Bryan Corpolongo

 October 23rd, 2002

3rd Hour

Rap is Scary

It began on the 13th, even though most people thought it was the 14th.  The 14th was the day after, when everyone heard about it.  It had been a normal night, and I had been out with my friends.  We did the usual; one bar to the next, than home.  The city had been insanely crowded, especially for a rainy Friday night.  We all lived together.  It was me, Frank, Jorge, Terence, and Ken.  Kens grandmother owned the house, and when she passed, it was given to Ken.  It was a really sweet place, bad neighborhood though, ghetto by most standards. So that’s where we lived.

Anyways, back to this night.  Like any big city there are always crimes, but this one seemed a bit odd, probably because it was so close, so eerie.  The boys and I were coming back from this bar called O’Leary’s, where we usually check out the girls and get a few drinks.  Tonight the girls were a little less scarce, and the drinks a little less tasteful.  Something was not right about the whole night.  As we were leaving, Jorge and I had to hit the bathroom and the other guys went out without us.  As I looked out the window I noticed a man all in black start talking to this woman outside the window of the bathroom.  They looked like boyfriend and girlfriend, and I even mentioned to Jorge how lucky the guys was to have a girl like that, but then I noticed that she was going with him because of fear.  The man started to push her after awhile, and she was just going along with it.  Jorge and I sat there for about 5 minutes watching this girl and guy, and then they disappeared into this field of trees and disappeared.  The man then came out alone, and he was running.  Jorge and I decided to investigate.

We drove over to the woods and got out.  Jorge got out first and started looking around the trees, and I followed.  We found nothing on the ground and the sickest thing that could ever happen did.  The eye of the young girl dropped right on my shoulder.  Jorge and I looked up to see her mangled body tied to the top of a tree.  Jorge immediately started to puke, and I also got nauseas.  It was bad real bad, so we left and when we got back we called the police.


The police went to look for the body, and those police never came back.  It was a very scary situation.  First the girl now the police, it was a little too much.  We were the only ones to see the girl or the man or the policeman.  This was all over the news the next day, and Jorge and I were made into celebrities.  But it was all too eerie.


This same thing happened the next week, the 24th, and we were all shocked, because we had stayed in that night.  The boys and I decided that it was our responsibility to solve this mystery.


The next week we all went to the same bar and around the same time we noticed the man walk out with a new girl, so we followed him.  Five minutes went by and he came out running again, so we stopped him and started to interrogate.  We started to push him till he told us where she was.

“You guys won’t believe me” he cried.


“Tell us” I yelled, so he did.


His explanation was that she disappeared, that is why he would run out.  Of course we didn’t believe him, but he was sadly telling the truth.  He lived on the other side of the forest, and didn’t have a car, so he walked through the forest.  When he would take girls through, they would disappear.  It all seemed too odd, until we tried it.


The next night I took a girl through the forest and nothing happened.  So as we were leaving I bent over to tie my shoe, and the girl was gone.  It was all too weird, exactly like the man had said.  We couldn’t call the police, no one would believe us.  So I tried to uncover the mystery.


I went to the local library and got a book about ancient Indian burial grounds.  Sure enough this was one.  The guys and I did whatever we could try and do, and this new guy, the guy in black, his name was Pete, and he helped to.  The only thing we could do to rid the spirits of the possessed trees would be to throw the biggest Halloween party ever, right on the burial ground.  The loud music would certainly rid the spirits of their ground, especially rap music, no human can stand that, so ghost can’t either. We started by inviting all of our friends and hiring the best rap DJ in town.  The party was set.


We had about 400 people show up, pretty good on such short notice.  Right away we noticed something had been wrong.  The DJ was not a rap DJ, but a funk DJ.  So I quickly drove to the library to see the spell book.  The book said that funk music would bring the spirits alive.  So I drove back and told everyone that the funk would bring the spirits back.  It was no use however, the funk was in full effect, and everyone knows that when something becomes funky, it stays funky.

Turns out the trees were really alive.  We all stopped when the large one started to move, and I asked it a question.


“Why are you killing people, is it because you were planted on the burial ground?”


“No he said, I’m not even on an Indian burial ground, you read the map upside down like everyone does.  It’s because of all the rap music in the world.”


Of course, we were all surprised, me even more because I read the map upside down.


“This funk was certainly the perfect medicine for bad rap, thank you boys for this.  There will be no more killings by me” Said the tree.


We were all relieved, and we partied till it became morning.  The tree was a really great dancer.  I guess you could say he was the root of the party.

Everything was pretty calm in the city from then on, until the day P. Diddy won in a landslide election for president.  This resulted in 35 killings throughout the city in a 3 day span.  We all knew it was the tree, and we pleaded with him to stop, but it was no use.

The trees rain of terror ended when President Diddy was assassinated 3 days into office and his vice president, George Clinton took the seat.  President Clinton resolved all issues and there were no more wars, ever.  It turns out funk is the perfect remedy for anything, and that rap is the root of all evil.

