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CAST 

 

EDITH MONROE, AA (60) Also plays… Mom, Caller 1, and Officer. 

 

DIANE LARKIN,  Any race (47) Also plays Sister Latonya, Daniel. 

 

TRINITY RICE, AA  (38) Also plays… Ernestine, Man, and SISTER. 

 

REBECCA CHASE, Any Race (29) Also plays Sister Eden, Jerry, and Caller 2 

 

DOMINIQUE JONES, Any race (18) Also plays Boy, Sarah, Daughter, and Caller 3. 

 

 

This play takes place in the different spaces and times when 

life was shattered for the women represented. 

 

Authors Note* 
This play is not mine. I wrote every word, but this play belongs 

to the countless women and children they have lost to senseless 

gun violence. These stories are based on tragedies that I’ve 

read, cried, and shouted about. The situations around the 

tragedies may be fictional but the news clips in each of the 

stories should be real. My contribution to help navigate change 

in my African American brothers and sisters and others, has 

always been through art. I speak the names of those who have 

endured more than I think anyone should ever have to. This play 

is for Lezley McSpadden, Derrice Alexander Jr. (Two years old), 

Damon Holbrook (Three years old), The parents of Sandy Hook, 

Shirley Chambers, and anyone else affected by a gun in the wrong 

hands. 
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Scene I 

“His eye is on the sparrow” 

 

SETTING: Complete darkness. 
Nothing is seen until EDITH 
MONROE begins to sing “His 
eye is on the sparrow.”  

 

AT RISE: We see 5 women at a 
funeral. DIANE LARKIN, 
DOMINIQUE JONES, REBECCA 

CHASE, and TRINITY RICE sit 
all in black looking straight 

ahead. ALL cried out. They 

are in mourning but no tears 

fall. EDITH continues to 
sing. 

 

EDITH 

And I know he watches me…. I absolutely hate that song… because 
now I know the answers to all of the questions it possesses. I 

know exactly why I should feel discouraged. Losing a child is a 

fate worse than death. No pain that you can imagine can come 

close to losing something that came from you. The song states, 

God’s eye is on the sparrow but did he blink when my son was gun 

down in cold blood? Was he watching as my son gasp for air on 

the concrete? Where was he then? 

 

ALL WOMEN 

Where was he? 

 

EDITH 

And in case you are confused, yes... I am blaming God. I want to 

know if he was on vacation the day my son was killed. God we 

need to have a sit down, face to face talk so you can explain to 

me exactly how and why you thought it was a good idea to take my 

child. 
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TRINITY 

This pain is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced and I 

wouldn’t wish it on anyone in this world. It feels like someone 

pulled out my heart but it in a blender on mince and then put it 

back in my body piece by piece.  

 

REBECCA 

I don’t think there is a word that exist that could describe how 

it feels to lose a child. And if it did exist our brains 

wouldn’t be able to comprehend it. 

 

DOMINIQUE 

He’ll never put more on you than you can bear is a lie from the 

pits of hell. 

 

DIANE 

I…. I… 

 

She can speak no other words. 

 

EDITH 

It feels like the sun is no longer shining. 

 

REBECCA 

All I see is rainy days. 

 

DOMINIQUE 

And the only question I have is... 

 

ALL WOMEN 

Why? 

 

TRINITY 

Why would God allow this to happen? 

 

ALL WOMEN 

Why? 
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DOMINQUE 

Why does a pain this bad exist in the world? 

 

ALL WOMEN 

Why? 

 

EDITH 

Why must I go through this? 

 

ALL WOMEN 

Why? 

 

DIANE 

Why me? 

 

REBECCA 

Why now? 

 

DOMINIQUE 

Why my child? 

 

TRINITY 

Why? 

 

(Blackout.) 

 

 

Scene II 

“Pancakes with evaporated 

milk” 

 

TRINITY 

Sunday April 11th  2010.  
 

Lights come up on TRINITY. 
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TRINITY 

I’m in the kitchen preparing breakfast. And I don’t play on 

Sunday’s yall. Before we go to service I always make a big 

breakfast. I was cooking up some scrambled eggs. Had a honey 

glazed ham in the oven. My homemade biscuits were hot and  

covered with butter. The bacon was crispy, and the toast was 

ready by my homemade jam, and I was finishing up with Michael’s 

favorite. Homemade pancakes. For some reason he only ate them 

when I made it with evaporated milk. So I had his pancakes over 

to the side and I was cooking up some more because my house was 

always full on Sundays. Now that I think about it… I don’t know 

why. I never invited these people. It was like one day they just  

showed up. Normally I would hear the sounds of planes crashing 

or car horns honking because Michael always woke up and played 

that Auto grand thief or whatever the hell it’s called. But I 

didn’t hear nothing this morning.  

(Calling out to him.) 

Michael!... Michael!... Boy I know you hear me? 

 

BOY 

What? 

 

TRINITY 

What?... this boy must have lost his mind... excuse me, what did 

you just say? 

 

BOY 

Yes ma’am. 

 

TRINITY 

That’s better. Get ready for breakfast. 

 

BOY 

I ain’t hungry. 

 

TRINITY 

Don’t it just get on your nerves when you in the kitchen 

sweating like a Hebrew slave, up to your knees in flour, and a  
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TRINITY (CONT’D) 

person who don’t pay a single bill says they ain’t hungry. Like 

you doing this for recreation or something 

(Calling out.) 

Boy if you don’t get your behind out of that bed and get ready 

for breakfast I’m coming up there and I’m bringing this here 

rolling pin with me. 

(Michael stomps as he gets out of bed.) 

Is there a problem with those feet? 

 

Silence. 

 

TRINITY 

I thought not. 

 

SISTER EDEN enters. Country 
and southern. Full of charm. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

Morning Mrs. Rice. 

 

TRINITY 

Sister Eden was always the first to show up. And she always said 

the same thing. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

Something sure does smell good in here. 

 

TRINITY 

How are you sister? 

 

SISTER EDEN 

I’m just blessed by the lord this morning and waiting to be 

blessed by some of your biscuits, yes I am. You know I was just 

telling Jimmy that you make the best biscuits this side of 

heaven. 
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TRINITY 

Well I appreciate that sister Eden. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

Am I the first to arrive? 

 

TRINITY 

Aren’t you always? 

 

SISTER EDEN 

Well praise the Lord. Mind if I help myself to one of those 

delicious biscuits as an appetizer?  

 

TRINITY 

Help yourself sister Eden. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

Oh praise his name! 

 

TRINITY 

Sister Eden was always praising his name but my hands were the 

ones full of flour. 

 

SISTER LATONYA enters. Nosy 
and loud. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

(On the phone.) 

Now I told her last week that she had no business going over to 

that man’s house.  

 

TRINITY 

Sister Latonya. Already in someone else’s business. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

But she didn’t listen to me. One day she’ll learn. Anyway let me 

call you back but you let me know if you hear anything back. She 

ain’t nothing but an old heifer… ok. Bye. Praise the Lord  
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SISTER LATONYA (CONT’D) 

sister. Sorry for being rude. 

 

TRINITY 

That’s ok sister Latonya. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

You know Danielle, sister green youngest girl? 

 

TRINITY 

Here she go. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

Well she’s been talking to this man. This married man. This 

married man with 3 kids. And you won’t believe this. 

 

TRINITY 

What? 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

The other day she was over there and got caught. His wife came 

home early and there she was stark naked in the bed. 

 

TRINITY 

How do you find out all these things? 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

Well you know I’m not one to gossip but John, sister Patterson’s 

husband, told sister Patterson, and she told Mrs. Valensky, who 

told April, who told me. Child it’s all just too much. 

 

TRINITY 

Indeed it is. After a while you just stop listening to Sister 

Latonya… because that woman’s mouth runs like a faucet. More 

guest started to arrive and Michael had yet to come down stairs. 

(Calling out again.) 

Michael, everyone is waiting on you to eat. 
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BOY 

Mom why do I have to eat if I’m not hungry? 

 

TRINITY 

This boy was testing my nerves today…  

 

SISTER LATONYA 

Because your mom said it was time to eat. Now get on down here.  

 

BOY enters. 
 

TRINITY 

I remember looking at him and something seemed different. 

Michael was always a happy go lucky kid but today something was  

wrong. A mother always knows. What’s wrong Michael? 

 

BOY 

Nothing. 

 

TRINITY 

I’ll ask you again. What’s wrong? 

 

BOY 

Nothing. 

 

TRINITY 

So you lie to your mom now? 

 

BOY 

I ain’t lying. 

 

TRINITY 

You’re not? 

 

Silence. 

 

TRINITY 

After breakfast I expect you to tell me what’s wrong… look at 

me. You can tell me anything. You know that right? 
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BOY 

Yes ma’am. 

 

TRINITY 

Alright… get in there for breakfast… I wish I knew what the 

problem was. I wish I could protect him from the world. Hold him 

until his troubles dissolve but he is a growing boy. And mama 

can’t be there for everything. After breakfast we all got ready 

to leave for church and Michael asked if he could walk today. 

The church was about three blocks away. Something in  

me told me to say no but he always accused me of being so strict 

so I said yes… but you better not be late. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

He is such a fine boy. You’re doing a good job Mrs. Rice. 

 

TRINITY 

Thank you. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

Keep that boy away from heifers like Danielle and he’ll be ok. 

 

TRINITY 

I’ll try my best… Church was not the same that day. The pastor 

was up there talking but I wasn’t listening because I felt like 

something was wrong. I looked back to see if Michael showed up 

but I didn’t see him. I’m gonna tear that little behind up! He 

know we don’t miss church. Then, all of a sudden it felt like I 

was having a heart attack. I stood up. 

 

SISTER EDEN 

You ok sister Rice? 

 

TRINITY 

I don’t know. 

 

SISTER LATONYA 

Do I need to call the ambulance? 
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TRINITY 

I don’t think so… I tried to breathe slowly. Deep breaths. At 

the end of the sermon I remember the pastor said. Everything is 

gonna be alright… but when I walked out of that church… all I 

saw was flashing lights and yellow tape. 

 

NEWSCASTER V.O. 

(Recording of Michael Brown news story.) 

 

TRINITY 

I couldn’t move. I stood there frozen… I knew that it was my son 

lying on that ground and immediately I began to blame myself.  

Why didn’t I make him come with me? How could I be so stupid? 

All of this was my fault… Earlier I was forcing him to eat and 

now… he… oh my God! He never told me what was wrong… I 

approached that yellow tape and saw my son lying lifeless on 

that ground. Killed by an officer of the law. Someone who vows 

to protect and serve. Well who was he protecting? Michael wasn’t 

the perfect kid but he was trying… he deserved a chance at life 

but this cop saw fit to take away that chance. Take away my son. 

It was then that I thought back to my Pastor’s words… everything 

is gonna be alright… Bull shit! 

 

Blackout. 
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