
       I held his head in my lap; my hands were the only thing keepin’ his brains in. He was dyin, an’ I was gonna be the last thing he saw.  I wouldn’t’a had it any other way. The rest of them mooks, they didn’t even stop. They just drove right by ya, Johnny, wit one passin’ glance, lookin’ at me like I was crazy for stayin’ there with ya. Then they left. More than ten years ya spent with the guy, and Ronnie just up and leaves ya bleedin’… dyin’… Is that the kinda loyalty you taught us? Whateva happened to “us Jaybirds gotta stick together like birds of a feather?” …I guess vultures don’t count. The whole lotta dem. Vultures. Cept even a vulture’d come back for th’ dead. I didn’t see them again till your funeral, 'sides passin’ ‘em in the hall at school. They thought I did it, Johnny. How do ya like that? Well they don’t know. They weren’t there when you was lookin’ up at me… They didn’t hear those last things you said. They cut me deep, Johnny Jay, an’ I swear I’ll live by your words. I’ll carry on the goodness of the name Jaybird if no one else does. I’ll do it, Johnny, even if it means standin’ up to Ron.

