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Dedication

 

For the ones still trapped in silence.  
For the youth who think the streets are the only way.  
For my grandma, both of my moms, and my wife. Thanks for keeping me sane through this process.

This is for you.
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Follow The Liter

Do you really like looking like a zombie ,
Spaced out, tweaking, plotting on a homie?
Getting cased out daily—stop it, please,
That dust got you moving all somberly.

Now you’re beefing, in too deep,
Rolling like that creep they call J-Reed.
He says you gotta pop him ’cause the gang demands,
But you don’t even know him—never shook his hand.

What if tomorrow never came?
Your gun’s on loan, already got somebody’s name.
Loaded with hollows, you follow your leader,
But you’re no Rakim—you ain’t doing the knowledge deeper.

If you did, you woulda seen the setup was grim:
The man you aimed at wasn’t a Brim, he was HIM
Undercover badge, blue lights dim.
You were so high, didn't remember what you did

 


Now you’re cuffed up, shipped off to Rikers,
Facing five to ten, conspiracy indicted.

Inside, you’re silent, and furious within,
Didnt get a cent from none of your so-called friends
Didnt send a kite, not a visit, not even a pen.
Now you're using the same toilet with other men
You can’t even piece the events that occurred,
Brain fried, burnt out, stuck on the sherm.

Delirious from spliffs, now you’re living in sickness,
Trapped in the system, alone with the sentence.
I hope you learn from the burns while you’re sittin’ in prison, cause you snitched on yourself with your reckless decisions.

Everybody knows what happened, the block ain’t forget…
It’s not a joke, but you laughing you don't get it yet.

 


Dusted Reflection

The next vic was a booster, angel dust was her pay. 
She thought that she used ta resemble Kim K, but she was smoking her life away. Her name was dirty Diana; she did niggas dirty. She would flirt with you to get high, so she can give you head and give you herpes.  Every day I would see her around the way looking cray cray. Same clothes on from yesterday but still trying to get higher than yesterday. All you had to do to get her to screw, was light up a blunt or two. Then hand her a brew. Park the car in the lot or the garage. Her top 
came off, then it was her bra. Now she’s giving top in the car. Her favorite cigar? Was dust in a  Entourage. She’d blow her job, tipping off your whole entourage. Her libido was like a torpedo, on that wet she could go all day and all night. or until the leaky leak goes, that’s when she takes flight... But this time, When the guy finished handling his business, He started beating her so vicious, she woke up in a trance inside an ambulance, Getting CPR’d.

Damn… another one bites the dust

 


Angel Dust and Ambulance Lights

She was a ghost of a TikTok queen, once glowing like Kerry Wash on the screen. Now she’s washed in the smoke of a bluntville dream. Angel dust dimmed her gleam, traded her soul for a blunt and a drink scheme. Same clothes for weeks, vacant gaze, turning tricks on the 9thfloor to get paid. Chevys and dark hallways are where her heart stays. Her body became her currency; her mind was in a haze. Her mind is on endless plays. But one night, a john turned cruel, beat her down like she was nothing but a tool—left her breathless, chest pressed, paramedics trying to do their best to undo the mess. Damn. She woke in a trance, flashing lights, no second chance. That might be her last chance... 


Dam... another one bites the dust

 


125th & the Abyss

Then next, my man Derek—who didn’t know the word quit existed. He kept taking hit after hit, trip after trip to 1-2-5th to go get them blue bags. Same outfit every time: Nike tech sweats, Air Max, and a matching durag. He was a cool cat, infamous gang banger, tatted up, no stranger to danger, he had merked a few cats. He lived to smoke that head banger, which was loosely attached. Three bundles a day habit, he blew that. True facts. That embalming fluid had him like the walking dead, acting like a douchebag. Talking crazy, lost in his head. Started losing his swag. He went from a Beamer X-deuce to a cab. He’d take two bundles back to Greenburgh to sell, just to make a few scraps So he could get high as hell for free and pocket the loose scratch. He was a small-time hustler who loved to splurge on a bird. Take them to the telly, squirt on their belly, then drop them off at the curb. But on this particular day, he smoked a bad batch. So high, he couldn’t even find where he placed his gat. So high, he stumbled when he walked, Words slurred, he mumbled when he talked. He was spotted by the opps, and they took the opportunity to take his jewels off. By the time he realized his fate, it was too late— He was lying in a pool of his thoughts…

Dam... another one bites the dust

 


Black Who Stutters

Black was a name, not a nickname. He earned it in the shadows, where the sun doesn’t hang. And the people hearts are hallowed. He stuttered when he smoked, but his silence was louder. Every pause packed with power, every sentence devoured.

He rocked a North Face bubble, black Timbs, and a chipped tooth grin. He kept a bundle in the lining, just in case he had to get it in. He used to post on the corner with a limp and a lean, his voice use to glitch like a scratched CD, but his eyes stayed mean.

He’d say, “G-g-get the f-f-fuck out my face,” and they did. Black didn’t play with no man, or a kid. He was known for the twitch, the stick, the verbal lisp. But he still ran the strip with a full clip.

He used to smoke dust and hustle loose packs, Newport shorts and dime sacks. Kept a razor in his mouth, just in case he had to react. He ain’t have no whip, just a MetroCard and a mean walk. But he moved like a king, even when his words balked.

 


He had a girl named Keisha, thick thighs and slick lies. She loved him for his rage, not the stutter in his replies. She’d say, “You talk like thunder tryin’ to whisper,” He’d laugh, then choke, then kiss her.

But one night, Black smoked a blunt that was laced. He started twitching harder, heart racing like a chase. He tried to say, “I’m g-g-good,” but the words got stuck. And the block ain’t got patience when you run out of luck.

Opps slid through in a tinted van, caught him mid-stutter, couldn’t even raise a hand. By the time he found his breath, they found his chest... Left him slumped on the steps, still trying to confess.

Now the block tells stories in broken bars, of Black who stutters, who spoke in scars. A voice like static, a soul like flame. Gone too soon, but they still chant his name.

 

Dam... another one bites the dust

 




Lost in the Process

Then the next day, my man, rabid rabbit, the Harlem child, was so stressed that he smoked a 2-in-1 in a white owl. He was emotionally depressed and was ready to throw in the white towel. He had just found out that his wifey had done something that was so foul. Wow, what a fowl. That made him empty all his bowels. The dust he blew was mixed with fentanyl somehow. Intense, passionate revenge was all that he could think about.


