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This book contains references to drugs, alcohol, explicit violence, and sexual activity. Reader discretion is advised.

The lyrics featured in this book were written by the author, specifically for this book.

The author also recorded and released the music in order to enhance your reading experience.

You can download your free copy of the album here: https://eirianwrites.wixsite.com/goddess/free-album-download
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You want to know about my past, huh? Get to know what makes up this entity that is “known across the planet”? Learn what makes me tick? Heh... It’s a good thing I like ya, kid. I have never told my story this way before: never felt like feeding the tabloid’s fire. It’s always been about the successes, never told them about my road to getting there. Never about the PR mishaps and the cover-ups. Always about the party, never about the hangover. Cos knows they would have had a field day with that...

...Okay, fine, you’ve talked me into it.

But I’m goina need a whole heap of that juicy green peach to do so, Ash. ...

You got a light?
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Mama never had enough to get us by.

As soon as each one of us was old enough, we’d begin workin’.

By the time it was my turn to go out and find some sort of meaningful source of income, Mama had been turning tricks for too long.

Somehow, my older sister and I knew about it, because one of us was always there when Mama brought her Johns home, but my older brother was none the wiser. Mama knew that if Jonathon found out, he would beat her clients to a pulp and then go after her pimp - or “mister” as Mama called him.

I always watched Mama. Calculating how I could save myself from a life of slanging pussy just to get by. Of course, she could have been sustaining the family off what she was making, but a lot of her profits were going straight up her nose.

Jonathon didn’t know that either.

He was working two full time jobs to give his sisters the life that he never had. Mama didn’t care. Her delusions of grandeur were mild, but she still didn’t see anything wrong wit' her behavior. The only ones worried about getting up outta D-block of the Housing Projects I grew up in were us kids.

Mama didn’t care about the neighborhood overflowing wit' crimes ranging from petty to felonious. Mama’s whole life had been in these projects, she associated herself wit' the tall brick building filled wit' hundreds of families. It had always been a reflection of her inner worth.

Her father had been a die-hard alcoholic - as in his alcoholism made him die-hard when she was 16. Her mother had died a few years previous. Both immigrants from the Canotolian Islands who had been impoverished and malnourished and came to New State to live better lives than the Islands could provide. They came as a massive unit. Mammi’s family was just kind enough to invite her boyfriend (my grandfather) along for the journey. Their country was ravaged wit' oppression and war. Most of the people on the Islands had to decide between risking death searching for a new life or dying staying on the Islands to support the life they were already living.

When her mother and father died though, Mama moved in wit' the strapping 20-year-old down the hall. An immigrant from Sprig wit' a haunted past of his own, instead of moving in wit' Grand-mammi and her aunties. At that time, she was already carrying his baby, so moving in together made the most sense anyway.

They were together for four years.

Just long enough to fuck up my older siblings and give Mama her third baby before going on a drug binge, setting the kitchen on fire, and vanishing into the night.

It was August 25, 1982.

Jonathan told me that Mama had saved up enough money to take him and Norekah out to a movie... Scrumptious Cloud Cake Land... it had been assumed that our father would have been making dinner, he had plenty of time, the bus to the movie theater was thirty minutes, the movie was ninety, and they went out to get ice-cream afterwards. Mama got chocolate chip puckerberry swirl, which she swears was a flavor she only enjoyed when she was pregnant wit' me. Norekah got mint chocolate chip, and Jonathan chocolate chip cookie dough. All details that he shared wit' me long after the fact, when I had asked what happened to our father.

Bastard burnt down three apartments in D-block, somehow making it look like an electrical mishap. They came home from a normal-ass day that most kids from D-block never get to have, a movie and ice-cream was QUITE the occasion for any child in the HP, and found that their entire lives were gone. All of the belongings, the life Mama had built after her parents had passed away. All of her memories of her wit'... him... all of it was gone.  

Before my father had his... episode, the whole family would go to services every Friday to hear the good word of the Cosmic Daughter. Nori swears that Pops just went to repent for his Topaz benders. I always wondered how he would repent for the fire..

Jonathan said that because it looked like an accident, they never looked into it. Never suspected foul play and just continued on their way. And I guess there are much worse things that could have happened after that. He never came back to start shit wit' Mama. Just disappeared. And I guess he could have come back if he was a more dangerous type of man.

They were given a new apartment, because it was “their fault” for the faulty wiring so the housing department actually took really good care of Mama and the two other displaced families. Back when the HP still had some organization and humanity... before I was born.

We were also given the basics to start a life again. A couch, dining table, beds, crib, and chairs came wit' the new apartment, which was not standard for an HP unit. A few churches gave Mama clothes for her and clothes for us so that we could live our lives, and Grand-Mammi and the Aunties came over and cooked for us those first few nights so that Mama could decompress. Jonathon says she never really did. Mama was never the same again. Jonathan told me that Mama was mostly normal before all that.

Three months to the fuckin’ day later, your girl stomped on the scene. November 25, 1982 - 7:33PM WNT. Whole lotta hot water. Sagittarius Sun, Pisces Moon, Cancer Rising. I can soothe ya bones, or boil you alive...

It’s no wonder between the chaos leading up to my birth and the date of my arrival that I’m all mixed up and crazy the way I am. Half-human, half-horse. Ever since I can remember I’ve always had at least two personalities. And I’ve always had this  DRIVE to achieve more... but when I was a kid I would reenact my dream life wit’ my humble collection of Hollies that had originally been Norekah’s, using my characters to escape the darkness around me.

Mama had been working at a makeup counter in a department store before all that. But wit' her sperm donor gone, Mama needed to figure out how to feed four mouths on one income. She worked at Kroster’s through her pregnancy, took her maternity leave, and never went back. When she did go back to work, it was at the Grinder Bump, a strip club pizzeria.

I feel like this is possibly the last acceptable way to get tons of cash as a woman. You’re just dancing, no one really touches you. There is security at every door and you’re protected when shit gets weird. Unless you have a pimp actively head hunting at your club...

Uncle John watched Mama dance a whole three times before offering her a spot as his main bitch. It took Mama another week to accept the offer. It was her brother after all, so how dangerous could it be?

She must have been in a real bad way to accept his help. She hadn’t seen him since she was 8. Uncle John was 16 when he ran away from the abuse, alcoholism, and poverty of their family unit. But even after 13 years, he still knew that she was his baby sister.

Or at least, that’s what she had led herself to believe. Somehow, in a world where her father had left her by way of alcohol, and her brother had left her to fend for herself amongst a house and neighborhood riddled with problems; and her husband had left her after torching her house... somehow, she was able to let Uncle John back into her life and trusted him to have her best interests at heart.

What a low, vulnerable spot to be in...
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Mama danced part-time until I was 9.

That was the best way to keep her Johns away from her family.

But, for some reason, that didn’t matter anymore when Jonathon turned 16 and started working at full capacity because, his “mama ain’t no whore” and he “didn’t want to see her dancing no more.”

The extreme irony of it was that the more John-John worked, the more time Mama had to turn tricks and get high. The very thing he’d done to save her was his demise, because she no longer had that guilt of doing wrong in front of her son. He was a good man now, she had succeeded. For some reason she wasn’t as concerned about passing these negative attributes down to her daughters...

Norekah began working at the HooChii Couture outlet in the mall when she was 14. wit' no siblings home to care for me, I saw the darkest and worst side of Mama. If she wasn’t “working”, she was fighting with her fly-by-night boyfriends, and if they had abandoned her antics, she’d turn on me. It didn’t take long for me to seek out after school programs so that I wouldn’t have to be alone in the house wit' Mama and her... guests. For two years straight, I literally avoided being home. I would get up and go to school in the morning wit' Nori, and then stay in after school programs and write until Nori could pick me up at six. Now, the weekends were when all hell really broke loose. Norekah did her best  to shield me for it. She only worked Monday through Friday, but it wasn't enough to keep me out of Mama’s line of fire.

We barely saw John-John because he had a full time day job and a full time night job. He was working 80 hours a week so that we could survive wit' or wit'out Mama. It was sad. He’d come home at night and come kiss my forehead while I was asleep, just to let me know that he was still watching over me. Mama didn’t want us around, and we only needed her in the sense of needing a name on the lease.

None of us were 18 yet...

And it was a long two years. Waiting for John-John to turn 18 because Mama would never emancipate him, she needed him so she could keep living her lifestyle. She was as addicted to lying to him as she was to the sex and whatever drugs she was on that week. Norekah worked her way up the ranks until she was running that store at 16. Nori’s a natural born hustler and she had the gumption to talk to corporate and demand that they adopt a commission based pay system for their outlet stores like they did at their main stores. Her argument being that she worked her ass off to convince these mall goers to buy that thousand dollar jacket and the matching five-hundred dollar wallet because this is HooChii Couture and you only live once... even though it didn’t affect the way she was paid, and they deserved to be paid better than the people who were just there to collect a paycheck and go home... we needed her to be paid better than that. Somehow she had the charisma to pull it off, and from that moment on I’ve idolized her. Norekah single handedly put Uptin Retail on the fashion map. It was the first glimpse I’d ever had of Nori as this entrepreneur. I finally had someone to look up to.

I wanted to be like her...

The school district was well aware of how most of our home lives were going and did what they could to circumnavigate that. Three hots and free thoughts, instead of three hots and a cot. So while I was at school, I buried myself in books and poetry, searching for a solution to the issue at hand.

At first, I was a little appalled that Norekah had dropped out. But then seeing her take full control of her situation at the outlet store had completely changed my perspective. I could see where the school system was letting us down. The free thoughts contributed more to escapism than finding a real escape route. I was starving for a solution to my problem, not looking for another place to run and hide from it.

John-John managed a casino in the day and an appliance warehouse at night, all so he could see a day when his baby sisters didn’t have to go to sleep at night listening to the chaotic symphony of the degradation of a society, slowly decaying beyond all recognition...

I loved John-John.

When he was around, he would often cup my face and whisper, “There’s a world out there for you, Kan-D. You’re worth more than this. That’s why you will get out.”

So often, in fact, that’s how I’ll always remember him: wit' his large palm on the side of my face, his dark chocolate eyes gazing honestly into mine, smiling sadly as he ushered fuel for my fire and offered me hope.
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In 1996, I turned 14.

That birthday was a special one. It meant I could join the workforce. Just a baby, but I could learn how to be a woman in the real world. Get out of the house, even on a Saturday and not have to listen to Mama fulfill yet another man, or be around for her to go postal on when she was alone and out of Slug. Bring myself one step closer to John-John and Norekah. Work towards that dream of getting out of D-block.

Away from degenerates...

...whose purpose in life seems to be reminding you of the darkness that exists in the world.

I tell you what, D-block must be the physical, three-dimensional version of hell, because it rings wit' the agonized, tortured cries of the lord’s sinners.

*POP POP* another mama’s baby’s dead...

John-John took the night off from the warehouse so that he could be there for me. Norekah walked me to the train station and we rode the 9 home like usual. When we got home, John-John was holding a cake that read, “Happy Birthday Kandella!” in pink frosting.

I squealed and dropped my backpack, running in for a hug as John-John set the cake down on the coffee table and scooped me up. I felt like I never got to see him anymore, and he was my whole world.

Mom wasn’t home. Norekah and I knew that meant she was working. John-John thought she was just at work. We were all under the assumption that she wouldn’t come home.

She knew it was my birthday... right?

Wit'out missing a beat, John-John lit the fourteen candles and my brother and sister sang, “Happy birthday” to me. I blew out the candles, wishing for this sense of normalcy to last forever. Then Norekah handed me the two gifts on the table. One was from her, the other from John-John. The gifts in my household growing up were never numerous, but always meaningful.

Norekah had gotten some custom hoop-earrings that said, “KanD” in large, 70’s, swirling font through the middle of them. They were sterling silver and speckled wit' citrine and turquoise. Norekah had really outdone herself that year.

John-John’s gifts were a similar theme. Wrapped in one package were a pendant in the shape of a butterfly that read “KanD” in that same swirling font. It’s form was dotted wit' chunks of amethyst and obsidian. To match was a butterfly made of pink opal resting on a flower of rose quartz and emerald beautifully cast in rose gold and sterling silver on top of a ring that fit perfectly.

It took my breath away. I was speechless. I couldn’t even imagine how expensive these pieces must have been. They were entirely custom and completely laden with crystals. Gifts that would last forever.

“Now, you’re going to have to coordinate those wit' some bomb ass threads when you start your new job tomorrow.” Norekah added slyly.

“New job?” I asked, dumbfounded and still trying to take in the jewelry I had been presented wit'.

“You have your first shift at the HooChii tomorrow,” Nori beamed. “Another birthday present.”

I squealed and wrapped my siblings in another tight hug. It was the first bit of normal we’d had in a long time. It was as if we could now go on to the next phase together.

It’s funny how perspective is vastly different depending on where, how, and when you grew up. For even a middle-class girl in the nice-but-not-fantastic parts of Uptin, working at the HooChii outlet in the mall was a normal job, but for us, it was worlds above waitressing for a dollar an hour plus tips in a bad part of town. To anyone outside of D-block, it was just another mundane job, but to the Torentillo girls, it was our ticket out of here.

Finally, John-John turned and cut the cake, serving it on our best plastic plates. Once we were all seated and comfortably engaged in conversation, the front door burst open and in walked Mama, wearing her hot pants, reeking of appletinis and hanging off of a strange man who smelled of cheap cologne and cold cigarette smoke, which was fitting for a man whose stubble indicated the last time he’d had a change of clothes and dark, hollow eyes echoed with regret.

“Mom...” John-John gasped.

Busted...

“Am I paying extra to fuck in your house?” The man asked gruffly. “I’m down for a MILF.”

Mama turned her gaze sheepishly to the floor. “J-John-John, I didn’t know you’d be home.”

“Of course I’m home Mama, it’s Kandella’s birthday. I remembered her favorite cake. What did you bring her?” he asked stonily.

The air grew cold wit' the icy truth.

“Oh... Kan-D... I-I-I was so busy wit' work, I forgot,” Mama replied, her voice faltering and gaze trying hard to meet mine.

“It’s okay Mama. Come get some cake,” I replied.

“Cake!? But you’re on the clock!” the man groaned.

John-John stood to intimidate the man, “And now she’s off the clock. Good thing you’re a good tipper.”

“Bu-” the man interjected.

John-John flashed the man the butt of his handgun, which was tucked into his waistband, and the man took off running down the hallway. He knew that guns did not ask twice in D-block.

Once he was gone, John-John turned to Mama and pleaded, “I thought you said you were working for Uncle John!”

Mama broke down into sobs, seemingly overwhelmed by her emotions. She dramatically curled up into a crouching ball on the ground and began tugging at her hair. She had been hiding from John-John for years, and was undeniably pulling the “distraught woman” card to get more sympathy points.

“I am working for Uncle John,” she finally wailed. “He offered me a position as his top mistress a while back. M-my Mister takes care of me.”

I will never forget the rage I saw building in my brother as he howled, “No. No. No. No. NO!” John-John began pacing. “Please do not tell me Uncle John is pimping you out.”

Mama sobbed, merely repeating, “Mister takes care of me!”

John-John shook his head, nostrils flaring and eyes glowing wit' fury. He let out a furious howl as he began to run down the hall. Uncle John only lived a couple of stories up.

My sister and I stood at the same time, she to confront my mother, and me to chase my brother.

“John-John,” I cried as tears streamed down my face. The building smelled old and damp, like decay, and carried the oppressiveness to go wit' it. Various apartments were cooking up drugs. A few houses shared stank, sloppy-seconds sex smells. None of them were the smells I had wanted to experience on my birthday. None of them smells I will ever be able to forget... Trauma does funny things. Impacts the way you think... Little things will set you off until the end of time. I have to keep a clean, tidy house these days, I can’t stand most random smells anymore because it just takes me right back to that shadowed staircase with those flickering fluorescent lights.

John-John was tearing up a flight of stairs above me as I continued to cry out, “John-John, wait!”

But nothing could stop him.

He sprinted up a couple more flights of stairs before bolting down the hallway to 679.

Pounding on the door, John-John hollered, “John, get out here!”

I was able to catch up to my brother and began pulling on him, begging him, “John-John, you don’t want any part of this, let’s just go home. Can we please go back home?”

But he couldn’t even hear me. Couldn’t feel me tugging on his arm. His rage was far too potent to be interrupted.

Finally, the door opened wit' a gold toothed chuckle that oozed sleaze. “Hey little John-John, you come here to talk about your mother, or offer me your sister?” He peered around my brother to get a better look at me.

I quickly hid behind my arms and stepped out of view, eliciting another, “heh, heh, heh,” from our uncle.

“You greasy bastard!” John-John growled, grabbing our uncle by the collar and stepping into the house.

“You don’t want things to get ugly, sport,” Uncle John schmoozed.

“Things got ugly when you started pimpin’ Mama!” John-John growled back.

I couldn’t see what was going on. Uncle John’s apartment was dark, so I stepped in, looking for my brother, wanting to drag him out, to go back to where we’d been before, just half an hour ago... John-John and Uncle John were in a scuffle when I found them. John-John attempting to grab his handgun while Uncle John was choking him. Uncle made a clucking sound as he drew his own pistol out from under his armpit in a way that gave the impression that he’d done this before.

Welcome to D-block.

Darkest place on Th’aer.

Where the scum of Uptin fester and the vulnerable rot.

There’s no place like home

No place like D-block...

“And now you die knowing that your Mama is a whore and once you’re gone, there’s nothing stopping me from doing the same thing to your sisters. And you could have left well enough alone. Nighty-night.”

And then Uncle John pulled the trigger.

*POP POP* another mama’s baby’s dead.

His blood spattered my face and I screamed.

I was in shock.

I was angry.

John-John should have listened.

I tried to stop him but he had blocked me out entirely.

Once again, his biggest slip up was trying too hard to protect us...

All I could do was stand in place, shaking, and screaming.
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Uncle John grabbed his corded phone from the end table by the door and called the police, reporting that he was in D-block and shot this Afriete who had jumped him in his own home.

That word turned my stomach.

My scream was silent now. Just... empty air where sound was trying to come out...

I couldn’t cry.

I couldn’t get sick.

I-I-I couldn’t do anything.

This was just another part of life in D-block.

Something I had known, and should have expected, my whole life.

It was never a question of “if”, but “when” something like this would happen.

“John-John,” I silently cried, “Why?”

Mama and Norekah arrived before the police, and both broke out into screaming wails when they saw his crumpled form.

Mama was crying, “My baby, my baby!” over and over until she was consumed by her sobs.

It didn’t matter why John-John had attacked Uncle John in his home, only that he did it. It was pretty cut and dry, and because he’d called right away, Uncle John got off scott-free.

Meanwhile, Jonathon, who had been keeping the family safe was just... gone.

And Norekah and I still had to go to work the next day.

I couldn’t wear the earrings and pendant all the time, but that beautiful ring had been constructed in such a way that I could wear it every single day. I can’t even begin to explain how thankful I am for that.

With the new job came a new version of myself.

As a kid, I had always just stuck with jeans and t-shirts, sneakers and hoodies.

But at the HooChii, we were expected to keep a higher standard.

Because, when you walk into that store, the salespeople are the standard.

So, I had to start dressing the part. Suddenly, I was wearing heels every day and getting my nails done to match. Being girly and going to the salon to get our lashes done kept me and Norekah tighter than I ever thought we could be. And I loved being this high end, super high maintenance version of myself wit’ her. It made me feel powerful at a time when I had none.

A year at work passed by. Just like that.

Life moves faster when you’re working, and I already thought life was speeding by, while simultaneously dredging along.

On days I missed John-John most, I wore my necklace.

On days I didn’t work wit' Nori, I wore my earrings.

I didn’t take a step back to realize that I was going to the salon every week to have my lashes and nails done to maintain a sense of security that I had completely lost until years and YEARS later. At the time, I didn’t put that much thought into it. My real addictions started wit' shopping. I would buy a new outfit every week. I justified it because it helped my job. Regular customers would notice any time I wore something new.

And it felt GOOD.

And all I’ve ever wanted in my life is to feel good.

Mama was still turning tricks.

I was 15 and had no reason to be home anymore. I worked until 11 every night, and then went to school during the day. And in my classes, I was writing poetry. Because every time I closed my eyes, I saw John-John’s honest gaze, sharing words of hope as he held my face, and the poetry just flowed.

There was a period of time that year, like a full quarter, where I bought pens and notebooks instead of clothes, because I had enough stuff to cycle through that I still didn’t wear the same outfits as the year before. I became addicted to writing. It kept me alive.

I have been writing ever since I was a little kid. Most of my characters today have some kind of basis in something I wrote when I was real young. But 1996 was when I caught the fever and started putting all my thoughts and time into my word craft.

Everyone sees rap artists as these hardened thugs, but even the ones who grew up in the HP are just nerdy fucking book worms who like playing wit' words more than hanging wit' people.

When the winter came, I went back to buying clothes, because the sweaters that year were bonkers and I needed to redo my winter wardrobe. But I started spending more time writing and less time shopping. And the more I wrote, the more money I saved. Both of us girls were just focused on getting out of D-block. Norekah was better at saving than I was. She had already saved more than enough to go to college. Meanwhile, it took every ounce of my self control to save money. If I wasn’t writing, I was spending.

If I didn’t have writing, shopping would have bled me dry.

Especially because you see all the cute clothes as they come in. It's SOOOO tasty seeing the trends on parade. And I LOVE looking good, girl, let me tell you! And people paid attention to me when I wore cute clothes, so it was a simple equation.

But what it all boils down to is how extreme coping can get.
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John-John’s funeral in ‘96 was hard.

It was like a repeat of the night he’d gotten shot.

I was silent.

Still in shock.

Mama and Norekah bawled.

Grand-Mammi, the Aunties, and all the extended family came, and for some reason it reminded me of when the apartments burnt down, even though I wasn’t technically there. They brought all sorts of food, per usual.

And, somehow, Mama let Uncle John wrap a consoling arm around her shoulders. Maybe Mama had believed the “self-defense” ruse, or maybe it was just all the pills she was on to cope wit' her life, or maybe it was just the fact that she didn’t see what happened.

I was wit' John-John until the last second of his life, when the last little bit of warm blood hit my face before his entire body would cool entirely, forever. I saw the surprise in his eyes glisten in Uncle John’s dark apartment. I will never forget...

But then, slowly, the tears dried. The dishes that had been brought full of food emptied. Slowly, the figures faded back into the mist and it was just the three of us. ...Four if you counted Uncle John... two if you were only counting the people in the house wit' hope left in them.

The days of that first year after John-John died all blended into one. School, work, bed, repeat. I was shopping and writing to numb the pain. Just staying too busy to think. I had lost my lighthouse. The one who, in the dead of night, continued to shine his light to lead the way.
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The one who made sure that Norekah and I knew deep down that we were not condemned to die on D-block.

It was just a shame that he had to...

What I do remember, and never will forget, is the night after his funeral. When all of the aunties, uncles, and cousins were still around to pretend like they ever cared about John-John’s fate... like they hadn’t forgotten about his existence before he ceased to have one.

The apartment was full, and loud, and boisterous. Filled wit' music, and laughter, and the overwhelming smells of a wide variety of Canotolian food which all had a hint of the islands in them. Salty, like the ocean, and spicy like the island sun. It was warm. There was an energy of love and caring emanating from the room.

But it felt empty.

Hollow.

Flat.

Like I was surrounded by cardboard cutouts of actors who had been told to look happy.

Norekah was enjoying the moment because Mama seemed content. Normal. She wasn’t too high. She wasn’t wit' stranger number nine for the day. She was just, Mama.

But it had always been Norekah and Mama; me and John-John.

And I had lost John-John.

I gently faded into the background, allowing Norekah and Mama to absorb all the love they needed from this moment, and floated out of the apartment into the dim hallway. As I continued down the hall and the sounds and smells of our apartment faded and were replaced wit' new scents and different sounds, I felt blank. Not indifferent, but awash in so many emotions that I couldn’t feel any of them.

The walk through D-block had never claimed to be a safe one. Even when we were kids, there were only certain hallways and staircases that we could take, and the elevators were even more limited. Any kid from D-block has an extra special creeper-sense because you can’t stay restricted to your apartment, that’s just not how life works, and you have to learn how to steer clear of a lot of undesirable circumstances.

It was a long and treacherous walk to find some fresh air.

Yet, it wasn’t the walk that I was used to taking...

The path was the same, but the things around me were different.

The shadows possessed growls and gurgles that I had never noticed before.

The passed out junkies in the corners of the hallway had turned into gruesome monsters waiting to snatch me.

I ran through the halls, panicked that I could never get out of this hell alive. That something was going to reach out from the darkness and grab me.

As I ran, the walls began to crack and crumble as pointed hands reached out for me like snakes extending from the darkness.

It seemed like a lost cause.

I was never going to make it out alive...

Then I found the elevator.

It smelled of rust and illness, yet, it was a dimly glowing sanctuary and quickly shut out the demonic hands, allowing me a moment of peace and silence as we went down.  

After stepping inside, and catching my breath for a minute, I gingerly pressed the bulky plastic button wit' the number 0 barely hanging on after years and years and years of no one caring that everyone uses it.

After the nightmare flashback that had sent me reeling down the hallway into the safety of the elevator in the first place, I really had no desire to leave the sanctuary of the aging metal box. But I knew that the elevator could not protect me forever, and it seemed better to venture out into the unknown before the unknown ventured in. So I stepped out.
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The lobby smelled of decaying plaster, eons of cigarette smoke and vagrant piss. Decrepit carpet and lost dreams. It was as dimly lit as Uncle John’s apartment had been, wit' flickering fluorescent lights to complete the ambiance of apathy.

As I walked through the lobby. I began to hear the same gargling, growling noises that I had heard before. I could feel monster eyes watching me from the shadows. It felt like a portal to another dimension. The portal to all things evil. A resting place for the damned, and the path to a lost eternity.

I just wanted to get out of there.

As I walked, the lobby seemed to stretch into infinity, so no matter how long I walked, the door was still just as far away.

The whole compound was a tragic nightmare.

No one cared about the HP. Not even the ones being paid to maintain the buildings.

The Housing Projects had been funded by the government in the 60’s, touted as the saving grace for the poverty line. But there was no rehab for the drug addicted, or therapy for the sexually abused and... in fact, they put the dealers and the addicts, the traumatized and the aggressively violent, all in the same place, very effectively perpetuating the problem. Now, the HP is just a place for all the people no one wants to deal wit'. It’s it’s own world, and very few get out alive.

Harsh? Maybe, but it’s hard to have sympathy for the establishment that literally turned my mother into her brother’s whore. The HP is purely the lawless land of the lost.

I finally made contact with the front door and bounded out of it. Desperate to leave the haunted halls behind me.

Outside, the chilled early-December evening breeze kissed my face, and I was finally aware of myself and my surroundings. Un-oppressed. Allowed to breathe fresh, piercing air brought in off the coast to the Wenst. After a moment of standing in front of D-block wit' my eyes closed, I realized that there were still all the unpleasant noises to be heard - gunshots, screams, distant police sirens, drunken arguments...

In the fresh air, I merely felt like I had changed levels in the same world. Not that I had actually left D-block. It felt hopeless.

I could see all the goblins and gremlins jumping from dark tower to dark tower. I could see the shroud of darkness and despair that cloaked the compound that I had been born into. It seemed like there would never be any light in this desolate hellscape.

And then, I heard a faint beat of drums on a tinny speaker.

I opened my eyes, gazing into the dark, light polluted sky. Someone, somewhere was brightening the darkness wit' music. So I just wandered. Listening intently, hoping to find the source.

Through the alleyway between D and E was a group of five guys, varying in ethnicities, size, and shape, all of them huddled around a metal barrel wit' a roaring newspaper fire inside of it. They were all wearing some variation of pink and blue intermingled with beanies and baseball caps. Some wore baggy sweats, others wore dark blue jeans, but they were all very clearly street thugs.

I had never thought anything of it at the time. Being as young and naive as I was, I thought that they were just well coordinated. Most of the gang shit going on within the HP went right over my head when I was a kid. I had way too much other shit to worry about. Somehow, I never took notice of how prevalent pinks and blues of all tones and shades had been in the HP. Despite working in fashion, I was too focused on getting out of there to take notice of those who were not.

Despite it all, these fellas gathered around their barrel felt more real to me than the room I’d left behind; so, upon spotting the one holding the boombox on his shoulder, I walked over, magnetized to the group as if something otherworldly had sent me to that spot.

The tall, creamy skinned man with long dark hair holding the boombox was tapping his fingers on his leg to the beat and bobbing his head a little while one short Mercucian man wit' tan skin, dark hair, and vibrant blue eyes spit freestyle bars.

You could tell it was off the cuff because when I walked up, he was mid-swing and still just going wit' a slow, choppy rhythm.

“... anything I say I can... can... can... can you dig it. Cuz I can bring it. You can’t even wing it. Little P. D-Block, you know no one else can... bring it.”

When he finished, the crew around him whooped in congratulations before a tall, dark skinned man wit' a huge, poofy, natural hair-do, and sparkling dark blue eyes stepped forward, and began spitting his verse. “Yo, yo, yo. You know they call me Fire Starter cuz I’m bringing the heat. You can’t even step to this and spit upon this beat. You don’t know a thing about running these streets. You don’t know a thing about growing up in D. Cuz D-block can kill cops, killed pops, pops locks, sells rocks, ills cocks, and trumps props. That’s why I’m makin’ my way to brighter days and bigger change wit' bigger chains and leather reigns because I’m controlling it. No tellin what’ll happen when yo’ man spit. And I’ll never apologize, not even a little bit.”

Fire Starter finished wit' a vibrant hand gesture, throwing his arm across his body.

As his friends hollered approval, I finally stepped forward. 14 and unafraid of these grown men. I cleared my throat a little before asking, “D-block killed your pops, eh?”

They all turned and looked at me, astonished, as if I had appeared out of thin air.

Fire Starter’s gaze met mine as he nodded, replying, “He got on the wrong side of a sour deal.”

“Shit’s brutal, meng,” I added coolly.

The slender man holding the boombox looked me up and down before inquiring, “You got bars, doe?”

Technically, no. I was out of practice since John-John had been working so much. When I was little, we would listen to his hip-hop cassettes together, and then he’d coach me in freestyling. But as a little kid, I was as confident and quick thinking as Little P had been (not negging or anything, just facts). I had written poetry here and there, but it hadn’t really been an escape for me like it had been after John-John died. Nevertheless, hip-hop flowed through my veins, and I nodded, faking it until making it, because I really wanted Fire Starter’s approval from the moment I’d met him.

The fast forwarded to a new beat on the cassette tape before throwing a nod my way and retorting, “Lay it down, young blood.”

The beat was a little slower than the previous one, you could tell he was trying to give me a break. I took a deep breath, looking sheepishly around the shadowy neighborhood. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous, but something inside pushed me to try. I loved poetry, and in the worst case scenario, I would perform like Lil’ P. John-John had trained me to freestyle when I was really little, before he started working two jobs to keep mama safe... but it had been Years.

I tapped the beat out on my leg, looking at the way the orange street lights shrouded the towering brick buildings of the HP in an ethereal glow. I stood, tapping my palm on my thigh for what felt like two minutes before the words finally came out.

“Yo, Fire Starter said that D-block killed his pops. How come this neighborhood never wants to give us a shot. He was workin’ 80 hours weekly and still my brother got shot. Don’t know how I’ll go on cuz I miss him a lot. Doesn’t even matter if it was gang related or not. Only pimps and thugs walk into the towers like they’re hot. And who am I to judge, like the kettle callin’ the pot? Goblins in the shadows gobblin’ up what matters like fried rice. Now mama’s turnin’ tricks, ain’t that nice? How the fuck are we supposed to love our lives. How the fuck is it okay to take another’s life. How the fuck are we supposed to make things right? How the fuck do these D-block babies make it through the night? It’s not right. Uh... It’s not right. Other kids elsewhere think the boogeyman’s a fright, meanwhile, we know that real boogeymen carry knives. Whips. Chains. Guns. Everybody better run. Pop-pop, ain’t livin’ in D-block fun? Pop-pop, now we don’t even flinch when we hear a gun? Pop-pop. Maybe we can sleep when we see the sun.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PNK KAND PROJECT « BOOK ONE

Tneludes
lhe music! 4 |
E. NAOMI OMID
| ”





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





