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Preface


To this day my dyslexia still hinders me and affects my confidence. Despite this, over the last ten years, I have achieved a lot and can feel proud of myself. If things had been different, I don’t know what I’d be like. I think I’d be very introverted. Less vocal. Who knows? Dyslexia is a massive hindrance on people’s self-esteem, but it shouldn’t define you.


Growing up, I wasn’t as confident in my own ability as I am today, and I didn’t always have the same ambition and drive when I was young. For a while, I wasn’t sure of which path to take in life. Sometimes it can seem easier to get mixed up in things you know aren’t right and follow what you see others doing around you. Once this happens, it’s hard to break away and to start making positive life choices, especially when you don’t have many role models to look up to.


My own father was never a good role model. He was absent from most of my life. However, following some advice he gave me one day which at the time meant nothing to me, I was to change my life around and make something of myself. The change wasn’t immediate, as I was to discover, but through perseverance and a strong motivation to change, I was able to become a youth worker, set up a charity and run a successful mentoring business helping young people.


I hope that this book can give inspiration so that people can say, ‘Wow, look what this guy’s gone through and look where he is now.’


Delroy Ellis


2026
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Meeting Wesley


I woke early that morning. Eager to make the journey but not keen to meet Wesley. Itching to give him a piece of my mind. After a short train journey to Bristol, I made my way to St Pauls, swaggering along the busy streets, strutting in my designer jeans. I had dressed down to meet Wesley. Removed the heavy gold chains that hung conspicuously around my neck. Removed most of my gold rings. Except one. I didn’t want him to know.


It was an unusually hot September day, and I could feel myself becoming agitated. As the temperature ratcheted up my fiery temperament rose in equal measure.


As I got nearer to Wesley’s house, I felt myself getting angrier and angrier. The bright sun shone through the gap at the top of the tinted lenses of my Moschino sunglasses. I nudged the glasses upwards along the bridge of my nose. Outwardly, I probably looked calm, cool. Inwardly, I was on fire.


The feelings of years of abandonment, of neglect, were building inside me. All of it leading to this one momentous occasion when I was going to tell him exactly what I thought of him and get the answers to the questions I had always wanted to ask.


I looked up at the block of flats at the address I had been given. A tall, brown-bricked building typical of the seventies-era municipal type. I took the lift to the fourth floor. As it whirred upwards, I watched the panel light flash and listened to the pings as it stopped at every floor. With each ping my anger went up another notch – not towards the idiots who had deliberately pressed every button before I got in the lift – but towards Wesley. By the time I pressed the buzzer to his flat door, I was fuming. Questions firing around in my head.


I’m gonna say this.


I’m gonna say that.


I’m gonna let him have it.


This was to be only the sixth time in my life I had met with Wesley. The last time was probably four or five years ago. But he had asked me to do him a favour. Somehow, he had heard I was making a trip to Jamaica.


‘Can you bring back some photos?’ he said.


So, I agreed, and this was my excuse to visit him. To show him the photos I had taken on the Polaroid I had bought specially for the trip. At first, I thought I would send them by post, but then I decided I would visit him and finally get the answers I’d been seeking for twenty years.


Wesley opened the door, a slim man, small in stature, dressed in a pair of tight skinny denim jeans tucked into a pair of black hockey boots. A white sleeveless vest-top showed beneath a matching denim waistcoat. The sleeves were ragged like he’d taken a pair of scissors to them. On his head was a pull-on Rastafarian woollen hat. Red, gold and green. His ‘tea cosy’ as he called it. He never took it off and I had never seen him without it. A few dreadlocks escaped from beneath his hat at his temples and at the nape of his neck. Facial hair, brillo-pad black against brown skin with wispy sideburns threaded with grey. A cigarette smouldered between his long, leathery fingers.


He led me into his tiny bedsitting room. It was sparsely furnished. A single bed on the left, neatly made, with a poster of Haile Selassie, the Crown Prince and Regent of the Ethiopian Empire, in prominent position above the bedhead. Selassie was the figurehead of the Rastafarian religion. Next to the bed was a small three-legged table. He had painted a cannabis leaf on the surface and lacquered over it. On it was Wesley’s paraphernalia. Neatly placed. His Rizlas, tobacco, disposable lighter, heavy glass ashtray containing a few fag ends, packet of weed or ‘herb’ as he called it. The room smelled strongly of it. Although it was a bright and sunny morning, his curtains were drawn. I thought nothing of it at the time but later reflected whether he had been in a dark place at that time in his life.


‘You wanna drink?’ he asked in his heavy Jamaican patois.


‘No, thank you,’ I replied.


I wasn’t prepared to engage with him. Who was this man, this stranger, who stood before me asking if I wanted a drink? That’s what I had come here to discover.


While he was making himself a drink in the galley kitchen, I sat on what I thought was his sofa. It had a throw over it, but once I sat down, I realised it was a car seat. A rug had been placed under the ‘sofa’, covering the mushroom-coloured, stick on, asbestos floor tiles, half underneath the car seat, half to rest your feet on. It was probably there to stop the metal runners on the bottom from sliding. A small black and white television was opposite on a square table, the stainless-steel antennae pointing towards the window.


Fucking hell, Wesley, you’re living on your arse. 


He sat down on the end of the bed, put his cup of tea on the table then started to roll a cigarette. As he did so, I took a moment to look around the room. It was clean, everything in its place. Not messy, cluttered, or dirty like most druggie places. He sparked his lighter into life. It made the sound of gas escaping from a leak. Wesley drew deeply on the roll up, sucking life into it. After a few drags, he offered me one. I declined – even though I did smoke.


I’m not here to smoke with you like we’re friends. 


I don’t want you to know anything about my life.


You haven’t earned that right.


‘How you doin’?’ he asked.


I crossed my arms defensively and told him I was all right. Sitting opposite Wesley, seeing how he was living his life, the anger and raw aggression I felt towards him dissipated. The questions were still there, rolling about, all jumbled in my head, but for some reason I felt calmer.


Why aren’t I asking questions?


Why am I sat here feeling humble in his presence?


Where has my anger gone?


‘Why have you come?’ Wesley asked.


‘I’ve just come to see you. Just wanna talk to you.’


‘What d’you wanna talk to me for?’


‘I wanna talk to you about me. About a lot of things.’


Wesley nodded his head.


‘Okay, okay. What you doin’ with your life?’


‘What d’you mean “my life”?’


I told him I was enrolling at college.


‘To do what?’


‘Doing landscape gardening. I wanna be a gardener.’


‘Oh yeah.’


‘Yeah, I love being outside.’


Why am I telling you all this?


You haven’t been in my life for twenty years.


The resentment was there, not so much the anger, but years of built-up resentment towards this man, my absent father, was stifling my voice. The whole thing was a lie. I could tell him anything. He wouldn’t check the facts. He wasn’t interested enough. I wasn’t at college. It was all a fabrication. My stubbornness would not let me tell this man about my life. My real life. I was wary of him. I was an adult, a grown man, scared to tell him the truth. As I spoke the untruths to him my mind was saying something else to his face.


Maybe if I did tell you what I’m really doing, I’ll walk out of here with a fucking beating.


There was an awkward silence then Wesley asked me how my mum and sister were.


‘They’re okay.’


Wesley nodded. ‘Hmm, hmm,’ he said, reflectively. ‘Aright, aright,’ he mumbled.


I could tell he was feeling uncomfortable. The conversation was drying up. We had nothing to say to each other. Nothing in common.


Wesley rolled another. A spliff this time. I watched in silence as he expertly added the herb to the tobacco and rolled it between his gnarled fingers. I took out my mobile phone. The brand new Nokia 3210. I checked it for messages. There were several from customers. I looked back at Wesley. He was taking a deep drag of his spliff, then he blew the smoke into the air towards the ceiling.


‘So, what do you wanna do when you leave college?’


‘I wanna set up my own business. I wanna be somebody. I don’t wanna work for someone else.’


Wesley held out the spliff.


‘Want some?’


‘No, no.’ I waved my hand at him. ‘I don’t smoke. I don’t do anything.’


More lies.


I haven’t come here to socialise with you and get on a level.


I’m not here to tell you about my life.


I’m not your friend.


‘Aright, Delroy, aright,’ he said.


He took another toke on the spliff and asked me again how my mum was.


‘Mum’s all right. We’re all doing good.’


The awkwardness between us was excruciating. I was beginning to regret not putting the photographs in the post.


‘How did you get on in Jamaica? Did you have a good time?’


‘Yeah, it was good. I had a good time.’


‘You bring me back the photos?’


‘Yeah, yeah,’ I said as I pulled them from the envelope and placed them on the table.


Wesley left them there and carried on smoking. We continued to exchange inanities, small talk, then he stubbed out the spliff and picked up the photos. He took them out of the folder and looked at the one on the top. I leaned forward to see which one he was looking at. It was the one of me and his adult son outside a school in Watermount. The son he had never seen because he left Jamaica before he was born. He stared at the photo for a long time. Perhaps he was trying to see himself in the features of the man in the picture. A resemblance. Perhaps he was wondering what he was like. How had he turned out? A good man? A loser? Maybe he wondered whether he had inherited any of his idiosyncrasies. He made no comment and there was no detectable emotion in his features.


The next picture was of me with his elderly mother.


Someone else he hadn’t seen since he left Jamaica over forty years ago. As soon as he saw this photo, his expression changed. He rubbed his hand lovingly over the photo and began rocking on the edge of the bed. Tears were streaming from his eyes. He spoke to his mum’s picture as if she were there in front of him.


‘Me ya come soon, me ya come soon. Me ya come back to Jamaica.’


I stared incredulously at the stranger before me. Crying his eyes out. Distraught. Promising to drive his mum through the streets of Kingston in a Rolls-Royce.


Fat chance.


I recrossed my arms, feeling even more uncomfortable than before – if that were possible.


Wesley wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. Still crying. Still muttering.


I felt nothing.


Except cheated.


The moment had gone.


After that performance I felt like I couldn’t say what I wanted to say to him. Couldn’t ask the questions I was longing to ask.


Eventually, he calmed down, rolled another spliff and took a deep, long drag.


‘You okay?’ I asked.


‘Yeah, man, yeah. I aright now.’


He took another drag. His hands were trembling. Still I felt nothing. No pity. No love. No lump in my throat. The overwhelming feeling at this point was to escape. To get out of this claustrophobic space as fast as I could.


I stood up.


‘I’ve got to go now or I’ll miss my train.’


‘Aright, aright,’ he said, his patois thick with heavy emotion.


‘Do me a favour before you go.’


‘What’s that?’ I asked, impatiently.


‘Go to the kitchen cupboard and bring me the box that’s in there.’


I opened the cupboard door and inside found an old biscuit tin.


‘Bring it here, bring it here,’ he said, his voice sharp, hurried.


His tone riled me.


Hold on a minute. Who do you think you are ordering me about?


I handed him the tin and sat down again opposite him. He lifted the lid and rummaged around inside for something. I could hear jingling sounds. He then dropped the lid and produced a clear, plastic money bag. The kind the bank gives you for loose change. He thrust the bag at me.


‘Go get yourself some tink with this. Go buy yourself some tink.’


I took the bag from him and looked at its pathetic contents.


What the fuck am I going to buy with 80p?


The irony. If he only knew how much I had in my pocket. How big a wad.


You think I’m a fucking kid, offering me pennies? 


All the same, I thanked him. Even though I had this enormous resentment toward him, this huge barrier between us, I didn’t want to leave on a negative. We walked over to the door and stood for a few awkward moments.


‘Come and see me again.’


‘Okay, yeah, yeah. I’ll see.’


More lies. A master of disingenuity.


There was more awkward silence. Wesley stared hard at me.


‘Delroy, why you been lying to me for?’


I screwed up my face.


‘You what?’


‘Why you been lying.’


‘About what?’ I asked. All innocence.


‘Every ting ya tell me you do, you’re not doing, man. Ya lie to me. Ya lie.’


I shook my head. Feigning.


‘No, I’m not,’ I said with conviction.


‘So you go college?’


‘No. I said I’m starting college.’


‘No, man. Ya lie to me.’


Fucking hell, mate, are you reading my mind?


Wesley reached out and grabbed my arm. I tried to pull away.


‘Delroy, listen …’


I turned my head away. I didn’t want to hear what he had to say.


‘Promise me one thing …’


I still had my face turned away from him.


‘Delroy.’


I turned and looked into his sad brown eyes.


‘You’re not living a righteous life. I want to give you one bit of advice. Make sure you lead by what you do. Don’t follow.’


As if he knew I wasn’t really listening, he made the point again.


‘Promise me that you become a leader and not a follower. No watch nobody.’


‘No watch nobody’ in Jamaican speak means be yourself. Don’t worry who’s driving what car, who’s got a big house, who’s going away on expensive holidays.


‘No watch no face,’ Wesley said, his eyes pleading with me.


‘Yeah, yeah, whatever.’


I pulled my arm from his grip and opened the door. I probably gave his words of advice a few fleeting seconds of thought as I walked towards the lift. His words literally went in one ear and out the other.


Back at Temple Meads train station, I sat in the café waiting for my train. I bought a can of Lilt using the money Wesley had given me. Risible. Sitting at the table, drinking from the can, I did not give one more thought to what Wesley had said. Not one. I was far more interested in the messages on my banger phone.


Back to business.
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Business As Usual


‘You gonna be in club later?’


‘Yeah,’ I said.


‘Sound. See you there.’


I didn’t need to say any more. He was a regular with a regular order of pills. Another customer wanted sweets.


‘What you got?’


‘What you after?’


‘Sweets.’


‘Great. Got some. See you in club tonight.’


The travellers on the train back to Gloucester must have thought I was a popular guy. My phone didn’t stop ringing the whole journey, much to their irritation. It was Friday afternoon, and my customers were keen to stock up for the weekend and I was keen to sell to them and make money. Money meant I could buy new designer clothes. Most of my customers were buying cocaine, which we, in the trade, referred to in code as snow. Other favourites were pills of various kinds like ecstasy, amphetamine, which we called smarties. Then there was base – methamphetamine. Recreational, party drugs. And boy did I know how to party.


With plenty of business lined up for the weekend, I went straight to my favourite shop close to the railway station in Market Parade. Time to do some serious shopping. My mate owned Spice Styles, selling designer clothes and accessories.


Moschino, Versace. 


But his shop front was anything but designer. Blacked out plate glass with a black entrance door. Inside was no better. Dark interior. No bigger than an area of 6ft by 6ft. Racks of clothes filled the space. Loud clothes. Showy, colourful. Bejewelled. Emblazoned with designer logos. Designer jeans, shorts, jackets, hoodies, tops, and the must-have accessories – belts, hats. One of everything.


He was a very smart guy. He employed a crafty marketing strategy. He would only have one of everything on display. To make your desire for the thing that much more intense. Buy it then rather than later or it would be gone and someone else would be wearing it, which is why I shopped there because you would never see anyone else wearing those clothes or that outfit in Gloucester. It would be months before you saw anyone in the same outfit, and I had to have new clothes every weekend. I couldn’t be seen in the same outfit twice. His customers were cash payers. Mostly hustlers, shotters, runners, dealers. People like me.


I ‘shot’ drugs. I was a shotter. A shotter is someone who is really just an employee of a drug dealer. They don’t own the drugs. They get a percentage of the profits.


I opened the door to see my mate on the phone. I nodded my greeting, and he acknowledged me with a raise of his hand. The music, usually blasting out at ear-splitting levels, was turned low. Still, I recognised the tape pack. Tape packs were cassette bundles, essentially plastic boxes, oversized and awkwardly moulded, with wraparound covers based on the flyer from the party in question and capturing the raw essence of a rave. Each pack contained up to twelve cassettes, featuring live recordings of the DJ sets, crowd chatter and general ambience of whichever rave they were documenting. No overdubs, no edits, every MC stutter and needle skip left in for the world to hear. He was playing Nicky Blackmarket. One of my all-time favourites.


I began browsing the racks of clothes with eager interest. I was like a boy in a sweet shop.


My mate finished his call, turned up the music and came over.


‘Wah gwan,’ he said, greeting me with a fist pump.


‘Safe,’ I replied, my attention fixed on a jacket I had just spotted.


I pulled out an oversized blue Michigan jacket with yellow trim. He swooped in.


‘That little gem is direct from the USA. Only sold in authorised outlets, Delroy. You ain’t gonna get this outside of this county, man.’


He was laying his patter on hard today. He didn’t need to. I was sold on it.


‘This is boss man.’


I tried it on and stared at my reflection in the long-length mirror. It had massive, baggy arms. I looked like a rude boy. I looked the business. It was a lot of money, though. I hesitated. As if he detected my hesitation he said:


‘Sorry, Delroy, I’ve only got the one.’


Wow, I thought. I must have that.


‘Safe,’ I replied. ‘All about the swag, innit?’


I winked at him, stroking the soft material of the jacket, twisting and turning, posing in the mirror, imagining wearing it up town. I took out the wad of cash bulging in my pocket and handed over the money. He counted it with meticulous precision. I could make more than that in a night.


‘Got any tape packs?’


‘Nothing new in today.’


I swaggered out into the sunshine wearing my new jacket. The sun was lower in the sky, but still it was ridiculously hot to be wearing a heavy, woollen jacket.


Who cares? I look boss.


I lived in that jacket, making sure I only wore it places I knew certain people wouldn’t be so they would never see me wearing it more than once.


I started thinking it might have had its day. I still carried on wearing it until a mate said:


‘Delroy, you’re living in that jacket. You had that on last week. About time you wore something else?’


He was right. It wouldn’t be good for my image to be seen in the same outfit twice let alone the amount of times I had worn it. A sign of my lowly rank in the drug pyramid. That all important image and status. But I’d formed an attachment to it. Silly, really, how you can feel sentimental about a jacket.


I left the shop and walked to one of my usual trading places. Having shelled out for the jacket, I now needed to make more money to pay for it. Always hustling and bustling – any way I could make money to put food in my belly, get a new outfit for the weekend and drugs in my system. One of my punters approached holding a plastic carrier bag.


‘What you got?’ I asked him.


‘I got this, Delroy, but I can’t sell it.’


‘What do you want for it?’


‘Forty quid.’


‘Nah, I ain’t giving you forty quid for it, mate. I’ll give you a tenner.’


‘What do you mean, Del, there’s forty quid’s worth there.’


He was desperate for the drugs. I could tell. He looked at me. He was shaking, nervous hunger in his hollow eyes. His grey skin stretched across sunken cheekbones. He would kill for drugs.


‘Sorry, mate, I ain’t paying that. It’s up to you.’


I started walking away from him. He followed me. I knew he was desperate for the drugs.


‘Woah, woah, woah,’ he shouted after me. ‘Okay, give me the tenner.’


He handed over the stolen Sony video player. I looked it over. Excellent condition. I could easily sell that on for £50.


I gave him his fix. He grabbed it from my hand and moved away, looking around to make sure no one had seen the deal go down. His movements were furtive and hurried. He couldn’t wait to go somewhere and get his fix.


I smiled to myself. He would be back soon for more, and that meant more income for me.


I was a hustler and bustler. Anything to make a ‘raise’. Anything to subsidise my weekend partying and looking good.


I put on my Moschino sunglasses and caught the bus home. When I got to Mum’s house, I went straight upstairs to my bedroom to get ready for the night out.


Night. Hmm. Could last all weekend if I’m lucky.


I put the Jungle Mania tape into the player and turned up the volume, stripped off and had a shower. I looked at my ripped, lean torso in the half-steamed mirror.


Boss.


Back in the bedroom the beat was thumping. I sprayed a good lashing of Lynx Africa all over my body and dressed in my newest Versace jeans, checking the white tag hanging from my jeans pocket was on display. It proved the jeans were authentic. Not knock off. Then I slotted through my Versace gold-plated belt with a multiple gun design either side of the buckle, the barrels pointing at each other. Next, I slid into my Versace silk shirt with the loud pattern of rose flowers, making sure the long gold chain with the massive cross hanging round my neck was visible. The chain was my pride and joy, even though I wasn’t religious in any way. Finally, I pulled on a pair of red Reebok Classic trainers with white shoelaces.


When I swagger into the club later smelling like a god, I know everyone will look at me with envy and respect in equal measure.


Look at me.


Look at me.


There’s a knock at the door. I ran downstairs to get it. My main boys were standing there.


They gave me a wide grin.


‘Wah gwan, my man,’ one of them greets me.


‘You safe?’ I ask, meaning, ‘Are we good?’


‘Safe, mate,’ they both reply, grinning from ear to ear.


Their grins give the game away. They have started before me. Upstairs, we lay out the evening’s buffet. A cornucopia of drugs and drink. One of them opens his bag of goodies. A bottle of Caribbean rum. My other mate has brought cans of Stella. I’m supplying the smarties. I’m not much of a drinker, so I reveal my stash. Cans of Coca-Cola and ecstasy. I’m hooked on the latter. My drug of choice. I sell a lot of it. It’s the ultimate party drug.


We spend a few hours chatting shit, swigging our beer, waiting for the drugs to kick in so we can hit the club. My mate picks up my Nokia phone and starts playing Snake. The screen glows green and he roars with delight storming through walls in the game trying his hardest to get a score of more than 250 points.


At last we’re ready to go. I turn off the music and wrench my phone away from the intent player. He feigns a weak protest, but the drugs are kicking in and he’s high, raring to go. I put it in my front pocket with the red designer tag clearly on display.


The last thing to perfect the look is my earpieces. Black, strategically pinned to the front of my top so everyone can see them. My mates have even started wearing them like that. What’s the point in spending money on all this designer gear if you ain’t gonna flout it?


Delroy. Fashion icon of Gloucester.


It’s all about the ego, innit!


My ego is out of control. All those youthful hormones. I take one long last look in the mirror. Perfectly coordinated for a banging night out.


On the way to the club we pick up more mates. I never liked going into a club with less than five or six of us. We like to go in ‘hoggish’. Mob-handed. When we walk into the club people know us. Our presence is known. It’s like people are saying:


‘There’s Delroy with the boys …’


We swagger into the club like the ‘A-Team’ and take up our position in our corner. Woe betide anyone in that corner when we get there. Luckily, this evening there’s no one. On the way there, people greet us. There is a lot of fist pumping.


‘Wah gwan.’


‘You safe?’


Once inside the club – Fifth Avenue – we get the drinks in. I’m not a big drinker. You’d never catch me drinking pints of lager then roaming the streets like other guys all leery with their shirts off and no shoes. It’s not an Afro-Caribbean thing.


Have respect, man.


Tonight, I’m giving it large. So I’m drinking top-shelf drinks. Rum and Coke. Brandy. Top spirits. Tonight, I order champagne. Moet & Chandon. Anyone passing could see all the drinks lined up on our table.


It was all image. Everything was image.


They’d think I was amazing.


The Big I Am.


King of the Hill.


Talk of the Town.


It’s all for show.


Look at me.


Look at me.


I would drink top-shelf drinks because they’re not very heavy on the brain. So, I’d have to do a bit of coke just to keep myself balanced out. When you do coke, you can just drink like a fucking fish. And that’s what I was going to do tonight. The coke, ecstasy and top-shelf spirits would keep my levels just right.


People crowd in on me to collect their drug orders, like scavengers at a car boot sale. Money exchanges hands. Drugs are surreptitiously handed over. All done in the darkness of the club. My pocket is bulging with notes. I can feel the wad pressing against my hip. It’s a good feeling.


I don’t waste time grabbing a girl.


‘Hey, come here, what’s your name?’


Even if I didn’t know her, she would know me.


‘Oh, Del,’ she said, ‘you always look really good.’


She leaned into me and brushed her cheek against mine.


‘You smell really nice, too.’


‘You wanna drink?’ I asked her.


I chatted to her for a bit about this and that until I was sure she was a definite ‘ten-to-two-er’. It didn’t take much. She only had to say a couple of words, and I knew she was coming home with me tonight.


It didn’t matter if she was with another boy. Her boyfriend wouldn’t come over. He wouldn’t be able to do anything. There’s ten of us. Fuck with me and you fuck with all my boys. We’re a tight unit, we’re all as one. I’d rely on that for my success with the girls. And I was successful. They couldn’t get enough of me.


Reel ’em in. Reel ’em in.


No need to put any effort in. No need to chat her up. She was mine for the taking. Like booking a taxi at the end of the night. It was a sure thing.


Ecstasy was my drug of preference. It’s a slow burn, creeps up on you. Stealth like. Then wham! Like an explosion, it kicks in. You’re there. In the zone. But with me it wasn’t all good. I knew what was going to happen. I found a dark corner of the club. I could feel my facial expressions were out of control.


‘You’re gurning again, Del,’ my mate said.


I pulled the peak of my baseball cap as far down my forehead as it would go to hide my face. I’m aware my jaw is jutting out, my mouth half-open, my eyes almost closed. I can’t stop chewing my bottom lip. It’s hurting and I’m drawing blood, but I can’t stop it.


Then the DJ plays the Rocky Balboa anthem. The sound of trumpets opening up the intro, followed by the drums then the thrum of bass. When the Rocky anthem went off in the club everyone rushed onto the dance floor. The place went wild. The drugs were kicking in.


It literally thumps through my body. I have to dance to it. I rush onto the dance floor. The lyrics are ringing out. I can see Rocky Balboa working out to the music. I’m doing my own style of workout on the dance floor. For those few minutes, I totally lose myself in the music. Amazing. Ecstatic. I could have been anywhere on the planet. Or off it! My arms are going, my body is not my own. The sweat is pouring down my temples. My forehead is shiny. I take out the trusty flannel I keep in my pocket and wipe my face with it. It’s dry right now but I know when I’m finished here this towel will be soaking wet with my sweat. So wet I could rinse it out.


The next sound is the Notorious B.I.G. ‘Nasty Boy’. He was my favourite artist of all time and this song my favourite lyric. It’s all about dressing to impress and sparking the ladies’ interest.


It was my motto.


Sadly, he died in 1997. A drive-by shooting. Someone fired a 9mm blue-steel pistol through his car window, shot him four times. He was 24 years old.


Later that evening, when the drugs started to wear off and reality began to kick in, it was time for another pill or snort of coke.


Gotta keep going for a few more hours.


The drugs start to kick in again. I have to stay awake because there’s a house party tonight. That could go on till at least 5 or 6 in the morning or longer, sometimes a day and a half until the drugs run out. Need my stamina.


What else is there in life?


I leave the club on the arms of my ‘ten-to-two-er’. She’s got a bit of a wobble on, but she’s all over me.


When we get to the house party, I can hear the sound system from the corner of the street. Sounds like they’re doing a bit of MCing. As soon as I get inside, my mates ask me to have a go. I grab the microphone and begin, but my dyslexia lets me down. I couldn’t write the lyrics down or read the words and that means I couldn’t keep up with the words. But some of my mates were really good. They would rattle off the lyrics. Quick fire. Rat-a-tat, rat-a-tat, like an AK47.
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