops again. Realizes the ball is left behind. He stares at it for a moment, stares for another moment. In his stare he weighs it’s true value. It’s true weight and worth. Finally, he puts bag down. Picks up ball. Pauses. Fakes a final fake shot. Weighs the ball again. The tiniest smile appears. Finally, he leaves ball on court. Sky collects bag, exits.)

(Lights dim slow, slow, then lights out)

 




The End
1

