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(A man on Death Row, awaiting his imminent execution, speaks reluctantly with a Priest)

Absolution?

I don’t think so, Father.

For what?

No really…. for what?

For popping Jimmy “The Weasel”?

Gimme a break.
No disrespect here, Father…. but no heavenly choir of angels is cryin’ ‘cos Jimmy Fratiano’s down for the dirt nap.

The world’s a better place, trust me.

Why?

Why’d I do it?

Oh right, yeah, this is the part where you wanna hear about my deprived childhood…. the poverty, the beatings, the abuse.

Well guess what?

My old man sold real estate and he was pretty damn good at it too and he treated me real good and we didn’t live in no slum.

And my mother – God rest her soul – sang me to sleep every night and raised me to be a good Catholic.

So how ‘bout that?

And she was a Saint.

She was a God-damned fuckin’ Saint, Father.

So, why?

Who the hell knows?
It happened, OK.

You take one road it leads to Disneyland.
You take another road it don’t lead nowhere…. except here.

Death Row.

You want a sob story that’ll make you feel better when they throw the switch, Father?

Well you think about my son….

You pray for my little boy….

My beautiful golden boy….

Who never done nothin’….

And you pray he has the strength to get through life every day with everyone pointing and staring and saying his Dad was…. was….
Absolution?
I don’t think so, Father.

