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CHAPTER 1: NAPS 

[image: ]


I knocked on da muthafuckin door. 

The nigga opened it and looked me up n down n shit. 

You know how Niggaz do. 

Not in a Gay Way. 

Butt in a Do-I-Know-You-type-of-way. 

In fack, dats wut he said: Do I know you? 

I was like: Nah–Mah Nigga you dont. Butt I need to talk to you.

And WHO are you lil bitty Muthafucka?? 

I expected him to be Hostile n Suspicious. 

Lets jes say GOD sent Me. 

See–I already knew da Nigga bleeved DEEPLY in God. 

Butt nobody else knew dat about Him. 

I knew doe. 

Cuz we keep dat type of shit on file bout Niggaz. 

And I do mah homewerk before I go visit a Nigga. 

A lottest of da HARDEST Niggaz in da werld are either GAY — or they REAL muthafuckin RELIGIOUS. 

They sum God-Bleeving/God-FEARING muthafuckaz. 

You be serprized. 

They be talkin to God cuz God is they Only REAL Nigga FRIEND. 

Matter-of-fack, God is da ONLY Friend of Most Real Niggaz. 

Im tom bout dem type of Real Nigga MEN. 

Da kinda Mayne hoo such a Mayne his womayne dont give a fuck what he do. 

She jes love him. 

Cuz he a muthafuckin Mayne. 

He dont mince words. 

He dont apologize for shit. 

Just a mean muthafuckin Mayne. 

But he love his Woman—Or WOMMIN as da case may be. 

And they krazy bout him too. 

Cuz they know he would kill fo em. 

Yet–he real muthafuckin religious down Deep. 

So I knew dat wen I sed GOD it wood TRIGGER NAPOLEAN LAMAR JENKINS DA THIRD (III) aka NAPS aka The GENERAL. 

NAPS stood up wit all his height. 

Nigga was tall 6'6." 

BIG NIGGA. 

In mah line of work I have to come to find out dat a lotta real mean/niggaz are BIG Niggaz—or Small Niggaz. 

A small Nigga hoo take up a lotta space tho. 

I knew a muthafucka dat I collected hoo was like dat. 

Nigga name SKRIMP (cuz Niggaz have a hard time sayin SHRIMP). 

Butt I will tell you bout Him in anutha one of mah stories. 

I had to go talk to him too. 

Butt anyway so Im talking to da Big Nigga-Naps. 

And I sed Yeah God sent me-mayne.

And he was like: Hmmm-FUCK U MEAN-Nigga??

I sed look Brotha. You dont know me. Butt God knows YOU.

You a Passa or Minister or sumpen?? 

You could say dat. 

Wut you do??

Well most of da time I give LAST RITES. 

LAST RITES?? Wut you mean-Muthafucka?? 

U know. When A Nigga is DEAD. Welp-Wen he DIE-I say da Last Werds over da Fortunate or Unfortunate Nigga. 

Awwww-so you one dem Muthafuckaz I saw in a movie do dat shit. 

Yeah. Dats me.

Well-Wut you want, Nigga?? Aint nobody EVER sed nuthin bout No muthafuckin GOD to me. Wut you know bout dat?! 

And jes like dat I was IN His apartment. 

And I was talkin to him. 

I tole da Nigga in a nutshell dat he had 2 weeks to live. 

He looked at me like I was krazier den-a-muthafucka. 

Reached for his Burner n shit. 

Butt he aint pull it. He jes putt his HAND on da muthafucka. 

I didnt even Flinch tho.

I jes kept laying back smokin da Blunt we had started smokin — and drankin sum Smirnoff Vodka straight out da Bottle n shit. 

Then he sed: FOURTEEN muthafuckin DAYS-huh?? 14 Day Notice?? 

I sed: Yeah-Mayne. You got 14 days to live on Gods Green Earth if you Dont STOP living da fucked up life you living-Mah Nigga. 

And wut kind of Life is dat?? 

Lets jes say GOD know. And you DAM sho know. 

I had to keep TRIGGERING da Nigga wit God. 

Cuz dats da onliest Muthafucka he Believed and Trusted in. 

If I had sed it was ME telling him he whudden have given a fuck. 

Umpf-He sed. Imma DO IT. 

And fo a hot minit I thawt I had got thru to him.

He LIED tho. 

Usually-They All Do. 

14 Days later I was da last thang he saw befo his Soul rushed outta him n I had to grab it. 

Befo it got back to God. 

I had tole him GOD. 

Butt I LIED Too. 

I actually I werk for HELL onna MISSION–on COMMISSION. 

Im DA SOUL GITTER. 

And I cum Git Souls. 

Frum Earth.

Sum kall Me DEATH. 

Dats actually Betta. 

Wut I DO wit da Souls is why Im still one of da Best in dis bizness. 

I will tell you mo bout dat lata doe. 

Meanwile-wen I cum see you-you got TWO WEEKS to git yo shit together. 

And LIVE– 

Or DIE. 
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CHAPTER 2: MR OTIS 
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Niggaz are hard-headed and I aint got time fo they shit. 

Dats why I never wanted dis job. 

Butt after I arrived in DA JOINT (dats what er body kalls it) It was da only job left if U wanted to maintain yo spot in da muthafucka. 

Little did I know it would gimme STATUS. 

And it was easier den I thawt it would be. 

Cuz It whudden nuthing but making House Calls to Niggaz — to deliver a Message. 

Plus–I got a chance to meet a lotta Bitches. 

Yeah-DEATH FUCKS. 

U aint know??  

Now You know. 

I GITS Mines — and DEN Sum. 

EARTH PUSSY is Good—and its EASY. 

I had to be trained to be DEATH tho. 

Its easy now. 

BUTT it whudden easy wen I first got to da JOINT 1000 years ago. 

Dats jes a DAY in yall earth years. 

I memba I was fuckin up in da position. 

And an Elder Nigga name MR OTIS got at me. 

He handed out da Assignments. 

Nah–lemme rephrase dat shit. 

HE RAN THANGS. 

You bout to be putt out dis Muthafucka-Neffew. 

He tole me dat one day. 

I whudden katching on fast enuff. Wut kan I say?? 

Maybe it aint Me-I sed. 

I made an excuse. 

Maybe da QUOTA too high. 

Its a science to it-Neffew. 

Science to it?? 

Yeah. 

How so?? 

Well-you gotta know how to wait til da rite moment da person dies. Den you collect da Soul soon as it escapes da body befo it reaches any sorta Escape Velocity. If you show up too soon dem Niggaz is liable to see you n throw ya timing off. Best to wait til da last minit. 

Mayne-god-dam-Mr Otis!! They aint teach us dat shit in orientation!! 

Welp-dem Orientation niggaz. A lotta of em jes tryin to git by. Most of em old. They could tell you butt they forgit shit like dat now. Unless you ask em out-rite. But you whudden know to ask em dat in Orientation since you jes be gitting dere. Anyway-shit like wut Im tellin ya only cums wit Doing. Orientation is mostly jes hearsay anyhow. Dis heah is da real werld of da Realms. 

I see. I jes caint get it rite tho. And now you tom bout Im facing a suspension — and maybe even gitting kicked out — if I dont do numbers?? 

It whudden a Question. It was a Statement. 

Yessir. You will be Eliminated out da JOINT-neffew. Butt I tell you what. Imma help you wit ya situation provided you gimme a cut of any Souls you snatch?? 

How Much we tombout?? 

30 Percent. 

I jes looked at Mr Otis for a long second. 

FUCK IT.  Im IN. 

We walked back to a small room dat had 2 chairs in it. Room whudden no bigger den a Janitors Closet. 

Butt Mr Otis told me to follow him inside. 

1nce we got in da closet-room he began droppin game to me about da JOB OF DEATH–and SOUL GITTING.

It changed mah
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