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To God, Be the glory…


 

…For our children


 

Elijahjuan & Kobe


 

 And


 

Talayni & Kalli


 


 

May you all grow up to use your intelligence, talents, strong will, & determination to accomplish great feats of that which has been deemed impossible.


 

&


 

For anyone who has ever been made to feel weird, unwanted, and unloved, because you were “different.”


 

“So when they continued asking him, he lifted up himself, and said unto them, He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.”

John 8:7

Preface


 


Urban Diaries is a collection of short stories and poetry told with a universal message and an urban appeal. Each piece makes its own statement while testing the rules of society and our ability or inability to conform to those standards. All of the poems serve as a prelude, foreshadowing and/or an afterthought of the events that unfold in stories. They evoke the raw pain, heartache, insecurities, and other sentiments of the characters that may or may not be easily noticed or revealed.
 

 Each of the short stories are extraordinarily thought provoking and challenging including colorful, unforgettable, and multi-faceted characters that we like to consider “Social Contradictions”. Even though they are all imaginary characters based off experiences of our own, people we know, family members, co-workers, and yes, fictional characters too, they’re all very relatable in the sense that their lives, their situations, and the events that occur are very REAL for a lot of people but are almost never brought up for discussion.
 

 We ask that you allow yourself to drift off into a snippet of their world and their private lives, which is not at all what it seems to be on the surface. It is our hope that the vivid imagery and language will help you gain insight to what life is like outside of our everyday, rigid, comfort zone and social norms. Don’t be surprised if you find that in the midst of being happy, sad, angry, laughing, or even 
 



 
 

crying you’ll want to shake your head “Aww Hell Naw!” in conflicting agreement or shaking your head “Yes” in utter disagreement. Wherever your psyche takes you, rest assured Urban Diaries will leave your mind racing and your emotions flustered, challenging your own pre-conceived notions about our cherished American lifestyle and the societal confines and restrictions that come along with them.
 

 Finally, before you pass judgment,, THINK, and take the time to read between the lines. In fact, make sure that you read between the in betweens. 
 

 


 

 Enjoy!! 
 


 


 


 

DIARY OF NOTED EVENTS


 


 

My Body, My Story

The Day I Buried A Stranger

Why Are You Mad?

Love Triangle

Face Value

Sisterhood

PSA: $3 Bills

A Text of Fate

Hiding Places

Uncle Sam

Dear Mr. President

Indentured

I Know Love

Transitions

Tired

Thank You Letter to My Baby Daddy

Don’t Be Jealous

The Train Ride

This Face

In My Skin

Gender Bender

The Taste of Racism

7 Days With Zhanae

Contradiction

Weekend Learning with Sistah

I Don’t Understand

SisterSpeak: A FaceBook Debate about The Slim Thug Article

The Story of My Life

Ghetto

8 Is Enough

Snapshots of My Neighborhood in Black & White

Scattered

My Name is Avery Bancroft

Daddy’s Girl


 


 


 

CHAPTER 1 – MY BODY, MY STORY


 


 

My Body, My Story

 



 


 My body tells a story of a once broken soul,

 Damaged and almost destroyed by things left untold.

 


 Although you cannot see, my beautiful locks tell a story you won't condone, of an equally damaged man who used cruel words and violence to drive his point home.

 


 See, he couldn't break my spirit, so he attacked my locks instead, simply because he couldn't compete with the genius inside my head. 

 


 My wide nose and full lips tell a story of once upon a time,

 of a people who were so majestic, they built cities with only their minds.

 


 The heaviness of my breasts tells a story like no other,

 of child bearing, nurturing and the pains of becoming a mother.

 


 From the tiger stripes on my hips & stomach to the almost invisible scar right below, my body tells a story that doesn't always show.

 The illustrations on my body tell the story of a beautiful, black, sheep, who lives and thinks outside the box and has emotions that sometimes run too deep. 

 


 The piercings I've acquired are symbols and reminders of the pain, endured by a damaged, young, girl who almost went insane.

 


 My big heart tells a story of giving but not always receiving,

 Of a lonely child with a broken heart who spent her childhood grieving.

 


 A mother who was never there, never a daddy's girl,

 Most of my life spent hating myself and everything in the world.

 


 The scars on my knees tell the story of a tomboy climbing trees, and fighting boys who called me ugly in hopes that they would see me. 

 


 My big feet remind me of my shoes in which no one else has ever walked, of a time when love and happiness were the only things I sought.

 


 The woman you see before you was not always as strong and passionate as I, There was a time quite long ago when all I did was cry and hope to die. 

 


 


 I have learned invaluable lessons, most importantly to love myself first, and despite all of my pain, there is a reason God put me on this earth.

 


 He gave me a voice and the tools to succeed and persevere,

 No one can take away God's gifts so I have nothing else to fear.

 


 God’s got my back so I have no reason to worry,

 It is through His grace and love that I have been blessed with...

 


My body, my story...The End


 


 

CHAPTER 2 – THE DAY I BURIED A STRANGER




The Day I Buried a Stranger


 


 

 Today I buried a stranger. How you can raise someone from birth, live in the same house with them for all of their life and half of yours, and still not know who they are. I do not know, I really don’t. My 16-year-old daughter Celeste died in a car accident last week. Until I identified the body of a young girl with a face and body identical to my daughter’s, with the exception of some boy’s name tattooed on her ass, I thought I knew my child. Aside from the tattoo, the coroner was nice enough to tell me that this girl who looks exactly like my daughter was 8 weeks pregnant. I don’t understand that either because my daughter was a virgin. I guess the joke’s on me because my daughter had also been getting a period for the last few months, or so I thought.

 I’m not sure what hurts the most; losing my only child to some stupid drunk driver or realizing that the child I’ve been raising for the past 16 years, the child that I worked my fingers to the bone trying to provide for, has been lying to me and going behind my back doing God knows what. 

 It’s funny the way things happened. I started going through and packing some of her things a few days ago trying to decide what to do with her stuff. Although the shock of what the coroner had told me had not worn off, I thought the worst part was over. I ended up getting more than I ever bargained for. I discovered all types of stuff that I never even thought to look for. I found a gun under her mattress, condoms and birth control pills in her drawers, drugs and alcohol in her closet, and a shoebox filled with almost $10,000 in cash. I tore her room up and braced myself for what I might find next. 

 My child was only 16 years old! What was she doing with all that crap? I could have easily gotten over a bag of weed, a pack of cigarettes or even a few condoms, but crack cocaine, guns, and money is a bit too much to swallow. I also discovered a diary with contents that would break any mother’s heart. 

 I felt like an intruder when I broke the flimsy lock but that feeling quickly diminished when I realized that the time for pretense had come and gone. It was too late for that. Reading my daughter’s innermost thoughts was way too overwhelming and disconcerting at best; I didn’t even get through the first half. And now I have to do in death what I couldn’t do in life, which is get to know my baby. It may seem like its too late but it’s never too late for a mother to get to know her child. It’s important that I know how this rift that I didn’t even know existed was ever created in the first place. I need to know why my child, who had the world at her fingertips felt desperate or unloved enough to get caught in this game of sex, drugs, and money. 

 Every night I prayed that my daughter didn’t get mixed up in the wrong crowd, but it seems that she was the wrong crowd. She never seemed troubled or in need of an intervention, or maybe I just didn’t know what to look for. As far as I knew, my daughter was a good kid. She never got in trouble in school and her grades have always been exceptional. Because she never gave me any problems, I never looked for any. She basically came and went as she pleased within reason. I thought that making sure she had everything she wanted and needed would keep things like this from happening. How could I have been so wrong? There were no warning signs to speak of, so how does this happen?

 It’s difficult to stand here in my daughter’s room with all of her things knowing that she is never coming home. The only thing I can do is try to finish reading her diary in hopes of making some sense of all this mess. The passage I pick up from is dated about 5 months ago:

 



April 22, 2009 



Dear Diary,


I woke up this morning to an empty house. AGAIN!! So what else is new? Why does my mom have to work so much? We never hang out. I get so lonely. It seems as if I leave an empty house and come home to an empty house. Mommy doesn’t even ask me where I’m going anymore. 


 



It’s almost like I don’t exist. She doesn’t seem to care what I do as long as I don’t break curfew. Last week, I stayed out all night and she didn’t even notice. I thought my ass was grass for sure but I stayed out because the $500 I made slanging crack while posted up inside of the washhouse was well worth the trouble I thought I’d be in. My friends say I’m lucky that my moms don’t trip out on me, but I wish she would, at least sometimes. Then maybe I’d feel loved.

 



April 24, 2009


I hate life sometimes. I looked in the mirror this morning and realized for the millionth time that I’m ugly. My nose is too big for my face and my eyes are spaced too far apart. That’s why I like having sex for money. It makes me feel pretty that someone would actually pay to be with me. The only part I hate is when guys want weird stuff like anal sex or oral sex but hey, the money is good even though it’s not like I actually need it. 


 



April 25, 2009


Today me and Kesha met these cute guys at the mall. We both tried ecstasy for the first time. It was okay but I like primos better. 


 



April 26, 2009


I haven’t been to school in about a week, but my counselor Mr. Davis said that as long a I keep up my weekly “tutoring” sessions he’ll continue to “fix” my grades and my attendance. I actually like giving him blow jobs because he’s cute and he has a real big dick. It feels so good in my mouth and inside me. I would do it to him even if he wasn’t making sure my grades stayed tight. I told him I was pregnant and he freaked. He asked me how did I know it was his baby since I’ve practically fucked the whole student body. I lied and told him that he’s the only one I don’t make use a rubber. He wants me to have an abortion. He thinks I’m stupid. They all think I’m stupid. I know the game and maybe I will have an abortion. Then again, maybe I won’t.

 


 At the moment, I have to stop reading because I am totally in awe. That bastard was at my daughter’s funeral leering at me and pretending like he was actually upset about my daughter’s death. I really don’t want to read anymore but I know I have to. I owe my baby that much. I wish she could have understood how much I loved her and that everything I did was for her. I didn’t think that my being away from home so much bothered her. I thought she understood why I spent so much time working and going to school. It’s not like she didn’t know that her daddy ain’t shit. That bastard was too chicken shit to even come to the funeral! He claimed he couldn’t take it and I wasn’t even surprised. He’s never been there for her and he couldn’t even see her out of this world. I realize that I’m getting away from what’s important so I reluctantly go back to reading my deceased daughter’s thoughts and feelings. 

 



April 27, 2009


I want my daddy!!! Why doesn’t he love me? I hate him. At least my boyfriends love me.

 



April 28, 2009


I met this cute guy named Smith and he wants to hook up tonight but I already know how it’s gonna end. I thought guys liked girls that put out. I put out but then they don’t like me no more. Maybe I’m not doing it right. Guys are always telling me how cute I am but I have no idea what they are talking about. I’m starting to get sick and I’m starting to show and I still don’t know what I’m gonna do. Maybe, just maybe if I tell Mommy she’ll start to love me and understand that I need her. Kesha says I should have the baby but I’m not sure I want to. I’m scared and I want my Mommy but as usual, she’s not here. 


 



May 01, 2009


I’m so high right now, I feel like I’m flying. I never want to stop feeling this way. I know I can’t have this baby now. I’ve been doing so many drugs lately, it’s not even funny. Mommy actually noticed when I came home high the other day. She was at home with the flu but it all worked out because she thought that my eyes were red and glossy because I was getting sick too. That was perfect. I was able to stay home the next day and it was a good thing because I was sick as a dog. This little bastard in my stomach is really giving me the blues these days. I can’t wait to have an abortion next week.

 


 I skip ahead about a week or so because I’m hoping to get through this as soon as possible. These are things that I really don’t want to know but have to. 

 



May 9, 2009


I had my abortion today. It was just in time too because people started to notice the weight gain; that is, everyone except the one person that should have noticed. I thought I’d feel something but I don’t. All I feel is alone.

 


 At this point, I begin to cry because I never knew that my baby was in so much pain. It’s interesting how we can look at other people’s mess and speculate about what they should have or could have done but we can’t see the shit in our own backyard. I feel like such a failure as a parent right now because I’m a firm believer that parents should know their children. 

 When the Columbine incident happened, I was one of the main people shouting about how parents should know what’s going on in their own homes. I feel like a fraud. Not only that but I let my daughter down in the worse way and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to forgive myself. Celeste was my baby, I loved her with all my heart and soul, and she died never knowing how much I cared. Although I don’t want to finish reading, that in itself is enough to make me continue and somehow by sheer will and determination, I get through it. The last page is dated the day she died and it’s more heart wrenching than any of the other passages I’ve read thus far:

 



September 15, 2009


I wish I was dead but I don’t want to break my mother’s heart. That’s the only thing that keeps me alive. I hope that one day, my mother will realize and understand just how much I need her. I love my mother so much. I just wish for once she would notice me. I can’t even remember the last time she told me she loved me. I wonder if she would miss me if I was dead. It would serve her right if something bad happened to me. I bet then she’d wish she had treated me better. But she’s gonna have to notice me soon because I just found out I’m pregnant again and I’ll die before I kill my baby!! 


 


 After reading this, I lie down on her bed and cry myself into hysteria. I hold the diary against my chest and I’m crying so hard that I can’t even breathe anymore. One minute I’m crying like a big baby and the next, I’m encompassed in total darkness. I open my eyes and wait for them to adjust while wiping the last few drops from my tear stained face. Instinctively I move my hand to my chest in search of Celeste’s journal to find that it’s not there. I remember laying down and hugging the diary to my bosom in a vain attempt to hold on to what’s left of my daughter. I don’t remember falling asleep, and I don’t remember putting it away. I look on the floor and under the bed thinking that I may have dropped it but it’s not there. 

 Something is nagging at me but I don’t know what. After looking everywhere that the diary could be, I look in the one place that it can’t and it’s in the same spot that I found it only the lock is intact. I sit on the bed trying to make sense of all this when something catches my attention. Her room looks undisturbed. There are no boxes packed and everything is in its place. I realize what’s been nagging at me and look under her mattress to confirm my suspicions and the gun is not there either. Then, I look in the drawers and there are no condoms or birth control pills. Then it all comes back to me hitting me like a ton of bricks.

 I came into Celeste’s room to wait for her when I realized that she’d missed curfew and I was starting to get worried. I decided to wait in her room because I wanted to be sure to talk to her when she finally came in. While waiting for her, I must have dozed off. The pain was so real. It’s hard to believe that it was all a dream. Actually, it was more like a nightmare; every parent’s nightmare. 

 You know, being a single parent is overrated BIG TIME, and as I sit here on my daughter’s bed thinking about it, I don’t think GOD ever intended parenting to be a one person’s job. While all these women are running around shouting their independence to the top of their lungs, they do not talk about the guilt that is felt from working two or three jobs and going to school never having time to spend with their children. They never mention getting up with the roosters and coming home with the vampires. (Yeah, when I leave the house it’s dark, and when I come home it’s dark.) They will not admit how we sometimes know our children are doing things they shouldn’t and we stick our head in the sand because we are too damn exhausted to have a simple conversation, until it’s already too late. They do not dare bring up the fact that it’s hard to have to do everything by yourself with no help. Sure, we do it because we have to, and some us make it look effortless, but I can assure you that any woman who WELCOMES THIS, DOING ALL THIS SHIT ALONE, is lying to herself. I mean, it’s not rocket science. Door #1: Doing this shit solo or Door #2: Having a husband or at least a cooperative Baby-Daddy. Give me door number #2 all day long, with this husband and help for $200 Alex! Geez!

 I keep asking, “What happened? When did the idea of the traditional black family shake the spot?” All I can think of is the “James Evans Theory” that one of my co-workers talked about. It’s really funny because My Sister Circle at work all shared a good laugh when Deidra was on her soap-box that day, but I must admit her analogy seems to be on point. She said that when James Evans died on “Good Times”, so did the idea of having a Black Father in the house. When he died, Florida began filling both roles as mother and father. She went to work, took care of the finances, provided food, clothes, and shelter, but she also, cooked, cleaned, and nurtured the kids. Turns out, they were all fine….without James. 

 And you know what? Somewhere in all these years, we as Black women, have become comfortable without having a “James” around the house, just comfortable in our new blended roles, and a little too comfortable if you ask me. And on that same note, Brothers have become just as comfortable letting us do it. Some of them have no problem just sending a check every month, or only seeing their kids on the weekends and/or holidays. 

 Where’s my fucking help? Where’s he at? Where is my “James Evans” or “Cliff Huxtable” to help rear, chastise, and raise our child? I didn’t pull off my panties and fuck myself with an invisible dick and my child shouldn’t have to grow up with an invisible father. WHAT THE FUCK? I’m telling you, we’ve transformed into this deceptive community of broken families with single mothers parading their independence, single fathers proud to be labeled “a good baby daddy”, Grand-mothers and Grand-fathers filling in when the parents are deadbeats, absent, doped up, or don’t care and nobody says anything about it. ABSOLUTELY NOTHING. Day in and day out, we bust our humps to the point of exhaustion to provide for ourselves and our children and wear this fake ass “Halo of Single-Motherhood” as if it’s a badge of honor. Again, nobody complains, nobody says anything. Do you smell that? I do. I smell COMPLETE BULLSHIT. BULL-TO-THE-STANKIN-ASS-SHIT. 

 That no good piece of sperm donor of mines ain’t worth 50 fucking cents. When did it become ok to make a baby and not help take care of one? I swear that fool spent more time and effort trying to get the pussy from me than he does trying to make proper arrangements to see our daughter, almost as if he lives out of state when he is less than two hours away. I presume in his absence, it just makes me want to be the best parent that I can be and I know in my heart that I’m not perfect. I’ve been slacking on a small number of things that I know I need to get a better handle on and that horrible nightmare really put a few things in perspective.

 I once again go into her drawer with all intents on reading her diary, and then I stop myself when I realize that is not the answer. When I think about it, that dream was God’s way of telling me something I’ve known for quite a while now; I need to get to know my child and make sure that she knows how much she means to me. To be honest, I had started feeling guilty lately about the lack of time we spend together. 

 Whether she is or was involved in any of those things is not the issue right now. Right now, I have a job to do and that’s to communicate with my child while I have the chance. When Celeste does finally come home, I’m more relieved than angry. Right after I hug her and tell her how much I love her, I ground her, which she doesn’t seem to mind. I tell her that we need to talk and although it’s late, she doesn’t seem to mind that either, so I warm up some leftovers, brew some coffee and proceed to do in life what no parent should ever have to do in death, which is

get to know my child.


 


 


 

CHAPTER 3 – WHY ARE YOU MAD?


 


 

Why Are You Mad?


 


 

Your mother never had to work two jobs,

And raise 4 kids alone.

Your father never went to the store for cigarettes 

And lost his way home.

You weren’t born in prison or in a crack house

And sold or traded for drugs.

From the time you can remember

Your parents have always given you hugs.

See I don’t know anything about that.

My mom’s on dope and my doner’s facing life.

My grandmother died before I was born

And I never met my grandfather who consequently has kids by his second wife.

So why are you mad, that silver spoon is not enough?

I mean I’m the one who’s had it rough.

Not enough food, clothes, or cash

And having to constantly prove I’m tough.

But you’re the one that’s bitter and evil

Claiming you’ve been bullied and abused.

Why do you get a pass for shooting up those people

And I get sensationalized by the news?

You’ve never gone hungry 

Or had to work with what you had.

Never watched your mom get high with a “For Sale” sign

So why ARE you so mad?

At least you’ve got a therapist

To talk to about your problems and provide interventions

To convince your parents and the rest of society

That expression was your only intention.

Your anger management is on a nice comfy couch

While mine is up in smoke or in a bottle;

Cub scouts and dad as coach of the soccer team,

Movies or television are where I find my role models.

You were teased, bullied, and tormented

So was I but at the one place I’m supposed to be safe.

I got my first gun and learned how to shoot

By keeping mommy’s boyfriends at bay.

So I really don’t want to hear about your problems

Wah wah, daddy won’t buy me a jag

But he did buy you an Escalade

So tell me again, why are YOU


 

So…damn…mad???????????????


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 4 – LOVE TRIANGLE


 


 

Love Triangle


 

 


 


A

Lover

Is not a bad

Thing, but a thing

Of beauty and grace and

Softness and warmth when

Those days and nights become

Extremely cold, and lonely, and empty

But full of condemnation and abominations

Accusations and collaboration to destroy what no

Man can put asunder. It is by insecurity that we allow

Ourselves the detachment to inflict and blame and dishonor

Ourselves with dishonesty & denial & rationalization that make

Us see ourselves as victims when we are in fact villains that selfishly hurt. 

 Me, she, he; I, her, him, them; amongst 3, instead of between 2. ≠

 


 


 


 


 



 

CHAPTER 5 – FACE VALUE


 


 

Face Value


 


 

 As he looked down and out from the roof of his expensively furnished penthouse, he saw the city's immeasurable vastness with all of its lights twinkling giving off a faint illumination to his contented face. No longer did he have to contemplate what was to be done, because in a few short hours, it would all be over. He was brilliant, damn it. Everything had worked exactly according to plan. Damn he was good. And as this little moment of certainty quickly vanished, his eyes were surprised with fear, and in the very next instant, it was all over.

 


 



Darren

 I've always been good-looking. Shit, I KNOW I'm fine. Good genes, baby. My daddy was fine, my daddy's daddy was fine, and my daddy's daddy's daddy was fine. So it's no wonder that I was born into the world full of ugly ass people being as handsome as I am. Women love me. Men do too, but I'm not gay. Naw, black men have too much other shit to deal with besides being gay in America. But the women, they absolutely love me, especially my wife, Elaine. That woman loves my dirty draws. 

 She would do anything for me and when and if she tries to act stubborn, disciplinary action will take place. She knows this; she accepts this. It’s not like the dumb bitch has a choice.

 See, I met her one day after leaving Gina’s place. Gina was great in bed but hard on the eyes. I was desperately looking for a way to let her go and then the Lord answered a playa's prayers. I was getting into my brand new 2010, silver Lexus LH 600 hL when I saw this goddess of a woman setting up an open house for the house for sale across the street. Being my usual debonair self, I got out of my ride and went to go talk to her. To make a long story short, she was pretty much in love with me from that day forward.

 I dropped Gina and added Elaine to my long list of Honey Dips and Honey Don'ts. Gina was a Honey Don't, and since I was dropping another Honey Don't, I had to add a Honey Dip. Yes, Elaine was my new addition, but she had something all of my other brawds didn’t, weakness. She needed me like a baby needs titty milk. Her finances were unstable and I was her Superman with a fat wallet and a big dick, every woman’s dream.

 When I went out onto the roof of my penthouse after about a year and half of banging her, her weakness and vulnerability are what ultimately finalized my decision to marry her and not Teresa, or Linda, or Asia, or any one of my other Honey Dips. Elaine was the one. I could make her do whatever I wanted her to do. By marrying her, I would make her mine, permanently.

 Well, on to my side of this bullshit. It all started right after my brother's funeral, when Elaine decided to sell his house. Dalyn had been diagnosed with lung cancer and suffered for years. He didn't have much, only this house and he left it to me. Elaine said that by fixing the house up and selling it, we would make a nice little profit. I disagreed; I wanted to keep it. We didn't need money. With me being a senior commercial loan officer at the bank and she being a real estate agent, we were not hurting for money. I had plenty of it. In fact, I had a separate savings account that Elaine didn't even know about. When we got married, I never closed my old account and every month I had a cool little way of getting a few extra pennies. I've had that account for at least 17 years now and I'm sure that I have close to 10 million dollars, $9.9 at the least.

 I didn't understand why she wanted to sell that damn house so bad. We argued every day for two months about it. It was like she was possessed and I don't know what got into her. She was acting as if we were a paycheck away from the welfare line. We had money. I kept telling that bitch, "We got money! Why, why, why are you tripping woman?" But she kept saying that we needed it, like we were some kind of charity case or something.

 Anyway, one day when I came home from work, I overheard her on the phone closing the deal with the buyer, saying that it was great doing business and she hopes they enjoy the house. When she hung up, I clinched my fist as tight as I could and punched her dead in the mouth. Why did she always make me do that? She had a habit of it, making me slap her ass around every now and again. I think sometimes she forgot that I was the man of the house and every decision about every thing, including what color panties she was to wear was to be made by me and me only. That was part of the deal when we first got married. I had to remind her stupid ass sometimes.

 Needless to say, the house was sold and we made a hefty sum which caused a major problem; I didn't have anywhere to have sex with all my fine Honey Dips anymore! Now I know you didn't think a playa just gave up his “Playa-Card” cause he got married. Hell, I got even more pussy as a married man than I ever did as a bachelor. I wasn't going to spend money on a room with those dizzy brawds and getting hotel rooms always left a paper trail so that wasn’t an option either.

 I had to shorten my list, for the time being, to bitches that had their own place, cause there was no way I could take them home. So that meant Teresa, Angie, and Kya were all out. Angie and Kya both had nosey ass roommates and Teresa still lived with her moms. Gina was still around and I could always go to her for some bomb ass head, but because she didn't look as good as the other girls, I really didn't want to be bothered. I had gotten used to being with hot, fine, ass, sisters with nice asses and perky tits, and even though Gina could suck the coloring out a dick, she was ugly as hell and a whiner. I hate bitches that whine about every lil thing. YUCK! That only left Linda who lived 2 hours away and I'll be damned if I drive 2 hours just to bust a nut. Hell, I got a wife at home.

 Then, the Lord answered a playa's prayers once again. Kenya, the buyer of my brother's house, actually was a co-worker of mine at the bank. All through escrow, closing, and all that, I was so upset at Elaine for having the balls to go behind my back and sell my brother's house that I never even paid any attention to who was buying it. To my surprise, it was Kenya, the Senior Teller Manager with the sexy eyes and plump, sweet, ass. I usually didn't have very many dealings with the tellers any more since becoming a Commercial Loan Officer, but things changed after Kenya came up to me one day and asked me to lunch. We talked about my wife, my brother's old house, and we just seem to naturally click. It was all good food and casual conversation but it was something about the way we held hands a little too long after saying goodbye or the way our conversation kept turning into unconventional flirts that made me see Kenya differently.

 We agreed to meet and have dinner. We did and for the first time in my life, I felt a connection that I never felt before. Not even with Elaine. I felt that Kenya somehow, really understood me, about why I loved having sex with different women even though I was married, about not wanting to have children just yet, about being a man period. I opened up and told Kenya everything, even about the money I had in the separate account and how I earned my extra dough. We had sex that night and it was the best I ever had in my life. Hands down, Kenya was absolutely the best.

 What happened next? Yep! Yep! I ended up having an affair with Kenya for about 6 months before things got real ugly between us. Kenya wanted to be with me exclusively; wanted me to leave Elaine. Elaine was my wife and I loved her. She was a good woman and she did everything she was told and accepted her role with no problem. I wasn't about to give her up and all my control just for Kenyatta, so I tried to end things, but that didn’t go well at all. 

 Kenyatta’s bitch ass straight blackmailed me. Yeah, I didn't know what to do. I had kept my sexual encounters from Elaine during our entire 7 years of marriage. All the others, I could have easily lied about and said it was only sex and it didn't mean anything, but the way I connected with Kenya, I could never let Elaine find that out. Fucking other bitches was one thing, but connecting with somebody else on an emotional level was an entirely different animal. Elaine used to always say we were soul mates and I don't know which would hurt the most, me and Kenya or the fact that I was keeping a $10 million secret she didn't know about.

 I tried to pay Kenya off by offering part of that money but Kenya wanted a bigger percentage than I was willing to part with. Shit, it was my money and I should be able to spend it how I see fit, and giving it to Kenya as part of being blackmailed was not on my agenda, you feel me? I was caught up. It happens to the best of them, right? I tried everything in my power to change Kenya’s mind about this whole mess, but nothing worked. So then I gave in and told Kenya that I would indeed leave Elaine, I just needed some time to get all my assets in line. Kenya agreed to give me time, in fact 48 hours was all that I was offered before Blabbermouth was to go to Elaine to tell her everything. 

 Then, my wheels started spinning and I came up with a plan. I called Elaine and told her to meet me at home for lunch. When she got there, I told her about the money. She was pissed off but then I also told her to quit her job because in the morning, we were leaving. Moving. I lied and told her I wanted to re-new our vows and this time, making sure that I honored them, by not cheating on her or putting my hands on her anymore. I told her we needed a new start, a new beginning. She agreed but I should have paid more attention to that slight twinge of indifference that flashed across her face. Too bad for me, I didn’t. Anyway, I told her to make flight reservations for two for anywhere she wanted to go and not to worry about the furniture or clothes or anything, we would buy all new stuff once we got to where we were going. She said she had been working the last 4 years with no vacation and wanted to go someplace warm, somewhere to relax before deciding where we would start over. I agreed and immediately she got on the phone and booked reservations for two for an 11:30 am flight to Venezuela with hopes of staying in Aruba for a few weeks. 

 Next, I went back to work and called Kenya in my office. I lied and said that I told Elaine about us. This made Kenyatta very, very happy and when I said to make reservations for two to Jamaica, from the expression on Kenya’s face, couldn’t nobody tell me that my plan would not work. 

 Man, I drove home elated. Both of them, Elaine and Kenyatta fell right into my trap. Dumb Asses. As soon as I got home, I poured myself some Silver Patron and then I got on the phone and made my reservation for a redeye flight to Chicago. I didn't need to pack. In the morning, I would call the bank and transfer all of my money to a bank in Lincoln Park. After the transfer cleared, I would be on my way too…without either of those stupid ass bitches. I poured myself another glass of Patron to celebrate this enormous victory and went on the roof of the penthouse one last time. 

 



Kenyatta

 On that first night, we were so damn plastered; he told me everything, all his deepest darkest secrets, and his worse fears. He told me how he had been stealing money from the bank by approving loans for 1.5% more than the original amounts and then pocketing the extra money from every loan he approved. Now that really don't sound like much, but when you think about 1.5% in the terms of commercial business loans, we're talking hundreds of thousands of dollars, and over time, such as his tenure at the bank, millions.

 I am Kenyatta; sometimes Kenya, but my boys call me Ken, AKA, Darren's lover. That’s right, Ken-to the Ya to tha double T & A and not tits and ass, more like the tip of a big dick and a fat ass. Hahaha! Whew chile, I just cracks my damn self up sometimes. Darren was such a big punk, so scared to come out of the closet because he was black and successful and married. He said that if Elaine would have found out he was gay, it would have broken her heart. And now that I think about it, I think I was the first person that he came out to. You see, those were the type of things we talked about, me and my Boo, ok?! 

 We could have taken that money and lived it up. I kept telling him, "Bay-bee, let's withdraw the money and Poof, be gone like the jheri curl, girlfriend!" But he didn't want to listen, too much damn ego. So I had to do what I had to do and I know you know what I’m talking about, honey.

 Let me tell you what really happened, so hush up, listen up, and gather round. Darren and I did hook up after his wife sold me the house. Honey, I can’t even sit here and manufacture a lie if I wanted to. He was a gorgeous piece of specimen and his cocky bravado reeked all over the first day I met him at work. I had absolutely no idea that he was gay until that day at the bank when I asked if he wanted to grab lunch and he kept undressing me with his eyeballs. OK, maybe he wasn’t undressing me, but I damn sure was undressing him. He did stare at my ass the whole while we were talking though, and I wasn't sure if I was getting my signals crossed or what the hell was going on.

 A few days later, we agreed to have dinner. We did. We drank, we talked, we made love, we drank some more, and it was wonderful. Chile, Pinot Grigio and a fine, black, man with a monster dick will have you doing the huck-a-buck for less than a buck on the side of a truck until you get stuck! Yes it will! But let me assure you all that it was he who kept the pressure turned all the way up, whew! Sky-high! He called me everyday, we texted, AIM-ed, emailed, Face Booked, and all that other good stuff. We hooked up whenever he was free and I know Elaine was not that damn stupid. She had to know that something was going on. In fact, I knew she knew.

 Anyway, after about 5 months 22 days 13 hours and 42 minutes, I decided that I wanted to have my way and be with Darren exclusively and he was going to have to leave that lil strumpet Elaine. I told him we could take the money, shake the spot, and retire in Jamaica somewhere. I really didn't have anything against Elaine, other than the fact that Darren made her seem like a naïve, materialistic, nobody that thought her shit smelled liked Lemon Fresh Pine-Sol and Gain fabric sheets. Not like that, but, she was just simply in the way of my progress. I wanted some of that money but not without Darren. He was FINE, and rich, and gay, you hear me? Now usually, I only get 2 out of the 3 so girlfriend, I was excited about having it all, brand new socks and draws. I told him that I would give him 48 hours to let the cat out of the bag, (meow) or I would go to Elaine and then to the Branch Manager and ruin his life forever.

 Darren went to lunch and when he came back, he called me in his office and pleasantly surprised me with too much good news. He said that he gave Elaine the boot and now his booty belonged to me. Finders Keepers, Losers Weepers! He told me to make reservations at a resort in Kingston, Jamaica set to leave the following morning and chile, my face lit up brighter than a Christmas tree on Christmas Day under a police spotlight in broad day light, yes it did! I hurried up and finalized those reservations and then he left work early, said he'd see me in the morning. 

 When his wife called her little, tired, self coming all up in here trying to confront somebody, I flipped the script on her and told her I wanted to talk to her too. I couldn’t wait to drop my Hiroshima on Ms. High & Mighty; that her fine ass husband was ass riding my dick at least 3 times a week and enjoying my tongue and lips all over his massively, huge, package. I was so ready to slice that chick with my words, yeah, about to rip that saddity bitch a new one, but wouldn’t you know? She already knew Darren was gay; sure did. Caught us fucking and she even had a picture of us at the very house she sold me. It was a trip cause she didn’t seem upset or angry about it at all. I still was ready to rock Ms. Thang’s world and tell her that he was leaving her to jump out the closet and be with me until she told me about how he was beating the shit out of her. Chile, that’s when my whole demeanor did a 7 muthafuckin 20 and my whole ambiance changed. This Queen ain’t got no love for violent bullies, ya heard? I was in love with a liar and an abuser. How on EARF did that happen?

 See, that right there just added shit to my coffee and destroyed my whole, entire, mood. Not only because my father was a violent, no-good, terrorizer, but that sorry ass excuse for a man beat and bullied me until I left home at 15. He called me so many Faggots and Ass Lickers, and Butt Pirates, and Pansy Asses, and Fudge Packers, and Dick Suckers that I preferred to be a chile of the streets and live from pillar to post rather than deal with his evil and hateful ass. Honey, it was straight CRA-to the ZEE but I’m good, I made it out ok. I always had a roof; I mostly stayed with different homies every night if they had cool parents. If not, then I can tell you about my adventures of sucking many a dicks in the cabs of big rig trucks to earn enough for a skuzzy mo-mo for the night. I can see it now, “Diary of a Vicious Stunt Queen”! Now bay-bee, that’s one page turner that will leave yo mouth watering and yo face cracked like glass! Sweep it up and sweep it up quick!

 It was rough for me for a while but then eventually, I learned how to hustle which allowed me to get my shit together and turn my life around for the better but, believe me when I tell you, I AM SPARTA!! That’s right, a WARRIOR BITCH and in the end, I ALWAYS gets what I want. I was just so pissed off with Darren cause I had been totally honest with this twisted fucker and the bastard tried to pull one over on me. Yeah, I’m not gon lie, I really had feelings for him, shit I may have even loved him, but not better than the love I have for these millions of dollars I'm about to go spend. Now Runtelldat…and make sure you tell them with broken wrists and a hip swing too!! BAM!

 



 


Elaine

 When I first met Darren, I thought he was perfect. He was tall, fine, and a walking portrait of S-U-C-C-E-S-S. He had everything a girl could ever want, looks, money, charisma, a good job, a nice place, a brand new Lexus LH600 Hybrid, did I mention, money?

 I didn't realize how big his ego was until after we got married. He changed. No, I take that back, he morphed right before my eyes, I ain't lyin. All of a sudden, he considered himself the man of the house and wanted to make ALL the decisions by himself. Where the hell did that stank ass attitude come from? Only God knows. I allowed him some freedom at first, thinking he would somehow see the light but then the fool began telling me how to dress, even what color panties to wear. I laughed at him at first, thinking he was joking, but I got a scar under my right eye that I use make-up to hide everyday that shows the world that he wasn't playing. 

 That was the first time he hit me and from that point on, over a seven-year period, he pretty much hit me whenever I upset him. Whether I questioned him about staying out at his brother's house so late all the time, or asked him why he spent so much time on the roof of our penthouse, Darren would strike me without a second thought. Shit, I thought he was going to kill me on more than one occasion. 

 I will never forget the time I went out with my best friend Monyette and he accused us of having sex. He said that we were lesbians. With no proof whatsoever, he just accused of bumping uglies. I always knew he hated gays, but where the fuck did that shit come from? When I first introduced him to Monyette, she told him outright that she was bi-sexual and he even joked about us having a three-some. He had always been cool with her coming to the house, or meeting me for drinks, or whatever. On a few occasions, he had given us both money to go hit up Tiffany’s, Hermes, and my favorite, Yves Saint Laurent just to keep me occupied and gone for the day so he could go ahead and entertain some nasty slore (slore = slut whore) without me blowing up his cell. I didn’t understand why my relationship with Monyette suddenly bothered him so. I just didn’t, not then, anyway. 

 I will never know what really set him off that night, but this “being a lesbian” thing had hit me from left field and I didn’t even want to believe him at all until he went into this uncontrollable rage and started punching me in the face while choking me at the same time. He grabbed me by the hair and slammed my face repeatedly on the kitchen counter until I felt blood oozing from my skull. He beat me so bad, I remember welcoming death, just laying there waiting to see God or one of His angels. Much to my disappointment, neither showed up and I lived. I was too scared to press charges and leaving him was out of the question. He said I belonged to him and for a long time, I felt that I did. 

 See, you don't understand that my Darren, my Boo, my man, rescued me. Before we got married, I was in a hell of a bind. The whole year that we dated, he practically took care of me. I sold maybe three houses during that whole year and prior to that, when the market was booming, I had created this high-class lifestyle. I was accustomed to nothing but the most expensive and the best, including but not limited to, cars - Benz, Beamers, & Lexus trucks…clothes - Dior, Prada, & Gucci…jewelry - Tiffany’s & Harry Winston’s… restaurants - Masa, Bistro Moderne, & Le Cirque 2000; Shit, it didn’t matter, whatever it was, houses, cell phones, furniture, parties or whatever. If it was FANCY, it was me. 

 When the market took a nosedive, I was a fool to think that it was just temporary. And lawd hammercy, my poor, poor attempts at calling myself “trimming the fat” failed miserably. I finally had come to the realization that being greedy for things I could no longer afford almost had my ass calling both of my parents for help, something I vowed I would never do like my weak ass sisters. That would entail keeping the Family Curse alive, something I promised myself I didn’t want no parts of, no matter what.

 Both of my sisters have been stricken by the curse in our family, the Never-Getting-Married-Only Shacking & Mooching-Off-My-Parents-Forever-Curse. My mother and father are cool with each other, but they never married and my mother mooched off her parents until they both passed. My grandmother, her mother, lived the same exact lifestyle. She had three kids by my grandfather but never married him and lived in the same house as her parents their whole lives.

 Right now, my two sisters are keeping the curse alive and well. Both of them have kids out of wedlock and my oldest lives with my mom and my baby sister lives with my dad. I was so determined to break the curse, right after high school I went to real estate school, got my license and got a career so I would never ever have to mooch off my parents. I am the only one in my family to get a career and when the market started tanking how could I not give in to the curse and go beg from my parents? Darren. He was the answer to the curse because marrying him for money killed two birds with one stone. He knew my situation about my finances and even understood when I told him about the curse. He stepped right in and saved me, took care of me physically and financially. 

 So you see, had it not been for him, I don't know what I would have done or where I would be today. I felt like I owed him and even though I wasn’t really in love, I put up with all his bullshit to keep from falling into the trap of the CURSE. That’s why I put up with the abuse, both verbal and physical; for money and marriage and all the super unimportant, materialistic, bullshit that came attached with it.

 The day he hit me in my mouth after I sold Dalyn's house was the last straw. His brother had died a few months after we were married from AIDS but Darren lied and told his friends and co-workers that it was lung cancer, or pancreatic cancer, or skin cancer. Maybe it was throat cancer? I don’t know, too many different lies, hell, I don’t even remember which one he finally settled on. I understood that he hated homosexuals but his own damn brother was gay. Dalyn lived as a gay man for over 20 years before he decided to “go back” to women. I can understand Darren not telling anyone that he “used to” be gay but lying about how he died was just stupid. I couldn’t understand why the hell he was hanging on to that house, but I figured it was his “PUSSY SHACK”, you know, where his cheap ass could wine and dine his Slut-Puppies instead of paying for hotel rooms, which left a paper trail. 

 We both knew that he cheated but why was it oh so very important for him NOT to leave a paper trail? Easy. A paper trail held a whole lotta ground in divorce court, meaning, I could have my suspicions and accusations all I wanted, but without any proof, that’s all they were, unfounded suspicions and accusations. I really didn’t care whether or not he cheated but he wasn’t just gonna keep beating the dog shit outta me and then go fuck some random chick as he pleased. Damn that. I wasn’t gonna just roll over and make it super easy for him all the damn time. I figured, if I made him work to cheat, he would get lazy and forget to cross all his T’s or dot all his I’s. He knew I checked all credit card receipts and balanced the checkbook like clockwork every month, so fucking bitches at his dead brother’s house was an easy solution for him. By the same token, selling it was just as easy for me. 

 As I was in the bathroom staring at the bright red blood trickling down my face, I could hear him in the other room cursing me out furiously about selling Dalyn’s house, but something happened to me as I went to go lock the door. I kinda blacked out as I stared at my pummeled face in the mirror. FINALLY. I had became fed up and all I could think of was REVENGE. It was like every time that he had ever put his hands on me all came flashing back, like the time I made filet mignon instead of salmon. He grabbed me violently and forced all that fucking meat down my mouth and throat and then choked me until I vomited it all back up. Then he made me undress and clean the shit up naked while he stared and jacked off, sick BASTARD. 

 I remembered when I came home from the doctor with what I thought was good news, that I was pregnant and we were finally going to start a family. Silly me. He was very adamant about not having kids but damn, if we keep fucking bareback, exactly what the hell did he expect to happen, fucking genius? He played it off like he was cool at first, but then he slung me to the ground and started punching me in the face and chastising me for being so stupid and getting pregnant. Just when he got off me and I thought he was done, he started kicking me in the stomach trying to kick the baby out, but it didn’t work. I was still pregnant and ended up getting the first of many abortions. 

 The thought of killing five innocent babies, whom their mother loved and their father hated made me cry. I had even given them names, Rocquel, Gerrard, Ahreia, Zaahid, Paige, and Nicholai. I know it may seem silly to you, but I loved each one of them and a piece of my self, my self-esteem, and my soul died with everyone of my aborted babies, despite their father’s detestation, disgust, and hatred. 

 All the times I was slapped for no reason, made to swallow his cum after he forced his dick in my mouth, I was punched cause he had a bad day at work, all that shit just kept playing in my head like a horror movie that wouldn’t end. I was sick of being his punching bag and I was sick of taking orders. I felt like I needed to get out, but I couldn't just leave. I had to have a hellava plan in order to divorce him and not leave penniless. I knew he was cheating on me, but I had to get some proof, and boy did I ever. Now listen to me because this is the truth with no chaser. This is how it really went down.

 Yeah, I sold Dalyn’s house without Darren’s permission, despite all of our arguments and despite the beating I knew was coming, yes, I did it anyway. I knew he used that house as a sex chalet and was humping on any damn thing with two legs over there. I made it seem like it was about money, but it was really about his infidelity. I thought by selling the house, it would make it hard for him to mess around and he would be forced into getting hotel rooms. And for a few weeks, it was hard on him. I saw the text messages in his phones of him trying to get bitches to pay for a room and he would reimburse them when he got there but just as I suspected, most of them bitches was broke and not having it. 

 One day as I was driving home from work, and just happened to pass by Dalyn’s house, yes, the one that I sold, I saw Darren's car parked out front. Needless to say, I wondered what was going on but was too afraid to ask. So my women's intuition kicked into high gear. I knew that Ken and Darren worked at the same bank and had obviously become extra buddy-buddy all of a sudden. Every night Darren would stay out late, saying he was just going to hang out with Ken and that it was no big deal. He made it seem like they were just talking about work and watching ESPN, and shooting the shit. I may be stupid but I ain’t nobody’s fool. I knew that shit was a lie. In fact, I knew their punk asses were over there calling up all types of nasty trollops doing God knows what.

 So, one night, I built up enough nerve to follow him. My plan was to follow him and wait in my car until the heifers showed up, and then I was going to knock on the door and bust him, taking pictures with my I-Phone. It never happened. In fact, I followed him for 6 weeks straight, and I declare, not a single female showed up at Ken’s place. Curious is not even the word for what I felt. With Darren, nothing was to be taken at face value at all anymore. All kind of thoughts was going on in my head. I figured maybe he saw my car and was sneaking the tramps around back or something. I decided that I would park around the corner, walk to the house, and wait out back. 

 If Darren had had any inkling of an idea that I was following him, I would be a dead woman today. No doubt in my mind, I can assure you of that. I can hardly explain to you the fear that was embedded in my entire being as I tiptoed around to the back of the house. Then I heard him. I heard that exhausted ass pant that he does whenever he's having sex. I crept to the side of the bedroom window, I-Phone in hand, with every intention of getting the evidence I needed to get me a nice ass divorce settlement.

 I put my phone up to the window and snapped the first picture without even looking and when I looked at what I snapped, I stood there stunned and shocked in a trance. I had what I needed, got what I came there for, yet I could not move. I remember my mom used to always say, “Baby if you go snooping, expect to find exactly what you’re looking for to the 10th power.” She was right. I went looking for a dirt rock and found a dirt fucking mountain. I didn't know what to do; didn't know how I would face him and not say something about the picture I snapped, the proof I had, or what I had seen. I couldn't believe that he beat me nearly to death and accused me of being something I wasn’t, for something he himself was. 

 I went home, showered, and got in bed, too stunned and bewildered to eat or even cry. I knew he was cheating but with a man? WHAT THE HELL? My mind was racing and would not shut down. I wanted a divorce, I wanted proof, and now I had it and was too damn frozen to do anything except lay there. When he came home, I pretended to be asleep just to avoid conversation. 

 The next morning, I got up extra early and went to work without even saying good morning, good-bye, or have a nice day. Nothing. I just left. I had to. As I sipped on my morning coffee during my drive to work, I was starting to see why he fronted as if he hated gays and why it was so easy for him to disrespect me and treat me like shit. He hated himself. He hated that he was a down-low brother and instead of being honest with himself, he pretended to be sickened by gays because he believed that it was easier to put up this shield. Damn. All that endless trash talking was nothing more than a cover to throw us off and keep everyone from seeing through his transparent ass. He hated women too, that’s why it was so easy to fuck them, treat them like dirt, and fuck over me, his wife. What a sad pathetic life.

 I went on with my workday, mostly in shell shock, but just before my lunch break, he called me and asked me to meet him at home for lunch. I agreed but I was oh so nervous because I thought maybe he had seen the picture on my phone. It was nothing for him to go through my phone while I slept. Maybe he was going to kill me to keep me quiet, from exposing to the world that he was indeed gay. Maybe he was going to fess up and say that he was gay and he was leaving me for Ken. All these thoughts sent my mind into overtime. The only thing I wanted from him was a fair divorce settlement. If he wanted Ken, cool. I just didn't want to leave with nothing because I put up with seven years of ass whippings and tongue-lashings and felt I deserved something from that fucking baby murderer!

 Something with him was off. He was definitely shook when I got home that day and he didn't waste no time telling me what he called me home for. He told me that he had a surprise for me. I was thinking, “Aww Shit!” The last time he had a “surprise” I ended up in the County emergency room with a broken arm and a bruised jawbone because he had pictures of me having lunch with a client. Imagine my surprise when he said he had a separate bank account that had close to $10 million in it. Of course, I didn't believe him and then he pulled out a bank statement. I still couldn’t believe it and all I could think about was half of 10 is 5 and $5 million is a hellava divorce settlement and more than enough to start over. But trip, he started apologizing and shit, saying he was sorry for cheating and lying, and that he wanted to get re-married, and build a better foundation, and blah, blah, blah. 

 Now that really sent my ass to left field and for a hot second, I thought he could sense my doubt. He said that he was sick of his job and we had enough money to start over. He told me to go back to work, quit my job and to make flight reservations to anywhere in the world because we were leaving, going to start a new life. 

 See, all that kind of talk made me super suspicious, because since we had gotten married, we never traveled anywhere that wasn’t for business. And the money? I couldn't believe it. I saw the bank statement for myself and I still could not believe it. And it's a good thing I trusted my instincts on this one because, I knew he would not want a long drawn out divorce , not with the proof positive picture I had where you could clearly see his and Ken’s faces and naked bodies all intertwined. I was thinking this was going to be a quick and easy divorce. So yeah, I went back to work and quit, but before I went home to make my demands, I stopped at the bank. I needed to talk to Ken. I don't know why. I just needed to see him, I guess to get a few things off my chest, you know how we black women are sometimes. Sometimes we just need to go and confront a bitch, even if it’s over a sorry ass excuse of a man like Darren.

 When I got there, Ken said he wanted to see me as well. He told me that he and Darren were both gay and actually hearing it aloud made me feel that much better about getting a divorce. I knew no judge would side with his down-low trifling ass and I think Ken could see that I wasn’t surprised in the least. So I showed him the picture. He laughed with his over cocky ass and then proceeded to tell me that they were going to Jamaica in the morning. You can’t even imagine how angry he was, I mean he went FEDS when I told him that I had made plans for Darren and I to leave for Venezuela as well. We talked, Ken and I, and actually bonded on some level. 

 Shit, I can see why Darren enjoyed his company. Ken was very intelligent, shit, too damn smart for his own good but he was also a great listener, and not bad on the eyes. By the time we were done, we figured out that Darren’s wack ass wasn’t going anywhere with either one of us. He played us both, but we didn't get mad, we got even…real fucking even!

 Kenyatta Silver was a smart ass hustler who just also happened to be the Senior Teller Manager at 1st Community Bank and I bet you any kind of money that Darren didn’t know that he was also fucking the very straight and married Branch Manager Mr. Connelly, with whom Ken shared a very private, yet mutual relationship with. Ken learned to be a hustler at a very young age, but he had figured out a ageless hustle, that will probably work until the end of time. He figured that if he fucked with a married man and snapped a few pictures of their sexploitations, he could use those flicks to get whatever he wanted. And he was right. You will be surprised at how much a down-low man will pay you not to send his wife a very unsettling picture message. With that in mind, of course Mr. Connelly was on board. So with the Senior Teller Manager and the Branch Manager down for whatever, Ken had complete access to all Darren’s account, meaning he could open new accounts, close accounts, transfer money between accounts, change names on accounts and things of that nature. 

 So that's exactly what he did, and when he was done, we gave Connelly $1 million and neither of us had any problem splitting the remaining $9 million 80-20 leaving Darren’s trifling ass with nothing. Was this against the law? Hell yes! Did either of us care? Hell No! What was Darren going to do? Call the police and say that his gay lover and wife stole his money? SHIT NAW because that meant he would have to admit that he was gay and we all knew that he would NEVER do that.

 With the bank account being emptied, there was only one thing left to do, confront Darren. I really didn't want to because I was petrified of the man. He practically controlled every aspect of my life for seven years, but Ken assured me that he would not let him put a hand on me. Ken may have been gay but he was still a man and just looked like he could hold his own with Darren or any other man for that matter. He was like, “I’m one fierce bitch, but I will fuck somebody up if I have to. Words will be exchanged but ain’t no ASS getting whooped!” I can say that I honestly and whole-heartedly believed him. 

 When we got to the penthouse, Darren was out on the roof, where he did one of two things; either make all the important decisions in his life, or celebrate some sort of personal victory. I knew he was celebrating because he thought he had won, he thought he was going to get over on me. He thought he was going to get over on Ken, too. We went up together, Kenyatta and I, to greet him and give him the surprise of his life…

 


 *******************

 …And that's what happened folks. Darren was a rotten, disrespectful, abuser, and womanizer who was a gay man yet pretending to be homophobic. It was his gigantic ego that ultimately made that last decision for him out on the penthouse roof. I could not believe he was gay. The way he beat the shit out of me whenever the wind blew or hell, whenever he felt like it, was just crazy. And he even had accused me of being a lesbian. I never would have thought it, but now, it all makes sense. It was not that he did not want me to find out. It was the fact that he could not face facts with himself. All that hatred that he spewed at me, at other women, and at gays was all one big internal façade and struggle, which sadly could have been avoided if he had just simply told the truth.


 


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 6 – SISTERHOOD


 


 

Sisterhood


 

 


I don’t like women.

They don’t like me.

It’s their fault.

My man can’t keep his friend in his pants.

He’s an innocent bystander.

And you,

You’re a home wrecker.

When he asked you for your number,

You could have said NO.

Why did you believe him?

He said he was single.

You should have checked with me.

Everybody knows,

That he’s my man.

And you took him away,

Even though he didn’t

Want to be kept.


 


 

CHAPTER 7 – PSA: $3 BILLS


 


 

PSA: $3 Bills


 

ATTENTION:


 


THIS IS A PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT BROUGHT TO YOU IN PART BY REAL BROTHERS & SISTERS WHO ARE SICK OF WACKTASTIC ASS POSEURS WHO CONSISTENTLY FAKE DA FUNK
PLEASE BE ADVISED OF THE CIRCULATION OF $3 BILLS



 Be ON THE LOOKOUT for these assholes who love to pass themselves off as GENUINE when they're really just as FAKE as Sara Palin's attempt to trick us into believing she was SMART! They are DRIPPING with PHONY-ness, they SLITHER in SNAKE OIL, and you can smell THE BITCHASSNESS from over a mile away.

 


 Be SUSPICIOUS of any fraudulent pretenders that look REAL, act REAL, feel REAL, and will swear to you they have the same value as a $100 bill but when you try to spend it and call it out on all of its BULLSHIT, it does nothing but collapse and tear and is about as useful as a wet, used, boogered-up piece of tissue! BEWARE!! The $3 Bills come in many shapes and forms including FAUX friends and homies, SUCKTASTIC family members, and CRAPALICIOUS co-workers.

 


 Be CAUTIOUS when having a conversation with these IMPOSTERS. They are constantly offering opinions drowned in HATER-ADE and are known to breed and multiply in MESSINESS, especially insignificant he say-she say bullshit and who gave Becky to whom rumors. They are habitual LIARS and are known for SMILING in your face and TALKING shit about you behind your back for no apparent reason at all. Lately, they have a penchant for using the phrases “LET’S GET IT IN” or “I’M ABOUT TO GET IT IN” pretending to lead an active social life but research proves that this is really nothing more than a DECEPTIVE term for “I’m LONELY & BORED”. They have an overwhelming urge to LIE about insignificant facts to make themselves look and feel better in their attempt to keep it 100.

 


 Be CAREFUL when dating. They are not the relationship type although they disguise themselves as such. They are known for using you for nothing more than SEXUAL GRATIFICATION to gain materialistic things such as money, clothes, dinner, jewelry, etc. They love to FUCK & TELL as they are SNITCHES underneath their MASQUERADE of all that “Keeping it Real” make-up and that “I’m A Real Nigga” mask that they wear on a daily basis. They actually believe that bragging rights about their sexual encounters are a necessity. 

 


 They are a total and complete WASTE OF TIME, SPACE & ENERGY as they camouflage themselves to be DIME PIECES but instead they are really LOW BUDGET SWAP MEET HOOD SCRAPES that will give it up for a Subway Sandwich, some Cool Ranch Doritos, a Pepsi, and a pack of Now & Laters. They pretend to be INTELLIGENT, INDEPENDENT, THOUGHT PROVOKING, BALLERS, but that’s really just a smokescreen to conceal the fact that they are usually BROKE ASS INTERNET THUGS who live with their mamas and spend most of the days and late nights being IN-BOX SLUTS & CHAT WHORES.

 


 Be WARY of the $3 Bills in your life!! You might not even know who they are right now, but once they show you WHO they are, BELIEVE them because people don't change into something they never were...that quality or trait was always there…it just wasn't in the forefront…and those inconsiderate bastards know how to hide it well.

 


 REMEMBER: A $3 Bill can only FAKE and PRETEND for so long....weeks, days, months, and even years may go by, but eventually, COUNTERFEIT POSERS are usually not as intelligent as they would have you believe, and ultimately, they get too cocky and end up exposing themselves. FUCKING GENIUSES!

 



CONSIDER YOURSELF WARNED FOLKS…

THAT IT IS ALL…CARRY ON…


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 8 – A TEXT OF FATE


 


 

A Text of Fate


 

 “Time out! Time out! Damn!” Coach Reed yelled in frustration. He slammed the wipe-easy clipboard on the ground. As the players all began to huddle around the coach, he started speaking. “Gentlemen, listen up. If you’re not going to play defense, let me know right now, cause my beautiful wife is at home in a nice, warm, bed, waiting for me and I’d much rather be at home inside of her, than inside this damn gym watching yall just give up. Now Spivey, you have got to box out down low and Carter when you see him, you’re supposed to cut through. Got it? Tree? Tree?”

 Tree was being him typical self, surly, pissed off and not paying attention to the coach during the time out. He was hiding inside of himself, free from everybody and everything surrounding him. He was zoned out.

 


 “Oakes!?” Coach Reed screamed.

 “Yeah,” Tree answered half-assed.

 “Get in the game Son. Look fellas, we still have a chance to tie. There are 7 ticks on the clock and we’re down by 2. Wynn, I want you to in bound to Carter, Carter you immediately pass it to Chuck and then go set a screen for Tree. Chuck, after the screen is set, pass it to Tree and we’re headed for overtime baby. Got it? Let’s go get’em. Big Red on 3, Big Red on 3!”


 


 “1, 2, 3, Big Red!”

 


 *******************

 


 The gym was empty and the sound of Tree’s shoes screeching against the hardwood floor along with the ball hitting the rim were the only sounds that could be heard. He was playing against the only person that he felt was better than him: himself. The game had been over for about an hour and he was super pissed off, fuming mad at himself because he missed a shot that could’ve tied the game. Then the gym lights flickered twice, which meant time to go, but Tree ignored the warning and continued to shoot the basketball and fetch his own rebound. That was the first night he saw him.

 He appeared it seemed out of thin air, walking slow, pushing a dust mop. “Funny,” Tree thought to himself. “I don’t remember him. Must be new.” He was a tall man, 6’ 3, but much older than the other janitors that worked at the college. He walked slowed and a little hunched over. 

  

 “Don’t be so hard on ya self”, he muttered as he pushed his dust mop past Tree.

 “You’re a damn janitor, what the hell do you know?” Tree answered nonchalantly.

 The man stopped and looked at the tall, well-built boy long and hard as if he were studying an unidentified specimen. “More than you”, he said, as he continued to push the dust mop. Tree shot a three-pointer and missed. As he ran to get his own rebound, the janitor, almost whispering said, “Flip ya wrist on the release and add a lil’ more arch. Ya shot is flat. That’s why you missed tonight. Ya jump shot was flat.”

 Tree stopped dribbling the ball and looked at him in repugnance. He walked off the court, placed his ball inside his oversized gym-bag, and said, “What do you know? You don’t know shit.” As Tree began to exit the gym, the old janitor responded, “More than you, that’s what I know. A lot more than you.”

 As Tree walked to the parking lot, he tried to get his mind off the old janitor’s comments and as soon as he saw that he had a text from Nichelle, it was no longer a challenge to do so. 

 


Where da fuck u @? 


Da game been ova… 


U bet not be wit no other bitch!!


 

 Nichelle was Tree’s girlfriend but over the past 4 and a half years of their relationship, she felt more like, mother, big sister, lawyer, accountant, and NBA agent. She was always quick, popping off at the mouth about exactly what she was or wasn’t going to do, always complaining, and constantly sticking herself in Tree’s business giving advice even if he didn’t ask. Honestly, he was tired of her and 3 months ago, he wanted to break up with her, but somehow between school, practice and work, he couldn’t find the time.

 Tree shook his head in disgust when he read her text. He knew in his heart that he had to end things with her ASAP because shit between them was getting out of control. It got to the point where he just shut down in the relationship. He didn’t complain about anything any more. He didn’t ask any questions because he no longer cared. He spent most of his time masking smiles, nodding in agreement, yet boiling with emotion that he never wanted to admit was there. He checked out. He went into that hiding place inside of himself where he didn’t have to pretend to like a chick that he didn’t. His head and heart had made a decision that his dick and brain didn’t want to follow. He couldn’t even focus in class nor on his game because part of him knew he needed to get rid Satan’s wife.

 


Nichelle, we need 2 talk baby. Where u @?

 


 When he saw her waiting by his car in the parking lot, he decided that he would do it, right there. “I’m sorry, I’m pregnant”, Nichelle blurted out. There was a long, dead silence between the two and for a few moments, they just stared at each other. Then Nichelle, in a trembling voice, asked, “What do you want me to do?” Tree looked down staring at his shoes, “Let’s go home. Let me sleep on it. You know I’m a senior and this is my last year. I have a good chance of going 3rd or 4th in the draft this year. Baby, let me just sleep on it”, he said.

 After dropping Nichelle off at her dorm, he drove to his off-campus apartment dazed and confused. He wanted desperately to call his Madea but he knew that she went to bed early and she most likely was asleep. “A baby?” he said with bewilderment, acting almost as if he didn’t know how it happened. “A father? Why now when everything is going so good?” he questioned. Tree was in the middle of his best season at North Carolina State University. He knew he was going to make it to the draft this year. “A baby?” he said aloud. “Shit, with Nichelle?” he asked himself. “Damn!”

 


Wyd? U up?


 

Yeah, just sitn here thinkin how I’m not ready 2 be a father, but u know how I feel about fam


 

143 :-)


 

Ily too but are we ready 4 this


 

WE can do anything 2gether. Don’t u thnk?


 

I know…but the timing is fucked up. let me sleep on it…get @ u in the a.m.


 

K…143, Boo, no matter what u decide


 

No matter what I decide? Y u putting it all on me? U da 1 gotta carry it.


 

So ? u tryna say nigga, it’s my decision?


 

I ain’t sayin shit…call me in the a.m.


 

Y u get a attitude? can’t stand yo ass! FU Jayden. I’ll do this shit w/o u. Punk


 


 

 It was shit like that, the funky little pot shots at his manhood, “Fuck You Jayden…Punk” that really pissed him off, and instead of arguing with her, he just let it slide. In fact, he found that lately he just constantly let every thing she does and everything she says slide. He had lost himself and he felt trapped. He was used to never expressing any real emotion, except half-assed anger and even that wasn’t genuine. All the other emotions, like being in love, being happy, being sad, being confused, even just being content, were too busy being buried inside of him, too deep to let out, even if it meant that he could get rid of her. “Will I ever be free?” he thought. “Will this shit ever end?” He put on his “I don’t give a fuck” mask, rolled over, and went to bed. 

 In the morning, the ringing phone awakened Tree. “Hello?” he answered in a raspy voice. The silence on the other end let him know that it was Nichelle. “Keep it”, he said quickly. “I know that last time you were affected deeply and you were tripping and depressed and all that. I don’t want to put you through that again. We gon do it right this time. Uh, Baby? You still there?” 

 


 “I’m here”, Nichelle said. “Tree…” she began but stopped immediately as if she forgot what she was going to say.

 “Oh shit Nichelle, just say it.” Tree demanded. “Ok”, she said, “I just don’t want be in the way of your progress. I don’t want to do anything to ruin your chances this year. You member last time? The miscarriage? I know it happened because it was freshman year and we were way too young, partying way too hard, but this time, things are different.”

 “I know,” Tree said. “Believe me, I’ve weighed my options and I think this is for the best. We’ll be ok.”


 “OK Tree. I won’t tell anyone until you tell me to do so, ok?


 “Cool.”

 “I love you Jayden.”

 “I love you too.”

 


 Tree hung up the phone feeling kind of relieved that the decision was made but also feeling the heaviness of what had just been decided; a baby with a baby mama he could not stand. “Damn, I guess nice guys really do finish last”, he thought to himself. 

 For the next couple of days he tried to pretend to be happy. Sadly, the only thing he really felt was pressure, which coincidentally developed into a new passion that no one knew about but him. Every jump shot, every lay up, every free throw, and every rebound depended on his future. He now felt like he had to make it to the League because he was going to be a father.

 The Wolf Pack went on to win their next seven games and everyone could see that the Tree “had new roots”. He averaged 27 points per game, 11 rebounds, and 4 steals. He was playing really good basketball. One night after hitting two free throws to beat Wake Forest in a game that remained close until the closing seconds, he stayed in the gym after the game, shooting around of course, but this time, it was because he was feeling good. The gym had become his sanctuary, the only place where he felt like he didn’t have to pretend to be something or somebody that he wasn’t. He was always at total peace on the floor, very confident always played hard with a lot of emotion. When the lights flickered, he grabbed his ball and started to walk off the court. Then he appeared again, the janitor that had ticked him off a few of weeks ago. 

 “Hey buddy, thanks for the tips”, Tree shouted at him. The janitor approached Tree while pushing his dust mop and said, “Anytime”, not even making eye contact and moving right along. As Tree bent over to pick up his bag, he said, “I’m Jayden Oakes, but everybody calls me Tree, cause I’m tall and strong like an oak tree, get it?” he said while laughing. “I know who you are”, the janitor said while continuing to work. “I’m Jo.”

 “Nice to meet you Mr. Joe. I’m sorry about the way I acted that night. I was upset.”


 “I know. And it’s Jo, J-O, Jo, no mister.”


 “Ok, Jo, no hard feelings?”


 “It never happened.”


 “Cool. I like that. It never happened."


 “You nervous?"


 "Bout what?"


 “Bout going to the League? Da rules are little different, you know? Life changes."


 "Hopefully for the better. Nervous though? Naw. I'm excited man. I know the rules are different, but I'll adjust. Next year at this time, I'll be playing in the NBA, married to my girl, with my newborn baby blessed with things I could only dream of. A real stable life you know? In fact, I was thinking about asking her tonight."


 "You sure you want to marry that gal?"


 "Nichelle? She's the reason I’m even playing here. She’s having my baby and she's been with me for this whole roller coaster ride. I might as well."


 "You love her?


 "I guess so."


 "Boy, you ain't gotta guess."


 "Well…"


 "Well, since when you gotta get hitched cause yo woman is expectin'? All ya little partners didn't marry. They got kids."


 "I ain't them. Man, when I was little I didn't have a daddy. After my moms had me, the sorry bastard skipped out on us. Then my mom started using heroin and I had to go live with my Aunt Shelly. Shelly had cancer and when she died, I went to a foster home, until my Madea came to get me. I just want to be a better father than mine ever was." 


 


 "Son, but you don’t love her. Folks ‘posed to marry the one they love. Look here, everything that looks legitimate ain't so."


 "Man, why you riding me so hard? I'll be alright."


 "Talkin bout dat gal. You know she ain't pregnant? How come you don't know dat? You bout to make a big mistake marryin dat gal. All you see is a nice piece of ass to call yours and all she sees is dollar signs. Hell, you don't even like her yet you talkin bout marriage. Marriage is sacred boy. You always running around here telling everybody to keep it 100 but you’re the one not being real wit yo self son. Everyday is a struggle, ain’t it? Pretending to be this confident star basketball player but really yo ass ain’t sho bout shit, is ya? Don't ever make a commitment to something you're not sure about. Sometimes, things happen cause they was posed to, but that girl? It ain't right, it just ain't right."


 


 Tree looked at Jo confused and hurt because he read him like a page turning Jackie Collins book! It was as if the old man was inside of his head. He looked down at his shos as he always did when he didn’t know what to say. He started to walk out of the gym but Jo came, pushed his dust mop right along on the side of him, and said, “Next time you get a chance, check her cell phone.” Tree looked at him befuddled and kept walking toward the exit. Before he pushed his way out of the door he turned and shouted, “Hey, how you know?” There was no one there, but he heard Jo answer, “I just do.”

 Tree left the gymnasium and started down the corridor to the parking lot where Nichelle was waiting for him with two of her friends. “Hey sweetie, Good game tonight”, she said walking towards him. He kissed her on the forehead and said, “So, you’re ditching me tonight to be with your girls huh?”

 


 “Yep!” she said while grabbing his hand and placing it on her stomach.


 Tree looked stunned, grabbed her hand, and whispered in her ear, “You haven’t told anyone have you?”


 “No, babe, why would I do that? Unlock the car, I think I left my cell phone in there. I’ve been looking all through my purse and I can’t find it.”


 


 Tree unlocked the car and Nichelle started going through his car like a crazy dog with mange. Tree did not understand why she was acting super paranoid. He didn’t care who she called, whom she talked to, or whom she exchanged text messages with. He tried to care, he pretended to care, in front of his friends he even acted like he cared, but he just couldn’t. 

 


 “Hey, go ahead with ya girls. I’ll look for it in the morning when it’s light out.”


 “HELL NO!” I need my muthafuckin phone now.”

 “No need to get upset. Are you sure it’s in my car? You didn’t leave it in your room, back at the dorms?”


 “Maybe, I did. Cynthia can you take me right now? Bye Jay, I’ll call you later.”


 


 She hurried and rushed over to Cynthia’s car in a straight panic. After they pulled off, Tree got in his car and sat there for a few minutes. Was this the girl he was really ready to spend the rest of his life with? This rude, inconsiderate, condescending, overbearing, control freak? Was she really going to be the mother of his first-born? Really? This name-brand chick that happens to care more about keeping up with the Jones’ than she cares about her grades? 

 He shook his head, loathing the thoughts. He then tucked all of those insecurities into a neat little box, and placed them away with the rest of his pinned up frustrations. And then he heard her phone ring. He started looking for it when he saw it light up between the crack of the passenger’s seat and the middle console. He picked it up and looked at the missed call logs. It was her cousin Renee 4 times and another number like 6 times, some dude name Marquis. 

 As Cynthia started to blow the phone up, Tree wrecked his brain thinking about a dude named Marquis that was in Nichelle’s dorm room about a month ago. “If he was there for Cynthia, why was he calling Nichelle?” Tree said aloud. 

 Suddenly, a text message came through. He debated whether to look at it because his gut just told him it was some shit that he didn’t want to read. Then Jo’s words hit him like a stun-gun, “Some things happen cause they was posed to happen…” Was he supposed to find her cell phone and see this particular message? He contemplated for a minute. Then he said, “Fuck it. That old man don’t know what the hell he talkin bout.” Then he opened the message. It was from her cousin Renee:

 


Bitch wyd? Y u not answerin?

 



 

 He was relieved. Just girl gossip talk. But then:

I cnt believe u lied to Tree about bein preggers! He’s so fuckin stoopid. Big dum jock. Yous a lucky bitch cause that nigga bout to b $$$. U don tricked niggas B4, but this shit right here gon have u set 4 lyfe. Ask da dumb nigga do he got a homie for yo peeps? I suck dick and cook too! LMAO!! 


 

 Tree sat in his car and stared at the words on the phone hoping that they would somehow magically jump off and rearrange them selves into anything other than would he’d just discovered. He was angry with Nichelle but at the same time intrigued by Jo. How in the world could he have known that Nichelle’s phone was in his car? He drove home thinking more about Jo than he was about Nichelle’s lying, calculating ass.

 As soon as he got to his apartment, Nichelle started blowing up his phone. He turned it off. He undressed and hopped in the shower getting more and more depressed as the warm water covered his body. He kept thinking and asking himself how did he end up in the middle of all this drama? Jo was right, he hadn’t been keeping it 100 with himself. He figured that he had been too passive with Nichelle. She constantly took his kindness for weakness. In fact, she preyed upon him being nice, she talked to him like he wasn’t shit and she treated him like a sidepiece. He had never disrespected her and he always let her have her way, but not this time. He could feel himself getting angrier and angrier. All those emotions that had been tucked away since his sorry, Dead-Beat mother started using and he felt handed off and unwanted, all that hurt getting shuttled from family to family, all the heartache over the years, together united with this new pain were starting to make their way to the surface. He always talked about keeping it real, prided himself on being an honest person, and always telling the truth because of his experience growing up and at this moment, he had come to the realization that he had been nothing more than an actor, a good pretender. The whole time he had been lying to himself about everything, just as fake as a $3 bill.

 When he got out the shower, Nichelle’s phone started ringing. He knew it was her calling because surely at this point, she knew that Tree had her phone. He contemplated what to do next but just as he was about to shut her phone off, she received a text.

 


What up wit it? Can a nigga suck dem pretty titties 2nite or what?

 


 Tree just stared at the phone. He had a gut feeling that she had been cheating but now reading the proof, shell-shocked, and coming to realize how a few fucking text messages just changed his whole path. He attempted to turn off her phone again and then:


 

What? u boo’ed up wit that nigga? U cant get away 2nite?


 

 Tree couldn’t help himself…he finally let his emotions take over.

 


Naw dude, dat bitch ain’t wit me. U can have dat raggedy scrape. I’m done, wit it…On 2 some new ass


 

LOL! Oh Shit! The fuck u doin wit her shit? Ha Ha! No disrespect nigga, but dat bitch had yo dick in a cheese grader She’ll neva treat me lik dat


 

What eva. do you playa


 

LOL! Don’t hate the player nigga, hate the game


 

LOL! Neva hatin on shit I already had. she all u bro


 

What we posed to argue over some tramp bitch?


 

Nope. FUCK THAT RATCHED FACED BITCH…LOL!! Deuces


 

LOL 


 


 

 Tree turned off her phone after getting Marquis’ last text. Marquis was right. Nichelle had put his dick in a cheese grader and was trying to shred his shit up and make him her bitch. He always felt like she was trying to punk him but hearing it from another man, especially one that he was sharing the pussy with, infuriated him. He was mad on FIRE thinking about all the shit she’d put him through but to lie and say she was pregnant and she wasn’t? UN-FUCKING-REAL!! He started to grab his keys with the intent to go over to her dorm and just strangle her ass until she couldn’t breathe but remembered BASKETBALL and how this was already his second chance. 

 “FUUUUUCK!” he screamed as he punched a whole in the wall instead. He sat down in his recliner, his mind racing with fury. He sat alone with his thoughts for a while and even as upset as he was, he managed to smile because he realized that finally, not only had he shown a little raw emotion but Satin’s wife could go back to her husband and get the fuck out of his life.

 The next day, Tree got up early and as soon as he turned his phone on, it rang like crazy, but he ignored it. He knew it was Nichelle calling. He didn’t have any words for her…literally. But she had a few choice ones for him. She had left seven voice mails but he didn’t have time to listen to any of them though. He got dressed and went to go see Coach Reed before his 11:00 a.m. class started. When he got to the coach’s office, Coach Reed greeted him with a smile and said, “That’s him, the 3rd coming.”

 


 “The 3rd coming?” Tree asked.

 


 “Yeah fool, the 3rd coming of Michael Jordan by way of North Carolina State University. Kobe was the 2nd, so I know Jayden Oakes has got to be the 3rd”, the coach joked and they laughed. “So what’s going on with you, son? Why did you need to see me?”


 “Coach, have you met that new janitor, Jo? Older guy? Kinda tall, walks slow, and a little humped over?”


 “Who?”


 “Jo, J-O, Jo. He always runs the dust mop over the floor after the games.”


 


 Coach Reed looked at Tree with a bit of confusion on his face. Then he replied, “Son, I’ve worked at this school for over 15 years and I know everybody who has anything to do with this gym, the janitors, the ticket sellers, the snack bar attendants, the media affiliates, the electricians, even the ticket scalpers. I never forget a face and there’s no Jo that works here. In fact, nobody has started here new since the season began. Why you ask son? What’s up with him?” Tree looked at the coach grinning. “Coach you getting old”, he said, “You don’t know Jo? Maybe because he comes after everyone leaves.”

 Coach Reed looked at Tree seriously and said, “Are you sure the man you’re talking about is not posing as an agent and trying to persuade you to sign with him before the season has ended. Son you can be in a lot of trouble if…”

 “Whoa coach.” Tree interrupted. “Pump yo brakes for a sec. Jo is no agent. He’s a janitor, man. He cleans the floors and turns the lights off. I haven’t spoken to any agents or signed anything coach. I promised you that I would let you guide me to the League by following your every command and I’ve done just that. I haven’t broken any of the rules, man. When I twisted my knee freshman year at UCLA and had to sit out a season, everybody thought my career was done, but you and Nichelle got together and came to me. Both of you persuaded me to come here for your own selfish reasons, but I felt like you, you coach, you really believed in me. If I hadn't twisted my knee, I wouldn't even be here. I owe you. You gave me a second chance. I would never do anything to jeopardize my chances of making it to the NBA, especially since I’m playing so well now.”

 Coach Reed smiled and the pride he felt showed all over his face when Tree spoke. He stood up and said, “Son, don’t worry about the Jo character, he’s not important. We'll have to pick this up later cause you’ve got class in ten minutes. Get outta here.” 

 “Ok. Thanks, coach”, Tree said walking out of the coach’s office.

 For the next few days, Tree’s anger spiraled into a funky depression about his dreams of having a stable family with Nichelle being shattered into oblivion, but for some reason he also remained determined to figure out who this Jo person was. He ignored Nichelle’s calls and avoided her on campus deliberately taking different routes than their usual to avoid her at all costs. He wasn’t ready for that confrontation just yet. He would deal with her when the time came, and besides, finding out about Jo was easier than dealing with his pain, so he allowed it to take precedence over everything, even his game.

 On Saturday evening, Tree had a bad shooting night. He was 0 for 15 in the first half with 7 points, all free throws. After halftime, while walking back to the gym floor, Tree spotted Jo in the tunnel, but he didn’t have time to say anything to him. He would catch up with him later, after the game when everyone left like he always did.

 After the game, Tree stayed behind after the gym cleared out and practice shooting jump shots while waiting for Jo. The lights did their thing and Tree looked around waiting for Jo, but he was nowhere around. Disappointed, Tree gathered his things and began walking off the gym floor. Then he heard Jo call out, “Sorry you had a bad game. The loss didn’t mean anything anyway. You guys are still going to the NCAA tournament.” Tree searched for Jo but couldn’t find him. He wasn’t on the floor. “I’m up here”, Jo said. Tree looked up and found Jo pushing a broom up in the raptors between the aisles of seats. 

 “Hey, man. Who are you anyway? Coach says you don’t even work here.” 


 “I’m working ain’t I’m?”


 “Yeah, but Coach said you’re not employed here. Who are you?”


 “Go home son.”


 


 Then suddenly the lights began shutting down in their mechanically, systematic, fashion, one row at a time. Tree left the gym and when he got to his car, his windshield had been bashed in. He looked at it and just shook his head. He knew Nichelle had been there even before he read the note on the seat. It read, “How dare you ignore your pregnant girlfriend!!! Trying to cut us loose before you sign the dotted line, Jayden??!! Love Nichelle. PS I know you got my phone nigga.”

 Tree started up his car with the cold North Carolina breeze flowing from his windshield forgetting all about Jo, furious with Nichelle. No more waiting or putting it off, the time had come. All of the years he'd been with her, thinking she was different from the rest. She was different all right, but in the worse way. She was actually what his Madea had tried her best to steer him clear of. His phone kept ringing but he had zoned out and didn’t hear it. He was on a mission to go stomp a mud hole in that crazy wench. 

 He drove to Nichelle’s dorm room and practically ran through the lobby to the elevator. When he got to Nichelle’s floor, he sprinted down the hall to her room door and started banging and bamming on it like he was the police. When Cynthia opened the door, he pushed passed her grabbing Nichelle by the roots of her weave and slamming her up against the wall. He looked her directly in the eyes, adrenaline pumping, sweat dripping, fist balled up, ready to slap the snot out of her, but caught himself. “She ain’t worth it dude!” he heard somebody yell. 

 There was a crowd watching and those all those eyes instantly snapped Tree back into reality. She wasn’t worth it. He had worked way too hard to lose everything now over some common gold digger. “Yeah bitch”, he finally managed to say. “I know about Marquis and I know you busted out the window but I ain’t even trippin’ off of that petty bullshit cause it could be replaced. But you know what can’t be replaced, that fake ass bundle of joy you’re NOT carrying in your womb.” Tree then took out her phone and began reading in a feminine voice the text messages, which broke his heart, and changed his life. He threw the phone up against the wall up watching it shatter into a million pieces. He walked out feeling like he just bench pressed Andre the Giant off his chest. 

 The crowd started clapping and cheering and he could hear all their comments: “Bout time he got rid of that Skank-A Saurus Rex!”, “Good for you homeboy. You don’t need her anyway”, “Right on brother” “Fuck that bitch dude. You’re too good for her.” “That Hood Scrape got exactly what she deserved.” He just shook his head and left.

 When he got back to his apartment, he grabbed a Gatorade from his refrigerator and sat stoically in the dark. He actually felt bad for exploding like that, even though she did deserve it. He was relieved, yet crushed, and the pain he felt reminded him of his distressing childhood. "Another painful ass experience." he thought to himself. 

 As he sat and moped, he kind of felt reassured that he could now move on into reality but the mystique of Jo hovered over him once again. He could not stop thinking about him, even in the midst of being furious. It was because of Jo that he found out about Nichelle’s deception in the first place. He had to find him and tell him he was right. He had to tell him how a few text messages changed his life. He had to thank him and he would make sure that he would do it the next time he seen him. “Go home.” Tree remembered. “Home,” Tree thought and he called his Madea in California.

 “Hello? Madea?”

 “Hey Jay baby! How are you?

 “I’m doing real well. I just called to hear your voice, I miss you like crazy gran’ma.”


 “I miss you too, son. How’s Nichelle?

 “We broke up. Long story.”

 “Well, son, God does as he sees fit. Maybe it was for the best.”


 “Yeah, it was. It never happened.”

 


 Madea paused and Tree could see her smiling across the miles. “Madea,” he started, “I know that pause. It means you’re smiling. What for? You never liked Nichelle anyway. You were right about her all along.” Madea had a fit of coughing and when she stopped, she answered, “No, son. Truthfully speaking, I never liked the girl. She was too bossy. But I wasn’t smiling at your anguish due to you alls break up. I always knew that time would take care of that. I’m smiling cause you said something that your grandfather used to say.”

 


 “What?” Tree wanted to know.

 



 “It never happened. Jeremiah Oakes, your grandfather would always say that when someone apologized to him. No matter how minor or major it was, he would always say, ‘It never happened.' His way of saying you were forgiven and it was over.”


 “An old janitor here at school said it to me a while ago. Well, Madea, I gotta go now. I know it’s late for you and I don’t want to keep you. I love you and I can’t wait to see you in June.”


 


 “I love you too, son. Take care.”

 


 Tree sat in silence as he pondered what his grandmother had just told him, that his grandfather, who died when he was 3 years old and never had the pleasure of knowing, used to say that little saying, “It never happened.” Just like Jo. Then the light that he was searching for finally flickered, shining brightness on the answer he was searching for.

 


 ********************

 


 It was the last game before March Madness and Tree was a cool as a Cheshire cat. He knew that no matter how well they fared in the tournament, he had solidified himself a first round, high lottery pick to obtain his childhood dream, to be in the League, the NBA. They played Boston College for the final game, and they were no competition for Coach Reed’s Wolf Pack.

 After the game, Tree loafed around, doing what he did best; challenging himself to a game of one on one after everyone had left the gym. He waited for the lights to flicker but they never did. He just had to see Jo, because that night, that phone, those text messages, all of it, changed his entire life. It was fate. He no longer had to walk around and pretend to be happy. For the first time in a long time, he felt free. He was really keeping it 100. So he waited for Jo to show up, but he never did, not that night or any other night. 

 In fact, the next time Tree saw him was in Secaucus, New Jersey at the NBA League offices while standing at the podium shaking Commissioner David Stern's hand and being welcomed as the newest addition to the Golden State Warriors. He saw Jo pushing a broom in the back of the crowd. Tree smiled at him and Jo tipped his hat and then resumed to pushing his broom disappearing into the crowd.

 


 


 


 


CHAPTER 9 – HIDING PLACES


 


 

Hiding Places

 


 


 I hide behind a mask of smiles

When my insides are soaked with tears.

I hide behind a shield of courage

When my heart is filled with many fears.


 

I hide behind a window of confidence

When the mirror reflects insecurity.

I hide behind the walls of a society 

That thrives on insincerity.


 

I hide behind nonchalance

When all I really want to do is feel.

Why are we always hiding?

While supposedly “keeping it real”.


 

The world is filled with many hiding places

Some of us hide behind emotions.

Some of us hide behind hopes and dreams

While some hide behind distorted notions.


 

We hide behind fashions and hair-do’s

Thinking these are the things that define us.

Allowing things like brand names, banks accounts,

And symbols of status ultimately blind us.


 

From the time we are conceived

We are taught to conceal our true faces.

We learn a game of hide and seek

That has far too many hiding places.


 


 


 

CHAPTER 10 – UNCLE SAM


 


 

Uncle Sam

 



 

Frustrated, castrated, and relegated to a system 

That sets us up for failure by making it impossible

To achieve the American Dream.

You look surprised!

What? You didn’t know that women

Could be castrated too?

They castrate us with their glass ceilings

And sexual harassment and not allowing us to simply be.

Whether it’s us wanting to be nappy headed or unwaxed

Or bigger than a size zero or have feet larger than a size 8.

Or making it seem like unless there is a Mrs. in front of our name that we don’t count.

We’re castrated every single time the government 

Tries to legislate my right to abort

A child that I don’t want and damn sure don’t need

Because even with a $100,000 education

I still only make $12 an hour before taxes.

I want YOU is what he says 

But what he really wants is my tax dollars.

For what? I don’t know.

Because we live in the same raggedy, potholed streets

In which many of us were raised. 

I work my 9-5 so that Uncle Sam can take

30% of my money,

Claiming it goes to schools which consequently 

Have no pencils, paper, or books. 

For Christ’s sake I even have to buy my child’s Kleenex.

Disability and social security are a joke.

I can’t even afford to get sick or disabled in this economy.

And I better not get hungry either cuz food stamps just like Medi-cal, are simply not an option 

Because guess what? I make $2 too much!

Too much for what is what is what I want to know 

Because the last time I checked,

I had more month than money

And I can’t afford groceries, gas, or healthcare.

Uncle Sam wants me all right!

He wants me to starve and die a slow and painful death

Simply because I can’t afford to see a doctor

And damn sure can’t afford the medicine

That will cure my ailment or make me well enough

To go to my 9 to 5.

The American Dream is more like the American Scam

Thank you so much Uncle Sam!

You ain’t my damn uncle!
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Dear Mr. President, please read. Thanks!


 

Dear Mr. President:


 

 How did you start your morning? Did you wake up to your beautiful wife in bed next to you, while your two children ran in the room and jumped on your bed? Did you take a nice hot shower, get dressed in a nice suit, and hurry downstairs for a massive breakfast? After eating, did you get started on your daily pow-wows and meetings, putting out a few fires and starting a few of your own? Would you like to know how I started my morning, Sir? I will tell you.

 This morning I woke up at dusk to the smell and the sounds of a man that I do not know taking a shit just a few feet from where I was sleeping. Had I known last night that this was a popular place to excrete bodily functions, I would have kept on walking. The only reason I even decided to set up shop at this spot is because it reminded me of a bathroom stall; private, safe, and dimly lit. With smut on his face, alcohol in his pores, and smelling like he bathed in piss and body funk, Life had definitely whipped this old man’s ass and told him “Fuck You” a long time ago. Imagine the irony of waking up to him grunting and pushing as the day was just beginning to break, with his eyes closed, pants down to his ankles, as if the Earth was his bathroom stall, private, safe, and dimly lit and he was shitting on the world, his way of saying “Fuck You” back.

 This is my reality Mr. President Sir, but it wasn’t always. I too am homeless and I am not going to create some bullshit sob story to garner sympathy for my current state of existence. I am an educated Stanford alum, who negotiated some bad deals, took some horrible risk, a few bad bribes gone wrong mixed with greed, alcohol, and the need to win, all ruined my life. No regrets though. It was fun while it lasted, but if I could have my wife, children, and roof back, I would finally learn how to shut the fuck up and take the deal. Sleeping on the cold, ass, sidewalk using newspaper for blankets and an old, pissy, couch, cushion from a house fire for a pillow is one hell of a reality and ego check. This is not exactly recommended, nor does it remotely resemble anything near comfort. In fact, it makes me miss my 300 thread count sheets and goose feathered pillows that I shared with my wife something awful.

 Let me give you a glimpse into how my morning unfolds, Mr. President, Sir. After having my nose hairs singed off from the old man dookeying just a few feet away, sleep becomes just as elusive as some of my grandmother’s seasoned red beans and rice complete with the salt pork for flavoring, some hot water cornbread and red Kool-Aid. Yes, my judgment and decision making is flooded with visions of food because I seem to never get full. I stay hungry, all the time, the thought of eating a nice meal that is actually fulfilling consumes me sometime, yet I wake up and look at the shopping cart which holds everything I own in it, wondering where I will park it tonight. Will it be private, safe, and dimly lit?

 Unfortunately, I don’t have time to think about that because it has been 3 days since I’ve had anything to eat. I’ve been out here for a while and I still manage to let Pride get in my way. Today, my mission is to eat, whether that means, digging in the garbage or begging for it, both, which require my Pride to sit down and shut the fuck up. I know that I could never make it a 4th day without something to eat, so a man has to do whatever he needs to for survival right? Both options suck. 

 I’m sure you’ve never had to scavenge the garbage cans of restaurants and bars that you were once a paying patron, hoping for a half eaten steak or some half cooked pasta. The trick is to make sure you’re in the alley when the buss boy comes to make a drop. You’re almost guaranteed to find food during that time but for the love of God, I don’t understand why the owners have instructed them to chase us away, as if we transients who go “Dumpster Diving” by eating garbage, the scraps from their customers, are somehow in violation because we’re eating free. 

 Ridiculous. 

 Begging is not much better. My kind? A college educated homeless man, who is drug free and have been sober for 2 years, is still a “unicorn” on the streets. We’re invisible and those who do happen to see us, take our dirty clothes, unshaven faces, and contact high body odor as traits of a crack-head or drunk. Do you understand how hard it is to panhandle enough money for a decent meal now days? Even for me, somebody who once was able to negotiate for anything I ever wanted or needed, standing out in front of some liquor store, or gas station, or grocery market asking for change and hoping for dollars, just so people can place me in the “dope-fiend” box and write me off as a loser when I’m starving out of my mind is tough. It’s more than tough. It’s shitty, especially when I think of all the money they’re wasting on unnecessary bullshit that they don’t need, like that 3rd Benz, or 5th HTC cell phone, or that new I-Pad or a fucking Snuggie for the damn family dog.

 I decide to stand in front of the gas station by the freeway and see if I can catch people on their way to work. If I’m lucky, somebody will give me a few dollars and I could walk across the street to the hamburger stand. But first things 1st, you can’t go begging looking and smelling like death. So I go inside the gas station and ask for the key to the bathroom. Once inside, I can’t help but wish like hell I was back in my nice comfortable home, to shit, shower and shave. Instead, I am somehow predestined to take a “ho bath” using the cold sink water, using a million paper towels and that sandpaper ass powdered soap. I came up on some Free Gillette samples in the dumpster behind Target and I use the sample razor and shaving cream to shave all my facial hair. I take off all my clothes and wash them in cold water with no soap, along with my only pair of draws in the sink. I change into the clothes I washed in Carl’s Jr.'s bathroom 3 days ago, a wrinkled white t-shirt, some old jeans that are 2 sizes to big, and a Lakers cap. And yes, I have to go commando until my draws dry. I take out my small bottle of peroxide and brush my teeth. Finally I’m done. 

 As I look at myself in the graffiti-laced cloudy looking mirror, I realize that I’m neat and clean, but still a homeless muthafucker about to beg for some money for food. I’ve been on the streets for about 4 years and it’s still hard for me to accept sometimes. I did everything right, but so fucking wrong. I graduated with a degree in Business Finance from Stanford in which I went on to become a successful CFO for a multi-billion dollar corporation. So right. Using those same principles in Business Finance and applying them to my marriage? So fucking wrong. Making side deals with the competition to make extra money even though I was already bringing home 6 figures? So right. Getting drunk and bumping my gums about what I was doing to Eric Gilmore, my boss’ son? So fucking wrong. Helping my best friend, Dr. David Quincy by fixing his books to hide all of his fraudulent disability claims? So right. Allowing him to take the fall and full responsibility by himself with him losing his practice and landing in jail? So fucking wrong. Capitalizing in the real estate market by buying a 5-bedroom mini-mansion with a 3-car garage in the neighborhood with the best schools for my kids? So right. Capitalizing in the real estate market by buying a 5-bedroom mini-mansion with a 3-car garage in the neighborhood with the best schools for my kids that I knew I couldn’t afford? So fucking wrong. Making a lot of money? So right. Not saving a damn dime or putting away any for a rainy day because I was too cocky and thought the shit was going to last forever? So fucking wrong. 

 So I stand here checking out all the cars pulling up trying to size up the people that I think will actually give me money and which ones are going to tell me to “Fuck off!” Again, Pride is somewhere logged on to HUSHDAFUCKUP.com taking advantage of its newfound membership. 

 I stand at this gas station, feeling sorry for myself, from 6:45 a.m. until 10:30 a.m. and I manage to beg for a total of $6.31, all coins, not one-dollar bill, and you know what I realize? People are stingy as fuck and it has nothing to do with how atrocious the economy is. They have always been stingy to transients like me. It’s not their faults though. American society has programmed them to think that every person living on the street is a drunk or an addict; therefore, giving a dollar or two to someone who says, “Please help get me something to eat” is really secret code for “Please help me get high and/or drunk today.” 

 I should know. I damn near invented that code in the early 70s. Yes sir. I was the guy with the $2,000 Brooks Brothers suit on, Peal & Company Wingtips, with a nice Apple hat looking like I just stepped out of a Ralph Lauren ad complete with a copy of the Wall Street Journal in my hand. That was me, that guy, a man who would not even look at a homeless person. They were invisible to me, much like I’m invisible to them now. Nonetheless, I’m grateful for the $6 bucks I hustled because usually, it’s significantly lower.

 I go over to the hamburger stand and order the “breakfast special”, hash browns, eggs, bacon, sausage, French toast, and a cup of coffee for $5.50 plus tax, $5.95. I devour it, but I’m not full. So right, but so fucking wrong. The rest of my morning (and my day for that matter) will be spent trying to figure out where I’m going to sleep tonight. Sometimes if I could hustle up a dollar or two and I want to treat myself, I park my shopping cart in the alley behind the laundrymat down the street, and ride the Main Street bus from the first stop to the end of the line, and back again. 

 You have no idea how much time I can kill just by riding the bus and what kind of undisturbed sleep I can get. Sometimes I just eavesdrop on all the conversations between bus riders and I listen to them bitch and complain about things I miss, petty things, the same things that I took for granted. I listen as they talk about how riding the bus sucks, which is hilarious to me because that’s usually the highlight of my month, when I’m able to ride the bus.

 As I walk back to the spot where I slept last night, I see some young, black boys, 3 of them, beating the shit out of a homeless woman like she was a man. I stop in my tracks and just stare for a minute in confusion not wanting to believe that these fucking illiterate ass imbeciles, pretending to be thugs are jumping a woman, all 3 of them. 

 As I stare at the police car driving slowly pass and notice that the dumb ass officers are just watching like spectators, I grab the bat out of my basket and run over to help her. I never intended on using it because I was sure that the least these officers would do, would be to get out and help the woman who was being beaten and tossed like a rag doll; after all, it is their job to protect and serve. They stopped the car, stared for a few minutes, and pulled off. Again, I never intended on hitting the dumb fucks, but as a man, I couldn’t just do nothing, so I just swung the bat a few times to scare them off. The punks ran, like I figured they would. 

 See, we have a code out here on these streets: WE TRANSIENTS TAKE CARE OF OUR OWN. We look out for each other because it’s more than obvious nobody else will. Nobody else cares. Just last week, that same woman gave me some aspirin and the couch cushion which is my night pillow when I was complaining of a headache. I don’t even know her name but that was the nicest thing anyone had done for me since I been out here like this. I sat with her and nursed a few of her cuts but couldn’t do anything about her black eye or her spitting up huge chunks of blood. When I asked her why they were jumping her, she said that they took her son’s backpack and wouldn’t give it back to him while they were walking from the bus stop. The idiots teased him for being homeless. As his mother, already feeling guilty about their situation, she hit one of the boys in the nose, and then they proceeded to beat her. I don’t think in all my years of existence that I’ve ever witnessed anything so savage and brutal. 

 Don’t get me wrong, I’ve seen plenty of street fights, and being a Black nerd in the neighborhood where I grew up, I even participated in some brutal ass whippings defending myself, but I have NEVER IN MY LIFE seen a woman get beat like her life was so meaningless. Beaten to the point where she just balled up on the ground, unable to defend herself while three punks treat her like one of those clowns with the sand in the bottom? RIDICULOUS! Her, her two boys, and the invisible, over paid ass Metropolitan Police patrolman are what prompted me to write to you Sir.

 Too bad, my best friend, Dr. Quincy was not around. The press painted him as a crook, but he had a heart of gold. Yes, he committed disability and medical fraud by allowing cash patients to pay anywhere between $150 to $500 for whatever they needed whether it was to be put on disability, stress leave, or if they needed a doctor’s note to return to work or school or even a medical marijuana card; he would sign off on all that shit for the right price. Even so, he helped a lot of people that were really sick or fucked up and had nowhere to turn. I mean, we got HOSPITALS, (much needed HOSPITALS at that) closing down in our very own neighborhood. What did you expect people to do? Stop getting sick or injured? Go to another hospital in a different, more affluent neighborhood? How about DIE? Isn’t that an option too cause that’s exactly what happened to that woman today.

 Her life would have been spared if Dr. Quincy was around. Dave would have saved her regardless if she was homeless or not. He always went out of his way to help us, down trodden folks. Sometimes, he let people sleep in his office until they were well enough to leave if they couldn’t afford a hospital stay. I know for a fact that he delivered the babies of many illegal immigrants. He also treated a bunch of gangbangers from gunshot wounds when they were too afraid to go to the hospital, but everyone thinks he’s just a crook.

 You know what? Maybe if the system wasn’t so fucked up, maybe if we did have universal health care, he wouldn’t have had to go rogue. Yes, my friend, Dave (and I’m not ashamed to call him that) went to Home Depot, found 6 Mexicans, male and female, paid them $200 each to go apply for Medi-Cal and bring him the cards. He then used those cards to treat people like the woman who was beaten today. He treated anybody he could without insurance and charged it to one of the bogus cards.

 Dave would have treated her tonight, Mr. President, Sir, and maybe she wouldn’t have died. I found out about an hour ago, she died from internal bleeding in the free clinic waiting room. What the fuck kinda shit is that? Wasn’t it bad enough that she was homeless? Nope. Nobody gave a fuck. Wasn’t it bad enough that her daughter was lost in the system, shuffled from foster home to foster home, and now, nobody knows where she is or what happened to her? Nope. Nobody gave a fuck. Wasn’t it bad enough, that she was so scared that her boys would be lost in the system, like her daughter was, that she had them living on the streets with her to protect them and keep her family together? Nope. Nobody gave a fuck. Wasn’t it bad enough that she suffered the beating of her life defending her sons? And now she’s dead? Nope. But somebody does give a fuck, not just her sons, but I give a fuck. Yes, I care, and so should you. You should give a fuck too, Mr. President.

 I apologize Mr. President Sir, please forgive me for not properly introducing myself. My name is Percy McDonald but all my friends and business associates address me as “Price”. The nickname goes all the way back to my days at Dunbar High and Stanford because I was the man that could get you anything for the right price, boos squares, reefer, an essay, a prostitute, a clean credit or background check, clean piss, references, whatever. I had the connections and negotiation skills to make things happen. I am hoping that this letter reaches you and my persuasiveness reaches its all time pinnacle, because I am in dire need of your assistance, not in the form of money, food, a place to stay, or anything material. 

 I’m a man. I can and always
will be able to fend for myself, but there are millions of others like me that can’t, like that woman and her two sons. They were a family and had no business being on the streets. Why is it that we can constantly keep sending troops to all these countries on the globe in a feudal attempt to police the world, but we don’t even admit that there is a severe HOMELESS problem in this country? Like I said, I will be fine. I’m going to pull myself up by the bootstraps and make it. What I need you to do is acknowledge that there are over a million children in this country who are homeless and live in conditions just like I described on a daily basis, if not worse. I need you to recognize out of that million, two-thirds of them (do the math…that’s about 600, 000) worry about not eating. Since when is it a child’s job to worry about meals? Imagine my morning that I just described for you, with two children to feed, and clothe, and bathe? These stupid ass thugs are going around beating up homeless people for sport in front of police officers and nobody gives a fuck because it doesn’t affect their lives, right?

 Oh but it does Mr. President, sir. It really does. The gays are allowed to get married in some states in this country, right? The illegal Mexicans and illegal immigrants are allowed to receive healthcare and welfare in other states, right? And I can legally fire up a joint just by showing a Medical Marijuana card, right? Well then I ask, are homeless people not citizens of this country? Do they not deserve to be treated with the fairness and same rights as say, a pot-smoking, gay, illegal Mexican? Why don’t the police PROTECT and SERVE the homeless too instead of disregarding us and shooing us off as if we don’t matter? 

 Don’t they know that all of us aren’t convicted felons, or drug addicts, or mental health patients, and damn near all of us can still legally vote in this country. Yes, we are still taxpayers, on the days we actually can afford to pay for anything. We still have a voice. You would be surprised at how some of us keep a keen eye of what’s going on in the world and we actually vote in every election, local and federal. We are still Americans, whether we’re accepted as part of society or not.

 Mr. President Sir, I am very familiar with the age old rumor that all people of African American decent somehow know each other, and with both of us being Black, we know this silliness not to be true. On the other hand, I am asking that you do consider my race because I am speaking to you as one educated black man to another, so that maybe we will have some relative as kinsman of an understanding. 

 I do ask that you consider my race when I say that we are lacking Black leaders in this country and even though I’m homeless, those ambulance chasing negros, I- NEED-A-HAIR-CUT Sharpton and I’M-A-REVEREND-WITH-A-BABY-MAMA Jackson do not represent or speak for me. I am asking that you take heed of my story and imagine yourself in my position and what actions you would take if you were me and faced with the choices I’ve had to endure. 

 I am asking that as a man, not just a black man, but in the spirit of humankind too, that you not turn a deaf ear or a blind eye to a problem that this country seems to ignore, let alone does it seem to have has a proper defense against. I know you have a full plate Mr. President Sir. Hell, we live in the best damned country in the world with subpar health care, a fucked up economy, and an expensive ass, never ending war. Our education system and parents are failing, as kids are dumb as shit and are being bullied to the point of suicide and organizing school shootings. Our political system is failing as you can now pay to win an election or to be a candidate, even if you have no clue what the issues are. We’re fighting a so called, “war on terror”, an invisible “war on drugs”, and a non-existent “war on poverty”. 

 With all due respect Sir, I know America was plagued with problems, issues, and bullshit when you got elected. I may not be able to watch CNN or Fox News every night, but I am smart enough to know that Bill Maher, who coincidentally is a whore loving atheist, is the only one on TV who has balls big enough to call this country out on its bullshit. He’s the only one not afraid to say that Democrats are pussies and Republicans are delusional TARDS; and rightfully so.

 Well, Mr. President Sir, I have explained to you my gripe as I’m sure thousands of other citizens have done as well. The difference with me is that, I’m 100% sure that this letter will reach you and therefore, you cannot use the excuse you do not know from this point forward. Now that you know Sir, what are you going to do? You can actually use your power and authority to call on those who can make something happen to change the lives of homeless families living on the streets. So right. Or you can pretend that you never received this letter and ignore my request, just like the previous Administration and continue to RECEIVE my letters every week and do nothing. So much for CHANGE, huh? So fucking wrong.

 


 Warmest regards,

 


 Percy “Price” McDonald

 Homeless Advocate

 


 P.S. – I know you’re wondering how this letter from a homeless stranger made it all the way to your desk. Do you have any Stanford alumni on your staff? Let us just say a few somebodies owe old Price a favor or two. 

So right, but so fucking wrong! : - /


 


 

CHAPTER 12 – INDENTURED SERVITUDE OR SOMETHING LIKE IT


 

“Indentured” Servitude

Or Something Like It

(An Allegory)

 



 

We are in a new millennium

In which slavery has supposedly been abolished.

A slave by any other name,

Is still just a slave.

In captivity;

Under the pretense of altruism

And mutual understanding.

Nothing is mutual about this relationship.

As one sided as a coin,

You enslave me with lies and dehumanization.

And a plethora of Christian values.

You’ve confiscated my shos and

Impregnated me with your bastard children.

Made into a prisoner of my own womb.

Self-esteem is but only a dream. 

Aspirations of freedom,

Tempted to escape to Northern lands 

Where slavery is just as prevalent.

Only I don’t know that.

They tell us that the grass is greener

On the other side,

Which come to find out, is only because

That side gets more water and exposure to the sun.

The greener side is allowed to breath and 

Receives the daily nurturing that it deserves.

The greener side can blow in any direction

Without being mowed down or

Deprived of water.

It’s allowed to grow and flourish.

There are no boundaries set.

The grass can grow as tall as it wants to

And flow in the wind without expectations,

Explanations, or Apologies.

Unlike the grass, I am not allowed to grow wild

Or sow my own oats without reaping

An unfit punishment.

Forced to believe the unbelievable;

Accept the unacceptable;

Endure the unendurable; Love the

Unlovable; Desire the undesirable; 

Respect the unrespectable;

Live the unlivable; Agree with

The unagreeable; Commend the uncommendable; 

Redeem the unredeemable;

Forgive the unforgivable; Forget the unforgettable;

All for the sake of someone else’s prosperity.


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 13 – I KNOW LOVE


 


 

I Know Love


 

When he uses his full, sexy, lips

To nibble on the tip of my earlobe

Causing me to giggle uncontrollably,

I know.


 

When he reaches out to put his strong hands

On my waist, using the tips of his fingers

To acknowledge his presence,

I know.


 

When his dark, silky, silhouette, erupts

Inside of my insatiable being,

Revolutionizing my thoughts all day long,

I know.


 

When he looks at me intriguingly and then

Smiles for no reason in particular,

Making me blush far beyond concealment,

 I know.

 



 

 


C CHAPTER 14 –TRANSITIONS


 

Transitions


 

6/05/2009



 In life, things are constantly changing. We as people are constantly changing too. I wonder if change is as hard for everyone else as it is for me. I’ve always been one to hold on to things a little too long and not get through a loss quite fast enough. My mother left me when I was 7. She just left and never came back. I don’t know where she went or if she is even alive. All I know is that I’m alone. 

 I lost my rock today. Actually, I didn’t lose it, my girlfriend Amber got rid of it. She thought that I was too attached to my rock. But it was my
rock; literally and figuratively. I mean it really was just a rock but it was one of the only things that I could lean on when I needed to. It was no bigger than a marble, but it was all I had. See, when my mother left, she left me that rock. Because I had no one else, it was difficult for me to be separated from her, so when she would leave she would tell me to hold on to her rock until she came back; and I always did and she always came back for it; except for the last time. As a kid I lost many a toy in my day, but I never lost my mother’s rock because I felt that if I lost it then I would lose her and I couldn’t afford to do that. 

 Amber doesn’t understand and I guess I’m partially to blame because I never told her what that rock signified. It was none of her business. In hindsight, maybe if I had, I’d still have my rock. Even after mom left, I held on to that rock because I always felt that as long as I had it, there was a chance that she would come back for it and in essence come back for me. Now that I’ve lost it, I feel that my mom is forever lost to me. I’ve long ago stopped wondering what happened. I’ve since begun trying to figure out why. Why me? Why was I chosen to be left all alone in this world with nothing more than a rock? No mother, no father, no sisters, brothers or even cousins; just me and me alone. I don’t have any family or friends, and now I don’t have a girlfriend either. That bitch is threw. She was just something to do, a piece of ass, but what am I supposed to do about my rock?

 



6/12/2009

 It’s been a week since I lost my rock and I still feel real raw inside. I kicked Amber’s ass to the curb and of course she cried and whined and when I didn’t respond to that, she got angry. I don’t care though because all I want right now is my rock. Bitch.

 



6/19/2009

 I saw an old acquaintance today and he asked me if I still had my rock. I hadn’t seen John since I graduated from high school 10 years ago and he still remembered my rock. Up until the day that whore-bitch decided to get rid of it, I never went anywhere without my rock. I even slept with it during the times that I was really struggling with being lonely. I’ve had quite a few girlfriends over the years, but none of them was as important to me as my rock. None- of- them was as important to me as my rock. GOD! That’s pathetic. 

 I’ve never had a problem getting girls, just keeping them. They all wanted me to give up my rock and I just couldn’t. I’ve convinced myself numerous times to do just that only to go and retrieve it from wherever I had put it. One time I actually threw it in the dumpster but had to go back and fish it out when my anxiety got the better of me. Damn shame. My therapist said that my relationship with my rock was common among people who had experienced some type of emotional and traumatic loss. I think he said something about transitional objects helping us bridge the gap between our internal and external worlds; whatever that means. He advised me to tell my girlfriends of my rock’s significance as a way of working through my issues. I never could though. As good as I am at writing down my innermost thoughts and ideas, I’ve always had a problem with verbally expressing the way that I feel. 

 



6/26/2009

 I’m still having a hard time letting go of my rock. It hurts so much. I feel like I’ve lost my mother all over again. Now she’ll never come back. I met a girl yesterday. Her name is Mekka and she is beautiful. She seems nice and all but I can’t get too close, even though I’m digging her dreadlocks and bohemian, kind of artsy, style. I don’t want her to know how screwed up I am because just like all the others, she won’t understand my pain. No one does.

 



7/02/2009

 Today, I went out with Mekka for the 3rd time this week. I can’t put my finger on it, but something about her, something about her demeanor seems so welcoming, so easy and carefree. Surprisingly I found myself telling her about my mom. I even went on a limb and told her about my rock. She actually seemed to understand but only time will tell.

 



7/23/2009

 It seems like ages since I’ve had time to sit down and write but really I haven’t needed to. Mekka is a good listener. She gave me a present today. Actually, she gave me two presents. The first present was an old poem that her grandmother had written called Transitions.


Seasons change, times change


 Our hearts remain constant


 Sometimes we go with the flow


 But many times it’s hard to let go

 



 Letting go is not giving up


 Only adapting to God’s plan


 If you’re afraid to clean your closet


 Then start with your regrets

 



 Let your sorrows go


 Release your every fear


 Change is a part of life


 And God is always near

 



 Some things are in our life forever


 And some only for a season


 But everything has a purpose


 Everything happens for a reason.

 


 It was such a beautiful gesture because that poem meant a lot to Mekka and she had been holding on to it since her grandmother passed away. It was her way of saying good-bye to Mekka. She gave it to me to help me get over my rock. I didn’t want to accept it but she insisted. She said it was time and that she had been holding on to it like I’d been holding on to my rock. She said her grandmother would have wanted it that way. The poem was meant to say goodbye but also to encourage Mekka that she could love and miss her grandmother and still let go.

 The second surprise was Mekka’s virginity, which caught me off guard. I think that was the first time in my life I’ve made real love to a woman. I’m a little afraid but I’m also looking forward to what’s to come. Mekka is the sweetest, warmest, and most understanding woman I’ve ever met. She’s also strong and has a good head on her shoulders. Like me, she has experienced loss so she understands my pain and she lets me grieve in peace. She doesn’t make me feel bad or insecure about my issues. I actually broke down and cried and she held me until I was done. She’s a really good friend. She’s the first best friend I’ve ever had.

 



7/30/2009

 I felt kinda bad about taking Mekka’s poem but she said it’s okay because she’s not losing it but sharing it. I wish I had something to give her. Maybe I should buy her a gift or something but what would I get a girl like her? She’s not into the things most of the women I’ve dated are into. She has her own style and I’m loving her natural look. The dreads, very little make up, the beautiful colors of those dresses that she wears, and her infectious laugh all seem to make her skin smile. She’s an artist and she actually paints and makes sculptures for a living. I never dated anyone who didn’t like Fendi or Coach, but then again, I’ve never dated anyone like Mekka.

 



8/6/2009

 I realize that I do have something to give her that’s better than any gift I could buy her. Me. I’ve never totally and completely given myself to a woman and maybe it’s time I did that. I think I unconsciously believed that any woman I became close to would leave me. That’s why I never really committed to any of them. That’s why I have a problem keeping them around. It’s definitely why Amber took my rock, because she knew that I would never commit to her, and so she figured she would hurt me like I hurt her.

 Well, it’s time to grow up and love a woman the way she deserves to be loved. It’s time I opened up and made room for someone else by letting my mother go. It’s time! As a matter of fact, it’s been time.

 



8/13/2009

 Life is good. I would never profess to being cured or anything like that but the past few weeks have been great. Mekka is a wonderful woman and I think I’m falling in love. I hope she feels the same way. For once, I need a good woman in my life. The best part is we talk openly a lot. She has admitted some of the same struggles as me so she can understand my pain but there is still something about her that I just can’t call. It’s like she has something else going on with her that she doesn’t want to admit to. Maybe I’m being paranoid because I’m too afraid to put my feelings out there. I haven’t really done that with any woman since my mother left. I don’t know. I do know that she knows my heart and just maybe we can help and heal each other. Just like with anything else, only time will tell.

 



8/20/2009

 It’s been almost two whole months since Mekka and I started dating and I find myself thinking about my mother less and less and thinking of my future more and more. Mekka has made me realize that there is more to life than just my pain and sorrow and I am not the only one who is struggling with my existence. 

 I just love talking to her. She always keeps me on my toes with the things she says constantly challenging me. She’s this beautiful, artistic, intellect who cares more about things like Friedrich Nietzsche and existentialism as opposed to Keyshia Cole and today’s R & B music. Earlier today, we had a conversation and a debate about Mother Teresa’s quote, “If you love until it hurts, there can be no more hurt, only more love.” I told her I didn’t think it’s true. She enthusiastically disagreed with me. After we went back and forth a few rounds, I told her that I didn’t think this was true because I loved my mother so much that I’m hurt by her abandonment and as a result, I can name countless number of women that I’ve hurt by not being able to love them. She ended the whole debate with simplicity when she said, “Well, if that’s true, how do you explain what you feel for me?”

 Yeah, she got me. She got me open and I never really thought about it before but I would love to have kids someday and when I do I want to be a good dad; that’s why it’s important that I get my shit together. I want to be right, you know, emotionally stable for my children as well as my self. 

 I have to say that things have been going well on all fronts. For the first time since my mom left, I’m really starting to enjoy life. All I think about is Mekka and it feels like she really loves me. We do consider ourselves together now but we have mutually decided to take it slow and not place too many demands on each other, even though that’s not what I want at all. Out of respect for her wishes though, I agreed, but now I really feel like something is up with her. Just can’t pinpoint it.

 



8/27/2009

 A strange thing happened today and it was quite unsettling. While I was out today at the grocery store, I saw a woman that looked just like my mother. I was so tempted to go up to her and throw my arms around her but I restrained myself. It was odd because she looked at me as if she recognized me then hurriedly turned away and walked off. I walked up and down the aisles trying to find her hoping to convince myself that it wasn’t her, but she seemed to have disappeared. I’m not sure if it was her or not but I’ve always had this feeling that she was out there somewhere and for a long time after she left I looked for her. I almost drove myself crazy hoping she’d come back. I was always peeking around corners or searching through crowded places in hopes of seeing that one unforgettable face. Hell, I still do that, just not as much as I used to. 

 



9/3/2009

 I know it may seem wrong, but I’m seriously considering asking Mekka to marry me despite our supposed mutual agreement to take things slow. I know it has only been two months and I was just complaining about being lonely and how bad I missed my rock. Yes, we both agreed to take it slow, but no, I cannot imagine my life without this woman in it. I don’t want to pressure her or scare her off so we’ll see. For now, I’ll just continue to give her the best that I’ve got and hope she continues to do the same.

 Last week’s encounter with that woman who looked like my mother has been on my mind lately. Part of me wants to pound the pavement looking for her but a larger part of me wants to simply let her go. It’s weird because now that I think about it, I’ve been dreaming about her a lot lately but the dreams aren’t really troubling. It’s almost as if I’m mentally purging myself of her and it doesn’t feel all that bad. It actually feels pretty good. I don’t wake up sad and angry anymore. I wake up refreshed and ready to take on the world. 

 



9/10/2009

 Two things happened today. The first thing that happened is that I found my rock or I should say it found me. I came home from work, it was sitting in front of my door with a small bow around it, and a note attached that simply said “I’m sorry”. I wasn’t as happy to see it as I thought I would be. I started to just throw it away but decided to keep it; not because I need it but as a memento of my mother and also a reminder of the progress I’ve made. I haven’t totally let my mother go and I probably never will but since meeting Mekka, day by day the pain hurts less and less. Instead of carrying it around with me, I’ll simply keep it in my drawer next to the poem that Mekka gave me.

 Number 2, Mekka and I broke up and surprisingly, I’m okay. I mean I still love her and I still want to marry her, but she decided that neither of us is emotionally ready to make a serious commitment. She may be right. It’s only been 12 weeks and maybe I was rushing things. It’s cool though because I’m not going to stop seeing her. We’re gonna remain friends and in fact, I’m going to see her next week at her art gallery opening. I’m looking forward to seeing her work that she’s so passionate about.

 



9/17/2009

 Mekka canceled on me today. She said she wasn’t feeling well and when I offered to come to her place and take care of her, she refused. Something is up with my girl. I just wish she would tell me what’s going on.

 



10/14/2009

 I pulled out my rock last night and slept with it balled up in my hand. Mekka won’t talk to me. She won’t answer my phone calls, or respond to any of my emails or text. It’s like she doesn’t even exist anymore and I don’t know what to do. I usually can attest to why my relationships always end up going south, but I can’t pinpoint anything that I did wrong this time. All I did was love her and I’ll be damned If I didn’t mess that up too. Did she fall off the face of the Earth or what? I really don’t know what to do. When she asked to take things slow, maybe I should have backed off completely. I don’t know. That’s all I can say is “I don’t know.” Well, what I do know is that I hate being lonely and Thank God I had my rock last night. I don’t know how I would have made it through the night without it. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know.

 



10/19/2009

 I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know.

 



10/21/2009

 Three things happened today. First, I started back carrying my rock. I took it with me to work this morning without even realizing that it was in my pocket. I know I probably should have scheduled a session with my therapist, but to be honest, none of his psychobabble was going to bring Mekka back, so I decided against it.

 The second thing that happened was I saw Mekka today. When I got off work, I went grocery shopping because ever since I lost Mekka, I haven’t did much of anything except go to work and mope around my place depressed. Oddly enough, I saw that same lady that I saw last time and this time, she was indeed staring at me too. When she realized that she was staring, she tried to turn her face and hurry down the aisle, but this time I ran after her. When I caught up with her to get close enough to get a good look, I was saddened to realize that it was not her. She was not my mother.

 After I finished shopping, I had a thought while loading the groceries. As I sat in my car, I realized that I had to see Mekka, if nothing more than to have her reject me outright to my face, just like that lady who I thought was my mother had just done.

 I drove to her apartment and my heart dropped when the door opened. The person that answered and invited me in did not look like Mekka although I could see glimpses of her. This woman was frail and colorless and every time she blinked, it looked like her whole body was in pain. That permanent smile was gone and replaced by a half-assed fraudulent one. She could hardly hold her head up without leaning as if she was going to fall. What happened to my girl? When I asked, she whispered the answer to me. Cancer.

 The third thing that happened was that she not only finally divulged her illness to me and the reason she stopped seeing me, but she allowed me to take care of her. She said that days like today is why she broke things off. She never wanted me to find out or see her like this. Most of the time, she’s her usual, vibrant, artsy, fartsy self, but then there were days like today. The days after chemo (that she tried to refuse) that made her feel like death was just a cough away.

 While I was there, I ran her a hot bath, gave her the prescribed meds, and bathed her while she played with her dreads and told me that she didn’t want to get married and be left a widower. She explained that she loves me and wants me to be here for her until the end. I was floored because I didn’t want to believe that this fragile, lifeless, imposter was the same person who I fell head over heels for just a few months ago. She looked healthy but when I thought about it, and concluded she was sick then. That’s what I couldn’t put my finger on. Cancer.

 I got a chance to speak to her doctor, who told me that she was shortly approaching Stage 4 and she would probably not make it to Christmas. He explained that at Stage 4, chemo is useless, it’ll just make her even more nauseated and she’ll feel even sicker. Immediately, I thought about how I loved my mother and how she left me and now Mekka was going to leave me too. It’s just not fair. Wow God! Is this a pattern?

 



10/23/2009

 3 Letters: W-O-W! Mekka spent the night at my place last night and she woke up this morning telling me about her dream. She said that she had a vision (not a dream to her, but to me, she had a dream) that by this date next year, Kanye West is going to come out with a video that’s going to change Hip-Hop forever. Of course I looked at her like she was crazy, but I let her continue explaining because when she gets going, it’s hard to stop her, plus she looks cute when she’s excited. She said that he’s going to produce an artistic piece that would have all these beautiful colors and double entendres and a lot of people will think he’s a crazy, racist, devil worshipper, and will miss the point completely.

 Of course, I started laughing at her, but then she began explaining that Yeezy will use a beautiful love story as a metaphor for his career and for life in general. She said a Phoenix will be used to represent Kanye, the rapper, or man and he, West, will represent Hip-Hop or Life. Wow! Only my baby could think of some way out shit like that, but Kanye is a weirdo too so it can happen. I asked her to write her vision down so we can see if it comes true next year. Here’s what she wrote:

 


 “Kanye came into the game hot on FIRE, and we will see the Phoenix falling to the Earth in a FIRE BALL, different than anything out there, surrounded by a bunch of folks that were all CARBON COPIES OF EACH OTHER. 



 




He’s gonna have the Phoenix standout in a cluster of all of these like minded things and people, like a crazy parade with a bunch of red hooded uniformed people, some beautiful ballerinas dancing together, and a bunch of people at a dinner table. 
The Phoenix (which will represent West) will be told not to watch or not to believe anything she sees on TV cause it's not a true representation of real life. There will be a scene that includes a dinner table full of dark skin black people, which will represent the dark, dismal, and dying state of hip-hop, and she will be the only fair skinned one, with her beautiful wings, and sharp claws. 



 




The people at the table will be scared of her and quick to judge because she’s not going to be like them. They will treat her like an OUTCAST cause she will be different, and everybody will get all paranoid, exactly like what happened with Hip-Hop and Kanye’s music. All the servers for the evening will be white people and they will represent the WHITE OWNED record labels that serves the contracts and makes the decisions about what to put out there. When a turkey is brought to the table, and the Phoenix freaks out at the thought of being a cannibal and she’ll have a "Kanye" moment. See the turkey, will be powerful as hell. It’s like LIFE is a big ass competition and all we do is eat each other.


 




She’ll then tell him (West, playing Hip-Hop) that she needs to go back to her home...that his world wasn't the place for her, and that she would turn in to stone if they knock off her wings.
See, this will be nothing more than him saying that he needs to stop making BULLSHIT music and return home, or to what he knows makes him happy cause if he allows doubters to instill fear in him (knock off his wings), then he'll be dead, like stone, unable to create...And in the end? He’ll be running, running hard, running to save Hip-Hop from leaving, from dying. He’ll run to save creative expression…He’ll title it, “Runaway”. People everywhere are going to flip the fuck out cause it’s gonna be BRILLIANT and ARTISTIC and they won’t understand it, but it’s gonna change his career forever. Watch!


 



 Now exactly what was I supposed to say to this? Again, 3 letters: W-O-W!

 




10/31/2009

 Today, Mekka and I laughed. This morning, I went to Mekka’s place to pick her up to take her for chemo and on the way there, she turned the car radio to Power 106. I laughed at her because she’s always giving me crap about the music I listen to. Can you believe she listens to Big Boy’s Neighborhood Phone Taps? She said that her all time favorite one was coming on at 8:10 am, the one where Luther Luffeigh called that crazy lady and told her he was going to make a haunted house out of her high-rise apartment. When the lady refused Luther’s attempt to come set up the haunted house and started getting upset, Mekka laughed. She laughed and laughed and laughed and she was beautiful. She looked like her old self. When I told her that my all time favorite was the one when Luther Luffeigh’s horn was stuck, she laughed so hard tears came to her eyes. It was infectious because I joined her and as we walked into the clinic to check in for her treatment, we were still laughing and laughing and laughing…probably the happiest two people there.

 



11/13/2009

 I finally had a chance to visit Mekka’s gallery today and I must say, that I was none too pleased with what I saw, nor what she revealed to me today.

 When I first met Mekka, she was this lovely carefree spirit who marched to the beat of her own drum. Today I found out that a huge part of that is because she’s an atheist. I still don’t know how I feel about this. I may not be a very, religious brother but I do believe in Jesus Christ. Some of her paintings and sculptures were very upsetting to me. One of her featured pieces was a picture of man kneeling down in a beautiful garden setting and in the sky was a teddy bear. She explained to me that the man was praying to something that wasn’t real or couldn’t help him. She had created sculptures of women and children kneeling and praying with missing breast or missing eyes with some of them actually flipping the bird to God. As I walked around, another piece that caught my attention was a painting of God on his knees having sex with Eve doggy-style while sucking on Adam’s penis. This blasphemous mess made me upset and I was actually ready to go.

 That picture caused a MAJOR argument today and I mean it was a DOOZY. The reason she was so carefree is because she didn’t believe in God. That’s why she lived her life with no concern about society’s rule. It’s why she’s always quoting Nietzsche, why she never wanted to talk about religion and ultimately why she gave me her Grandmother’s poem; it meant nothing to her, but she pretended that it did. It would have killed her Grandmother to know she was a non-believer. She said, “Seriously, Honey, that line that says something about ‘Only adapting to God’s plan’ is the biggest joke ever. How can you believe in a plan made by a fictional entity that doesn’t exist?”

 I looked at her with a blank stare and flew from that art gallery like a bat out of hell. I couldn’t wait to get home and hold my rock. Even now, it still brings me comfort. 

 Where do we go from here? How do you love someone who doesn’t believe in God? How does someone who is dying not seek comfort in God? What about her Grandmother’s poem? How could that not mean anything to her when it meant so much to me? Why was she like this? Was she really a sacrilegious zealot or was her illness making her this way? I had a million and one questions for her, but right now, I’m too pissed off to even think about any of this drama. What if I had married her only to find all of this out now? She can sit up there and believe whatever she wants but I KNOW the power of God.

 



11/26/2009

 Mekka called me and we talked yesterday for the first time since I left the art gallery that I wanted to blow off the map. She tried to equate me seeking comfort in my rock as being just as silly as her seeking comfort in a God that doesn’t walk, talk, live, or breathe and has just as much power as my rock, zero. I explained to her that I know good and hell well that her Grandmother taught her better than that. I argued that for me, religion is meant to be a spiritual experience and if she’s trying to put a value on God’s importance based on what man hears and sees, she’ll never understand it.

 It’s more than obvious that we will NEVER see eye to eye about her thoughts on God and Christianity and as much as I wanted to continue being mad and upset with her, I couldn’t. She invited me over to spend Thanksgiving with her and because I still love her, I accepted. Is this a part of what Love is, learning to accept the other person as they are, flaws and all, even things about a person that you hate? I don’t know but I do know that despite my anger and disappointment, I can’t turn my feelings off like a light switch or a running faucet. I just can’t stop loving her. 

 She said she didn’t want to celebrate Thanksgiving with a big dinner and explaining her illness to a whole bunch of people, so we made homemade sub sandwiches and watched movies all day today. 

 Cancer may have her body but nothing can take away her intellect. Only my sweet Mekka could analyze the gay Asian guy jumping out of the trunk on “The Hang-Over”, Derek’s wife’s singing in the car on “Step Brothers” and the reason Robert De Niro really went after Waingro at the end of “Heat”. And when we started watching Season 4 of “The Wire”, I had to turn it off because she went into this whole existentialism theory about the brilliance of Omar Little. 

 So I decided to pop in something that she had never seen before, “The Life of David Gale”. For the 1st time all day or night, Mekka was quiet and when the movie ended, she cried, not because of how David Gale ended up deciding his own misfortune, or how Bitsey was just a few minutes too late, but how brave Constance was for swallowing the keys to the very handcuffs that could change her fate. Today was the first time Mekka admitted that she was afraid to die. 

 



12/04/2009

 Today I made Mekka help decorate my Christmas tree. She had a little attitude about it at first, but she came around eventually. If I had to go look at profane, offensive, and disrespectful artwork of Jesus, then she had to help celebrate his birth.

 



12/18/2009

 I really love this time of year but it also makes me sad because I spent many Christmas’ hoping that my mom would come back and she never did. Mekka and I went to the mall to buy some of those black cherry candles from Yankee Candles and we stopped to watch the kids take pictures with Santa.

 This one kid just had to prove that Santa was fake to his little sister and right before the photographer snapped the picture, the little boy, pulled Santa’s beard off. Mekka laughed hard at the sight of the little boy running with the fake beard in his hand while Santa, the photographer, and the child’s mother chased after him. She laughed until she made herself tired and wanted to sit down and have an iced tea. She was still so beautiful and today was a good day for her. She was out of the house, feeling strong, and still looking good even though her prognosis was supposed to end in a few days.

 We talked about the dumbest things we did as kids and I told her that I was a firebug and I actually set my auntie’s cat on fire. That laugh, that infectious laugh and her smile just brings me to my knees. She actually topped me though. She said she was playing with matches and when she struck one and it lit, she got scared, threw it in her closet, and shut the door burning up all her brand new school clothes. Again, that laugh, that laugh, that laugh.

 



12/26/2009

 The doctors were wrong. She lived past Christmas. She’s here with me now, enjoying a glass of red wine and talking about the Black Boolay Society, you know that mess on the internet about all of these entertainers and celebrities that are apart of a secret cult that supposedly engage in all kinds of weird and bizarre things including homosexual acts and worshipping the Devil. God bless her heart and all the crazy thoughts in her head too.

 



2/16/2010

 It’s been a while but I’ve been real busy taking care of Mekka. After the New Year, her body started deteriorating. She’s stage 4 now, it’s really hard to watch somebody who was so full of love and life, disintegrate into almost nothing. I wanted to take her out to dinner a few days ago for Valentine’s Day but she wasn’t up to it. Instead, we played Monopoly, listened to some John Coltrane, and cuddled all night. Imagine me cuddling. I KNOW I’ve come a long way now.

 



3/05/2010

 Today Mekka cut off her dreadlocks. She was really upset about it. I was upset for her and I miss them already too.

 



3/17/2010

 This afternoon I took off work early to spend some time with Mekka. She really has taken a turn for the worse. She can barely walk a few steps without being out of breath. On my way home, I saw some kids having a car wash to raise money for a funeral. What is wrong with my people?

 After watching Mekka slowly but surely practically deteriorate over the last few months, I made sure that she has her policy and her affairs in order so that I won’t be at my job with a Folgers can asking for burial donations. Two words: LIFE INSURANCE! If you can afford a Gucci, Louis Vuitton purse, or even a Blackberry you can afford life insurance. It’s so sad when families have to fund raise to bury their loved ones; especially when the death was a tragic accident or the person was young. If we all had Stage 4 Cancer and were given a time frame, I bet some folks still wouldn’t buy life insurance. Just Tragic.

 



4/20/2010

 You know what today is? 4/20! And you know what we did too. Celebrate! Mekka said it really does ease her pain but I just wanted to hear that laugh that I love as she blazed one for the NATION. Cancer is cruel. I’m not sure which is harder to deal with, my mom not ever coming back or watching this disease literally destroy the woman I love.

 



4/24/2010

 Mekka went to the hospital this morning and it’s not looking good. I asked her to hold my hands and let me pray with her. I was surprised when she did. This whole time she’s been sick, I’ve been trying to get her to pray. She must really be scared to finally give in. God please let her be all right.

 



5/10/2010

 I’ve been here at the hospital everyday for the last week and a half. Mekka is still fighting. She’s hanging in there. Yesterday she asked for a sketchpad and she drew a picture of two hands praying with handcuffs on, and their fingernails were long, wiggly, snakes with a key hanging from one of the tips. She named it “Constance’s Way to Heaven via Hell” because she said that she got what she wanted but she had to kill herself to get it. Now this one wasn’t half bad. It wasn’t as sacrilegious as the others were. I must admit, I actually liked it. I’m going to buy a frame for it after I leave the hospital.

 



6/05/2010

 Wow! What a difference a year makes. Mekka passed on to Glory the next day after she drew that sketch. Her wishes were to be cremated and have her ashes scattered over the Pacific Ocean. Of course I didn’t listen to her. Her death still hit me like a ton of bricks even though I had been anticipating it for a while. I just couldn’t see getting rid of them so I bought a beautiful urn and kept them at home.

 I had a therapy session yesterday and my therapist told me I should honor her wishes simply because she would have honored mine, complete with the COGIC ceremony and all.

 So today, I went out on a yacht, spread her ashes across the ocean as I listen to a podcast of Luther Luffeigh’s Phone Taps, and smiled while remembering her laughter. I also reached in my pocket and tossed the rock I had been carrying every day to help me deal with Mekka’s battle with Cancer.

 I will always love Mekka and I will never forget the impact she’s made on my life. She made me realize that I could love a woman the way a woman should be loved despite the fact that we didn’t agree about God, I hated her art, and I knew she was going to leave me. She also helped me realize that her beautiful personality, her intellect, her smile and that laugh was enough to help me get over my pain and live a normal and productive life. For that, she will always hold a special place in my heart. 

 Despite how Mekka felt, her grandmother was right when she said that sometimes people come into your life for a reason and some for a season. I’ve made a commitment to myself to enjoy life despite my circumstances because life is much too short to let it pass you by. I’m learning to love myself. I’ve discovered that I am a good man and a good person and I deserve to be happy as both. Whatever happened to my mother had nothing to do with me and everything to do with her. I just hope in my heart that nothing bad happened to her and that wherever she is she’s happy and healthy because I am. I am finally able to forgive her either way.

I have finally evolved into a man capable of living, loving, and enjoying life. Thank you Mekka. May God rest your crazy, artsy, beautiful soul.


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 15 – TIRED


 

Tired


 

Tired of hoping that you’ll call,

But knowing that you won’t.

Tired of wishing that you loved me

But knowing that you don’t.


 

Tired of wondering and praying

That someday I’ll be your lover.

Tired of not knowing where I stand

Being classified as other.


 

Tired of being second best

And always taking a back seat.

Tired of telling myself 

That that’s the way it’s supposed to be.


 

Tired of pretending like I understand

When you don’t return my calls.

Tired of keeping my feelings in check

While someone else has it all.


 

Tired of half truths

And the game’s inconsistencies.

Tired of feeling like

You’re not really diggin’ me.


 

Tired of losing hours

Trying to figure out what to do.

Tired of all the sleepless nights

With my dreams consumed with you.


 

Tired of lying to myself 

By pretending we’re just friends.

Tired of wanting you and needing you

To put my misery to an end.


 

Tired of being patient

Waiting on you to come around.

Tired of holding back my tears

And turning my frown up side down.


 

Tired of you being my soul mate

While you’re still with your baby’s momma.

Tired of avoiding the bullshit

And not causing any drama.


 

Tired of imaginary lines

Being drawn in the sand.

Tired of wanting you to touch me

Even more tired of “I can’t”.


 

Tired of trying to justify

Your lack of consideration.

Tired of hearing about you

And your girl’s triggeration.


 

Tired of stolen moments

Whenever YOU get time.

Tired of being your little secret

Playing by your rules not mine.


 

Tired as hell of the stress

Within this hurtful situation.

Tired of boundaries and rules

And abiding by stipulations. 


 

Tired of being sick and tired

Tired of my soul on fire.

Tired of unrequited desire

I’m tired, just simply, TIRED.


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 16 – THANK YOU LETTER TO MY BABY DADDY


 


 

Thank You Letter to My baby Daddy

08/03/2009

 Dear J Mac,

 My mom and dad would like to take the kids school shopping. Can you please send about $1000 for them? 


 

Love,

Sharay

Jonathan McKinister Associates & 

Management Company Inc.

Wilshire Business Center

3441 Wilshire Boulevard, 3rd Floor

Los Angeles, CA 90005

(323) 555 – 2519


 

August 10, 2009

Central California Women’s Facility

Sharay Harris, 514545

P.O. Box 1508

Chowchilla, CA 93610


 

Dear Ms. Harris,

 This letter is to inform you that the money that you have requested was delivered to your parents on 08/06/09. If Mr. McKinister can assist the children in any other way, please do not hesitate to contact him at the address or phone number above.

 


Sincerely,

Aubrey Davies

Executive Assistant

JMMAC


 

09/22/2009

 Dear Jonathan,

 I’ve been blowin that number up but your assistant never lets me talk to you. The least you could do is take my calls, punk ass. I still love and miss you though. Have that bitch send me some money.

 


Love,

Sharay


 

Jonathan McKinister Associates & 

Management Company Inc.

Wilshire Business Center

3441 Wilshire Boulevard, 3rd Floor

Los Angeles, CA 90005

(323) 555 – 2519


 

September 28, 2009

Central California Women’s Facility

Sharay Harris, 514545

P.O. Box 1508

Chowchilla, CA 93610


 

Sharay Baby,

 I’ve been really busy trying to run my business and I don’t have time for your shenanigans and schemes. I sent you $500 via jpay yesterday and by the time you get this kite, the kids will be living with me part time. I’ve decided to share custody of the kids with your parents, meaning you’re going to have to find somebody else to run game on and ask for money. I’m sorry for all the bad shit and pain that I’ve caused you. I know I fucked up and I regret that I treated you the way I did. I hope that one day you’ll find it in my heart to forgive me. I wish you all the best. I still love you and I always will.


 

Love,

J Mac

11/26/2009

 Dear J Mac,

 Fuck You Jonathan, Damn nigga! You ain’t shit. You had your assistant stop accepting my calls like I’m just some common street bitch. Nigga, I MADE YOU! You know my parents cut me off and I don’t have nobody else. But since today is Thanksgiving, I guess I should thank you for the money you sent 2 months ago. 

 Thank You for lying to me all the time. Thanks for not telling me about your daughter who was born a few months after we met and is now 6 years old. Thanks for still fucking your ex’s…shit, both of them while you were in a relationship with me. Thanks for never introducing me to your mother. Thanks for making me feel like you were grossed out by me while I was pregnant even though you were really on the internet searching for pussy…on my birthday. Thanks for not telling me Happy Birthday or not buying me a gift. Thanks for always being there for me when I really needed you, like when I was laying in pain on the delivery table having the twins. You were curled up on the couch like a selfish asshole complaining about the punk ass flu while I was having contractions about to have my pussy open up so that our baby could be born. 

 Thanks for being there and being supportive. Thanks for letting me go to work and pay all the bills while you stayed at home watching SportsCenter all fucking day. Hell, thanks for ALWAYS being supportive, like the time you suggested I DON’T pay my bills so that I could pay for you and your son to go to a fucking basketball tournament in Texas. You stole from me just to make sure that trip happened and now look at yall…you and your son don’t 

 even talk. 

 Thanks for being dick juice…You got that down to a science. Thanks for sitting on your ass sleeping all day and jacking off to pay-per-view pussy all night while I stressed at the 3-Day notice we just got. Thanks for suggesting that instead of pawning the DVD player to get money to pay court fees, that I just suck it up and get a warrant. Thanks for always having my best interest at heart.

 Thanks for loving me. You loved me so much yo dumb ass had yo bitch take pictures of you eating her pussy and you left your email open for me to find. You loved me so much that even after I bleached and cut up your ENTIRE WARDROBE you still won’t leave me alone…don’t love me enough to make things right and don’t hate me enough to let me go. 

 Thanks for NEVER complimenting me even though your best friend does all the time…letting me know that he couldn’t wait for you to fuck up so that he can step to me. He texts me and your other baby mama often, waiting for one of us to give up the ass. He tells me constantly how I’m so sexy that I make his dick jump and how he wants to suck my pussy and laugh about it behind your back. He brags about how he wants to make me so wet that I would have to wear panty liners for the rest of my life…Some friend, huh?

 Thanks for being a selfish asshole. Thanks for NEVER taking me or my feelings into consideration. Thanks for NEVER taking me anywhere in public because you scared we will run into one of your bitches, you know, you told me you had a whole “stable of bitches”. Thanks for coming home at 4 in the morning and getting an attitude with me like I was the one who crept in the bedroom that late. FUCK YOU! Thanks for not being able to Man-Up when I needed you to. Like when you sold your truck for $15,000 and we were on the verge of getting put out and you didn’t give me $50 let alone pay the rent so we could keep the house. You never, ever stood by my side or took the man- reigns when I needed you to, did you? Like the time when your ex called me and told me my whole life story, intimate shit that I only shared with you, and when I confronted you about it, you pussied out and said, “Fuck Both of Yall!” Yeah, that was some real bitchassness, now wasn’t it?

 Thanks for disrespecting me…repeatedly…I think I’m used to it now, that’s why I stop saying anything… It’s what I’ve come to expect from you. You are so fucking full of shit that I don’t even get upset anymore. Thanks for ALWAYS having all 3 of your cell phones on silent or vibrate. Thanks for going in the bathroom to take a shit and call your other bitches…like I don’t know that’s who you’re talking to. Thanks for not remembering or celebrating our Anniversary. Thanks for acting like I don’t exist. Thanks for making me feel invisible. The cool part about feeling invisible is when I ignore you when you’re upset, and you keep asking me what’s wrong and I sit there like a stone faced Buddhist monk, I feel like I’m giving you exactly what you want, ya dig?

 Thank you for making me feel unappreciated. I cook, clean, wash yo draws, suck yo dick, and pay the bills without so much as a nod from you. Thank you for making me feel like I’m not good enough. No matter how hard I tried to do right by you, none of my efforts were good enough. Thank you for NEVER acknowledging the fact that I’ve been the bread winner practically our whole relationship. I made more money, I held us down when you didn’t have a job and when you DID have a job. You have come to depend on me like I’m yo mama and not yo baby’s mama. 

 Thank you for putting your hands on me when you get upset. Thanks for choking me and putting your hands around my throat. Thanks for slamming me up against the wall, or the bed, or the refrigerator, or whatever random piece of furniture was in the way at the time. Thanks for slapping me in the face as hard as you could. Did it make you feel like a strong ass man? Cause it didn’t make me feel like a weak ass woman. Nigga. Thanks for spitting in my face. Only a real BITCH would do some nasty, ass, disrespectful shit like that. The funny thing about that is afterwards, you tried to make me feel like I was wrong. CLASSIC JOHNATHAN! You disrespect me, threatened me by saying, “Bitch, I’ll fuck you up!” and then spit in my face. Now, just what exactly did you think was going to happen? Didn’t expect me to slap yo ass so hard you would be tasting my fingernails for 2 weeks huh? Thanks for making me cry…ALL THE TIME. 

 Sometimes I don’t know if I’m crying because of all these things I’m thanking you for, or if I’m crying in spite of all these things I’m thanking you for. But nonetheless, I wanted to personally Thank You, so that I could forgive you, move on, and write the next chapter of my life…without you. Oh yeah…this is my last letter until I touch down.

 All this time, I thought that no matter what we went through, that we would always love each other and have each other’s back. But I see that was all just some fantasy shit that I made up in my head. Happy Thanksgiving.


 

Love Always,


 

Sharay Harris


 

Jonathan McKinister Associates & 

Management Company Inc.

Wilshire Business Center

3441 Wilshire Boulevard, 3rd Floor

Los Angeles, CA 90005

(323) 555 – 2519


 

December 9th, 2010


 

Central California Women’s Facility

Sharay Harris, 514545

P.O. Box 1508

Chowchilla, CA 93610


 

Damn Babe,

 Wow! As I sit here reading your Thank You Letter, I can’t even do nothing but shake my head in agreement. Everything you said was the truth and I deserved that. I can’t front, I fucked up, and I truly am sorry for fucking up your life and putting you through so much unnecessary pain. But even though I messed up, you played your part too. Don’t act like I was the only one fucking up and living recklessly by myself.

 


 So you’re welcomed! You’re welcomed for forgiving me and us moving past all the shit that I’ve done to you. Since then, we’ve had twin girls and I don’t regret my babies but I do regret that we weren’t in a better position to be better parents for them. You thought that I didn’t want them cause I asked about getting an abortion. I only asked the question as an option, I never wanted you to go through with it. You’re welcomed for lying to me pretending that you did get an abortion knowing good and hell well you had every intention on trying to trap me. You’re welcome for keeping that money and not even going to the clinic at all that day. You’re welcomed for me even allowing you to get your so called revenge on me. Sweetie, I’ve always wanted my babies and if you thought having them was going to piss me off, it didn’t. They’ve changed me. So you’re welcomed for bearing all 3 of my children because I’ve since realized that my foolish and immature ways needs to cease if I expect to set an example for my children. I would never want any of my daughters to experience the bullshit that I’ve put you through. So you’re welcome for showing me that I needed to GROW SOME NUTS and MAN THE FUCK UP!

 


 Yeah, I was sorry and I still am for all the shit I’ve done but that was no excuse for you to start fucking my cousin, now was it? Fuck him. You’re welcomed for me not giving a fuck that you started chasing after celebrity dick just because my cousin introduced you to a few Hollywood D-Listers. Oh, you thought I didn’t know? He told me how he introduced you to those wack ass niggas from Rhyme-Bandits and how they paid you to suck every dick in the room. You’re welcomed for me not beating the brakes off yo as when you told me we had clap. You’re welcomed for me staying at home taking care of the kids while you rode around town being a SLUT, getting drunk and high with your hoodrat friends acting like you don’t have a care or responsibility in the world. You’re welcome that I cared enough to STILL try to work shit out even after we both realized that hurting each other by fucking other people wasn’t the biz. 

 


 You’re welcome I bailed you out of jail the 1st two times and you’re welcomed for me spending my last getting you the best lawyer that I could possibly afford this time around. I thought you would have learned you’re lesson the 1st time you got caught trying to drink your pain away and then call yourself driving to the club cause you was tired of arguing. I told you to come lay yo ass down, but you were so determined and hell bent on making me suffer for all the shit I did to you in the past. When the police called, I was just happy that you were ok. So yeah, you’re welcomed for me coming to bail you out, sitting with you through 52 weeks of your anger management classes and through all of your AA meetings. You’re welcomed I didn’t blow up the spot when my cousin tried to play BIG WILLY at Tangie’s baby shower by telling everybody he bailed you out the 2nd time you got arrested. Sharay, I know that you asked him to send bail money to your sister and AFTER I bailed you out, you went over there, picked up the money and went shopping. You’re welcomed for not even spending a DIME of that money on your 3 kids.

 You’re welcomed for being a shitty mother. It’s like after all the shit I put you through, I killed the woman you once were cause you just seem to not give a fuck about them. You haven’t even asked about them since you’ve been locked up, but you can ask for some money can’t you? You’re welcome again Sharay. It’s all good though. I’ve worked out a shared custody arrangement with your parents and their going to be fine. I can’t go back in time and undo the shit I’ve done, but I will say that I am a better man because of it, because I’ve learned from all my mistakes. I should have treated you better and maybe, just maybe, you wouldn’t have turned into this bitter, angry, drug addict, fucking any man that’ll have you and driving home drunk. Maybe you would have been at home that night with me and the kids instead of letting some dudes run a train on you for some blow and $500. Maybe you would have been at home having a drink with me instead of getting sloppy drunk at some hotel and then driving in that car. And maybe the life you took in that accident would still be here to enjoy life.

 


 I don’t know Sharay. I don’t have all the answers, nor am I perfect. In fact, I can admit that I’m a fucked up individual, but I’m trying to be a better man, for my self and for my kids. I’ve started this management biz and it’s been doing really well. I’m on the straight and narrow now, no more street hustling. I got to be a better father than I was before, a better man than I was before, and a better person than I was before. Again, I will always love you and I appreciate you forgiving me. I’ve prayed and stayed up many of nights asking God to forgive me for hurting you and for changing you to this vengeful shell of a woman that used to be my Girl. Perhaps I can forgive you too and we’ll both be able to get past these tribulations and make a better life for the kids. See you when you touch down.

 


Love Always,


 


 

J-Mac


 


 

CHAPTER 17 – DON’T BE JEALOUS (ODE TO WHITE WOMEN)


 

Don’t Be Jealous…

(Ode to White Women)


 

because I have big feet and you couldn’t possibly fill my shoes

because I have big lips that can take away any mans blues

because my wide nose makes it easier for me to stop and smell the roses

because my wide hips and dimpled booty could easily tempt Moses

because my thick legs and long stride will take me as far as I want to go

because my thick waist and big breasts are designed for seeds to grow

because my loud mouth and country grammar is music to your ears

because I’m a black woman not easily intimidated or brought to tears

because my kinky hair holds millions of thoughts inside my head

because my ancestors refused to roll over and play dead

because my tattoos tell a story that you don’t want to understand

because I too believe that this is my home and this is my land


 


 

CHAPTER 18 – THE TRAIN RIDE


 


 

The Train Ride


 

 The crisp air of daybreak breezed though her long, blond, locks as she walked quickly up the platform of the Wardlow station of the Metro Blue Line. Hermes Birkin bag and leather briefcase in tow, she was dressed in her favorite “power suit”, a DKNY pin striped black and white pant suit, with a silk white blouse to match. Her shoes? Of course, that were none other than Jimmy Choo’s black leather sandal heels they she got at a bargain price from Nordstrom’s for a measly $595.00, which was more than 50% off the regular price. She couldn't refuse a deal like that so she maxed out her last credit card just to get them.

 As the sun began shining brightly, validating that morning had officially begun, her baby blue eyes started fluttering in agitation and she reached in her purse and pulled out her Prada sunglasses, which were well equipped to fight those nasty UV rays. She stood erectly next to a post, careful not to lean, head held and poised up high. She checked the dials on her Anne Klein diamond studded watch as she could hear the train blowing its horn in the near distance.

 


 


 “Please remain standing beyond the yellow safety line as the train approaches the platform. Be sure to wait until the doors open completely before boarding. Thank you for traveling MTA Metro Blue Line and have a safe day.”

 As all the passengers lined up along the yellow safety line in anticipation of the train, she took distinct notice to those who were standing on both sides of her. To her right, there were two white men, nicely dressed, both in button down shirts, the tall one in Kenneth Cole, the other, Calvin Klein. She could always tell the difference. They both wore nice slacks and beautiful silk ties. They were discussing the soaring stock prices of crude oil, due to the ongoing U.S. occupations in Iraq and Afghanistan. The taller one smiled and the other stopped mid-conversation and made eye contact with her. “Good morning”, he said with a nod. She smiled and replied, “Yes it is a good morning, isn’t it?” The man smiled at her looking at her from head to toe and then smiling again. “He’s cute,” she thought. “I wouldn’t mind getting to know him better.”

 She felt herself staring as the man continued his earlier conversation and she quickly looked to her right startled at her discovery. There was a young, tall, slender honey colored black man dressed head to toe in Hip- Hop attire. He had on a pair of black Sean Jean straight leg jeans, with a grey and black Sean Jean polo shirt to match and with a pair of black Air Jordan 9 Retros. He wore his hair in neatly braided cornrows, with an enormous diamond studded earring in his ear. “Sup?” he asked as she began clutching her purse and briefcase tightly. “Excuse me?” she asked. He frowned at her while chewing his gum non-stop and said, “Hello, what’s up, how you doing? Sup? It’s a greeting.” She stared at him and rolled her blues eyes in pure and utter disgust.

 The train approached and she boarded and took a seat next to the window. The “Hip-Hopper” walked past her with his I-Pod blaring and shook his head and she prayed silently that he would not take the seat next to her. He walked past her laughing. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, I ain’t gon sit there. I’m going to the back where the niggas belong, right?” She didn’t respond, instead, she turned and looked out of the window.

 “Damn I really hate niggers,” she thought. “They’re always walking around dressed in clothes that they can’t afford, in basketball shoes, with flamboyant fake jewelry. That earring couldn’t have possibly been real, not that big. They’re always using slang bullshit ass pickup lines to start a conversation with you, so they can get close to you and snatch your purse after you’ve let your guard down. Asshole. And how the hell can “Sup” mean hello? Sounds short for “supper”. Why would I want supper and its breakfast time? Ignorant, just plain ignorant.”

 As the train came to a stop, so did her thoughts. She watched as some of the passengers exited the train, and made keen observation to those boarding. “All Mexicans” she thought. “Why the hell can’t they just stay in their own damn country?” As the train left the Del Amo station, she turned her nose up at every passenger walking past her. A young, beautiful, Hispanic girl, with long, curly, jet, black hair, dressed casually in tight, blue, Skinny jeans and a red fitted shirt approached the open seat next to her. As the young beauty began taking off her backpack to sit down, she removed her Prada shades and sternly said, “I’m sorry, but this seat is taken.” The young girl smiled as she plopped into the seat and said, “Well I don't see anyone sitting here.” She rolled her baby blues at the girl and glared with hatred so strong that one could see the lightening bolts shooting from her eyelids. “No you don’t understand. I said this seat is taken and I was not saving it for you, stupid Mexican. Don’t you understand English?” The young girl looked at her in disbelief.

 


 “Artesia station. Coming up next is the Artesia station,” the PA announcer shouted.

 


 The lovely young lady stood as the train came to a stop. She turned to the woman and said, “You better be lucky this is my stop and I’m on my way to school, pinche puta. And by the way, I’m not from Mexico and I’m not a Mexican, I’m El Salvadorian.”

 “El Salvadorian, Mexican, Taco, Burrito, whatever,” she thought as the girl exited. She placed her briefcase and purse down in the seat next to her as to prevent anyone else from sitting there. “She’s just jealous because she thinks she looks better than me”, she thought. “What a piece of trash she was. I don't care how pretty she was, she's still not white. Had the audacity to call me a “puta”, like I don’t know that it means “bitch.” Well this bitch went to a real school, a real college, USC, not that piece of shit establishment that’s pretending to be a place of education called Compton College.” She laughed, “That tramp thinks she’s high class because she’s going to Compton College. I guess it’s better than the rest of the loser ass Mexicans that come to this country.”

 


 “Compton Station, Compton Station”, the announcer repeated.

 


 “Oh shit”, she thought. “Compton. Maybe I would have been better off just taking the day off, but there was no way I could miss a meeting with Tim. Besides this train ride is a one-time thing, the Benz will be ready for me this afternoon, and as soon as I get paid, I'm going to pay off one of those cards so that if this ever happens again, I will be able to get a rental. Hopefully I’ll be able to pick up my car during my lunch break. Thank God I won't have to take this horrid ride home.”

 As the train came to a stop, she closed her eyes as not to see the passengers boarding, for there were all sorts of people. "Look at them”, she thought. “There’s an old black nurse who looks like a witch with those decrepit hands. I’d rather die than have her touch me. Then over there, the young black prostitutes on their way to school scantily clad showing the whole world all of their asses and more than half of their busty cleavages. And look at those musty ass painters, dumb Mexicans, can’t read so all they can do is paint. They wouldn’t be so bad if they just bathed for Christ’s sake. Their constant undeterminable chatter will be the death of me. English! English! If you want to live and work in this country, you must know English. Same for those fish eating Chinks over there. They come here and set up their little stores and swap meets and can’t even communicate in proper English. Stupid niggers, look at them. Posing as students but they’re nothing more than useless thugs, drive by assailants, dope dealers and graffiti taggers. All of them, every one of them, just look at them. Talking and cursing and laughing out loud as if they were at some kind of gang convention or something. Joking about each other’s parents and what not, using broken English and the word “nigga” freely as if it’s an acceptable part of the English language. I hate them, I hate them all and I feel like I’m about to throw up.”

 She held her head down and covered her face in the palms of her hands. Then someone tapped her on the shoulder. “Excuse me, miss. May I please seat here?” she heard as she slowly lifted her head. It was a young black girl, with long synthetic braids, dressed pretty shabby yet neatly. The girl couldn’t have been more than 15-years-old. Maybe 16. She was pregnant and she was pushing a stroller with a small infant that was chewing on a single Cheeto.

 As she moved her things to allow the young mother to sit next to her, she turned and looked out of the window thinking, “This is exactly what’s wrong with black people. They never learn from their mistakes. This child has a baby that she obviously can’t take care of, feeding it Cheetos for breakfast and yet she’s pregnant again. How stupid is that?”

 The young mother playing with her young infant, stopped to answer her ringing cell phone. “Yeah, I should be there in another 30 minutes or so if my connecting bus isn’t late. We are almost at the Imperial station now. Okay, I’ll see you in a few, bye-bye.”

 


 “Imperial station. Up next, Imperial station” the announcer said.

  

 The young girl got up and gathered her things. When the train came to a stop, she got up and pushed the stroller through the train’s double doors as a tall, skinny, black man with a briefcase boarded the train. Just as she was trying to forget the fact that the young mother was feeding her baby Cheetos yet owned a cell phone, he came and sat next to her. “You look like a successful woman who needs to keep track of all of her business. So for you sweetie, and you only, I’ve got a deal. I’ve got this leather organizer. They sell them in the stores for about $35 bucks, but for you, I’ll let you have it for ten.”

 “No thank you sir. I’m not interested in anything you have to sell”,


 she said nonchalantly.

 


 “Well how ‘bout this watch, everybody needs a watch.”


 “Didn’t I just tell you that I was not interested?”

 “Well, you have a nice day, OK? And here, take my card, just in case you change your mind.”


 


 The man got up and walked to the next train car and she heard him pour out his spiel to someone else. She looked down at his card, crumpled it up in her hand, and laughed. “He’s got all this energy for selling his little knick-knacks, how come he just can’t go out and get a real job? Because he’s a lazy black man that’s why with no education and he can’t play sports, so he hustles people out of their money peddling things that he has stolen. Sickening, just sickening.”

 As the train stopped at the Slauson station, she realized that the previous three stations were a blur. So she counted the number of stops left until she was to reach hers. “Vernon, Washington, San Pedro, and then Grand”, she said silently. The further into Los Angeles the train went, the further her thoughts went into how she hated the city. She really wanted to ask for a transfer, back to Utah, where she started right after graduating USC. The only reason she transferred to LA was for the money. Now that she had established her position, she could move back to Salt Lake City and be among more white people, instead of this diversified, melting pot of a mess she deemed Los Angeles.

 


 At the Washington station, a young couple boarded the train. She stared at them repugnantly, looked them up and down, and turned to look out of the window. The couple was interracial, the man white, and the woman, of Asian decent. They were both in the medical field, as they both wore scrubs, and stethoscopes around they’re necks. They were holding hands and kissing while discussing the free clinic that they were going to on Pico, when the Asian woman noticed she was being stared at. The man turned and asked very boldly, “Is there a problem miss?” Continuing to match his stare with her cold blue eyes she answered, “No. There isn’t.”

 The couple laughed at her and continued their discussion. “What imbeciles!” she thought. “How could that fine white man be attracted to that hideous little strumpet? What a sell-out. Any white woman would be better for him than that “thing” he is with. If everybody were white, we wouldn’t have these types of problems, the world would simply just be better off.”

 “Up next Grand station, Grand station up next”, she heard the announcer say as she went in her purse to get her compact. She pulled it out and looked in the mirror and teased her blond locks a bit, and put it away quickly. She gathered her things and as the train approached Grand station, she rose and walked to the front of the closing doors. When the train stopped, she exited quickly onto the platform thrilled to be off of that moving assortment of weirdos.

 


 As she began the short walk to her office building, she passed by an alley where she saw a black couple getting high. When they noticed that she was staring at them, the short, filthy, toothless, woman went into a rage and began cursing at her. "Bitch what are you looking at? You want to get high too? Or do you want my man? That's it, this high-class heifer wants you Leroy and you want her too, don't you? Don't you? Fuck that, I'm going to beat her ass." The woman began screaming and lunging forward just as her boyfriend, matted hair, torn army jacket, and sweating profusely, grabbed her and swung her around on the ground. "May-lee calm down! Lady, please forgive her, she don't mean no harm. She just needs her medicine that's all." Her blue eyes were attached with fear to the couple as he grabbed MayLee’s arm and wrapped the small piece of rubber around it real tight, popped her for a vein and stuck the syringe in her arm as her body pulled long and hard until her eyes rolled back into relaxation. She had never actually seen someone get high and just as she began to run away, a homeless man in a shopping cart filled with everything he owned blocked her path. He was drowned in filth, his clothes tattered all over and he wore a dirty scarf tied around his head smelling like old garbage and sewage. “Mam, can you buy me a cup of coffee please?”

 


 “Can you get out of my way please?” she responded.


 “Buy me a cup of coffee”, he demanded


 “I’m not going to buy you anything. Now you move that shopping cart out of my way and let me pass.”


 “Walk around, bitch.”


 “What?”


 “I said walk around.”


 “Black bastard”, she muttered as she walked around him.


 



 The man ran behind her, grabbed her arm, and said, “Damn, am I so dirty that you thought I was black? Look at my hair.” He removed his scarf and she was shocked. “See,” he said, “My hair is long, stringy and blond, just like yours.”

 


 “Let go of me,” she said. “Here’s a few dollars, get yourself something to eat OK?

 



 He let go of her arm and accepted the money. Walking away in high spirits, his dirty face gleaming, he could not stop laughing and repeating “Black bastard, black bastard” over and over again.

 “Tried to trick me,” she said to herself. “White people aren’t homeless. He’s probably a news reporter posing undercover for a story.” When she finally reached her office building, she was relieved. She looked at all of the smiling white faces going in and out of the building and felt overwhelmed with a since of comfort. 

 She really loved working as an accountant for Farr & Associates. F&A was a small web design company that was on its way up the commerce ladder and when she got on the elevator, surrounded by all white people, she felt that the very reason for the company’s success was that most of the employees were indeed white. Well at least all of the executives were.

 


 “Any messages?” she asked her secretary.


 “No, Ms. Larrieux, but your 9:00 o’clock with Tim has been rescheduled to now. He is waiting in your office. I explained to him the situation with your car and gave him coffee and told him you would be here in a few minutes.”


 “Thanks Amy. So how do I look? I’m going to go freshen up a bit.”


 “Like a damn fool” Amy answered giggling under her breath as she smoothed her strawberry blond hair and began putting on lip balm at her desk.


 


 Ms. Larrieux went to the restroom to see if she was looking her best because Tim was not only the company’s Chief Financial Officer but he was handsome, successful and single, not to mention white, which was an absolute must. 

 


 She looked in the mirror and said, “What a morning. Boy that train ride was something else. Then I get off just to be greeted by a couple getting high and a homeless white man. My nerves are shot and I know I must look really frazzled.” She smiled adjusting the collar on her silk blouse to make sure it fit nicely over the collar of her pinstriped jacket. "All will be well now," she thought. "I'm here, at work, surrounded by successful, working white people. No Mexicans, or Asians, or niggers to make me feel uncomfortable. My car will be fixed today and I'll never have to experience what I've just went through again." She looked long at her broad nose and full lips and thought about how she would have all of that changed as soon as she saved up enough. She batted her stunning blue contacts and fixed specific strands of her blond hair weave to cover up the tracks that were showing. Before turning to leave, she stared extensively at her black skin and hoped that one day her blond hair, blue eyes, and financial status would be enough.

 Her hazy reflection looked back at her from the mirror and laughed. “Nope, it'll never be enough. Diane, you fool, haven’t you realized that no matter how much you change your appearance, or how much money you make, it will never be enough?”

 As Diane turned to walk out of the restroom, she could hear her reflection pleasantly amused with non-stop laughter. Then Amy pushed open the restroom door and said, "Ms. Larrieux, the mechanic's on the phone. He said something about your car not being ready for the next couple of days."

 Diane Larrieux gazed at her reflection as it laughed and laughed and laughed and laughed.


 


 


 

CHAPTER 19 – THIS FACE


 

This Face


 


 

In the midst of day dreaming

I find myself in a place I don’t recognize.

I look in the mirror

And don’t’ even recognize the reflection staring back.

How and when did I become so shallow

That I cannot tolerate myself or my people?

When did I start to look down upon you people

That share my heritage, as well as my bloodline?

I must look deeper, search high and low

In order to recognize, Who I am.

I can start by taking out my ocean blue contacts,

And getting rid of my silky straight, platinum blond, synthetic hair.

Then and only then will this face, look familiar to me.


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 20 – IN MY SKIN


 

In My Skin


 


 

I am a heart that explodes with love and joy

Until I ask myself am I a girl or a boy.

With a mind that can produce both song and verse

And wonder why mines doesn’t look like hers.

Made into something that is not who I am

Crying but no one hears me and no one gives a damn.

The looks, the stares, the snickers, the jeers;

The pain, the fears, self-hatred and tears.

Inside my body functions, the same as yours,

I put my pants on one leg at a time, and walk upright through doors.

I may look different from without, but I’m the same from within

And just like you, I’m trapped in my own skin.

But unlike you I will escape from this prison; 

Of social constructs, biases and inherited decisions.

Ignorance, miseducation, intolerance, shame;

I’ve learned to be happy in my skin, can you say the same.


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 21 – GENDER BENDER


 

Gender Bender


 


 

 My name is Terri Anderson and I love women. From the top of their heads to the bottom of their feet, from their arched eyebrows, to their pedicured toenails, I love the smell of their perfume, the softness of their voices, and the swagger in their hips. I know these things normally characterize a normal, warm-blooded, heterosexual male, but my problem is: I’m a woman. I can’t help the way I feel. I’ve tried to be with men and be in “normal” relationships but I always end up being more attracted to their mothers or sisters than I am to them. 

 For as long as I can remember I’ve always had these feelings, and for as long as I can remember, I’ve had to hide them. In my family, how the Anderson’s feel about lesbians and gays is a well-known fact. They think they are the scum of the earth and would never even consider the possibility that there might be one in the family. 

 I’m 28-years-old and my mother is constantly asking me when she can expect some grandchildren. She hardly ever sees me with a man yet she has no clue. As bad as I want to tell her the truth, I think it would kill her or she would kill me.

 It’s not obvious to anyone who knows me that I have these feelings inside. I look like any other woman you may see at the workplace, on a college campus, walking down the street or hanging out at the mall. I have hair to my shoulders that I get done religiously and yes I do wear skirts. I really have no desire to dress like a boy with saggy pants and gangster cornrows but still and all, I love women and I need one badly. I’ve been alone for quite some time and right about now the feel of a woman’s breasts against my own would make my year. 

 My last girlfriend wanted me to come out of the closet and I just wasn’t ready. You’d think with her being gay, that she would understand what kind of pressures automatically come along with coming out. It wasn’t like we didn’t go anywhere together and I even took her with me to family functions. It was just under the pretence that she was only a friend. We spent the night at each other’s house and even held hands and stuff in public, but she wanted more. I’m not afraid of other people knowing about my sexual orientation; only my family. I do not want to be the one who besmirches the family name.

 Honestly, it’s getting harder and harder for me to face my mother knowing that I am living a lie. I just don’t want to hurt her and I don’t want her to hurt me. I can vividly remember we were at the grocery store one time and there was a seemingly happy lesbian couple doing some grocery shopping. My mother was so rude about the situation I was actually offended. As they were standing at the counter placing their items on the conveyor belt, they happened to start kissing and one of the ladies starting giggling as she handed her lover her chewed up gum back. My mother was rolling her eyes and mumbled under her breath yet loud enough for them to hear, “Ugh. That’s just nauseating.” 

 I could tell it really bothered her too by the way her whole attitude changed and the way she looked at them was—let’s just say, if looks could kill, they would have dropped dead and everyone within 15 feet would have joined them. When one of the ladies placed a box of tampons on the counter, she looked at both of them and asked, “Well do yall share these too?” Talk about wanting to drop dead. I was super embarrassed by her behavior but also troubled and deeply insulted. I just stood there and bit my tongue in shame and not just because my mother was rude, but mostly because I felt like she was talking directly to me. I was a “Tampon Swapper” too.

 My mother is no joke. I love her and I know she loves me, but there is no way that I could ever tell her about my penchant for women. Her thoughts about gays and lesbians were beyond harsh and I already knew with her, I wouldn’t be able to explain my emotions. There is only one person that knows about these feelings and I plan to keep it that way. 

 Nikki, my best friend saw me looking at her breasts one day and asked me about it and instead of playing it off as just a girl thing, I gave my stupid self away by acting like she had caught me stealing. She just caught me off guard and before I knew it, I was telling her the truth and it felt good. It especially felt good that she understood and we remained friends. In fact, Nikki and I are supposed to go out to the “gay” club tonight so I can try to find me a girl.

 


 ********************

 


 We're on our way to the club and as much as I want to go, I can’t stop thinking about the fact that I really need to be honest with my mother. For some reason this thing has been weighing heavily on my mind and my conscience lately. “I’m gonna tell her Nikki”, I say without thinking. 

 “Tell who what Terri?”

 “Ma. I need to tell Ma that I like women so she can stop waiting on grandkids that are never gonna come.”


 “Why now?”

 “Why not now?” I ask.

 “I mean, what brought this on?” Nikki asked with a confused look. “I was always under the impression that you were never gonna get the balls to tell her. I feel like you shoulda been told her. Hell, you a grown ass woman and so what if your life didn’t turn out the way yo momma wanted it to. You have a good job, a good head on your shoulders, and not one, but two college degrees, so really yo momma should be counting her blessings instead of criticizing your sexual orientation because the bottom line is, who you sleep with is none of her fucking business anyway and you can’t live your life trying to please everybody. Sometimes you just gotta do you and say to hell with it and everybody who don’t like it.”


 



 “I know, it’s just that I been lying to her for so long…. I don’t know. I’m just gonna tell her and hope she don’t disown me.”


 



 “She won’t! You just have to be upfront with her and make her understand that you respect how she feels but in no uncertain terms are you going to continue to hide who you are. You don’t have to flaunt it in her face but she needs to accept you as is. And you like women.”


 


 Shit that’s easier said then done. But before I can brood myself into a coma, Nikki turns and looks at me because she is trying to read my mind. Digging as deep as I can I put on the biggest, most shit eatenest grin I can, signaling that I want to drop the subject. “Now can we go to the club and have some fun? I might find me a girl”, she says tickling my leg. 

 I know Nikki means well and everything she said is true but I know my mother and she has strict traditional values which are gonna make this extremely difficult for her to accept. My mother hasn’t even had a boyfriend that I know of. As far as I know, my father is the only man she has ever been with and he left when I was only a toddler. 

 No sooner than we get inside the club, Nikki starts dancin’ with what I assume is a woman dressed as a stud. My mind is racing, still on my mother until I see the most beautiful girl I have ever seen dancing by herself. She can really dance too. It’s obvious that she’s dancing alone by choice because she keeps turning people down. I guess she’s just enjoying the music or maybe she’s here with someone. I continue to watch her and she continues to dance by herself through at least two or three songs. 

 She’s about 6 feet tall and the stiletto boots she’s wearing make her at least 6’2 and I am intrigued by every inch of her. This girl is gorgeous! I mean damn! She has on these jeans that show off a perfect ass and nice, healthy hips and thighs. From where I’m standing her bra size is at least a 38 DD and I love breasts. She has caramel colored skin and her hair is corn-rowed, not the kind that make most girls look all rough and ghetto, but the small ones that give the style some femininity. 

 I’m looking at this girl and all I want to do is take her home, wrap her legs around my neck, and take in every drop of her female nectar. This girl is special, because my panties are wet. Instantly I become ashamed. What would my momma think if she knew I was at a club, a gay club no less, acting like a hound? But this girl, she makes my insides throb and they don’t throb for just anybody. My palms are sweaty and my mind cannot decide which one to focus on, my mother or baby. 

 


 So I decide I needs me a drink, so I can relax. I walk over to the bar and order, a cosmopolitan, my favorite and right when I get ready to pay for it someone behind me says, “I’ll have what she’s having”. I turn around to see who is all in my space and it’s her. I immediately thank my lucky stars while trying to come up with something to say. “Hi”, I say, with the subtly of a simpleton and I instantly force myself to qualify that with a lame “how you doing.” Her eyes are smiling which lets me know that she does not think I’m retarded so with a little more confidence I ask her her name, “Courtney”, she says in the sexiest voice I have ever heard. Then she grabs my hand and asks me if I want to dance. “I need a drink first.” She nods her understanding while swaying to the beat.

 The bartender hands us our drinks and I reach in my pocket to pull the money out, but before I can put my bill on the counter, she says, “No, let me”, and pays the man. She grabs my hand again but this time, instead of asking me to dance she leads me to a quiet corner where we can get to know each other in peace.

 “You’re beautiful. I saw you watching me dance. That’s why I didn’t stop. I was hoping you would come dance with me”, Courtney tells me seductively. “Stop lyin”, I say with a nervous chuckle. “Why you think I wouldn’t dance with nobody else? I was waiting on you to stop staring and start dancing. But you didn’t so I decided to come and talk to you.” She slowly and methodically draws me out of my shell and about an hour later, which seems like minutes, Nikki comes waltzing up. 

 “Where you been girl? I been lookin’ for you. I’m ready to go”, she says with a smirk at the same time sizing up Courtney. “Well…ah I kinda”, I can’t seem to get out the words to tell her I don’t want to leave. “Booty call”, she says to me and my new friend before I can finish. That’s one thing about Nikki. Even though she spends most of her time as a single woman, she always has someone in reserve.

 I’m not sure if she’s picked up someone here or has been summonsed by one of her many fuck buddies. As if reading my mind she whispers in my ear, “Bryan wants to see me tonight and you know what that means.” Bryan is this guy that she’s been seeing lately and I think deep down she’s feeling him but is afraid of getting hurt so won’t let the relationship get past the “just fucking” stage. As much as I hate to leave, Nikki is my ride so I have no choice. “Courtney, Nikki is my ride so I gotta go, but I would love to call you so we can hook up sometime.”

 She seems to be just as saddened by my sudden departure as I am but writes her number down. Her eyebrows are furrowed as if she is deep in thought. She startles me when she hesitates, as if she has changed her mind about me calling her. 

 “I’ll take you home,” she says and I am relieved and flattered that she wants me to stay. I look at Nikki with a look that tells her I’m not sure what to do. She hugs me and whispers in my ear “Do ya thang girl, she is cute”, and kisses me on the cheek before she walks off using her thumb and pinky to give me the “call me” sign.

 Me and Courtney sit there talking and just enjoying each other’s company but I notice that other women are looking at Courtney just waiting for their chance to pounce. So I do the only thing I can think of and practically handcuff her to my arm. Fuck that. I’m definitely blocking tonight. Call me hater or whatever but this girl is mine. Then I realize I have to pee, so instead of excusing myself, I grab Courtney’s hand and take her to the bathroom with me because just like straight women will fuck another woman’s man when their back is turned, the same thing applies to lesbians. Don’t get it twisted. The grass ain’t greener, just different. After I thankfully relieve myself and of course wash my hands, Courtney and I decide that the club scene is getting a bit too crowded, so I invite her to my house and she accepts.

 We’re pulling out of the driveway and I realize I’m hungry so I suggest we stop and get something to eat.


 “Like what?” she asks, her voice dripping with lust.


 “Like food”, I say giggling like some damn schoolgirl.


 “I’m just playing, baby”, she says in that sexy voice of hers.


 “But seriously Terri, what do you want to eat cause I could go for some Denny’s or something simple like that.”


 “Cool”, I say, cause I really don’t care as long as its with her. Shit, I would go to the edge of the earth with this girl.


 Denny’s on a Saturday night is packed with a lot of people, mostly men, hanging out looking for some late night ass to hook up with. As soon as we get out of the car the fellas are on her and I instantly realize that I’m gonna have to deal with this shit every time we go out somewhere together. We get about 10 feet from the door and one of the guys from the parking lot decides he wants to holla at Courtney. Before he can finish his tired ass line, she simply points at me. “I’m with her.”

 “Well I can see that but I only want you”, he says as if he thinks we’re offering him a threesome or some stupid shit like that. “No sweetie”, I say with all of the tartness I can muster. “Me—and—her—are to-ge-therrrr”, I say as if I’m talking to a retarded four-year-old.

 Then the light bulb visibly goes off in his dumb ass head and he goes on to prove how stupid he really is. “Oh, so yall some gay bitches huh?” Unperturbed by this idiot and trying not to laugh we simultaneously say, “Basically.”

 Then he says what every stupid man that gets rejected by a lesbian says, “You ain’t never had a real man”, like if we wanted a man he would even be in the running.

 At this point, I’m starting to get pissed because I’m hungry and I do not appreciate being disrespected or belittled, especially by someone with the IQ of my ass. Now it’s very rare that I get ghetto and perpetuate the stereotypes about black women and their attitudes, but something in me snaps and before I know it my finger is in his face, my neck is popping and I say “Nigga puleez. Even if I liked men, I wouldn’t date yo’ raggedy ass. And don’t hate on me because the girl you want would rather be with me.”

 “Fuck you bitch.” 

 “I got yo’ bitch. And you got me fucked up. Don’t be fooled ‘cause trust and do believe that I can get real project in this muthafucka so you best be on yo way.”


 “Bitch, I’ll slap you, and then I’ll make you my bitch.”


 “You don’t believe that”, I say with a sarcastic chuckle “and you got one mo’ time to call me a bitch, bitch.” I reach in my purse for my pepper spray.


 



 In order to try to save face, of course he goes there, so I go there. I must have emptied my whole can of pepper spray on his ass because before I could turn around and walk away he’s writhing around on the ground in his swap-meet Sean John outfit screaming for help. “Now who’s the bitch?” 

 We have second thoughts about going inside the restaurant because we both conclude that we don’t want to be around when this fool recovers. So we get in the car and just start crackin up because this whole situation is so fuckin ridiculous. “You got some food at yo’ house?” she says when we finally stop laughing. “Yeah, I’ll find us something. I’m really ready to go home now.”

 We get to my house and go inside and as soon as I close the door, Courtney starts kissing me. She grabs my ass and leads me to the couch where she lays me down and continues to kiss me. I’m damn near about to come when she finally stops. She slowly starts to unbutton my blouse while kissing me on the neck, telling me how good I smell.

 She gets my blouse open and pushes it off my shoulders gently. She licks the tip of her forefinger and starts to rub my nipple with it in a lazy, circular motion and I begin to melt. Before she can get me too far gone, I pull her shirt over her head and dive head first for those double Ds. I push both of those beautiful breasts together and lick both nipples at the same time, then one at a time, then at the same time again. We are both panting and writhing wanting more and more of each other. I finally force myself to stop for a minute and I grab her hand leading her to the bathroom where I run us some bath water; not because I’m worried about her cleanliness, but because I don’t know where this is going and I won’t relax unless I know I’m fresh. Hey, I’m a woman, a clean woman, but a woman nonetheless and sometimes our bodies do things that even we don’t understand. 

 Before I undress and get into the sudsy water, I grab a fresh bar of soap out of the cabinet. When I turn around, Courtney is already undressed and in the water waiting for me. I quickly undress and when I get to the rim of the tub, she grabs my hand with the soap in it and pulls me onto her lap. Before I know what is happening to me she is rubbing soap on my breasts. I feel like I’m in heaven. We take turns washing and rinsing each other and decide to take this party to the bedroom because we’re both getting hot and sweaty from the steam. It takes us another ten minutes to dry each other off because we can’t keep our hands off each other long enough to get the job done. We finally make it to the bedroom and before we get to the bed, I light some jasmine scented candles. I thought Courtney was beautiful before, but by candlelight, she is absolutely breathtaking.

 She beckons me over to her while she is still sitting on the edge of the bed. She pulls me to her so that I am standing between her legs and when she puts her mouth on my nipple tasting my flesh with her tongue, my knees buckle, but she holds me up and continues to explore my body. I put my hand on the back of her head and just enjoy the moment. With her mouth on my nipple, one hand on my ass and one on my pearl tongue, she is making me crazy and I can’t breathe. She has me so wet and excited that I have to stop her. I push her back onto the bed and began to return the favor. Now I am the one sucking her breasts and rubbing her love button. 

 We are both soaked and wet and all I can think about is making love to her with my mouth. So I do. I slowly work my way down her stomach stopping to dart my tongue in and out of her navel, which makes her shiver. I continue on my mission at self-gratification. I open her legs, wrap them around my neck and dive in. I have to hold her still because she is bucking and moving so fiercely. I keep licking and sucking until I feel her shudder. It takes her a minute or two to catch her breath. She grabs my face and pulls me up to kiss her than whispers in my ear, “your turn”. She rolls on top of me and starts kissing my neck and sucking my ears. She has her finger inside me and I’m already coming.

 “You like that baby”, she says seductively. And I whimper what I think comes out as a yes. She surprises me by turning me over on my stomach and running her tongue down my back. I assume she is going to stop when she gets to the crack of my ass but she doesn’t. Instead, she continues to venture where no man has gone. She parts my cheeks and darts her tongue in and out of my ass and I am on fire. She then surprises me again when she has me get on all fours and makes me sit on her face. I’m thinking, God this girl is a freak, and I am enjoying every minute of it. By this time, I am screaming and whimpering and making all kinds of noise. This apparently turns her on because she is moaning and groaning right along with me. I don’t think either one of us has ever experienced sex this good. I finally climax and we both collapse into a hot and sweaty mess of tangled legs and arms. 

 We wake up in the same tangled heap that we fell asleep in and all I can do is smile. I know it’s only the first night, but an incredible first night it was. I’m laying here with this woman and I don’t know where she lives, works, hell I don’t know anything. Scratch that. I know this girl makes my insides throb and they don’t throb for just anybody. I am lost in thought when the phone rings and am pissed by the intrusion. It is either Nikki or my mother and I know at this ungodly hour I’m not lucky enough for it to be Nikki. So I assume it’s my mother and debate answering but give in because after all it is my mother. Right before I pick up the phone, I curse myself for having a phone within arms reach. What was initially an act of convenience is now an irritation. 

 “Hello” I say groggily, trying to discourage any real conversation. 


 “Hey baby. I was just calling to see if you wanted to go to church wit yo ole momma.”


 “Naaah. I think I’ll pass, I’m kinda tired.” 


 


 At that instant, Courtney rolls over and slides her hand in between my thighs, then she kisses my neck and I am once again ready to be her love slave. “Ma I gotta go”, I say quickly.

 “Why?” she asks suspiciously.

 “Um…… I gotta pee. I’ll call you or come by later.”

 “See that you do”, she answers as if she knows I’m lying and she hangs up.


 


 I turn the ringer off and hang up the phone. When I turn over to face Courtney, she puts her mouth on my nipple before I even get all the way over. I instantly get wet. And so it begins. Again. 

 When we’re done, Courtney takes her sexy ass into the kitchen to find us something to eat because sexing a sista like that always works up an appetite, gay or straight. I decide to turn my phone on and check my voice mails because I knew my mother left a couple of messages because of the way I blew her off earlier. I was right, she did, and the first two was her normal yapping about how she’s my mother and I shouldn’t blow her off, disregard or take her for granted because some people WISH they had a mother as good as her, and Blah, Blah, Blah. I was so used to those kinds of messages I didn’t even get pissed anymore because they had become the norm. It was her last message that made me uncomfortable to the point of tears:

 “Baby, it’s me. Next time you come over here, remind me to show you this episode I have saved on my DVR of “The Real Housewives of Atlanta”. You have to see how this nasty, unruly, faggot who got all up in Sheree’s face over some silly party. I swear, God just needs to round up all of those filthy, disgusting, AIDS carrying Booty Bandits and Rug Munching Dykes, set them on fire, and damn them to hell. Anyway, I love you and I’ll talk to you soon.”


 


 *******************

  

 I think I’m in love. Me and Courtney have been seeing each other for about three months now and the difference between this relationship and all the others, men included, is that there is no power struggle. There is no competition to see who can dominate whom (except during sex). I respect her space and she respects mines. I think it helps that we both make a decent living in our respective jobs. I mean shit, I’ve been in relationships where because I make good money, I was expected to pay for everything and dole out allowances like my last name is Rockefeller or some shit. With Courtney, it’s different. We both send each other roses and we take turns paying when we go out. We don’t discuss it or anything, it just happens that way. There is a real, sincere level of respect that we have for each other. We have not made any commitments to each other, so to speak, but, I can’t explain what’s happening between us, but I can say I like it. I can really see myself sharing a life with this girl. Things are that good between us. I’ve never felt like this in any of my other relationships. 

 I guess it’s because with the men, I was just going through the motions and with the women, I never planned on coming out of the closet. She doesn’t care if I come out or not. All she cares about is my happiness and she does not want to see me unhappy or at odds with my family on account of her.

 The ironic thing is Courtney makes me feel super courageous. She makes me want to tell everyone I know about us and not give a damn about what anyone has to say. And that’s the attitude I take with me when I finally decide to go have coffee with my mom and tell her.

 We get to Starbucks and order my favorite drink, a Carmel Frappuccino and for my mom, a Decafe Pike Place Roast. Even though I’m nervous as hell, I keep trying to think positive by pretending that we’re just gonna have some coffee and talk and I’ll let out my secret. But then those negative thoughts come creeping back in. She’ll probably slap the taste out my mouth, disown me and shun me forever. 

 We grab some seats, sit down, and start chatting about nothing in particular. While I’m enjoying the artsy decorum trying to settle my nerves, the barista, Allen, who took our order, actually comes to bring our drinks. Allen is a good friend of mine who I met in college who is openly gay but has no idea that I’m in the closet. He smiles at me and as I introduce him to my mother, who nods and sips her coffee.

 We begin making small talk and he mentions that I should come to the party and grand-re-opening of his husband’s hair salon, Ntricate Hair. Just hearing the word “husband”, my body froze with fear. I knew that my mother was about to start World War III and I honestly didn’t want any part of it. 

 “Come on, ma”, I said getting up. “Let’s go.” But it was already too late. “Wait a minute”, she said hastily. “You mean to tell me you married to a man? You’re one of those nasty fags?” she blurted looking Allen directly in the eyes. I apologized profusely to Allen feeling like a LOSER with a capital L because of her blatant disrespect. Allen, looked at me reassuringly and said, “Don’t worry, sweetheart, I got this.” And in an instant, he pulled up a chair and sat at the table with us.


 “Ms. Anderson, ma’am, the word “fag” is considered very hurtful and derogatory in the gay community. I was very offended by your comments. And yes, I am gay and I am married, but I’m no nastier than you, your daughter or anyone else.”


 



 My mother looked at him with her nose turned up and said, “Could have fooled me. You don’t look gay.”

 



 “And what does a gay man look like?” Allen said. “Like the stereotypes that you’ve seen plastered all over TV? I am a man and I enjoy being a man. Yes, I’m gay but I have absolutely no desire to dress or act like a woman.”


 



 “Son, do you know that God intended for marriage to be between a man and a woman? And you do know that you’re going to burn in hell for this sin you’re committing against God!”


 



 “Well ma’ am, I guess I’m going to have to take that up with God since he’s the only one that can judge me. But tell me, are you, your daughter, and all the rest of the women going to burn in hell too, you know, for liking men, or is it just men that like men?”


 



 “Oh you’re trying to be funny?”


 



 



 “No. I’m trying to understand your point of view. And what about the people that have pre-martial sex, babies out of wed-lock, abortions, or constantly lie to their spouses. Are they gonna burn in hell with me because they too are sinners, right? What makes my sin any greater than anyone else’s?


 



 “Because God made Adam and Eve, not Adam and Steve and having sexual relations and being married with the same sex are both morally wrong in God’s eyes.”


 



 “And having heterosexual sex before you’re married isn’t?”


 



 “Of course it is. But now that it’s legal for you pansies and bulldaggers to get married, it’s gonna change society forever. Next, we will be teaching kids about being gay in schools and end up having a whole messed up society full of crazy, confused, queers and butch looking dikes. It just takes away from the sanctity of being married.”


 



 “Hahahaha! I’m sorry I’m laughing at you but you sound ridiculous, Ms. Anderson. Society changes everyday. It’s just a natural part of life. And do you realize that the divorce rate among heterosexual couples and the whole idea of it being “cool” to have a baby mama or be a baby daddy is taking away from the sanctity of marriage?”


 



 “You know what? This conversation is over you filthy queer! Now go ahead and get back to working for your little minimum wage check. Maybe you’ll be able to afford a nice suit to go to church in so somebody can pray those lust-filled, gay, demons out your heart.”


 



 “With all due respect ma’am, I own this shop, as well as the Starbucks across the street from City Hall. I was just filling in for one of my employees who had a doctor’s appointment. But I’ll leave your table as you wish but not before I say this. You are a very judgmental person and although your comments didn’t hurt me, they may hurt someone else, possibly someone you love. You claim to be a religious person but you seem to forget the book of John, chapter 8 verse 7. You know that part in the Bible that CLEARLY states, ‘He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.’ None of us are perfect, for we are all sinners in God’s eyes. Yes, I am gay and no, you can’t tell just by looking at me. I’m not a flamboyant queen, nor am I a down-low brother. I am, however, a successful, educated, business owner who is married, in love, and in a monogamous relationship with another successful business owner, and we are both good people. We don’t bother anyone and we lead a quiet, peaceful, and normal existence. Perhaps, Ms. Lady, instead of passing critiques and judgment, you should concentrate on getting that hatred out of your heart because God loves me regardless of who I sleep with at night, but the jury is still out on how he feels about hypocrites who hide behind the bible and sin on a daily basis. Hope to see you at the party Terri, and ma’am, enjoy your coffee and please do come again.”


 


 ********************

 


 The ride to my mother’s house was quiet and for a minute, I wasn’t sure if I should still come out. After Allen basically had just read her the Riot Act, how could I? I just sat there through the whole thing wanting to burst out in tears at my mother’s verbal abuse but instead, surprisingly, I found myself able to stay composed because of Allen’s confident demeanor. Allen was SPOT on about everything he said and I only pray that I could get to the place where he is someday, not only at total peace and comfortable enough to be open about who I am, but also passionate enough to defend my right to be so. After thinking about the things he said and about Courtney, I’m thinking maybe this is the perfect time and unexpectedly my courage shows back up. 

 When we get to my mother’s house, I park in the driveway as always and she gets out and hurries inside. I sit there with my mind racing, rehearsing what I want to say. Without realizing it, I sit there so long that my Momma comes back out. “Whatchu doin baby?” she asks with a smile on her face. “Why you just sittin in the car like you scared to come in? Come on in here.”

 As soon as I go inside, I give Momma a hug because in my mind this may be the last time that I get to hug my momma like this. I hug my momma so tight I can feel her tense up. I begin to cry because I am so scared. I really don’t know how she’s going to react. 

 “What’s wrong baby? Why you actin so strange?” she asks with genuine concern. I don’t say anything. I just continue to hug her. “Tell Momma what got you all upset like this.” I can tell she is starting to get a little impatient. I finally find my voice. 

 “I have something I need to tell you, but I’m scared because I know you’re not going to like it.”


 “Baby, you can tell me anything. And what could be so bad that it’s got you up cryin and all in a tizzy?”


 “I’ve met someone”, I say looking down at the floor, too afraid to see her face.


 Before she can tell me what good news that is, I blurt out, “It’s a woman, her name is Courtney, and I think I love her.” I instinctively take a step back prepared to feel my mother’s wrath. Instead, she takes my hand in hers and pulls me into her arms. When she releases me, she takes my hand gently and pulls me toward the couch gesturing me to sit down. 

 “Honestly”, she says, “I’ve figured as much. I just did not want to believe it but today at Starbucks, when you didn’t jump in and defend me or take my side, which you usually always do; I put two and two together. On the ride home? My silence was my acceptance and my realization and I can’t say that I’m not disappointed, but you my baby. Do you think I would let something like that build a wedge between me and my only baby? As much as I would like to see you settle down with a man and give me some grandbabies, your happiness means more to me than all of that.”

 For the first time in my life, I think I am actually speechless because I am completely caught off guard by my mother’s reaction. I thought by now I would be laid out somewhere.

 “Terri, listen. I have a confession of my own to make. Only one other person knows this about me and I never thought the day would come when I would have the courage to tell you this, but as hard as it was for you to tell me your secret, I think I owe you that much. I understand how you could be attracted to a woman because I myself have wondered about the experience. Even now, I see a woman sometimes and find myself becoming turned on. 


 I’ve actually dated a few in my time but never wanted to expose you to that lifestyle. People are cruel and I should know. I’m one of them. I didn’t want to subject you to the hate that people can spew out behind things like that. I also didn’t want you to think that being with a woman was normal or natural.”


 I’m sitting there beyond stunned trying to take all of this in and figure out why is she so cruel. Why does she act the way she does about homosexuality if she herself has these feelings. “If you feel like this, then why all the anger and horrible negativity about gays and lesbians?” I ask my Momma with a confused look on my face.

 “That’s the hypocrite in me. That coffee boy was right. We all fall short of the glory of God. I apologize if some of the things I said offended you baby, but honestly, I never wanted anyone to know that I have those types of feelings. Not even you. But there’s no sense hiding it from you and making you feel bad about who you are. I realize that hearing me say those things must have really hurt you and I am truly sorry. I am so proud of you and I accept you just the way you are. And I accept Courtney too if that’s who you choose to spend your life with. Love is love and does not discriminate.”

 


 Wow! I think there is more to Momma’s story than she’s telling me but I let it go at that. I’m just happy she understands. We talk for a little longer, catching up on everything from who’s pregnant to who’s sleeping with whose husband to who had the tackiest outfit on at church last Sunday. I decide to leave because I am so ready and anxious to tell Courtney the good news. “Thank you momma”, I say finally feeling at peace. “No, thank you”, she responds, “for giving me the courage to be honest with myself and my daughter.”

 We hug and kiss and with me promising to bring Courtney over soon, I leave. Before going to Courtney’s house I stop at Yee’s and grab us some Shrimp Lo Mein and Shrimp Egg Foo Yung to go. Then I stop at the store to get us some wine to go with our meal. At the last minute, I decide to go to the flower shop and get the biggest, most beautiful bouquet of flowers that I can find. 

 When I get to Courtney’s house, I let myself in with my key and find her in the shower. While she’s in the shower, I put the flowers in some water and set the table with candles, glasses for our wine, and plates for our food. It’s the middle of the day, but instead of a candle light dinner, I figure we can have a candle light lunch to celebrate.

 The shower stops so I know Courtney will be coming out of the bathroom soon so I go into the bedroom and put on one of her teddies. That’s one of the advantages of having a girlfriend close to my size; we can wear each other’s clothes.

 She comes out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel before I can get back into the kitchen to pour the wine and plate the food. We practically run into each other in the hallway. She is startled at first, but that sexy smile creeps across her face and she wraps her arms around my neck and gives me one of the sweetest kisses I’ve ever had. Her lips tastes like toothpaste and Listerine, which makes my lips, tingle. 

 “You look better in that teddy than I do”, she says with a sexy smirk. Her towel falls to the floor and I am instantly drawn to her beautiful, erect, silver dollar sized nipples. Before I get carried away, I pick up her towel and wrap it around her. “Sweetie, as much as I want to eat you up right now, I have a surprise for you so close your eyes.” 

 I grab her hand and lead her to the kitchen where the flowers are and the table is set for a romantic meal. She opens her eyes and smiles at the flowers, candles, and wine glasses. I pull her chair out so she can sit down while I pour the wine and plate the food. 

 “Girl, you musta been readin’ my mind, I been cravin’ some Yee’s all day. I was gonna suggest we get dinner from there, but this is even better. What’s the occasion?”

 “I went to see my Momma today and I told her all about us. I was scared shitless, but I decided it was time for me to be honest with her about who I am. I couldn’t go on living a lie and I felt you deserved more than that. I don’t want to have to lie about who you are when we’re together. Anyway, I told her that I am in love with a woman and that I’ve had these feelings all my life. She surprised the shit out of me when she told me she understood. Not only does she understand, but apparently she has had the same feelings.”

 


 “Get the fuck outta here. She did not tell you that.”

 


 “Yes the fuck she did.”

 


 “Wait a minute. Let me get this straight. Are you telling me that yo’ momma, the same momma that you thought was gonna kick yo’ ass when she found out, is down with the rainbow tribe?”


 



 “Well not exactly”, I say chuckling. “But she’s had her own experiences and don’t be lookin’ at me like that, I was just as surprised as you. She even admitted to being a hypocrite for saying the things she says about gays and lesbians.”


 



 “I’m happy about yo momma, but what about the rest of your family? I mean, how are they gonna react. From what you’ve told me, yo momma isn’t the only one that does not approve of gays and lesbians”, Courtney asks with a worried expression on her face. 


 



 “My Momma is the only one that counts. For real. Fuck everybody else. When we make our debut at one of my family’s functions, my momma will have our back and not nare muthafucka gonna say something out of pocket cause Sista Anderson can get quite ugly when the situation calls for it so don’t trip. That reminds me, I gotta tell you about the way Alan read her today for her ugliness. Now let’s eat cause I’m starvin and from the way yo nipples is salutin I’m gonna need my energy for dessert”, I say with a smirk. She licks her fingers suggestively and looks at me with those sexy eyes. 


 



 “And you know this man.” She purrs and winks back.

 Damn. I am so happy that I can’t even think straight. I am finally at peace. Not only do I have my mother’s approval but a girlfriend that I love who loves me back. Life can’t get much better than this. She’s all I can think of right now. ‘Cuz damn! This girl makes my insides throb and they don’t throb for just anybody.


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 22 – THE TASTE OF RACISM


 


 

The Taste of Racism


 


 

The taste of racism

Leaves a sourness in my stomach,

That makes it hard for me to digest areas of gray.

A bitterness in my heart,

That makes it easy for me to hate today.

An emptiness in my soul,

That uses gluttony to help me find my way.

And a hollowness in my spirit,

That makes me turn to GOD and pray.


 


 

CHAPTER 23 – 7 DAYS WITH ZHANE


 


 

7 Days With Zhane


 


 

Thursday, September 06, 2001


 


Inspiration: Malcolm X - from his speech "The Only Solution"


 

 “Just like you have a powder keg—when you have a powder keg, and there’s too many sparks around it, the thing’s going to explode.”



 


Random Thoughts:

 I just can't get this quote out of my head after what happened today. I get an eerie feeling from the roots of my hair follicles all the way down to the tips of my toenails whenever I think of how his words from yesterday still have just has much meaning and power as they did forty years ago.

 



Emotional Thoughts:

 I felt it with all of my being. I can't explain it, but I knew when I woke up this morning, that today would be the day that it all came to a head. It has been going on for seven and half months now, and I somehow knew that today would be the day, the day that all of the unnecessary bickering between our families would show its true colors.

 It all started when I got a call from Alex. He said we needed to talk and I admit, we really did. Our petty argument from a few days ago over nothing more than what we were going to eat had escalated into a war of words ending with yes, no, and uh-huns. Frustration. Nothing more, nothing less. All of this stupidity that's been going on between our families had finally taken its toll, leaving both of us to question if all of this dissention was actually worth the aggravation of dealing with.

 We decided to meet at our favorite little spot, La Villa, a Mexican restaurant across the street from his family’s market. When I pulled in front of the restaurant, I could see Alex already standing out front waiting to greet me. No sooner than I stepped out of the car, that asshole brother of mine came out of nowhere and punched Alex in the nose and talking more shit than a little bit, telling him to stay away from me.

 Then Alex's brother Sergio came from across the street and hit Ty in the back with a steel garbage can. I screamed and ran over to my brother and begged all of them to stop. The next thing you know, I saw every single member of the Bounty Hunter's Blood Gang that I could think of. All of them standing there, dressed head to toe in red gang attire, making me sick to my stomach with the anticipation of what I knew was yet to come. At that very moment, I realized that my nosey brother had set up the whole thing by eavesdropping on my earlier phone call with Alex.

 Alex's entire family rushed out of the market, his father, his other brothers, his uncles, and even a few of his cousins. That's when the brawl of all brawls began. Fucking Niggers! Stupid ass wet-backs! and all of the other horrible names for Blacks and Hispanics that I could think of, were heard from both sides as my brother and his gang started World War III against my boyfriend Alejandro and his family. It was horrible, simply horrible. How could I choose sides? There was glass being broken, punches thrown, knives pulled and used, blood dripping and I just curled up in a corner shaking with fear and cried my heart out in pure anguish and torment.

 



Final Thoughts:

 A full fledge race war in the middle of Crenshaw Boulevard all because of love. Ironic isn't it? Modern day Romeo and Juliet of the ghetto? Perhaps. That's bullshit. I love Alex with all my heart and I know he loves me too, but I'll be damned if we commit suicide just to prove it to our families. We're getting the hell out of LA.

 


 


 Friday, September 07, 2001

 



Inspiration: Erykah Badu - "Penitentiary Blues" from the album Mama's Gun


 


 "But you can’t win when your will is weak / When you’re knocked on the ground / Evil, don’t you test me / Evil, you won’t win Oh why world, Why world Do want me to be so mad?"


 



Random Thoughts:

 I wasn't surprised that no one was arrested yesterday. When the police arrived, neither side had much to say, as usual. In the hood, no one ever cooperates with the law. Needless to say, no one pressed charges, because according to our families, revenge and hatred is much better than sending someone to jail. Now that's way too much hatred! After all of the anger, the resentment, the violence, nothing has changed, my family still hates his family and vice versa. Why world? Why me? Why us?

 



Emotional Thoughts:

 Alex just left, swollen nose, black eye, purple lips and all. I can't believe that he was willing to take the chance to come over here, to the projects, the crazy ass Nickerson Gardens, after everything that happened to us yesterday. I told him that I could sneak him in around the side of the house after my mother leaves for work, but he insisted that he didn't care about what my mother thought of him, and he wasn't afraid of Ty anymore. Not afraid of Ty? Now that's what I call love. I kept telling him that we could meet somewhere, but after yesterday's surprise, I really couldn't blame him for not wanting to.

 He arrived just as mama was leaving for work; in fact, they met at the door. I pulled him inside the house, right passed her, real quick before she could open her catapult and let one of her disrespectful ass insults fly. She just shook her head in disgust and then, surprisingly, smiled and left. I don't know what that smile was for, I was just glad she left without making a scene.

 He was distant today, not his usual enthusiastic yet mild mannered self. He was quiet and deep in thought the whole while he was here. We didn't talk about yesterday. We didn't need to. There was nothing to be said. He told me he was going to spend the weekend in Boston with his aunt Flora. She had been begging him for years to come live with her in Boston. Now that we only have 2 semesters of college left, relocating to Boston with Tia (aunt) Flora doesn't seem like such a bad idea, especially after that crazy fiasco yesterday.

 Alex says Flora is the only member in his family that understands our relationship. She's been through all of the hell that Alex and I are catching now because she married a Jewish doctor, instead of the man Alex's abuelo (grandfather) had arranged for her. Alex explained to her what's been going on and after yesterday, she booked him a round trip flight, just for a visit. If he likes it, we'll be moving out there in May after graduation. That's the plan, at least for now.

 Alex is leaving tomorrow and maybe things will cool down a bit while he's away. But who knows with my stupid ass brother and his ignorant ass friends. What a worthless bunch of knuckleheads. And mama? She is the number one Ms. Busy Body of the entire projects, so I know she's still trying, after 9 weeks, to get a petition going to close down Amesquez Market for selling bad meat. She's only doing it to spite me, to hurt Alex and his family. She knows that store is all they have and she's being evil and mean spirited because she doesn't want to see Alex and me together.

 



Final Thoughts:

 I never thought that I would find someone like Alex. Ty calls me a sell-out because Alex is Latino. He's always asking me how can I walk around quoting Malcolm X and then be in an interracial relationship. My simple response is that it doesn't matter what his race is. Alex, just like Malcolm, is not afraid to stand up for what he believes in. He's not wasting his life away hiding behind a red bandana committing genocide. Besides what color is love anyway? When I say this, he leaves me alone, trifling bastard.

 


 Saturday, September 08, 2001

 



Inspiration: Jay Z - "N.Y.M.P" from the album Volume 3 Life & Times of S. Carter


 


 "I'm from where you don't crack, the weak don't live /


 You gotta bounce back homie, the streets don't give."


 



Random Thoughts:

 I don't know how I made it through today without completely loosing my mind. They say that when you're from the streets, you develop immunity to all things negative. Well, I'm from Watts and it doesn't get more “street” than that. In fact, I've never even been outside California state lines. The ghetto, the hood the streets are all I know. So why haven't I developed this immunity? Why? I'll tell you why. Today was a test. I know today I was tested to see if I would either become "weak "and "crack" or realize the streets don't "give" and just simply "bounce" back.

 



Emotional Thoughts:

 Alex asked me to meet him at LAX this morning and had I known his parents were going to be there, I would have never showed up. I love Alex but his parents are way too much for me to handle. When I got to the American Airlines gate that he was to leave from, Ernesto Amesquez stared at me intently and with a smirk on his face that grabbed my insides and twisted them. He said, "Jesuchristo. Aqui tambien? Esta es familia. Solamente. Ella es no familia, Alejandro." (Jesus Christ. Here too? This is family. Only. She is not family, Alejandro) 

 He thought I didn't understand him but I knew perfectly well that he didn't want me there because I was not family. I tried hard to ignore him and that must have exasperated him because he became louder and louder. Alex tried to comfort me but suddenly his mother jumped in front of me and spit in my face, screaming, "Pinche puta!" (Fucking Bitch) over and over again with tears and frustration in her voice. I knew they hated me, but today, things were way out of control.

 Alex walked me to the women's restroom to get cleaned up and I tried hard to fight back tears, the fury, the confusion and the hatred I was suddenly overcome with. The weak don't live. Then Alex told me why they were so upset. My Busy Body mama had finally succeeded with her little plan. Early this morning, the Amesquez Market had been closed down by the health department and slapped with a $7,500 fine needed to reopen. Alex admitted they didn't have the money to reopen, but his father always had a plan. He said he was sure they would manage. We kissed good-bye, right there in front of the bathroom, as I did not want to lay eyes on his angry parents. He promised to call once his flight lands. I can't wait to talk to him. I miss him already.

 



Final Thoughts:

 I don't know if I passed the test or not, because I cried the whole drive home. When I got home, I was surprised that my mama didn't even mention the closing of the market. I was so sure that she would be there gloating and bragging about how successful her efforts were. I decided not to mention it to her either even though I had a burning desire to blaze her thoroughly with the sentiments of my anger. How could she do this to me? Why can't she just be happy for me? What parent doesn't want their children to have better than what they had? She of all people knows what this is like! That’s what so confusing for me. Or maybe she’s forgotten that my daddy is white? Shit, I can’t forget. Every time I look in the mirror, I am reminded of him, my skin color, my curly hair, even my ski slope nose. "Pinche Puta!" That's what Alex's mom called me today. Maybe the apple didn't fall too far from the tree.

 


 Sunday, September 09, 2001

 



Inspiration: Jill Scott - "Love Rain" from the album Who Is Jill Scott?


 


 "The rain was falling and I could not see that I was to be plowed/ And sown and fertilized and left to drown / 


 In his sunny afternoon Cumulus Clouds, 84 degrees, melody


 Love rain down on me, on me, down on me"


 



Random Thoughts:

 Could it be possible to be in love and not realize what actually constitutes that love until you are separated from each other? Yes. But could it also be possible to love someone so much that even when if you are separated by thousands of miles you could still feel his soft kisses on your neck, or his strong hands stroking your hair softly? Could I be sown and fertilized deep with Alejandro's essence? Yes! Yes! Yes!

 



Emotional Thoughts:

 Alex called me today and described Boston to me and I can't wait to leave this rat hole. I wish that I could get on the next available flight and just go meet him there. He says the crisp clean air is refreshing and the garden downtown is absolutely beautiful. He says he loves the quiet and the friendliness of Tia Flora's neighbors. He says he thinks we could have a real chance at being happy there.

 I love Alex so much and I thought about him all day long today. I've been in such a good mood today, only because I promised him I wouldn't let anything destroy my groove and I never break promises to my sweetie.

 



Final Thoughts:

 Wouldn't it be wonderful if every time it rained, the raindrops were filled with love, and as people are out in the rain getting wet, the raindrops penetrate the human skin and flows down deep within their souls? Wishful thinking, I know. But that's how I feel about Alex. I feel like we are meant for each other, like we have raindrops filled with love that were meant only for us. Well, as long as the raindrops are made of Alex's love for me, and mine for him, it could rain everyday and I would never carry an umbrella.

 


 "Love rain down on me, on me, down on me!"

 


 Tuesday, September 11, 2001

 



Inspiration:

 



Random Thoughts:

  


Emotional Thoughts:

 



Final Thoughts:

 


 Wednesday, September 12, 2001

 



Inspiration: Malcolm X

  

 "I am not a racist. I am against every form of racism and segregation, every form of discrimination. I believe in human beings, and that all human beings should be respected as such, regardless of their color."


 



Random Thoughts:

 Today things happened that I only dreamed about…

 



Emotional Thoughts:

 I couldn't bring myself to write yesterday. I watched Alex die over and over and over. I couldn't believe that he… it was his plane… Flight 11, the one that crashed into the North Tower. I watched TV all day yesterday just hoping that they had made a mistake, wishing that Alex would call me, send me a text or an AIM, praying that this was not happening…

 This morning I went down to the Amesquez storefront. I lit a candle and said a silent prayer for my lost love, Alejandro Raul Amesquez. Celia no longer seemed to care what her parents thought about me and joined me shortly. They were standing near as she came to me with tears streaming down her face. We embraced and I held her hand and bowed my head as she prayed in Spanish. Mrs. Amesquez came to me and placed her hand on my shoulder. "Lo siento." (I'm sorry.) was all she said. It’s almost funny thinking back. As I looked up at her, all of the anger, the hatred, and the bitterness that took over her small frame the other day when she spit in my face, were nonexistent, almost as if it never happened.

 Meanwhile, my mama was over in the corner having a conversation with Mr. Amesquez. I heard him say, "Tengo no mas. I have nothing. No tienda, no hijo." (I have no more. I have nothing. No store, no son.) My mama went over to him and grabbed his hand as he wept uncontrollably. Even Ty and Sergio were being amicable towards each other. I don't know what they talked about, but at least it's a start.

 



Final Thoughts:

 Isn't it amazing? All of the bickering, the nonsense, the disrespect, and the violence that has been going on around here and nothing compares to what happened to those who lost their lives yesterday. Here we are the Kenners and the Amesquez Families having a family feud over what? Race? For the past seven days, I've been trying to figure out why these things were happening to me. Maybe God wanted us to see that there is this cancerous racism out there that is a thousand times more significant than the question of whether or not Alex and Zhanae really love each other. Maybe He wanted us to understand that we are all Americans, human beings, regardless of our ancestral backgrounds and we need to respect each other regardless. Then again, maybe God has plans to use Alex's loving soul to fill raindrops with and carry out my wishful thinking of raindrops of love falling all over the world. I don't know.

 



Author's note: 


Three days after September 11th, September 14, 2001, it rained in New York.


 


 

CHAPTER 24 – CONTRADICTION


 


 

Contradiction


 


 

I’m a walking contradiction

Still waters run deep

A creature of many dimensions

From my head to my feet


 

The body of an Amazon

The fragility of a pixie

A panther in the bedroom

Can make a man whistle Dixie.


 

The mouth of a sailor

With kisses light as a feather

Skin as soft as a baby’s bottom

But also tough as leather.


 

A Victoria Secret thong

With red chucks and fat laces

A furry Kangol hat

Leaving behind lipstick traces.


 

The courage of a soldier

The gentleness of a dove

Eyes filled with fire

And a heart filled with love. 


 

With a smile that can light up a room

And a darkness in my soul

I can be sweet, soft and sensual

Or evil, hard, and bold


 


 

Ice water in my veins

And fire in my loins

With balls of indestructible steal

In my very female groin


 

A stallion tall and strong

Always prepared for the mount

With muscles in my arms and legs

But soft where it counts


 

With the IQ of a genius

The champ in a battle of wits

Or the simplicity of a blond

Gettin’ over with ass and tits

 

A wizard in the kitchen

And a gangsta in the streets

A housewife or down ass bitch

Just tell me what you need


 

A warrior with no conscience

Putting niggas and bitches in check

The aura of a goddess

A princess commanding respect


 

A sex slave or dominatrix

The truth or a work of fiction

The heart and soul of a chameleon

I’m a walking contradiction.


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 25 – WEEKEND LEARNING WITH SISTAH


 


 

Weekend Learning with Sistah


 


 

 Hey yall, what’s crackin? So I guess you will be hanging with me all weekend so you can see my get down. I’m Sistah and yes, that’s my real name, S-I-S-T-A-H. My mother had six boys and by the time she finally had me, her 1st girl, she was tired, tired of life. She died right there on the table after shitting me out. When my oldest brother was asked to do all the paperwork before taking me home from the hospital, he didn’t know what to name me, so he just put “Sistah”. I was told that he was going to let me change it to whatever I wanted when I got old enough, but his dumb ass done got smoked in a shoot-out with the Mexicans…shit, that’s a whole nother story. We not gon get into that cause yall here to LEARN from the best!

 That’s right bitches! I’m the best HO on the WEST SIDE of this muthafucka and you betta ask somebody if you haven’t heard about how good this pussy is! So this weekend, don’t say shit. Just watch and learn as I take you with me through these streets and show yall broke bitches how to get dough, keep dough, and plot for more dough.

 Right now, I’m bout to get dressed and go see what’s poppin on the Boulevard. It’s Friday night, it’s late, and it’s a shit load of money to be made. You will see that most of these stupid Hood Scrapes out here sellin they ass and then givin all their coins to dat grimy, ass, nigga Buss-A-Ho. Naw, Sistah don’t do no pimps. Shit, I got five brothers; I don’t need to pay nobody for protection. And, unless that nigga is gonna give up his ass and share sucking some of these dicks, then we ain’t gon divi up shit! I’m the one out here, setting up my own dates, giving up my pussy and time, gumming down dick after dick and unless a nigga can help me with THAT, I can’t give up shit, especially my money. Got me fucked up! Any whos and hos, let’s roll cause I see you eyeballing my outfit like you WISH you could walk around with a body like this with your shit hanging out like me. NEVER wit yo L-7 ass! Just kidding, come on girl! Oh, before I forget, grab that white purse off the couch. You never know when we might need it.

 Ok, first things 1st. On Friday nights, I always drive my own car to the stroll, but I park around the corner two blocks away. If One-Time come rolling through here, or if I catch a bad trick and need to make a clean get away, I just feel more secure knowing that my car is near and I can shake the spot immediately if I have to. Do my make-up look all right? Aww shit, why am I asking you? Yo Plain Jane ass don’t even wear make-up! You could use some though, Bobbi Brown, Warm Walnut 7.5 is the TRUE BIZ!

 


 You see those hos standing over there in that crowd looking like a bunch of dumb fucks? They some “New School” bitches. Every trick they get, they do together and split the money. Now you tell me why would I share sucking a dick with any one of these Swamp Donkeys? Does that make sense to you when we all out here hoing? STUPID! Now see those chicks walking up Long Beach Boulevard? They have the right idea! If you’re walking, you’re moving and on your way somewhere if the cops ask and not just standing around like a sitting duck waiting on them to scoop yo ass up in one of them sweeps. So let’s walk down here. You see that white Buick Regal parked in front of that old Cadillac? That’s my Friday Night Bestie! 

 For the last 7 years, I start every Friday night off with him. His name is Trent but I calls him “Cash” cause it don’t matter how broke I am during the week, every Friday night at approx 11:45pm, I got “CASH”! He gives me $100 to suck his dick and jack him off and another $100 just to let him suck my tits or talk about his day, depends on how he’s feeling. Easiest $200 EVER MADE! Come on girl, just get in, sit in the back seat, shut up and learn.

 “Hey, Cash!”


 “My Sistah! Who’s your friend? I thought you didn’t get down with other chicks like that?


 “She’s another one of my babies who I’m taking under my wing…you know…show her the ropes.”


 “Oh. Ok. So uh, dough’s on da dash. How was your week baby?”


 “Thanks. It was good. Staying outta trouble. How’s the wife?”


 “The same.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. Let me take your mind off that. Unzip and relax”


 


 Did you see that shit? Girl, that’s how you WORK’EM! Now I sucked the tip of his dick and listened to him go on and on about his sick wife and made half of my car note! That’s how a REAL ho gets down. Now let’s go walk across the street and wait for one of these rapping ass niggas. You got a smoke? Aww shit, you actually smoke? Maybe there’s hope for you after all, shugah! Ok, you see that Black Ford F-150? About 3 or 4 dudes are gonna jump out looking for pussy. I’ve been watching them every week for the last 2 months. They belong to some kinda gangsta rap group called, “Black Heat”, you ever heard of them? No? Well dey well known here in Compton and in LA and it’s a known fact that they papered up and I’ve been peepin their whole steelo from a distance. See the driver? Dey call his fat ass “Glock” cause he carries a Glock 34 with a GTL 22 attachment, wit a dimmable xenon white light and a red laser. Stop looking at me like dat! One of my brothers used to own a gun shop and I worked there in the summer. So, a bitch got attached and shit. I fuckin’ love guns, what else can I say? 

 Any whos and hos, he likes to get his little shrivled up dick sucked and he only pays if he cums in your mouth. The nigga wit the shades on jumpin’ out the back of the truck is “Dirty Magnum” and not because of his dick size, but cause like Dirty Harry, he carries .44 Magnum and he’s real swift wit dat muthafucka too. He’s a weird one though; he likes to cum and take a shit at the same time and pays double if you can make that happen. Now that nigga getting out the passenger side, dat’s who I got my eye on. They call him Pee-Dee Dub, short for PDW, or personal defense weapon cause like a crazy ass German policeman, his ass carries an HK MP7 and will LIGHT DAT ASS UP! 

 Pee-Dee Dub, un-huh. Word on the set is that he’s a pussy fiend. All he wants to do is fuck, missionary. Sounds too easy huh? I know! Dat’s what I said! The catch is that nigga say he ain’t came in 2 years, not since his baby mama was smoked in a drive–by on Rosecrans. He’s been tryna fuck through his pain, but he only pays $100, not a dollar more or a dollar less. Actually, that ain’t bad for a shot of pussy, but his excuse for not paying more is nobody can make him cum. Fuck that! Watch Sistah and learn!

 “Hey, Pee-Dee Dub! A lil birdie told me that you pay well if a Sistah can make you drain the ole lizard.”


 “You heard right, Ma. You think you can?”


 “Shit, nigga I know I can! I bet you $500 I can!”


 “Oh, yous a confident ass bitch, huh?”


 “Nigga you see this gwop? I don’t be bullshittin!”


 “Meet me at the Travel-Lodge, room 220 in 10 mins. I’ll have yo hunid dollas waiting.”


 “We’ll see!”


 



 Girl, are you writing this shit down or do you have a magic fuckin memory? I hope you will never forget how I put it on that fool! Did you notice as soon as I walked through the front door, I took all of his clothes off? See, it’s something about getting completely naked; a nigga whose dick can’t get hard or hasn’t came in a long time needs to get naked and feel a woman’s nakedness against his own. There is nothing in the world like the feel of nature’s body heat. Nothing! After I gave that nigga porn star head, then and only then did I let him have some pussy. Not in the jackrabbit ass fashion that he was used to. I made him work and that’s why he came, and came, and came, and didn’t want me to leave. I knew once I teased him a little bit with the pussy, and then flipped the script by wrapping these lips all over the crack of his ass, then back to deep throatin that dick, that he would be dying to feel my pussy walls squeeze his dick so tight, it felt like a hand choking the cum right on out the dick. Count’em bitch, count’em! 1-2-3-4-5-6-7 crisp $100 dollar bills! That’s 5 Big Faces and a $200 tip. On to the next one, on to the next one, HOLD UP! FREEZE! Somebody bring me back some money please!

 


 


 Fa real dough girl, he wanted me to stay in that room with him all night but he wasn’t gon pay for my time. Shit, I got ass to sell and money to be made. I ain’t got time to be all boo’ed up cupcaking wit a trick when it’s more money and tricks out there waiting for a bitch like me to spend it on. So, we bout to go right on across the street where the old McDonald’s used to be and see what we can come up on, like that blue Toyota that has driven by at least 3 times since we started walking from the Travel Lodge parking lot. Did you see him? He looked Mexican to me but I couldn’t tell. Oh look! There he is coming around on Tichenor. Let’s walk down there. He is a Mexican, just like I thought.

 “Hey Migo! Tu necesitas?


 “I only got teen dolores. I share rock witchu.”


 “$10 fuckin dollars and a god damn piece of a rock? Muthafucka you got life and bullshit twisted! I won’t even blow on your dick for $10. You need more money! Nesesitas MUCHO DINERO to get this culo. Adios asshole!”


 


 Girl, I can’t stand when these cheap ass Johns think every bitch out here is a crack ho! I don’t do drugs, especially out here working these streets. As if we don’t have enough bullshit to deal with, you feel me? Hell, we gotta deal with pimps tryna turn you out, sorry ass muthafuckas who think you out here fuckin’ for free, the police with their cocky asses, and rat bitches too. I might smoke some weed but only if I buy it and roll that shit myself. Any whos and hos, here comes another trick. He’s a Mexican too. Keep your eyes peeled girl cause they will try to get over on you if they think you weak.

 


 “Hey papi! What’s happening?”

 “You Ma!”

 “So wassup? You got dough? How much you wanna spend?”


 “I got money. How much?”

 “Fifty for a blowjob, a hunnid to fuck.”

 “I’ll give you $125.”

 “Don’t play me papi. You want it all, spend it all. If you got dough, spend dough.”


 “Alright. Get in. Whose dat?”

 “Aww don’t trip. I’m showing her how to be a ho.”

 “I give yall $300 if I can have both of yall.”

 “Just drive to the alley.”

 


 Damn girl! Thanks! That was good looking! I’m glad you followed my lead cause if I was by myself, he probably would have beat my ass good. Is it bad? Muthafucka busted my lip! I tried to bite his dick smooth off! I know his kind, fuckin rapist. They lure you in, show you the money, and then take the pussy, beat yo ass, and then kick you out asshole naked and beat up. Thank God you hit his ass something special with my white purse with the brick inside! I know you thought I was crazy when I told you to get it off the couch earlier, but I NEVER hit the streets without it cause you never know what the night is gonna bring. Stupid ass got knocked out and his wallet took! Look at this shit! Musta just got paid and have the nerve to try to play me over $25 stankin ass dollars when he holding hunnids. See God don’t like ugly! Girl, let’s take it on in for the night cause with all this I just got out that fool’s wallet, I got well over $1900. All in a ho’s night out!

 


 ********************

 


 Hey girl, did you sleep well last night? Don’t trip, I know my life is crazy as hell, but it’s my life. Tonight will be much better though cause I got a room at the Crystal Park Casino and we’re gonna go hang out there and see if we can make some extra money on top of my 3 dates that I’ve already set up. I’ve had to ice my lip all day from that crazy, ass, rapist, bastard, but I’m still the bitch with the best pussy on the WESTSIDE! It’s all good though cause the room is on him tonight.

 Ok, so this is how this is going to go. I have 3 official dates tonight, one at 10pm, one at midnight, and one at 2am. Pee-Dee Dub is my 2am. Yeah, the rapper dude from last night. Got that nigga sprung nervous! And ok, yeah, he’s kinda hot, so I’mma chill wit him tonight after I’m done working. Shit, it be like that sometimes. It’s a lil after 8pm now so my goal is to find tricks in between my dates. Now the Casino hustle is a lil different than the streets. Noticed how I’m dressed, my ass was hanging out last night but tonight, I look like I’m on my way to a club or to hang out for a girl’s night. The police be real thick up in there, so I can’t be super obvious or they’ll arrest me. I usually hang out at the bar and start a conversation. If he’s willing to pay, I’ll take him to the room. If not, I move on. Real simple. Easy fuckin’ money.

 Look at the bar. I see 2 Blowjobs! I sucked both of them dudes down before. I’ll be right back. Just walk around or go get something to eat from the buffet, or if you want, you can come up and watch, it’s really up to you. Oh, you wanna come watch? I knew you was a freak! Naw, I’m just kidding, but let me show you how this shit is done right. Go on up to the room and I’ll be up in a sec. And watch out for the rent-a-cop at 3’o’clock. His ass is always thirsty for something to do like be all up in my business.

 Aww, you made it up! I saw him stopping you asking a billion questions. I swear I’mma lick his asshole for free just so he can leave us working girls the hell alone. Ugh! That’s Blowjob #1 knocking now, #2 will be ready for me after my 10pm.

 “Hey there! Come on in and sit on the bed.”

 “What’s going on in here? Is she gonna blow me too?


 “Naw, she’s gonna learn.”


 “She can practice on me!”


 “Just get undressed and lay back on the bed.”


 


 


 Ok girl, so please tell me you noticed how I treated his dick like a Big Stick in Vegas during a hot August day? The trick to giving good head is being able to deep throat a nigga either right before he cums or while he’s cumming. All you have to do is take your thumb like this, and wrap your fingers around it, holding it real tight and you won’t have a gag reflex. Shit girl it doesn’t matter how big or how small his dick is, you’ll be able damn near swallow a dude! And this fool wants more, so he said he’ll be back before midnight. I’mma try to call him and squeeze him in just before midnight if I have time. If not, he’ll have to catch me another time.

 Get the door, that’s my 10 o clock. You staying to watch, or join, or practice or what? I’m just fucking wit you. Let him in, he’s important and he don’t like waiting, girl.

 “Sister, Sister, Sister! My favorite teacher! Are you ready to teach me a few things tonight?”


 “Mr. Steele!”


 “I’ve been thinking about you all day. Let me go freshen up my drink and I’ll be ready for you, kay?


 “K.”


 


 Whew girl!! You should have stayed in the room. You missed it. Mr. Steele got a dick of STEEL! HA, HA!! That shit stays hard even after he nuts. I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with his uppity, ass, wife but whenever and whatever she won’t do, a bitch like me will, real talk.

 That nigga knows how to fuck! Girl I was riding his dick, while he was rubbing all over my tits, and when I told him I was coming, he threw me on the bed and sucked my pussy cause he said he wanted to taste my sweet juices. And his tongue game is just as good as his dick game. VICIOUS! That nigga licked every inch of my pussy and he took his time and made me come over and over. And every time he made me come, I would jack him off and swallow his cum. He even paid me an extra $100 to let him fuck me in my ass too. Shit, I would have let him do it for free cause I’m a freak like that, but since he’s paying, don’t think I didn’t take it. This shit is a business and it’s always about the money, it’s never personal. 

 Damn I could hardly move. I knew I should have scheduled him last cause he always wear me out but there’s money to be made. I’mma be thinking about his dick all night, DAMN!! Ok, Let me jump in the shower and we’re gonna walk to the kitchen downstairs.

 I know you think we’re going to the kitchen to get some food, and if you’re hungry, I can get you whatever you want, but Blowjob #2 works here. On the nights that he work, like tonight, I usually meet him in the kitchen after it closes and suck his dick inside the freezer with his belt around my throat. Don’t look at me like that! Don’t judge me, shit he pays $500 for that freaky shit and I used to be scared that I wouldn’t be able to breath and he would choke me to death, but that’s actually the whole thrill behind it, to suck dick and try to catch your breath. For him, it’s a power thing, but whatever, cause for me, it’s 500 dollars you heard? Ok, there he is. Take my room key and go back to the room and wait. My 12 o clock texted me and said he’s running late. If he shows up, you can let him in. Don’t trip. He won’t try to fuck you. He’s gay, he just likes to touch and admire women’s bodies and talk about his current lover. He’s cool as hell though.

 


 “Hey you, somebody told me that you had a dick that needed some attention and a belt that was lonely.”


 “Hey, Breathe and Stop! You’re right on time and you looking good enough to eat. How much I have to give you if I wanna eat that pussy and bite them titties while I tie your hands up to some frozen freezer shelves? Fuck it, let’s have some fun tonight.”


 “If you got dough, we can do all that shit.”


 


 Girl I’m so sorry. Shit got HEATED the fuck up in the freezer. Look at all this cheese he spent. Have you ever been tongue fucked while your hands are tied? That shit is the bomb!! He is just a side piece and if his dick was bigger, I would have to make him an “Every Saturday John”. Damn!! He fucked me up with the “hands tied” shit though. I think my pussy is still singing from his tongue working out. Ok, Gary just texted me and said he left $200 with you, but girl you can keep it. I told you he was cool. He said you’re a good listener and he likes you and he would have liked you even more if you would have let him smell your pussy, you damn scary cat! Girl, haven’t you learned anything this weekend? Who the fuck is knocking at the door? Is it 2 a.m. already? Aww shit, was I in the freezer that long? Ok, that’s PeeDee Dub. I’m gonna hop in the shower. Do me a favor and let him in and I’ll see you tomorrow morning girlfriend.

 


 ********************

  

 That’s right, Sister Kylie. God doesn’t care about things like that because his love for you is priceless. Now everyone join hands so we can close our Sunday School class and go upstairs for nutrition. I believe Sister Joann brought donuts and juice for you guys this morning. Come on Brother Derrick, stop goofing off and grab your brother’s hand. Ok Children, repeat after me, “May the Lord watch… Between you and me… When we are absent…From one another.” Sister Sis loves all of you and I’ll see you all in service later this morning.

 Hey girl you made it! Don’t look so stunned. Yes, bitch I teach Sunday School. Sinners have hearts too. I know you thought you were at the wrong place when you first got here, but this is how I end my weekends. I know it’s kinda fucked up, but it evens things out in my crazy universe. I really hope you got enough info for your lil project and I know that you actually learned something. I know my lifestyle is crazy with how I make my money and with me being spiritual, it even makes me that much more complex, but I am who I am and I make no excuse, shit, you know how I roll. 

 Look over there at that group of deacons standing by the door. See any familiar faces? Yep, that’s Trent, Cash, my Friday night bestie, his wife Cheyenne, and they’re talking to my Freezer Fucker from last night. And I know you remember Gary, the piano player, who gave you $200 and wanted to smell your pussy? I’m sure he told you about his Boo, Cedric. Yeah, that’s Cedric right there. He’s the choir director over there talking to Pastor Steele, with his big dick ass and uppity ass wife…LAWD HAMMERCY! Think I should go tell her that her husband laid hands on me last night?? Ha Ha Ha…I know…I’m such a mess huh, 

But any whos and hos…


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 26 – I DON’T UNDERSTAND


 


 

I Don’t Understand


 


 

I don’t understand how you can walk around with a three hundred dollar purse

That only has five dollars in it

Or how you don’t have a job, education, or plan

But supposedly in it to win it.


 

Or how you can have a forty thousand dollar car

But livin’ at home wit yo’ momma

Talkin’ ‘bout I’m a real woman

But always in somebody else’s drama.


 

In love with a married man

Yet you feel no shame

And all you have to say for yourself is

“Don’t hate the player, hate the game”.


 

But you see that’s the problem with you triflin’ women

You make us all look bad

And it’s been that way

Since the beginnin’.

Since Eve allowed herself 

To fall prey to the snakes manipulation

Women have been an endangered species

‘Cause some of us can’t seem to say no to temptation.


 

And what I really don’t understand

Is how your only asset is your back

When you know good and hell well

Yo’ momma didn’t raise you like that.


 

Got the nerve to walk around talkin’ ‘bout

“Don’t hate congratulate”

‘Cause somebody pulled yo’ ho’ card

And didn’t take the bait.


 

Hate on what sista? 

Your reputation as a Flipper?

Congratulate you, why?

‘Cause you open like the Big Dipper?


 

Look at yo’ self in the mirror

And tell me what you see

Is it really that respectable Black Woman

That you claim to be?


 

I know its not

Because I see the same thing as you

A lost soul with no clue

Hidin’ behind a Gucci purse, hat, and matching Gucci shos.


 

Don’t you see the outside don’t matter

If the inside ain’t right

If you spent as much time tryin’ to get yo’ mind right, as you spend money on clothes

Then maybe you could see the light.


 

But you don’t see nothin’ wrong

You think that shit is cute

And what’s even sadder is that I’m the only one 

To tell you the truth.


 

But I’m through 

‘Cause to you

I’ve said all I can 

Because you’re still confused and I still don’t understand.


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 27 – SISTERSPEAK


 


 


 

SisterSpeak:

An Inside Look at a 


FaceBook Debate about The Slim Thug Article


 


 


 


Always CALI

 I agree w him... LOL!!!! Everyday on FB I read women say they need a man with a good job, nice car and this that and a third. Most like to use the term equally yoked... But to me that’s a recipe for being single forever... I say this all the time "AINT SHIT EQUAL" and things are hardly ever "FAIR". Most times women have a long unREALISTIC checklist for a brother that hell NO man will ever measure up too. IJS find a man who loves you and the rest will fall in line. Stop sizing a man up by the letters behind his name and the size of the bulge in his pants. And some women do get on a certain level in her career then acts like she's too good to date the trash man or UPS guy but guess what he gets his ass up and goes to work everyday while your boyfriend is smoking a blunt playing Playstation. IJS Let’s be more about what’s inside and not what he can offer.

 



Lexi

 blank stare *_*



Yes...some women are like that but not all!!



I just think he has a lot of funky ass nerves telling Black Women we need to LOWER our standards when there are more women in college, more women with in the workforce, and more women holding down their families when there are FAR TOO MANY BLACK MEN who aren't 

giving us a whole lot to stand by!!



 I'm an educated sister with my own money, a few college degrees, published author and law school student...are my standards high, SHIT YEAH!! Can they be compromised for somebody who proves to be WORTHY who don't have as much money and education as I have? 

SHIT YEAH...key word WORTHY!!



 This dude is a clown for several reasons, but mainly because he lumped all black women in one category while chastising them for doing the same exact thing to black men, lumping them all in one category! Bless his heart!!


 


Always CALI

 I feel you on the category thing, but that’s the reality of our world, we all fall under some type of category. Nobody wants to be labeled but we all wear them. We've had discussions on good men/sorry men and everything in between so that’s labels. My point exactly… women want to get all upset when one is placed on them but I'm a realist, and “gold-digger “and “Lady” are both categories and labels… it’s just which category you fall under… I know he's not speaking about all the ladies but those are probably the ones he deals with and that’s his opinion. But I've always thought this, "If you have never had a man/woman bout shit, You must not be shit either!" 

 


 JMO. And I have plenty of educated friends who are single for the exact same reason he spoke of. I have several degrees and run my own business but my husband works straight blue collar. (He's one of the guys you might see standing on the side of the road fixing a water leak.) He doesn’t wear a suit to work or have a fancy job title but he takes care of home and knows how to open a portfolio stocks, savings bonds, 401k, health and death insurance. But some women can’t see past the title/label because they are educated and have this and that going on…So YES lower your damn standards cause Jesus Christ is not walking this Earth waiting to come date you. Be realistic about things and try to see what’s in the inside of a man before you dismiss him because of what’s not in his wallet. Hell, my hubby wallet is cool but his investments in the future look better.

 



Lexi

 There's no doubt there's truth behind what he said but when giving an interview to a published magazine, as an artist, he should have chosen his words more carefully. He's blasting women for labeling men by labeling women! That's what I have a problem with. Yes we all label each other and we even do some of it here (on Face Book)...but this is a private discussion group and for the most part, we NEVER just clump all folks in one category...we usually have one or two who point out an alternative view. But he was being interviewed for a national publication to be read by folks from all over the world. I feel like he should have been more responsible to choose his words more carefully, no matter how much truth there is to what he's saying.

 



Always CALI

 The thing is, they asked him his opinion. You can agree or disagree. We both read the same article and I agree and you don’t. So it is what it is… a great conversation... Someone sent me a link a while ago asking if we have lost our men and it featured numerous pics of black celebrity men with white wives and women. Slim, to me, just said what most of them are thinking. We have to get past “who” said it and get to the message at hand. SOME Black women are too bougie for their own damn good and me myself, never understood how you could be from Compton, Cleveland, the Bronx, Arkansas and a whole buncha other places and suddenly become too good for an average brother cause you got a little education (NOT SPEAKING TO YOU OR ABOUT YOU) just in general. I'm around some of these women who can’t find a man cause their checklist is too long. It’s ok to have class and standards, I’m just saying be more realistic… Is it about the man or how he looks on paper?



We all have a girlfriend or know someone who just gotta keep up w the Jones’ doing exactly what he said, buying Gucci and Louie, driving a Benz but don’t know how they gone pay the RENT. RENT…yeah they don’t own shit!!! As women, let’s admit that we are checking for the kinda car he drives. We are keeping it real right??? I don’t feel like I'm in the class of women he's speaking about but I do recognize that those women do exist.

 



Lexi

 I DO UNDERSTAND THAT it's his opinion, but as a public figure, generalizing a whole group of people is NEVER a good look! And yes! I hold all public figures accountable for things they say to the media!! He doesn't get a pass, just as Monique didn't with her "open marriage" fiasco. It's not so much about his opinion for me...he's free to think whatever he wants, and in some regard, I agree with some of what he had to say, but don't lump together a whole group of women dogging our standards when you're making yourself look like an idiot cause you don't have the decency NOT to generalize! Saying that white women are better cause they don't argue or cause drama? ALL WOMEN ARGUE AND CAUSE DRAMA! You WILL seldom hear a white man make a generalized statement like that about white women. But it's always US who feel like we need to go out our way to dog each other out! Just silly...There's a way to state your opinion without belittling others & it has nothing to do with education, money, or class...it's called tact!

 



Always CALI

 Understood.... BUTTTTT No matter what you say or how you say it, someone is not going to like it. And Slim Thug a public figure?? LOL!!!! He's a one hit wonder, washed up rapper, but yet still entitled to his own opinion. I'm going to use this as tomorrows Question Of The Day and let’s hear what the men have to say. Lets see if his words where that off base.

 



Lexi

 That's fine...and I can disagree with what he has to say without him generalizing...that's all...Even if he re-worded it, I would still disagree with him on a whole...but by him not even caring that he generalized, it makes me look at

 him differently!



And yes...anyone who is interviewed by VIBE magazine and is newsworthy is considered a public figure in my eyes. I can't name not one of his songs LOL!! LOL!! LOL!! But just because I can't, it doesn't mean that he's not in the public eye! I HOLD ALL OF THOSE RAPPERS accountable for shit they say OUT LOUD to the media!! LOL!! LOL!! LOL!!

 



Always CALI

 Howard Stern has a radio show, Rush Limb-however you spell his name does too. Both say what they want, we, most times disagree, but anyone can still say what they want to whom they want.

 



Lexi

 And I while I disagree with some of the stuff they say, both of them say what they want and they get REAL specific...They talk shit about SPECIFIC PEOPLE...very rarely do you hear them generalize...And I look at them the same way I look at Slim Thug now...with different eyes!! LMAO!! LMAO!!

 



Lexi

 Here's a better example:



Remember when Wesley Snipes caught all that hell about the shit he said about Black women?? Even though I disagree with Wesley's opinion, I can still respect him at the end of the day because of how he was specific about what he dislikes about Black women, the ones he's dated, his experience, and why he enjoys dating Asian women. This dude on the other hand, didn't really go into any details and just makes a bunch of generalizations that again makes him look just as catty as the women he's bashing.

 



Always CALI

 What about the heat Kanye got when he said George Bush didn’t like Black people which many of us agreed with. When someone gives an interview to me, they are expressing their thoughts and opinion. How the public handles it is an entirely different thing. Alec Baldwin got caught up cussing out his daughter and people acted like it was a big deal, when we all cuss our kids out when they fuck up. I still stand by my opinion as well, because there are lots of women out there doing exactly what he said.

 



Lexi

 And those 2 examples, they, Both Kanye and Alec where very SPECIFIC in who they were addressing!! Kanye's statement was VERY SPECIFIC...we knew EXACTLY who he was saying didn't care about black people!! Do I disagree with him? Well actually, no, but I do think that he should have used more tact and I talked shit about him too even though I love his crazy ass to death!! LMAO!!! The same about Baldwin...he was talking to HIS DAUGHTER, not ALL white little girls...he was VERY specific...there's a difference!


 


Always CALI

 So did Kanye mean that GB didn’t like all black people or was he more specific? Slim Thug is not a very educated person and his wording shows that but does that mean what he's saying has no validity?

 



Lexi

 No...Kanye meant ALL black people. He meant that George Bush doesn't care about BLACK PEOPLE and after doing a lil research, he might just be right! LMAO!! LMAO!!

Now I disagree with the way he said it and the avenue he chose to express it, but I gave him hell for not using tact as well. You don't have to be educated to use tact! Again, it's not that I wholeheartedly DISAGREE with Slim Thug, but I disagree with the way he said certain things.

 



Always CALI

 Ok well Condoleezza Rice and Colin Powell were his right hand people, so that can’t be all true to a certain degree. Slim Thug is a rapper from the streets and talks like most of the men I know, so he was using tact when he chose not to say “these bitches” or “these hos.” LOL!!!! Still again, 

 his opinion and he's entitled to it, however it comes out and no matter how it’s perceived.

 



Lexi

 I dislike everything that has to do with Condoleezza Rice and it's a very well known fact that Bush and Powell DID NOT get along!! Just because Slim Thug is from the streets and he uses “bitches” and “hos” is not an excuse. Have you ever heard 50 Cent speak? Jay Z? Nas? They all are rappers from the street that know how to use tact with their opinions!

 



Always CALI

 Different streets have different rules. Now in my opinion, you can’t even put Slim Thug in the same "Category" with Jigga and 50. Those cats run Fortune 500 companies and Nas is very educated. But let’s look back at some of those before they made it to the next level interviews. Both men have admitted to selling drugs in numerous publications, which in my opinion is very irresponsible because our youth reads that. Now that they are in the big leagues, they have publicist and pr people telling them what to say and which camera to look in. And how is it ok for Snoop to sing “Bitches ain’t shit but hos and tricks” and we bump that in our whip but Slim can’t state his opinion?

 



Lexi

 I never said he can't state his opinion and I whole-heartedly believe you're missing my point. Before 50 and Jay Z and Nas (who is SELF-EDUCATED) had publicist, they still had tact! My problem with him is not his right to have an opinion. As I stated several times, some of the stuff he said I AGREE WITH. AGAIN, my issue is that as a celebrity, he decided not to use tact in his answers. Now it doesn't matter if he has one dollar of $50 million, tact is free and IN MY OPINION (which I am free to have no matter how right or wrong it may be, but because he's the celebrity, he's up for scrutiny) when a public figures speaks their opinion without using tact, it makes them look shallow and tacky in MY EYES!! I never said he was wrong to have an opinion, or wrong to feel the way he does, but he is WRONG TO GENERALIZE and any rapper, celebrity, actor, or politician that does, in my opinion, is shallow and tacky.

As for Snoop's music and other gangster rap (which is REALLY dying by the way, SAD FACE), they are talking about SPECIFIC TYPES of women and again, for me (maybe not you) there's a difference.

 



Always CALI

 I TOTALLY UNDERSTAND WHAT YOU ARE SAYING!!! And as I stated previously, his opinion is his opinion, now whether he chooses to sugarcoat the shit or not, his words are still true!!! That’s my point. Whether he generalized or not!!!! We all generalize. We are right now. I've read tons of interviews by both men and they usually generalize too. And what’s tact to you may not be to me. Like I said, I have no problem with how he stated again his opinion. I agree with most of what he said. I took no offense at all and I mean none when I say Niggas ain’t shit and some Bitches ain’t either. LOL!!! That’s a generalization, like I said, we all make them. Once again, they pay Howard Stern plenty of millions to say what’s on his mind and not give a fuck how people take offense. He's racist, sexist, and many other adjectives and verbs. I don’t care to say. But there is a platform for everyone. I just read an article about why most black women aren’t married and that is a generalization because I am married and they don’t mean every black women. When you generalize, you’re only talking about the people in that particular "Category" right????
Makes no difference to me whether it’s gangsta rap or whatever, our opinions are based on our own personal experiences. 

 



Lexi

 What black person you know is an actual Howard Stern fan?? LMAO!! LMAO!! OK...so we agree to disagree…for me tact is important and makes a difference when public speaking. For you, it doesn't matter, an opinion is an opinion...Gotcha!! ;-)

 



Paris Thacker

 So Slimm Thugg has obviously been messin with hood rats and groupies for too damn long and real women (black, white, red, purple, or green) should not lower their standards for some "man" wearing grills. The end!

 



Lexi

 CTFU @ Paris!! THE END!! (CTFU – Cracking The Fuck Up)

 



Paris Thacker

 I'm just sayin ... nigga sit down and shut your pie hole! I work 2 jobs while raising two boys. Hell FUCKIN YES I have standards for any man that's trying to connect with me on some real shyt, because I set the example for my sons. Like people used to think I was lazy because I had my son helping doing laundry or because I make him watch me while I'm cooking. Uuummm HELLO. I'm raising future husbands! I'll be damned if some chick comes 20 years from now with your son ain’t shyt. That's a direct reflection of me and how I raised him. He can't do laundry. He can't cook dinner. He can't balance a checkbook. Come on now. Make it make sense for me.


 


Lexi

 I FEEL YOU 1000%! While I agree that it's some wack ass chicks out there, there's a lot of us who are FAR from that and lowering our standards to suit the likes of someone that don't deserve it is a No-No!

 



Queen Bea

 I agree with some of what he said too but I also agree that he could have said it better. Hell I'll cook, clean, fuck and suck, and even do what I'm told (sometimes) for the RIGHT man but I don't think he really held the men accountable like he did Black women and it starts with the MEN who are supposed to be leading but aren't! He didn't talk about the real issues like the lack of support we get from black men but spewed some generalized nonsense based on his experience with the WRONG types of women.

 



Lexi

 LMAO!! LMAO!! That's EXACTLY what he did!

 



Queen Bea

  Go get yo ass a white woman, we don't want you anyway! CTFU!

 



Lexi

 CTFU @ Go get a white woman!! You ain't NEVER lied!!

 



Queen Bea

 And shit, yes you have a few black women who are trife, but I feel comfortable saying that most of us aren't! I'd rather have a man who has a little and is willing to share, than a man who has a lot and don't want to give me shit! And yes I EXPECT to be treated and treated well by any man I lay with because I deserve it.

 



Lexi

 Chuuch!!

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

 I'm with Paris all day long!!! He is going by what he has dated and needs to be more selective. I find it funny only hood men come and rant about what’s wrong with black women…he has lived in an atmosphere which breeds this type of woman (white guys living in the delta (trailer park community, would say the same thing about the women there) I find it so disheartening when blacks speak so ill about us. How disrespectful can you be? Who hurt you so badly and made you feel so ill towards yourself and

 towards me?



Furthermore, what is this underlying lynching of chocolate sistas? I'm going to go there! I try so hard to ignore it and rise above that theory, but he did say his girl was half and half. Kanye has a new song out with partying and picking up a light skinned chick. Why do these men keep trying to divide us? It seems like on a psychological point, that when you are forbidden to be around certain types, (that’s the kind of women that are out of their league shall I say) when you are able to be in their company (ie. white girls, Asians, etc. what have you) there is this idealized view that makes them seem so much better than what you are used to.

I hope you all can follow me because I know I'm all over the place. Echoing Lexi...I totally agree...do not lump all of us in the same category!!!! He can only judge from what he dates and what he has been around. Speaking in a national publication, he should choose his words more carefully. I swear to God...I want to come back Jewish. If you even think of saying anything remotely ill about them or their culture you are fired and abandoned by all. Why is it okay to publicly humiliate us?? I feel so strongly about this…

 



Lexi 

 Damn Diva!! LMAO!! LMAO!! LMAO!! I love EVERYTHING you said!! 2 snaps in Z formation with the booty dance at the end!! I don't know if you read all my post (too many and I'm sorry...me and Cali we're having a good old time) But you are so right!! Why is it that they feel it's ok (opinion or not) to talk ill of us like that??? 

You NEVER HEAR NO OTHER RACE dogging out their women like that except BLACK MEN!! SAD FACE!! :-(

Again, I agree with your response!! On point chica!! ;-)

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

 And what’s wrong with having standards? If asked would he date an overweight woman or one with 6 children or outright unattractive, I'm quite sure he would NOT. And let’s keep it real, his girl probably doesn't beg because he's already gave her the pin number. I'm going to go with my homeboy...I don't need to beg for money when you offer it. If I'm dating a celebrity, I already know what you have….its call Google! YES!! You are going to take care of my needs!! It’s almost a quiet contract!! LMAO!!

 



Lexi

 That's Real Talk!! Like I said, why should WE have to LOWER our standards?? STANDARDS are PREFERENCES and either someone will step to the plate that meets your standards or they won't and keep it pushing...which is good, cause if you don't meet my standards and I'm not willing to work with you, then you need to GET OUT MY FACE anyway! LOL!! LOL!!

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

  I’ve read all the posts!!!!! This one is so dear to my heart...on some real shit...shame on him!!!

 



Always CALI

 Ok after RE-READING Slims comments I certainly read "The way Black people think in general is messed up. BOTH MEN AND WOMEN need to change how they think. MOST single women don’t want to settle for less. “
OK SO WHEN DID HE SAY ALL???? Now before I continue how many of you are married or have had your current man over 5 yrs???? EXACTLY!!!!!
Just like now, most of you are going on and on about who said it, that the message is not being heard. No seriously, isn’t this one of our brothers? Why is opinion discredited like what he saying is some bullshit but we all know there are plenty of women out their looking for a “Baller” or “Sugardaddy” ? COME ON!!!! And the other half can’t shut the hell up long enough and even listen to what their man has to say because they just have to be right about everything. I'm very frank and so was he and I can appreciate that. Well I guess he could’ve said it different but hell the meaning is still the same. Stand by your man let him make a decision or two w/o the yip yap. Have your own but know that when you let a man into your life he does have a say. And YES STOP BUYING GUCCI if you don’t know how you’re going to make the rent. People love to find fault in what someone else is saying but anyone can say whatever they want. It’s the women who fall for what looks good on the outside or how he's sexes you but then complain about the nigga ain’t shit. Well you picked him and let him into your bedroom but it’s his fault. AGAIN COME ON WITH THE BULLSHIT!!!! Take responsibility for creating these monsters cause most times women know he wasn’t shit when he was with Shanika. Now he with you and still ain’t shit and you complaining. If we never allowed them to start slacking they wouldn’t have in the 1st place. I'm not saying it’s totally the women’s fault but like SLIM SAID BLACK PEOPLE BOTH MEN AND WOMEN NEED TO CHANGE HOW THEY THINK!!!!

 


Lexi

He also said: 

“It’s hard to trust a Black woman [sometimes] because a lot of Black women’s mind frame is that the man gotta do everything for her he gotta pay for this, he gotta pay for that, and if it ain’t about money then a lot of them ain’t 

fucking with him.”

“White women treat they man like a king and Black women feel like they ain’t gotta do that shit. Black women need to stand by their man more.”

“Black women need to be more genuine and be more 50/50” 



Again!! I agree with a LOT of what he had to say, but I disagree with a lot of it too and how he said it as well!! He KEEPS CONTRADICTING himself by saying that women need to help the brothers out by lowering their standards and while he elaborated on what women should do, he tried to end it on a good note and say BLACK PEOPLE need to do better, but by the time he got there, he already shitted in my face! That's just how I took it...it may not be right, but just like in his opinion, black women need to lower their standards, in my opinion, he GENERALIZED a LOT OF BLACK WOMEN with his opinion!

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

 You know it’s not so much the message as it is the delivery. Speaking for myself I am in a place where I can make an opinion. Been married, degree, in a stable relationship, so this topic is right on my plate of goodies.





I really think it’s disrespectful. It’s so disheartening to say

black women. PERIOD.



There is nobody else except US, slicing their people up and serving them on a platter to the media. What’s most important and should be understood is how black women are viewed in the media and the stereotypes...to say this and have it printed reinforces the view that is already there.



That is my main point. For a black man with chocolate skin to not be able to look in the mirror and see that he is worthy and not see the reflection of me in him and know that I am worthy is so disheartening. You cannot love me when you can't love yourself and for me this is what I see

 in men who voice this type of opinion.



My closest home girls are mainly white and will only date outside if the black man has money. Now that’s real shit that black men don't know because they are on the outside looking in. Black women, at least state their preference, and move on. We don't play a role. Slim is so misguided.

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

 And with the example of Gucci, please. My girl carries a $4500.00 dollar Vasace bag-which is a limited collection from spring of 2009 and is late all the time on her rent--yes, she’s white. This is called not budgeting your money--its synonymous with all races but how would you know this if you've been raised in a one type atmosphere? (speaking of Slim)

 



Lexi ‎

 @ Diva - I spoke on his inability to use any TACT yesterday so I'm not going to get into it, but I WHOLEHEARTEDLY AGREE...It's not his opinion that I have a problem with more than the fact that he GENERALIZED and didn't use any TACT when speaking in a PUBLIC FOURM.

 



Lexi

  ‎@ Diva - YES!! ALL WOMEN SHARE SOME OF THE SAME HABITS and it doesn't matter if she's Black, White, Purple, or Brown!! But he DISTINCTLY SAID, "White women treat they man like a king and Black women feel like they ain’t gotta do that shit." As if there are no white women that don't fuck over their men and no Black women that don't bend over backwards for their men!!

 



Always CALI

 We are all individuals and you can’t expect someone else to say something like you say it. Still, his message isn’t that far off base and also, Slim Thug is 20 something and we are 30 somethings… so we are speaking in retrospect while he is speaking in his present tense. At 20 something I AINT GONE LIE!!!! I was exactly the type of woman he was speaking about… wanted a man with this and that who could buy me things. AND WHY NOT!!!! I could always buy them for myself but why not have him do it if he was fucking me??? But the key to that statement was I could ALWAYS buy them for myself. I was also hard headed and didn’t want to listen to my man, Hell my favorite line was, "You’re not my damn daddy" but now that I've matured, it’s not about him being my daddy… it’s about him being my man. And the Bible says that a woman's job is to be obedient. 



 Now check this… let’s pretend that this was you and your man having a casual conversation and he is saying what Slim is saying. EXACT words.... Do you get mad at your man cause of how he put it out there or do you LISTEN to what he's saying and go from there? Me? I used to yip yap but have learned it’s not how you say it it’s what you are saying. And if the sho fits you either wear it or change to another pair. Both men and women need to take responsibility and STOP pointing the damn finger... Ok so you don’t like what he said but does that mean it’s not true????


 


Lexi

 Cali, He wasn’t speaking at a dice game on the corner with the homies. He gave an interview to a NATIONALLY PUBLISHED MAGAZINE....If he didn't want his opinion scrutinized for public opinion, he should have declined!! He put HIMSELF up for scrutiny the minute he agreed to do it....With that being said, I don't have to agree or disagree with what he said or the way he said it!! I'm sorry, but for me his age isn't a factor....20, 30, or 50 years old is old enough to know that when you say something to a magazine, people are going to scrutinize it and CHOOSING YOUR WORDS ARE CRUCIAL. Again...just my opinion....

 AND I NEVER SAID THAT EVERYTHING HE said was a total FABRICATION or that he just MADE SOME SHIT UP!! LMAO!! LMAO!! THERE IS TRUTH BEHIND WHAT HE IS SAYING...AGAIN...THERE IS SOME TRUTH TO WHAT HE'S SAYING, BUT HE was not 100% on point...at least not in MY opinion he wasn't.

 



Always CALI

 Ok now Lexi… You’re proving Slim’s point... JMO Most Black women have just too much to damn say!!! YES HE DID DO AN INTERVIEW AND YES WE HAVE EVERY RIGHT TO AGREE OR DISAGREE. But you going all around the rainbow with this. Your main focus is not what he said. You have a problem with his choice of words. Ok I get it!!!! But 1st you said he generalized but he didn’t… He said "MOST" and he went on to say "BOTH MEN AND WOMEN NEED TO DO BETTER" and if I can recall that was in the 1st line of his interview. Now if you tell me your thought process wasn’t different in your 20s than it is now than we both know you’re shitting us. Hell I wish I knew half the things I know now back THEN!!! IJS Don’t kill the messenger if the message is true. This article could bring change to some because their game has been exposed. He put they ass on blast & kept it real!!!! Cause chicks are buying $500 Indian Hair with no regard for their future… too stuck on locking down a Baller.. Look out the window right now, bet you see a few driving or walking down the street. Then you have the regular check to check ladies working hard to maintain but the average check to check brother ain’t good enough cause she's steady looking for the one with it all ALREADY. Let’s not leave out the ones with a little education and status who can’t date no less than a Dr. and if she does, she wants to make him feel like he has no say cause she don’t really need him. Come on quit playing… LIKE HE SAID "WE HAVE ALL GOT TO DO BETTER" He's speaking from a man’s point of view which is something we could never do. And again, he's saying we need to be more down. So in my mind I'm not hung up on him knocking us down… I'm thinking about how I can be down with my man more. JMO

 



Lexi

 AGAIN.... EVERYTHING HE SAID WASN'T TRUE AND EVERYTHING HE SAID WASN'T FALSE!!! AND I'M SORRY IT'S EITHER ONE OR THE OTHER FOR YOU!!! LMAO!! 

It's not for me!! I agree with parts of his message, but I disagree with other parts and I disagree with the way he 

 said it.



I'm proving his point how?? Cause I have an opinion and I disagree with HIS?? Or that I disagree with the way he stated it?? I've never said that I think I'm too good and won't lower my standards for a man who isn't worthy! I don't go buying name brand shit cause that ain't my get down. I've been with the same man for the past 6 years and we've both had to be the bread winner at one point while the other one didn't work. I held him down and he's held me down. I COOK, CLEAN, FUCK, And SUCK, and whatever else he needs me to do to take care of him and vice versa....so how am I proving him right?? Cause I disagree that his ENTIRE MESSAGE WAS 100% TRUTH???

HE DID GENERALIZE!!! When he said Black Women don't know how to treat a man...He DID GENERALIZE when he said that WHITE women treat their men like a king....HE DID GENERALIZE when he said Black women need to stand by their man more and they need to be more genuine and keep it 50/50....THOSE ARE

 GENERALIZATIONS IN MY EYES!



YES, he TRIED to throw in some "BOTH MEN AND WOMEN NEED TO DO BETTER" but when I read it, the gist of what I got on a whole was that he was talking about BLACK WOMEN, not BLACK RELATIONSHIPS....

My thought process in my 20s WAS GRAVELY different than it is now but TACT is something that I've always HAD!! Apparently he doesn't....which is fine...he NEVER has to use it as far as I'm concerned! LMAO!! LMAO!! 

 Bless his heart!!



Just BECAUSE YOU FEEL THAT EVERYTHING HE SAID IS 100% the truth, I don't have to agree with his entire message!! Did some of the things he say ring true? YES! I know bitches like that personally!! Do all of the things he said ring true?? NO!! Do I LIKE the way he STATED his opinion?? NO!! Just because I dislike the way he stated it, does that mean that the things that I think he said that are actually the truth not true?? NO!! They're STILL the truth whether I like the way he said it or not!! 


 

 LMAO!! LMAO!! I can disagree with his overall opinion, I can disagree with the way he stated it but it doesn't mean that I don't think that parts of his message were true! IT WAS!! But just because PART OF WHAT HE SAYING WAS TRUE, doesn't make EVERYTHING HE SAID 100 in my eyes!

 



Ms.Diva Lauryn 

  ‎>>>>>HIGH 5@Lexi!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

 



Always CALI

 OK THIS IS MY LAST RESPONSE!!!! NOT ONCE DID I EVER SAY I AGREED WITH EVERYTHING HE SAID!!!! I SAIIIID HE HAD SOME VERY VALID POINTS!!!!
And what I mean by we should stand by our men and NOT YOU and your personal life THIS ARTICLE ONLY!!!
THIS IS ONE OF OUR MEN!!!! AND INSTEAD OF ANYONE AT FIRST EVEN WILLING TO ADMIT THE MAN WASNT JUST TALKING OUT HIS ASS. 
From the first comment on, it’s been nothing but BASHING!!! INSTEAD OF FOCUSING ON ANYTHING HE SAID THAT WAS TRUE AND TAKING A LOOK INWARD WE'VE GOT A MILLION AND ONE POINTS HOW TO BREAK A BROTHER DOWN!!! BLACK WOMEN FIRST WANNA JUMP TO THE DEFENSE!!! AND WANNA POINT THE FINGER RIGHT BACK. UNTIL SOMEONE WANTS TO STEP UP AND SAY YOU KNW YOUR RIGHT WE GONE KEEP GOING BACK AND FORTH AND OUR MEN ARE GOING TO KEEP SWITCHING TO THE OTHER TEAM. 
First it was his etiquette and he should’ve said it different. FUCK THAT!! Everybody ain’t politically correct, an again we are talking about SLIM THUG!!!! Folks always hollering they keeping it real but when someone really puts it out there, they get offended. Is this having OUR men back?? Yeah sometimes we don’t say things right and Yeah sometimes what you say can be twisted and turned but hell IT IS WHAT IT IS!!!!!

 



Lexi 

 Cali, that's not true....YOU clearly stated that I'm "proving his point”...therefore it turned personal and I inserted my 

 personal response!



From my VERY first response, I stated that I disagreed with his generalizations and in just about EVERY response to you I stated that as well, just as I stated that there's TRUTH behind some of his words, but I don't agree with everything. I CAN have more than 1 reason for disliking 

 somone's opinion, right?



None of my points have changed...In every response I said that his etiquette was WRONG...and I still STAND TALL ON THAT too!! There is a TIME AND PLACE for everything and if you have the balls to talk shit about BLACK WOMEN in a nationally published magazine, whether what you’re speaking about is the truth or made up, then you DAMN WELL better be prepared for a backlash and be prepared to stand behind the shit you say. This wasn’t a private conversation between homies in the hood…this is his VOICE to the world… And if this is the IMAGE of himself that he’s putting out there and he’s comfortable with 

 himself, God bless him…But bets believe it won’t be no punk ass SLIM THUG being played under this roof!! LMAO!! Yes, everyone is entitled to their opinion and their opinion may even hold some form of the truth, but at the end of the day, IF YOU SLANG SHIT, BE PREPARED TO DEFEND SHIT!! Everyone else who responded didn't bash him right away...in fact most recognized he brought up good points just as I did...But good points in an over generalized statement is NOT GOOD ENOUGH to get your point across and be taken seriously most of the times…and 

in this case, he failed MISERABLY.

GREAT DEBATE anyway chica!! ;-)

 You raised a LOT of valid and interesting points!!

 



Always CALI

Very good debate... Now it’s going on, on my thread and I told you it was gone be heated. Girls against the boys with me in the middle. LMAO!!!!


 


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 28 – THE STORY OF MY LIFE


 

The Story of My Life


 


 

Abandoned, Lonely, Sad, Rejected

Labeled, Bitter, Empty, Disrespected

If when it rains it pours like they say

Then my entire life has been a thunderstorm

And if God only takes care of babies and fools

Then I should never have been born

Needless to say, it’s raining today

But I think I saw a rainbow

Just maybe there is a place for me

And I too have dreams to sow

You know, I looked in the mirror today

And began to feel dejected

Until I began to see myself

In other ways than what’s reflected

Even though my life’s a mess

And I’ve been scarred, battered, and abused

That doesn’t mean I’m hopeless

But simply that I’m confused

I’ve grown accustomed to being lied to

And used to being disappointed

Looked down on by society
Even shunned by those who claim to be anointed

I’ve seen and done many things

The likes of which you’d be surprised

But from this abyss of negativity and anguish

I’ve discovered I can rise.

To heights and plateaus that you’ve never imagined

Because see for me skies the limit

I am no longer a statistic

Because I am here to make a difference with my existence 

And I AM in it to win it


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 29 – GHETTO


 

Ghetto


 

Getting up before the sun rises to catch three buses to a

 job I hate

Hatred of the oppressive force that keep me in a dead end 

 job that pays dead ends

Education, or lack thereof that confines me to this 

 depressing way of life

Talking about it but not being about it sounds good to 

 everyone but those who know me

Telling the world that I’m gon make it when I’m not so sure myself

Overstating the obvious when I say I need to get out of the 

 GHETTO.


 


 


 


 

CHAPTER 30 – 8 IS ENOUGH


 

8 Is Enough


 


 

Apt 201


 

 “FOIL”, Janeese said proudly. “First, Outside, Inside, and then Last. I know you remember that from Matheson’s class, don’t you girl?”

 The girls giggled just at the thought of Mr. Matheson, their old algebra teacher from freshman year. Then Tamela sighed into the telephone and said, “Girl, I remember but hell-o? I barely passed that class. I think I’ll just come over so you can help me. This algebra shit is wearing me out”

 “Alright girl, but give me about an hour because my mom wants me to help her move some boxes up in the attic, ok?”


 “OK, so I’ll see you in an hour pooh, pooh!” Tamela exclaimed.


 “Girl, I am not your pooh, pooh”, Janeese said in her stern and serious voice.” The girls then laughed as they always did, and then hung up the phone.


 



 



 “Bitch, why you always on the phone?” Tamela tuned around and looked at her mother and before she could answer, she felt the stinging of her mother’s palm across her light-caramel colored face. 

 


 “Where is my shit Tammy, I know you hid it? Where the fuck is my shit, you yellow bitch? I don’t know how many times I’ve told you to keep your hands off of my shit.”


 


 Tammy got up off the couch slowly with tears in her eyes ignoring her mother’s tirade and began gathering her books, papers and notebooks in efforts to pack her backpack so that she can go over to Janeese’s house. 

 Then suddenly her mother grabbed her and slammed her down on the raggedy sofa as roaches scattered from the cracks of it fearing for their lives. She began shaking and cursing at Tamela violently. As Tamela struggled to free herself, she bumped her forehead on the glass-bottomed lamp. But that didn’t stop her mother’s attack, even as the blood from Tamela’s wound splattered all over her.

 Tamela, finally able to free herself from her mother’s vicious grasp, ran into the bathroom and locked the door. Her mother ran behind her banging on the door shouting at her, “Bitch you better come out of the bathroom right now and give me my shit!”

 Tamela got a face cloth from over the bath railing and ran some cold water on it. She looked in the mirror at her bleeding injury, then at her mother’s palm print across her face, then down to her bruised arms. She turned the water off and heard her mother’s muffled voice still shouting at her.

 “I’ve got to get the hell out of this house”, she said to herself placing the towel on her injury and re-acting to the sting of it. When she opened the door, her mother was lying on the floor crying, begging and pleading, “Tammy please! Baby please give me my shit girl.”

 Tamela went into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. She pulled out a carton of eggs, opened it, and pulled out a plastic zip-lock bag filled with a broken off car antenna, three, small baggies full of crack cocaine, and a cheap lighter.

 “Here”, Tamela said tossing the bag on the floor by her mother’s face. Her mother suddenly sprung back to life as if magically inclined, grabbed the zip-lock, tore it open and wasted no time. She sat down in a darkened corner of the apartment, and flicked the lighter placing the broken off car antenna nervously up to her black lips. She lit it, and puffed on it long and hard until her eyes rolled back into relaxation all while Tamela watched in silence.

 The phone rang. “Janeese”, Tamela thought.

 “Hey girl”


 “Hey Tammy. My dad came home early and he’s helping my mom in the attic, so you can come over now if you want.”


 “My mom’s sick girl, I can’t come.”


 “Damn, Tammy she’s getting high again. What are you going to do?”


 “Neese, I don’t want to talk about it right now, I’ll see you at school tomorrow ok?”


 Janeese paused and the girls sat in silence a few minutes.


 “Aright girl. I love you pooh, pooh.” Janeese said somberly.


 Tamela paused a few seconds and said, “I am not your pooh, pooh.”


 



 The next morning, Tamela woke up to the pain of her bruises and injuries from the day before. She dragged herself out of the bedroom and peeped in the living room looking for her mother. “Damn.” she muttered. “It looks like a tornado been through here.” she sighed. The living room was dark, musty, and a complete and utter mess. The lamp from yesterday’s fiasco was still on the floor. She noticed that her backpack had been opened and all of the papers from her schoolwork were strewn all over the floor, the sofa and the coffee table. She still didn’t see here mother anywhere, so she walked slowly into the kitchen. The refrigerator door was wide open and all of its contents were all over the floor. As she looked around, she noticed that busted eggs were all over he walls.

 Tamela’s heart just sank into the pit of her stomach. She couldn’t miss another day of school because Principal Grant said that if she did, she would come to visit and talk to her mother. Tamela then begin to clean up the mess her mother had made knowing full well that she would miss first period.

 As she tidied up the kitchen, she began sobbing silently and wondering why her mother had to be addicted to crack. She hated all drugs but especially crack because she witnessed first hand how it had taken her mother away from her. She smiled a half smile remembering how beautiful her mother used to be. How she used to actually care about her appearance, how she used to care about life, how she used to be such a loving and caring mother.

 After cleaning the kitchen as decent as time permitted, Tamela went into the living room to begin straightening things up. Still no sight of her mother, she quickly gathered her school papers and placed them back into her folder. Suddenly, she remembered her stash spot, in the lining of her backpack. She hurried over to the T.V. where the empty backpack laid flimsily across the top. She 

 grabbed it quickly and reached down to the bottom where there was a small tear in the lining, she stuck her fingers through the small tear, and grabbed a wad of bills. Afraid to count it for fear of her mother’s return, she decided to count it later. Tamela finished cleaning the living room and then proceeded to get ready for school.

 When she went into the bathroom, before she turned on the shower, she got a glimpse of her shadow in the mirror. She popped on the light and stared at herself. “Nothing that I can’t fix with make up”, she said of her injuries. When she pulled the shower curtain back, her heart skipped a couple of beats with fear. It was her mother, curled up and sound asleep in the bathtub with her makeshift crack pipe enclosed tightly in her fist.

 



 “MaMa, get up and go get in the bed.” Tamela said while shaking her mother.


 “Tammy?” her mother asked in her just getting up frog voice.


 “Yeah, Ma?” Tamela answered.


 



 Her mother didn’t respond. She just looked at Tammy and smiled her toothless smile. She got up out of the bathtub and went into the kitchen to make coffee, obviously not remembering anything from the past 24 hours, either that or trying to forget by not mentioning it.

 Tamela showered and dressed for school. She applied makeup to cover up her visible bruises, but when she tried to cover up the gash on her forehead from the lamp, it burned her ferociously, and she placed a band-aid there instead. She then quickly gathered her things and before she headed out of the door stopped to watch her mother for a few moments in the kitchen.

 “What?” her mother snapped when she noticed Tamela staring.


 “Nothing.” Tamela sighed and headed for the door.


 



Apt. 213

 


 As Tamela began walking, she was met by Lovely, a friend of her mother’s who was thought to be so far gone in her addiction, she constantly roamed the streets and talked to herself. She looked like a 60-year-old homeless woman instead of the once beautiful and sassy young woman that she once was. Lovely’s skin was discolored as she played with a few strands of her disheveled hair. “Hey god-daughter, what time is it?” she finally managed to say. Tamela looked at her with a tear in her eye and kept walking without so much as acknowledging her. Lovely smiled and shouted, “Monday, the 18th at 11:15”

 Tamela nonchalantly kept walking past Apartment 213 where Lovely once lived wondering how could she remember the exact date and time of her 4th grade school play which was 6 years ago through all of the haziness in her brain.

 Apartment 213 was vacant now. Lovely was evicted and put out by the State Marshals 6 months ago, but that didn’t stop her from living there. After they removed all of her belongings, which were nothing more than a few garbage bags full of rags that she called clothes, after a few weeks, she moved back in. And so did all the other neighborhood junkies who had nowhere to go or were looking for a place where they could get high in peace. In fact Lovely, invited them to her “home” as if there was still furniture, gas and electricity there. 

 When Lovely saw that Tamela was not going to say anything to her she said, “Go on to school baby, and stay away from drugs. Don’t end up like me.” She turned and walked to the vacant apartment and crawled under the make shift boarded doorway that had become the entrance. Sunlight pushed its way through the empty apartment as the shadows and ruminants of the night before lay strewn about, here and there. Bodies filled with the stench of urine and musk of days gone by without bathing in every corner of the dwelling were a permanent fixture to the environment like an oil painting.

 Lovely, walked to the kitchen area and found a half smoked cigarette on the floor. She picked it up and reached in her tattered jacket pocket for her lighter. When she found it, she went and sat down on the floor by the stove. She lit her cigarette and dragged on it with every ounce of her tiny being. When she exhaled, her body trembled a little. She dug into her pocket once again, and pulled out an old watch. It was plastic and inexpensive and one of the bands was missing, but it worked although the time was more than 5 hours off. She checked the time and whispered, “Almost time, almost.”

 


 



Apt. 404

 Anthony grabbed his twin brother Angelo by the head and pretended to slam it down on the imaginary top rope. “Ohh!!” he shouted as he raised his hands in victory.

 “I don’ told you bad ass kids to stop playing in this damn house. Go outside with all that racket”, he said calmly. The weariness in his voice could be traced on his facial expression. He was tired. Years of working and supporting his family had finally begun to wear him down. He felt it all in his body every time he moved but refused to accept it. There was too much to be done.

 Ezra sat down in his old, raggedy, lazy-boy. He grabbed his snuff and his pipe off of the TV tray in front of him. “Donte?” he managed to call out through a fit of muffled coughing. “Yes, Paw-paw?” the shy little boy answered almost out of breath as ran over to his grandfather’s Lazy-Boy. Donte was 4 years old and the youngest of Ezra’s grandchildren. He was the only one that still actually listened. The twins Anthony and Angelo were 15 and often acted like 5 year olds instead of the teenagers they were. They would run and jump and pretend to be WWE Superstars all through the house while Ezra begged for them to go outside. Shanell, the lone female of the house was 17 and all she could ever seem to talk about lately was going away to college. “Bring Paw-Paw’s lighter from in there on my nightstand.” Ezra said. Donte flew out of the living room, ran down the narrow hallway, and was back in a flash with his grandfather’s lighter. “Here Paw, Paw”, he said as he handed him the lighter resting his hands on his knees as he gasped for air.

 Secretly, Donte was Ezra’s favorite and it wasn’t because he was the youngest, it was because he always listened and never complained and understood his loss. He knew the emptiness that Donte lived with, for he too had suffered the death of his own twin sister at an early age as well.

 “I’m hungry Paw-Paw”, Donte said as his grandfather began puffing on his pipe. A tear almost fell from Ezra’s eye as he realized that there was nothing to eat. He never thought that Alice would die before him, but she did. She had a heart of gold and she always made sure there was something to eat even if it was nothing more than cornbread, milk, and sugar. He missed his wife terribly and ever since she died and left him alone with the 4 grandchildren they had custody of, he felt lost and alone.

 Because he held a job, he didn’t qualify for welfare. The only assistance they offered was Medi-cal. They said he made $30 too much to receive Food stamps and that he made $157 too much to receive cash-aid. His job at the Ford dealership washing cars was simply not enough for him and his four grandchildren. After he paid the rent, utilities, and bought the necessities, he barely had $45 left for food. He tried to buy groceries that would stretch such as soup, beans, and lunch meat, but getting paid once a month and with 5 mouths to feed, even that wasn’t enough.

 


 He held his head down and before he could say anything, Donte dropped a $20 bill in his lap. He thought his eyes had deceived him and he picked up the bill and looked at it to make sure it was real. “I got it from Lovely,” Donte said softly. Ezra sat in silence for a few minutes. “That crazy woman who’s always asking what time is it?” Ezra finally managed to inquire.

 “Yes, Paw-Paw. She asked to buy my watch, you know the broken one that never tells the right time. I told her it was broken and that it don’t work right, but she said it was fine and I told her it was not for sale and she gave me this $20 and told me to give it to my Paw-Paw and then she took it out my hand and kissed me on my forehead and told me to go home. Honest, Paw-Paw, I…”

 “It’s ok Tay, “Ezra cut him off sharply. “Get ya shos so we can go get something to eat. Tell the twins and ya sister we going to the store.” 

 “OK Paw-Paw.” Donte said excitedly as he scampered off to find his shos.

 Ezra got up and slid into his slippers. He walked out the front door and across the street and around the bend to apartment 213, Lovely’s apartment.

 


 “Lovely!” he shouted, “Miss Lovely!” Lovely peeped her head through the boarded doorway. When she noticed who it was, she bent over and crawled out and dragged her way up to the fence. They stared at each other in silence for a few minutes. Then Ezra said, “$20 for a broken watch?” Lovely smiled slowly like she was remembering something and said, “But he’s my…”

 “Stay away from him”, Ezra said sternly.

 “Daddy”, Lovely said as she looked at Ezra half ashamed and tearful. She then turned and walk slowly back toward the apartment. Before she got to the boarded door entrance, she turned around to look at her father, but he was gone. She pulled the watch out her pocket and mumbled, “Almost time.”

 



Apt. 704

 


 America. She had heard so many wonderful things about this country. She was too excited to even realize that she’d only slept a few hours. Yesterday had been a successful day. She paid the gringo the last payment and he gave her her papers. She was Xochitl Yvette Osco, a real American citizen now. She went to the welfare office and they gave her an emergency Medi-Cal card and $505 EBT card for food. 

 America was the best country in the world she thought as she stood up on her makeshift bed to stretch. She watched her little girl sleep, pulled the sheet up on her more snuggly and kissed her cheek. She too had a newly paid-for identity. She was now Gabriella. She would call her Gabby for short. She would get to go to school, and learn English, and go to college, and get a good job and be a successful lawyer, or doctor or astronaut. The thoughts overwhelmed her!

 Xochitl looked around the apartment and could see as many as four different families each separated and huddled off together trying to separate themselves from one another. The gringo told everyone the same thing, “Don’t talk to others, the less you know about their situation, the safer you are.” She and her daughter had been at apartment 704 for 10 months, 2 weeks and 4 days to be exact. She counted. She counted for everyday she was away from her parents whom she loved and hated too. As much as she loved them, she could never forgive them. Never.

 It started when she was 15, she reminisced, looking deeply into nowhere remembering the pain. Her father told her just one time, for the family, so Pepito can get the medicine he needs. She reluctantly agreed and her mother ushered her next door. When he came to the door, he gave her mother a wad of bills and he grabbed her inside. He thought he was just busting a nut but he made her a woman and a mother on a day that will stay etched in her mind forever.

 After baby Clemente was born, her parents sold him to an El Salvadorian couple a few weeks later. She never knew how much they got for him, but it was enough to have an aqueduct of running water built to the house, so she knew it was a lot. Shortly after Clemente, there was Montalvo. By the time she realized she was pregnant with Montalvo, she had slept with so many different men she honestly did not know who his father was. He was sold as soon as the umbilical cord was cut. Right before Lupita was born, she knew she had to leave. For when she would come of age, they would have her prostituting too. She knew her parents’ greed all too well.

 America, the one place her parents would never come looking for her because they were wanted in connection for a robbery homicide in San Diego. When the gringo came with a new customer for her to have sex with, she made a deal with him. She gave him a huge lump sum of the money she stolen from her father’s stash and promised him the rest once she was in America. Needless to say, the gringo got her to America safely and had her working at a restaurant as a waitress getting paid under the table to work off the rest of her debt. 

 Yesterday she paid him the last of what she owed and finally got her papers. No more sharing the bathroom with 9 other people, no more stepping over bodies, and fighting over bread slices or clean sheets with others in her same situation. These days were soon to be over now since she would begin receiving welfare. She went out on the balcony of the apartment and stared at the projects and its surroundings. It was not luxurious but it was a million times better than the Guatemalan village she left behind. 

 She grabbed for the cross around her neck, closed her eyes, and thanked God for all her blessings just like Sweets had taught her.

 



Apt. 703

 


 Angela Sweets sat down at her table after preparing her breakfast and morning coffee. Her salt and pepper hair pulled into a perfect bun glistened as the sun shone through her kitchen window. She clasped her hands together and prayed.

 “Dear heavenly father, thank you for this food I’m about to receive for the nourishment of my body. Thank you for waking me up out my bed this morning with a sound mind and body to do your will. Oh Lord, watch over the children in these projects we live in. Watch over the poor child in 201. Lord, she needs your guidance. And have mercy on her mother and the others like her in 213. Lord, I ask that you send your blessings down to Old Man Ezra and his four grandbabies; they need a blessing that only you can give oh Lord. Thank You Jesus for helping my Latino sister next door! She told me that prayer really works and I just want to rejoice in your namesake. Hallelujah!! Lord I ask that you run the devil out of the A-building!! Have mercy on my son Jayson heavenly father for he knows better, but chooses otherwise. Let the spirit of your love send those demons right on out of his heart! Oh Lord I have faith that you can heal all things and I believe that with your power that all the world’s troubles will come to past. These things I ask in Jesus name, thank God, Amen.”


 


Apt. A- 104

 


 “Damn!” he thought. “Yesterday the cops, today, this nigga.” He tried hard not to look back but knowing that a shotgun could put a hole in his ass the size of a grapefruit, he couldn’t help it. This was his boy, his best friend, and he was running for his life because his best friend was trying to kill him. He was exhausted but he knew the moment he stopped, meant the end of his life.

 As he ran pass the corner liquor store, he knew he was slowing down because he heard his enemy getting closer. Passed the dollar store, across Century Blvd during rush hour traffic, dodging cars, SUV’s, and 18 wheelers, passed McDonald’s, the watermelon man, the furniture store, and Woody’s Bar-B-Q Shack, he darts into projects parking lot, high tailing it with his enemy still behind him. Sweating and panting as hard his medium built body would allow, he ran into the A building hoping that his enemy didn’t see where he went.

 He climbed the stairs 2 at a time and jumped over the railing as flawless as a Super Hero. Quickly past the janitor’s closet and through the open washroom, he jumped inside of a dryer hoping he was not seen.

 Sean was tired and angry. He couldn’t believe that his best friend was sexing his sister. She was way underage and that fool gets plenty of hos on a daily basis, why he had to fuck his baby sister was a mystery to him. But he was not going to let it ride. He saw Jayson run into the A-building but he disappeared into thin air by the time Sean had made it inside.

 Frustrated, Sean stopped looking for him. He figured he’d show up sooner or later. He went to A-104 and knocked on the door twice, paused and then knocked once real hard. Tookie came to open the door and almost jumped out his skin when he seen how big Sean’s gun was.

 “Nigga you walking around in broad daylight with that? You ain’t in Iraq, fool!” Tookie said snatching it from him. “Gimmie this. You little niggas always trying to show yo ass! Tookie took the gun and placed it in a corner of the apartment.

 Sean said nothing. He sat on the couch frustrated, confused, and tired while Tookie went back to the table cutting and bagging cocaine rocks to sale. Then suddenly, a knock at the door made both men run to the corner for the gun. Sean got to the gun first but Tookie, who was obviously older and stronger, snatched it out of his hands. “Nigga, I don’t know who pissed you off, but I don’t need One Time up in my shit cause you blasted somebody for knocking on the door. I got it.”

 Sean looked at Tookie like he wanted to cry. He had always looked up to him, for Tookie had taken him and Jayson and showed them how to hustle. And even though he was highly upset and wanted nothing more than to blow Jayson’s brain all over the A-Building hallways, he knew that Tookie was right.

 


 “Who is it?” Tookie asked as the knocking became more vigorous.


 “It’s me Took”, a woman’s voice answered back.

 


 Tookie sat the gun back down in the corner and walked over to the door. “Who the hell is that?” Sean inquired, but Tookie knew exactly who it was. He went to the door, opened it, grabbed the woman by her hair, slung her inside the apartment and slammed the door.

 “What the FUCK you doing here?” Tookie hollered as he hemmed the woman up against the wall. “Didn’t I tell yo ass not to come here no more?”

 Sean waited for Tookie to move his large frame so that he could see who the woman was. Then Tookie raised his large hand and smacked the woman across her face and she whimpered but she did not move. “What time is it?” she asked in a whispered voice.

 “Lovely?” Sean inquired. “Baby girl, what you doing here?” he asked, voice quivering because he knew it was none of his business but he hated to see men put their hands on women, including Tookie, even though he idolized him.

 Tookie grabbed her by her arm practically twisting it off and flung her on the couch where she landed right next to Sean. Sean stared at Tookie intently who in return stared at Lovely, who fumbled around in her pocket looking for her piece-a-watch. When she noticed Sean’s watch, she grabbed his arm and looked at it and then looked up at Tookie liked she suddenly came to the realization of time, space, and purpose. 

 “I saw baby twin”, she managed to say. “I saw him close up. He looks just like you.”

 Sean got up and walked into the kitchen politely excusing himself. Tookie walked over toward the window and Lovely followed him saying, “You know that $20 you gave me the last time I was here? I gave it to him. I heard Daddy’s having it rough, so I gave it to my baby and told him to give to Daddy.” There was silence between them. Tookie started to say something but Lovely cut him off. “

 I didn’t kill my baby, Terrance. You know I didn’t kill my baby.”

 “Bitch they found the baby in the oven. You tried to cook my baby!” Tookie shouted.


 “You know that’s not true” Lovely said calmly. “You took the kids and told me you’d be back in an hour. You told me to watch the oven cause you had some weed you was drying out. When they came and raided the house and found Deanna in the oven, I was just as surprised as they were. It’s been 4 years. It’s time.”


 


 There was a long silence and neither of them made eye contact. Finally, Lovely spit out, “What happened to my baby Terrance?” Tookie reached in his pocket and pulled out a knot of bills. He slowly peeled off five, crisp $100“Here”, he said as he handed her the wad of cash. “Just stay away from me”, he said coldly.

 Lovely threw the money on the ground and said, “That’s not what I came here for. I don’t want your money. When I needed you and your money while they were taking my kids away from me, while I was fighting for custody against my parents, while I fought for my sanity, you abandoned me. You think you can just pay me off like you do everybody else in these projects? Fuck you, Tookie! You know what happened to my baby and you won’t tell me and until you do, I’mma make sure I come see yo punk ass everyday.”

 Tookie was so furious by her statements that he balled up his fist and one could see the anger penetrating his body as he threw himself on top of her and attacked her furiously. They tussled and scrambled about the apartment as he managed to land blows all over her tiny frame. Suddenly Sean, who was in the bedroom listening, came out and pulled Lovely free from Tookie’s crab-like grip.

 Sean looked at Tookie bravely and said, “I’mma walk her home, man.” He grabbed Lovely’s hand and walked out of the apartment. Lovely, bleeding slightly at the corner of her mouth, wiped the blood away and reached in her pocket feeling for her watch. Once she found it, she pulled it out and said to Sean, “It’s time.”

 He didn’t know why but he answered her with, “I know.”

 Tookie stood by the window and watched Sean and Lovely cross the project streets over to the 200 building. He stared at 213, their destination which he could see from his window and wondered how he would ever rid himself of the guilt he felt over what happened that day. Lovely was right. He was the only one that knew what happened to her baby and out of all the dirt he did, the shootings, the robberies, the lying, blackmailing, and pushing major weight, none of it mattered. Baby Deanna’s death was one secret that he was sure to take with him to his grave, no matter how much Lovely begged for the truth.

 He stared intently at 213 and thought about all the good times he and Lovely shared there, the parties, the food, the money, the sex, watching “The Wire” and laughing like the high school sweethearts they were at McNulty’s crazy antics. Damn. At that moment, he realized that he was still in love with her and that he missed her. She was one, fine, ass woman back then and he saw glimpses of that Lovely every time he saw her walking around the hood asking folks for the time. All those model looking chicks, video hos, stripper bitches, even a school teacher or two, and none of them compared to Lovely. She was his first love, hell, his only love but he would never admit that to anyone cause now she was a crazy cracked out bitch, at least thats what everybody thought. 

 Tookie knew better though. He was a big shot caller, player in the dope game, pushing major weight, and making mad loot, and he had an unspeakable bond with a woman he loved who happened to be addicted to cocaine. How would people look at him if they knew the truth? That he was in love with a crack head? The one thing he loved more than the power and money that came with being a drug dealer was the respect and admitting to being in love with Lovely would have evaporated all he’d worked for into thin air to the point of not existing at all. Crack head? Yes. Crazy? He laughed at the thought and how she really had her performance down to a science. 

 Everything was fucked up that day. The money count was off, the product was booty, and 5-0 was hot. He remembered losing it, going FEDS complaining about how shit was all wrong and how he had no idea how to fix it. Lovely held him close to her bosom and rubbed his bald-head. She was the only person in the world that knew that always calmed him down. He then reached in his pocket and grabbed some samples that he got from some new dudes who wanted to do business from the East side. He and Lovely decided to test it together and that’s when a fucked up day went from SHIT to SHIT-FIRE.

 Lovely said the samples were “chest-bust” and it didn’t get her high. Upon hearing this, Tookie let his ego get the best of him and he decided to lie to her in agreement, knowing full well that he felt like his heart was going to explode. He had never been so high and nauseated in all his life, but he couldn’t let her see how fucked up he was, especially when she wasn’t even high at all. He felt like he was dying and he needed air, so he walked outside to his truck. He stood by the truck for 15 minutes, just stuck on stupid, staring blankly at nothing in particular. Lovely noticed and tried to get him to come back in the house, but before he could say anything, the kids ran upon him and jumped in the truck begging to go wherever he was going. He told Lovely that he would be back in an hour and to watch the Chronic he had drying out in the oven. She agreed but the look on her face screamed uncertainty. She knew in her gut that he was high and out of his mind, but because she loved him with every fiber of her being, she trusted his judgment.

 Tookie got in the truck, put on his seatbelt and sat there for what seemed like forever before he realized that he was too fucked up to even pretend any more. The restless kids jumped out of the truck and ran to the project playground leaving Tookie in the truck, clutching his chest, blinking furiously at himself in the rear view. He was babbling incoherent nonsense, nodding his head to the Young Jeezy CD that blared through his speakers. After a few hours, Tookie finally went back to the apartment where Lovely was asleep in the bedroom with the twins Deanna and Donte. Then he got a text from Sean saying that the word on the street is that the police were coming to raid. They were at the office in the front of the projects and he had about 15 minutes to get the hell out of there. 

 He wasn’t tripping at first because he never kept anything there but then he remembered the Chronic in the oven. He panicked. Being high, Tookie had a tendency to become 10 times more paranoid then usual, so to be high, paranoid and panicky, he completely lost it. All he remembered was grabbing the weed out the oven and stuffing it in one of the baby’s car seats. Using one of the baby’s blankets doused in bleach, he started cleaning the oven to get rid of the Chronic smell while singing, “It's ya' boy, Mr. 17-5, I take it back to the block, back to the kitchen, back to the pots” over and over and over. When he was finished, Tookie climbed out of the back window and ran off before the police even knocked on the front door, surprising Lovely and scaring the shit out of her at the same time.

 Tookie fought back tears remembering that he was so high, he picked up Deanna with those blankets and was scrubbing the oven with the baby and blankets together. He struggled to keep the tears from flowing as he remembered hearing about how Lovely screamed to the top of her lungs when they found Deanna’s limp body and SHE was accused of killing her when she had been sleep the whole time. He shook his head in disgust at how he let it all go down just to save his ass from going back to prison. 

 Lovely’s life was completely destroyed after that day all because she never told a soul about Tookie’s addiction. She never spoke out and said how he was acting all weird that day after they smoked the “chest-bust” together. She never said a word about how she was sleep and woke up stunned and traumatized to see Deanna’s dead corpse in the oven. She allowed Tookie to keep his image while hers became tainted and ruined forever. 

 Tookie had been clean from that day forward and Lovely became lost in her addiction, but crazy she was not. She was doing nothing more than performing, always asking everybody “What time is it?” He knew it was an act. It was one that kept her out of jail on an insanity plea, but it also kept him from being exposed. She still loved him despite everything she lost. She could annihilate him with what she knew but she never implicated him. Never. Not even now. “She’s amazing”, he thought. He walked back over to the table and finished chopping his rocks.

 



Apt. A-106

 


 As Sean and Lovely reached the gate of 213, he looked at her face and saw a bruise that instantly took him back to a time when his own mother was being beaten by some new boyfriend and he cried feverishly for him to stop. Lovely, in her soft spoken voice, said, “Sean?”

 “I know” Sean cut her off. “I know. It’s time.”

 Lovely grabbed Sean’s wrist and looked at his watch. He slid a nice, fat rock in her hand and she smiled. “Something for your troubles”, Sean said. She looked at the rock like a foreign object, as if it was something she had never seen before. She handed it back to Sean and said, “No more. I think it’s time that I get clean.” She thanked him and began walking to her boarded up door.

 Sean returned to the A-Building just as Jayson was slipping into Cerise’s, apartment A 106. Sean saw him and for a moment, just for a moment, he didn’t know whether he should go in there and bum-rush Cerise’s apartment and choke him out, or wait, grab his gun and bust a cap in his ass like he really wanted. He decided on the latter.

 Inside A-106, Cerise grabbed the bundle of synthetic hair from off of the table, separated and pulled a piece away from the bundle. She popped her gum as she proceeded to intertwine the fake hair with her client’s real hair. Jayson came over to the table where she was and stared at the new braid she was plating down. “He tryna kill me for fucking Tammy”, he said.

 Cerise acted as if he she didn’t hear him and picked up the bundle of hair and separated another piece for the next braid. “Did you hear what I said?” Jayson hollered. Then there was a knock at the door. Cerise laid down the hair, went to the door and looked through the peep hole. There was a small girl, with pigtails and a big toothy grin. Cerise opened the door, smiled at her, and said, “Hey Robin. What you need little one?”

 Robin looked up in the sky trying hard to remember what her mother told her. Then as the light came on in her head, she remembered, “Chili cheese Fritos and an orange soda.”

 “That’s $1.50,” Cerise said as she welcomed the little girl inside. Cerise then went over to the stove and stirred the chili. She opened a bag of Fritos and scooped a big spoon of chili out of the pot and into the bag. She then sprinkled some cheese on top and handed them to the little girl with some napkins and a plastic fork. She opened the refrigerator and gave Robin the orange soda she requested. She smiled at Robin and grabbed a pack of M&Ms off the shelf stacked full of candies and goodies. “She placed the M&M’s in Robin’s sweater pocket and said, “I heard that you made the honor roll. Keep it up sweetie. Stay in them books, ok?”

 “OK”, Robin giggled. The child left and Cerise went back to braiding her client’s hair. Cerise picked up where she left off and began twisting and platting neatly and quickly when Jayson grabbed her hands and looked at her intensely. “He’s YOUR best friend,” Cerise stammered taken aback by Jayson’s sudden gesture. “You already know how Sean is. That’s my baby daddy and all but I swear he loves his sister more than he loves his own seed. So what do you expect me to do? We haven’t talked in 2 years and we live right next door to each other. Shit, I can’t help you. I’m barely helping my damn self. I just got my candy house back together and I’m braiding as many heads as I can to take care of my business. I don’t bother him and he don’t bother me and I like it like that. But you already know the story. Why you came here looking for help, I don’t EVEN know.”

 Cerise grabbed the scissors off the table and began snipping the extra hair that protruded from the individual braids that she had completed. Jayson looked at her, his eyes suddenly sadden. “Cause I know he won’t come here tripping”, he responded glumly.

 There was another knock at the door and Cerise apologized to her client as she walked over to answer it. She looked through the peephole and didn’t see anyone. She waited to hear more knocking, but she heard nothing. As she turned to walk back to her client, the door was kicked in and Sean appeared shotgun in hand. Jayson, too surprised and numb to run, began pleading with him to no avail. 

 Sean aimed the barrel at Jayson’s head, pulled the trigger once as Cerise and her client screamed in horror. Evidence of Jayson’s untimely demise lay splattered all over Cerise’s kitchen as Sean Jr., Cerise and Sean’s three-year-old toddler came out of the bedroom, sleepy-eyed and juice cup in hand. Cerise ran over to the baby and tried to shield him from the horrific sight, but it was obviously too late. Jayson’s limp body lay sprawled out across a chair and his brains plastered all over the kitchen walls like red and pink-spackled decorum.

 



Apt. A-304

 


 She heard the shot. Hell, everybody in the A-Building did, but she had no idea the heartache it would carry. Besides, gunshots were as normal as the sun shining everyday. It was almost as mandatory as day and night. 

 She finished sucking her client off and just as he was about to climax, she took his penis from her mouth and finished him off with her hand. When he was done, they dressed in silence and he left. She grabbed the money off the nightstand and grabbed her backpack. She flipped up the inside torn flap and pulled out her wad of money. She counted it and was relieved that her mother didn’t take any. She added the $50 she just made to it and smiled at the thought of almost having enough money to leave the projects.

 A-304 was an apartment used by all prostitutes to turn their tricks. Lester was the man in charge, for he made sure that every girl was paid fairly and every client left satisfied. The knock on the door startled him as he was interrupted from tying a tourniquet around his arm for his daily fix.

 Lester walked to the door and welcomed in the client while describing to him every sexual fantasy a young man could imagine. When he noticed it was Sean, he laughed and said, “Hey man, your boy Jay Sweets was just here the other day. I fixed him up with a real nice honey. I’m sure you’ll enjoy her as well.”

 Sean was not looking for pussy; he was looking for an alibi. After running from Cerise’s place, this was the one apartment that he hoped the police would search thoroughly because many of them frequented A-304 to handle shady business of their own. Lester ushered him to one of the bedrooms, “Have a good time homeboy, Yo boy sure did!” he exclaimed.

 Sean did not want to be there but he had to wait until the police activity calmed down before he could leave. When the girl finally came in, she said softly, “I’m Gina. Money on the nightstand, please.”

 There was something oddly familiar about Gina’s voice but he couldn’t place it. When he finally looked into the girl’s eyes, his heart sank into his chest, his head began throbbing and words escaped him. Tamela dropped her backpack and they stared at each other, as sister and brother, in awkward silence wondering how in the hell did the other one end up there as the helicopter began blaring overhead and police sirens consumed all sound.

 


 


 


CHAPTER 31 – SNAPSHOTS OF MY NEIGHBORHOOD


 

 

Snapshots of My 



Neighborhood

In Black & White

 

 


 

 
“Spiced” Up 

Haikus in Pairs

 

 


 


 

 

Broken antenna,

Held close to her black lips

As she flicks the flame.

She puffs on it hard

As her eyes roll back into

Pure relaxation.

 

 


 


 

 

Cinnamon


Makes enough to eat

By washing cars or waiting,

Begging, to pump gas.

Not old, but too young,

Hustles anyway that he can,

Going nowhere fast.


Basil


Why get rid of them?

She has enough love for all.

They just kept coming.

Six, including her.

Too many mouths to keep full,

Not enough money.


Rosemary


Johnny Walker Red

Or vodka, whatever. He’s

Roaming and drinking.

Loves to hear himself.

Knowledge, ciphering, spills out

During his drunken haze.


Sage

 


 

Tattered clothing, filth,

Yet happier than most are.

She smiles with teeth gone.

Doesn’t mean no harm.

Wanders all day answering

The voices she hears.

 
 



 


 

 

Hazel

 

 

 

Way too much make-up

Not enough to hide the shame.

Walks streets endlessly.

Pay first, then undress.

Ejaculates inside her,

Seizing self-esteem.

 
 


 


 



 

 

Ginger


Did as she was told

Even though he didn’t care.

She couldn’t fight back.

Anger took over,

Like thunder, he rolled on her.

Wounded, inside and out.


Dressed in his finest,

While waiting for the next deal

He contemplates life.

Cocaine in rock form,

Executing genocide

To no avail. Damn...


Sesame


Dill


Shopping cart half full.

Flesh against the cold concrete.

The morning dew stings.

Hunger takes over.

He has nothing except time,

Time to live each day


Thyme

 



CHAPTER 32 – SCATTERED


 


 

Scattered


 


 

S A T R D

C T E E


 


 

 ALl 0vEr ThE page

My psYche RUNNING wild

 Like @

 Banchee. Screaming


 

At ThE TOP

Of my lungs,

FROM THE BOTTOM OF MY HEART!

 NoWhere to RuuuN; nowhere to 


 

H I D E. Til dEaTh DO us pa rt. Sanity is relaTive

 wHen you’re a genie in A bottle

My thoughts make me craZy. My only PROblem is my mind. But I 

don’t mind. 

 I think t0o much


And dream… 2... little. 


AFRAID of my own .

 F

 A Ll


Ing over the E

 D

 G

 E

DAMN! That was close.


 

 


 


 


CHAPTER 33 – MY NAME IS AVERY BANCROFT


 


 


 


My name is Avery Bancroft


 


 

 Damn! He walked out the glass double doors, looked up at the sky, and all he could do was smile. He knew that in 7 years of working at the paper that this was indeed the “one”. His grandfather had “one”, both his mom and his dad had “one” and he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, that this “one” was his. Thinking about it had him stoked with paralysis. He couldn’t even walk to his car, so he just stood on the steps of the Augustus F. Hawkins Mental Health Facility with his hands in his pocket and just smiled. He couldn’t wait to get to work in the morning. He knew Clearihue was going to shit himself!

 The next morning, he marched straight into his boss Kerry Clearihue’s office and sat in the chair across from the massive, expensive, mahogany desk. Out of all the senior editors and all the newspapers he had worked for, Clearihue was the most organized, the most intelligent, and also the most hard-nosed. He required perfection and he didn’t care how passionate you were, who your sources were, or how many times you had to re-write a story, he would not approve anything unless he considered it to be 2 things: written error free and newsworthy. Error free wasn’t a problem, hell, we all in a room filled with English and Journalism majors, but what was newsworthy was another story. He’s rejected a lot of pieces that writers thought were good. He’s rejected a lot of pieces that writers thought were full of passion. He’s rejected a lot of stories that writers thought people should hear about. Regardless of him being a hard ass, he always picked the right stories for print. With the internet practically putting newspapers out of business left and right, he had managed to sell papers when nobody else could, and that was all due to the selection of stories that he decided to print.

 He could hear Clearihue walking fast and talking on his cell phone as he entered into the office. He laughed his big hearty, laugh and then said, “I know, I know, but seriously, I don’t have time for this foolishness right now. Meet you at 1st King after work, my man?” He laughed at his own little joke and whover he was talking to could be heard laughing on the other end too. They said their goodbyes and then Clearihue looked at him puzzled and said, “Boy what you doing in here all cheesed up? This better be good.” He started smiling so hard he was about to burst. “KC, I did it. I got Avery Bancroft.” 

 Clearihue nonchalantly kept thumbing threw the file in his hands and said, “Oh really”, just as dry. “How did you break her?”

 


 


 


 


 “I just flashed this perfect ass smile and she told me everything.”


 “Bullshit.”

 ` “No, REAL shit.”

 


 He handed the tape over to Clearihue who wasn’t the least bit amused. Clearihue shook his head and finally said, “You do know that every story that’s ever been written and reported about Avery Bancroft has been bullshit. That girl is just as crazy as a that damn mother who thought her husband was the Devil and stabbed his ass, what was it 12 times? 5150 all day long.”

 


 “That may be true, but some of it is an act. Listen to the tape.”


 “Young man…”


 “KC, sir, I usually respect whatever decision you make regarding my stories. I never come in here and bitch about how you butcher my shit up or have me re-write it 50 times. I admire that because it makes me want to be better, but you gotta listen to this tape. I’m telling you man, she’s not crazy…she got serious issues and needs a hellava lot of therapy in a REAL way but she’s not as crazy as she pretends. Seriously.”


 



 “You really think it’s an act kid?”


 “One listen KC and if you don’t think it’s worth writing, I’ll scrap it.”


 “Ok, kid. I’ll listen.”


 


 Clearihue lit up a Black & Mild, grabbed his favorite ashtray and sat on top of his desk. He pops in the tape in the recorder as he blows out smoke and says, “This better be good kid.”

 



Royal Saunders reporting for the Los Angeles Community News. Today is Wednesday October 13th, 2010 and I’m sitting here at the Augustus F. Hawkins Mental Health Facility with the beautiful Ms. Avery Bancroft.


 


Avery: Nigga, Avery dead. I’m not Avery.

 



Royal: OK, Avery’s dead. So what would you like me to call you?

 



Avery: Whatever. Just not Avery. That bitch dead. I hate her.

 



Royal: Why? Avery is a pretty name for a pretty girl. You don’t like the name?

 



Avery: Naw. I never liked that name. You think I’m pretty? Wow. That’s funny.


Royal: Yeah, I do. And I’m not trying to be funny, I’m serious. Come on, you’ve must have heard it a million times by now, girl.

 



Avery: A million in one, thanks to you. Pretty? Almost “too” pretty and I honestly don’t see what everybody else sees. Know what? When I looked in the mirror this morning, I saw a supposed addict, a true drunk and I just felt ugly, ashamed, and embarrassed. I saw that my dark, curly, hair was now thinning and pulled back neatly away from my golden, pale, complexion. I turn 18 in a few days but man have I aged and my permanent drunken stooper won’t let me remember how or when it happened, but it did. I saw crow’s feet starting to form in the corners of my sad, hazel eyes and one tiny wrinkle on my chin. Shit, I have always been very modest about my looks even though I had been told all my life how pretty I am. 

 



Royal: Well that’s not what I see…I don’t see any of that.

 



Avery: That’s cause you can’t see my pain. You can’t see my suffering. You don’t know my story.

 



Royal: Well then, tell me.

 



Avery: Gimmie a square. What you wanna know?

 



Royal: I wanna know why you hate your name?

 



Avery: Cause I fucking hate this existence, this shell of who I used to be or what I could have become had my life been different. I was conditioned by my mother to hate being pretty because being fucking “pretty” had ruined my life. Pretty killed Avery Bancroft.

 



Royal: Pretty killed her? Wow!

 



Avery: Yep, she dead

 


 (Knocking on the door) Counselor: Avery it’s time for Group

 



Avery: Whoomp Whoomp Whoomp!

 



Royal: You don’t like Group?

 



Avery: Fuck no! All I can hear is those losers and users go a round the room telling their sob stories. I bet I can make these assholes send me back to my room real quick, just watch. Come on, let’s go.

 



Steps walking briskly and then silence.

 



Avery: Can I have everyone’s attention please. Yeah, my name used to be Avery Bancroft and FUCK ALL YALL MUTHAFUCKAS & FUCK MY MAMA for fucking up my life!! Period. Dot. The End. Roll Credits bitches.

 



Counselor: Avery I’m not going to tolerate that kind of behavior. Please leave and don’t come back until you’re ready to act like an adult.

 



Avery: Why thank you Charlene.

 



Royal: (laughing) Why did you do that?

 



Avery: HAHAHAHAHAHA!!! I told you they would kick me out of group today. PAY THE LADY, PAY THE LADY, PAY THE LADY! HA HA!! I can’t fucking believe I’m here, smoking on these stale ass cigarettes wishing I was blowing on some Pretendo or some Purp so I can smoke away all the bad shit that ever happened to me. Who the fuck gets sent to a mental rehab for weed? And to top it off, these dumb fucks want me to sit in a group and discuss my life? They got me fucked up in a real way! This is some straight up bullshit that’s got my mama’s bible thumping ass written all over it. Her and her bible work my nerves! I wonder if she thinks she can keep hiding behind that bible as a murderer? It ain’t gonna work Mrs. Bancroft cause I know what you did. Yes I do and I can see through yo yellow ass like Flavor Flav at a Klan rally.


Royal: (laughing) Pretty and you got jokes. Nice! But Whoa Baby Girl. Did you say yo moms, Mrs. Bancroft? She sent you here?

 



Avery: I sho did. In case you haven’t guessed it by now, my mother is not one of my favorite people. She’s a real hater and sometimes she can’t help it. She suffers from schizophrenia and many people think that she has a drug problem because one minute she’s fine, but the next minute she’ll give you a blank stare and swear that you are filled with the Devil’s spirit and she needs to exorcize the demons in your soul before they invade your hair.

 



Royal: No shit?

 



Avery: No bullshit but I’m the one locked down.

 



Royal: Why don’t you like her? What happened?

 



Avery: I was born. That’s what happened. She never wanted me. In fact, she’s told me so on several occasions and she has the police, incident, and psychological reports to prove it.

 



Royal: So I’ve read, but Avery, I mean, what did you want me to call you?

 



Avery: Just call me Ashanti.

 



Royal: Like the singer?

 



Avery: Naw, like the African tribe in Ghana working the gold coast to make a living.

 



Royal: Impressive. 

 



Avery: I dig history, particularly people.

 



Royal: Ok, Ashanti. I’ve read all the reports about your mom’s illness and some of that shit is just too ridiculous to repeat. So why don’t you tell me which ones really happened?

 



Avery: Ok, let’s see when she was pregnant with me, she stabbed herself in the stomach and missed my head by 3 inches. That shit is true. But that story about her painting me all red and taking me to JcPenny’s to take pictures is a lie. That shit never happened. She did however, dress me up in a white towel, drop me off at a church, and told the pastor I was baby Jesus.

 



Royal: I never heard that one. How old were you?

 



Avery: About 2 months old…That shit never made it to the press cause the Pastor never told nobody but I saw him last year at a homeless shelter downtown and he told me himself. Said all these years he had been worried about me because he knew my mom was a little off and that it wasn’t drugs either.

 



Royal: Yeah, your mother has a rep for using.

 



Avery: And the only thing she has ever used was prescribed. She’s never did any illegal drugs in her life.

 



Royal: Oh, so you don’t hate her that bad. You’re defending her.

 



Avery: No, I’m not. I just get tired of the lie that she did all that crazy shit when she was high when in reality, that bitch is just crazy.

 



Royal: Oh, Ok. I see. So what else? What other stories are true?

 



Avery: When I was 3, she took me to Target and left me in the dressing room. That one is true. When she got home and my daddy asked about me, she said that she sacrificed me to the Yanomami tribe of Torrance. 

 



Royal: The who?

 



Avery: The Yanomami Tribe. They live in the Amazon in between Brazil and Venezuela. It’s a tribe of primitive people that live like savages, even now in the 20th century.

 



Royal: I’ma have to look them up.

 



Avery: Yeah, they’re an interesting group but don’t none of them live in Torrance. And they damn sho don’t live in the dressing room at Target on Van Ness. The only way my dad figured out where I was, was the Target Bullseye cup full of cherry Icee in her hands. My dad told me that Children Services wanted to take me then but that bitch and her shrink put on a hellava a performance and convinced them to let me stay. That shit was just wrong.

 



Royal: Wrong?

 



Avery: Dead wrong. The older I got, the worse she got. She started verbally abusing me calling me every ugly, half breed, mop head bitch she could think of. My eyes are hazel and she said they were made of the devil’s dirt and that I was Lucifer’s baby and until this day, she calls me “Luci”. 

 



Royal: Lucy! I read a report that she was in the middle of Rosecrans screaming that Lucy was trying to kill all God’s children and she was directing traffic trying to “save” the Christians.

 



Avery: I remember that. They almost got that one right. They thought Lucy was some little girl inside my mother’s head, but Luci was me, L-U-C-I, short for Lucifer.

 



Royal: Well I’ll be damned.

 



Avery: By the time I was 5, I poured washing powder in my eyes trying to wash that dirty, hazel color off my eyes, but it didn’t work. 

 



Royal: You did what?

 



Avery: (Laughing) I know…It just burned like hell. Oh yeah, when I was in 4th grade, I got invited to a slumber party by the most popular girl in school. My mama came to my classroom with a dirty sleeping bag full of piss flavored clothes and sat it outside the door. She told my teacher there was an evil spirit in her classroom that was chasing me and I needed to go home immediately. 

 



Royal: Were you embarrassed?

 



Avery: Super fucking embarrassed! I grabbed my backpack and held my head down as my class laughed at me for being the pissy clothes wearing girl with the wack job moms. When I got outside, she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me across the street into a vacant house where she prayed the devil up outta me. By the time I was 12…

 



Royal: The stories stopped. I don’t mean to cut you off, but I couldn’t find anything about you or her after you turned 12, except for the last incident from 3 years ago.

 



Avery: Is that what you call it? An incident? It was murder!

 



Royal: But who died Ashanti? No one died. I have the report right here and it says…

 



Avery: Reports only tell one side of the story. I was there.

 



Royal: I apologize. I didn’t mean to cut you off. What happened when you turned 12?

 



Avery: She got a new doctor who switched her to new meds. These meds actually worked, she finally calmed the fucked down. We had a somewhat normal existence in my house but the memories of the 1st twelve years had taken their toll on me. My self-esteem was so low, I didn’t care if I lived or died. 

 



Royal: Whoa! And it’s funny that you mention low self esteem. Where do you think your self esteem is now compared to then?

 



Avery: It’s still hella low. It’s that obvious huh? But I’m not cutting anymore. Look at my arms. These are cutting scars. I haven’t cut in over a year. I wanted to die, so yeah, shit was bad. I hated myself despite how pretty I was constantly being told that I was. You know, I’ve never shared that with anybody?

 



Royal: Well that’s why I’m here, to get your story in your words and to stop all the crazy bullshit from being reported. I believe you when you say nobody knows you. It’s sorta like we all take the stuff we do know without any regard to what we don’t know or what’s being left out. You deserve to be heard, Ashanti, real talk.

 



Avery: I appreciate that. You have no idea how many people try to talk to me with all these preconceived notions and questions without even trying to have a conversation with me. It feels good to be treated like a real person.

 


Royal : “Preconceived notions”? Look at you. I thought you dropped out of school? I looked for school records at every high school in LA, Orange, Ventura, Riverside, and San Bernardino Counties. Blank mission.

 



Avery: I did drop out but I taught my self shit I thought I would need to know.

 



Royal: So the new meds changed your mom?

 



Avery: Yeah, my mother never loved me and even though I knew she had a sickness that couldn’t be cured, it was something about the way she looked at me that made me feel like I needed to scrape my face off and buy a new one. My body was so round and I always looked fat. I started getting acne and because I’m a half-breed, my pimples were really red and small like fire ants, which went very DISASTERLICIOUS with my nappy, yet curly hair. I had a gap between my two front teeth and I always smiled with a closed mouth. If I could just go buy a new face, I could deal with the rest of me. My mother’s stinging words about how ugly I was always stuck in my head because even though she was on meds, somebody forgot to tell her verbal insults that they were supposed to be high too, cause they weren’t. She still talked to me like I was the scum of the Earth and after hearing it for so long, I started feeling that way.

 



Royal: You do realize now that you’re not the scum of the Earth right?

 



Avery: Shit, don’t be so sure about that. When we’re done with this interview, I’ll let you answer that. I wasn’t nothing nice. I started acting out for attention.

 



Royal: Kinda like what you were doing at Group earlier?

 



Avery: (laughing) Yeah. (laughing) I saw you laughing, you know that shit was funny!

 



Royal: (laughing) It was.

 



Avery: I started acting out hoping that my mom and dad would pay more attention to me because I felt invisible. With her sickness, she had good days, but to be honest, I was beginning to prefer the bad days over the good ones.

 



Royal: Why?

 



Avery: Cause on the bad days, I mattered. She thought I was the spawn of Satan and my daddy did everything in his power to protect me. On good days, she just sat in her chair at the dining room table reading her bible and my daddy acted as if I didn’t exist. She only asked me what I wanted to eat and he didn’t talk at all, acting like a deaf mute.

 



Royal: Really? Reports say that…

 



Avery: Reports? Again? Really?

 



Royal: My bad…I’m listening, go ahead.

 



Avery: My dad was white and his black wife had schizophrenic episodes and he always defended her and stood by her side. Whatever those reports say, I bet they don’t tell about his silence and how he walked around the house acting like a fucking retard? Do the reports say that? Anyway, I had oral sex for the 1st time at 13 and liked it. The guy I was with told me he loved me and I believed him because he didn’t want to put it in. My mom was so high off meds, she never even noticed him in my room and when I told her I loved him, she said I was supposed to. I was shocked when she said I was supposed to and somehow confused giving blow jobs with real love. So of course, I got a rep for giving Becky, not knowing that these foolish little boys was just using me for a good time and didn’t love me at all. 

 



Royal:  At 13 you were giving blow jobs in your bedroom? And your mom knew? What did you like about it?

 



Avery: I don’t know. I guess while I was doing it, it made me feel powerful and pretty cause after living in an invisible world, the undivided attention was huge in my mind.

 



Royal: I understand. After being made to feel worthless, the oral sex made you feel good about yourself.

 



Avery: Yep and by the time I was 14, the first dick that I sucked had become my 1st sex partner. I had been sucking on him for a whole year and on my 14th birthday, we went all the way. I thought I was going to be ready but you’re never really ready for your 1st time. I was so dumb thinking that because we had been going further and further every time we messed around, going all the way would be easy. I even let him lick on my breast and my snatch a couple of times but I got scared when I started cumming. Nothing I had ever experience had felt so good. When he first put it in, he kissed me and assured me that even though he was older, that he had plenty of experience taking young girls V cards without causing them any pain.

 



Royal: So he was older? 

 



Avery: Yes. Older. A grown man and after that night, we started fucking on a regular basis and then all hell broke loose. 

 



Royal: What happened?

 



Avery: I got pregnant. 

 



Royal: At 14? Did you know who the father was?

 



Avery: Yes. Out of all the boys that I had sex with to try to forget my pain, he was the only one I let cum inside of me. I was going to be a mother and have a baby by the man I love. I was going to have a family, a real family, not one with a schizophrenic mother and a father that never talked. It was the only time in all my 17 years that I was actually happy.

 



Royal: Pregnant at 14 and happy? Most girls are dreaming about their prom dress, but dreaming about a chance at a normal family at 14? That’s deep.

 



Avery: Well sadly, my dream all came to an end once my mother found out I was preggers. I don’t know why she tried to act shocked. She knew I wasn’t a virgin. She saw different boys going in and out of my room all the time. Since I wouldn’t tell her who got me pregnant, she made me get an abortion and I will NEVER FORGIVE HER for making me kill my baby. MURDERING BITCH! I cried every night. He tried to comfort me but nothing could bring my baby back. That baby was going to change everything. So I started fucking him every chance I could trying to get myself pregnant again. But that didn’t work either.

 



Royal: So that’s why you call her a murderer, cause she made you get an abortion? 

 



Avery: Yes but I call her a murderer cause she is one!

 



Royal: Hmm…Ok. So why didn’t having more sex with your boyfriend work? You couldn’t get pregnant?

 



Avery: No, we got caught before I had the chance.

 



Royal: Oh, ok.

 



Avery: Doing it everyday, I guess we were bound to get caught and I will never forget the day we did. She went to the doctor that morning and usually when she goes, she has to see her medical doctor for her meds and then the shrink for her mental health. Knowing this, I decided to ditch school and have him meet me at the house. Everything was going fine, until she skipped the shrink and came home early. She must have snuck in and heard us. We were naked and he was lying on top of me, kissing me, and telling me how pretty I was. And even though I didn’t believe him, I did believe him when he said he loved me. She had to be listening at the door before she peeked in. “Avery, you so pretty, baby girl you so pretty. Can daddy have his pretty pussy now?” is what he was saying to me. I giggled like a girl in love because I was. I guess once she heard that and saw who it was; she ran in the kitchen, got a knife, and went crazy! She stabbed my daddy in the back 12 times and almost cut my hand off trying to get to him. See this scar? That bitch did that. She went BEZERK slicing everything in her way. I think she even cut the dog. She was screaming, “Avery is so pretty” the whole time. I was so scared, I ran out the house asshole naked and I haven’t been home since. Since that day, I’ve been…(crying)

 



Royal: Whoa, whoa, whoa whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! Back up, rewind, hold up…Did you say she stabbed your daddy? Meaning the baby daddy or your daddy, her husband? 

 



Avery: (crying) Yes, my baby’s daddy and my daddy. ( more crying) 

 



Royal: I’m sorry. You wanna stop?

 



Avery: (still crying) I sucked my daddy’s dick for the 1st time when I was 13 hoping that it would make him talk to me. He did, but only in my bedroom. In my bedroom, I was his woman. He stopped fucking my mama after the Target incident because she said sex was nasty. So I became his wife. We made plans to send my mother away and live as husband and wife. But it killed me that outside of my room, I was invisible to him. That was his way of pretending that he wasn’t cumming in the mouth of his own fucking daughter. It was our secret and we both loved that it was something that my nosey ass mother didn’t know.

 



Royal: Damn. So how did he approach you about the oral sex? Were you scared?

 



Avery: I actually approached him. One night after he put my mama to sleep, he went in the kitchen to make a cup of coffee. When he walked past my bedroom, I was masturbating, with the covers off. I wanted him to see me, since he never saw me any other time. It caught his attention, and he stood at the door and watched me. And for a long time, that was our secret. He would watch me play with my pussy every night before he went to bed. But then one night, I invited him in and when he sat on my bed, I pulled down his pajamas and gave him the shock of his life.

 



Royal: So you initiated it? And he didn’t stop you?

 



Avery: Exactly. When we started making love, he would put my mother to bed and then come sleep with me. I always felt safe with him. (crying) And that bitch killed him. She killed him and my baby. I HATE HER!! I HATE THAT BITCH!! (crying)

 



Royal: I’m sorry Avery...I mean Ashanti. So what happened after that night he was stabbed?

 



Avery: I ran away from home. I went to the Catholic church on the corner and the nuns took me in and gave me some clothes. They gave me food and a warm bed for the night. As soon as they went to sleep, I snuck out.

 



Royal: Where did you go?

 



Avery: The Greyhound Bus Station downtown. If security would kick me out, I slept in hospital waiting rooms. I ate out the trash and begged for money for food until I met Selwyn. She showed me how to hustle.

 



Royal: Oh yeah?

 



Avery: Yep! She took me under her wing and showed me the ropes. We were Ross boosters.

 



Royal: Ross boosters?

 



Avery: Yeah, Ross Boosters. You know the department store Ross? Dress for less? We would go in there, act like we were shopping, ball clothes up, stuff them down our pants, in our shirts, in our purses, under our coats, or wherever we could fit them. Then we would go to beauty salons and sell them to chicks getting their hair done. See, Ross used to let you exchange shit at any store without a receipt. So all they had to do was take the clothes that we stole, back to the store, and exchange it for stuff they wanted.

 



Royal: Damn!

 



Avery: Damn is right! After I met her, I never slept in a waiting room or bus station again. I had enough money for cheap hotel rooms, food, weed, and drink.

 



Royal: So is this when you started drinking and getting high?

 



Avery: Yep. That bitch Selwyn turned me on to smoking Cush and drinking Crown Royal every night. It helped me forget my daddy and how much I longed to be with him, how much I wanted him to fuck me and tell me everything was gonna be all right. It helped me forget about how much I hated my mother for destroying my dream, how much I hated her for taking my daddy away. Yeah, it eased all the pain at first, but Selwyn was a tweeker, and when she couldn’t score, she used to cut.

 



Royal: She showed you how to cut too?

 



Avery: Yep. That was my life for the last 3 years, boosting, smoking weed, getting drunk and cutting. Then Selwyn…(crying)

 



Royal: Oh No…What happened to Selwyn?

 



Avery: (crying) She left.

 



Royal: Where did she go?

 



Avery: I don’t know…I woke up one morning, and she was gone. No note or nothing. In my mind, she died.

 



Royal: Why?

 



Avery: Cause how she just gonna leave me like that?

 



Royal: Is that the same thing that happened with your dad? In your mind he died?

 



Avery: What are you talking about? I told you how my daddy died. How my wack ass mama went crazy and killed him.

 



Royal: But that’s not what happened, is it?

 



Avery: What do you mean? I just told yo punk ass….

 



Royal: You told me that your mother stabbed him and he died, but that isn’t what REALLY happened is it?

 



Avery: Fuck You! FUCK YOU NIGGA! IT’S TIME FOR YOU TO GO!

 



Royal: Aww Come on Avery!

 



Avery: It’s Ashanti!

 



Royal: Cut the bullshit Avery. Let’s keep it 100! What REALLY HAPPENED that night?

 



Avery: I told you what happened!

 



Royal: And that shit is a lie! You know it and I know it!

 



Avery: And how do you know it?

 



Royal: How do you think I knew you were here? Who do you think told me you were here Avery?

 



Avery: FUCK YOU!

 



Royal: I talked to him Avery. I spoke with your dad and he told me that something different happened that night.

 



Avery: FUCK HIM TOO!

 



Royal: He told me Avery. He told me everything. He told me how you two were together that night and how you kept begging him to send your mother away so that you could be together.

 



Avery: SHUT UP!! YOU SHUT UP!! (crying)

 



Royal: He said that he knew that having the relationship with you was bad and he needed to go get help. He tried to break it off with you, huh Avery? Didn’t he?

 



Avery: GET OUT!! GET THE FUCK OUT MY ROOM!

 



Royal: But you wasn’t having it! Cause you were in love! There was no way you were letting him just leave you there. That meant you would have to take care of your mother, alone. And you couldn’t fathom that, could you? So what did you do Avery? What did you do?

 



Avery: I STABBED HIS ASS!!! Alright? Is that what you want to hear? I stabbed that lying muthafucka until my momma came and stopped me from killing him. She told me to get dressed and she gave me $500 and told me to run away and never come back…that she would take care of the mess I created. Is that what you want to hear?

 



Royal: Yes, if it’s the truth. I just want the truth Avery…only the truth.

 



Avery: (crying uncontrollably) But I did tell you the truth! I swear on my life I did! 

 



Royal: Maybe about everything else and that Selwyn story is suspect but I’ll take your word for it. But you lied about your mother’s role in all this. 

 



Avery: I had to! That’s the only way I could live with accepting his rejection. I thought he was dead! I blacked out and went crazy! I just kept stabbing and stabbing! I couldn’t believe he didn’t want me anymore! (crying) He kept saying it was wrong but how could it be when he was the only person in the world that loved me? Why was this love wrong?

 



Royal: He was your father Avery. Fathers and daughters are not supposed to have sex with each other.

 



Avery: SAYS WHO? WHO MADE THAT FUCKIN RULE? (crying) MY MAMA SAID HE WAS SUPPOSED TO LOVE ME? SO THE BITCH LIED ABOUT THAT TOO HUH?

 



Royal: Avery, please…Sit down!

 



Avery: No FUCK THAT! She said he was supposed to love me and that’s how he showed me love. He couldn’t say he loved me unless I swallowed his cum, unless I let him fuck me doggy style, unless I let him suck my titties. That’s how he showed me he loved me. And I didn’t have a problem with it, so why should anybody else? My mama…OOOOOOOOHHHHH That bitch ruined everything!

 



Royal: How? Seems to me she helped you that night.

 



Avery: She took the blame, she helped me by taking the blame for it, but in the process, she killed my baby and fucked off my relationship with my daddy. Can’t you see that? Can’t you see it’s all her fault? Where are you going? Wait! Don’t leave! (crying)

 



Royal: Thanks for talking to me. I promise that your story will be heard. Goodbye Avery.

 



Avery: Wait! How is he? How’s my daddy?

 



Royal: Well, since your mother took the blame, she was sent away to Agnews, an asylum in Santa Clara.

 



Avery: I didn’t ask about that bitch. My dad? How’s my dad?

 



Royal: He’s fine. After he healed from being stabbed, he started going to church, gave his life to the Lord. He’s very active in the church and leads a life grounded in Christ. Says he prays for forgiveness everyday.

 


Avery: He knew you were coming to see me. Did he tell you to tell me that he still loves me?


 


Royal: Actually Avery, he only said that he was sorry and he’ll never stop praying for you. Goodbye Avery.

 



Avery: So he does still love me! You don’t pray for people you don’t love right? Maybe when I get out of here…

 


 ********************

 


 Clearihue looked down at his ashtray, which was now full of Black and Mild butts. He smiled at Royal. “Congratulations Saunders. That girl actually admitted to a crime that her mother was persecuted for and her daddy’s silence protected her from. I’m not sure what’s going to happen to her or him after this hits the press but I think you’ve just earned your 1st Pulitzer. How did she end up at Augustus? How did you get turned on?” 

 Royal stood up and walked to the window that overlooked Downtown Los Angeles. “I went to school with Shannon Bancroft, Don’s sister. Shannon called me and said that her brother Don had a confession to make but he didn’t want the press to go crazy like they did when he got stabbed. He wanted the truth to be told, so Shannon turned him on to me. I met him after church a few weeks ago and he told me everything, well not about the pregnancy but damn near everything else. Said the cops called him and told him where Avery was and he knew that was a message from God telling him he needed to confess.” 

 “What about the Selwyn girl? Were you able to locate her?” Clearihue asked. “Her story about the Selwyn chick checked out to be partially true.” Royal answered. “She bought some bad dope and died in the alley behind the motel they were staying at. Cops found Avery crying and hugging her dead body in the alley. They said she wouldn’t talk, so they dropped her off at Augustus.” Royal could not stop smiling as he shook his Clearihue’s hand. He knew that with Avery’s confession he had “one”, a Pulitzer Prize. As he stood up to walk out of the office, he said, “Don Bancroft says he’s ready to accept his fate. Says he’s a man of the cloth now and he can’t go on living a lie. As for Avery?”…

 


 ********************

  

 The large room was all set up and prepared for morning Group Therapy sessions at the Augustus Hawkins Mental Health Facility. All the participants started making their way in the room, making coffee or grabbing a donut which had been set out for them. 

 As everyone starts to take their seat, the morning Counselor and Moderator, Charlene gets everyone’s attention by standing in the center of the steel, folding chairs, which are placed in a perfect circle. As everyone takes their seats, she asks, “So, who would like to begin with a share this morning?” Avery raises her hand and Charlene gives her a “YOU BET NOT GET OUT OF LINE” look. “Avery,” Charlene says, “Do you really have something to share or are you just going to curse us all out and tell us where to go?” 

 Everyone laughs, including Avery. She sips her coffee and then stands. She’s smiling and looking happy and refreshed, almost like a new person. “I’m not going to act a fool. It’s time for me to get serious. My name is Avery Bancroft and I’m an alcoholic and I smoke weed too. I gotta get my shit together yall. I just found out my daddy is at home waiting for me and Lord knows, I love my daddy. He always makes me feel special and pretty.”

 


 


 


CHAPTER 34 – DADDY’S GIRL


 

Daddy’s Girl


 

Kaleidoscopic thoughts lead me down

Roads of destruction and delusions of disillusion.

Singing songs that have no melody or words

But pictures of the havoc in my head.

Love is a beautiful thing that is never wrong.

It is those that say it is wrong who are misguided.

Blades upon flesh to release the stress of knowing

That I am the only sane one in a world full of insanity.

The smell of burning flesh as I cleanse myself

And prevent the infection of positive influence.

Who are they to tell me that my love is unnatural

When love is supposed to be beautiful,

Not frowned upon out of jealousy or paternity.

Maybe we can be together in Heaven

Since God loves all things.

The voices scream at me to make sure we

Are both on time when the gates open

So He can reside over our nuptials and christen

Our first born. The one who was taken away

Without either of our consent.

I am all alone in an abyss of anguish,

In a cloud of chaos

A mortuary of mayhem, if you will.

Death invites me over for a visit

To play this deadly game of roulette.

Will I win or lose is the question.

There is profound and utter darkness,

Which lies beyond the inner peace threshold.

An inner sanctity far from forgotten,

Yet alas we meet again, in times of turmoil

And sorrow without smiling faces.

The temptation is strong yet subtle in its attempt

To lure me into an early grave.

The desire to die is inevitable, but premature

At the point of destruction.

At times my mind wants to die

In order to abandon the pain.

But my heart and soul want to live and flourish;

Accept and move on.

For the hands of time have no rewind

And it is clear to me

That no one will miss me

More than I will miss myself.

Yet the final call comes and the tension

That has been holding me back

Oozes out of my body in a pool of shared DNA,

Then,

ALL

IS

QUIET! Daddy take my hand…
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