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About The
Book


 


This is a fictional novel derived from partly true events which
depicts the life of a young man living in the Hood. Daytona Beach
Florida is his birth place, his experiences, the good and the bad
shall influence and form him for the rest of his life.  To
quote Rick Warren „We are products of our past, but we don't have
to be prisoners of it“. This pretty much sums it up, because your
past can basically make or break you and it’s ip to you to decide
whether that happens or not.
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Guitarist - Songwriter

Music Producer - Author



Loomis Connell Green was born in Daytona Beach, Florida in
1968 and began learning the guitar at 9 years of age. At the age of
19 he studied Jazz guitar at a local university, he then left
Daytona Beach Florida after his studies and joined the U.S. Army
Band and was stationed in Berlin Germany.  While serving 3
years playing at military engagements, he was honorably discharged
from the military in 1991, due to a knee operation that caused him
to be unable to run for long periods of time rendering him unfit
for military duties. He then began working for such acts as:
“Weather Girls, Eartha Kitt” and many more well-known
artists.  In the mid 90's Loomis began composing and producing
for artists in Europe and America. He is a “chameleon”! 
Meaning he is well versed in many styles such as  Jazz, Rock,
Funk, RnB, Soul, Latin and Gospel. When not touring, he’s teaching,
producing and working as a studio guitarist. His list of
performances consist of but are not limited to the following
artists: “Jan Delay, Eartha Kitt, Weather Girls, Benny Golson,
Kenny Burrell, Patricia Kaas, Buster Williams, Horace Parlan, Aloe
Blacc, Santana, Nelly Furtado, Nadja Benaissa, Taco, Amp Fiddler”
etc. He has toured together with: “Chic, Leo Sawyer, Stylistics,
the Tramps, Village People, George Mccrae”, and more. Loomis is
currently guitarist with the group Jan Delay and Disko No. 1 and
has been for 10 years.  The group has 2 back to back platinum
LP´s and one Gold on which Loomis has composed and performed.
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South Street
Projects


 

Relocating to an unsafe area



Hello, my name is Dominique Johnson but you can call me “Dom”,
 this is the story of my life. In 1978 we moved to SSP “South
Street Projects” a  low-income housing project when I was
about 11 years old. Unlike other neighborhoods, I  noticed how
dangerous this place was right away, even the fact that I was a
child didn’t let this observation slip me by, almost every corner
seem to have a liquor store, which always puzzled me because in a
predominately white area you don’t see liquor stores at all. So
this causes you to ask yourself, do they want us to kill ourselves?
My first Encounter with one of the kids there in front of my house
made it pretty clear to me that I was in a different place. This
kid had taken a Pigeon, tied it up with a piece of rope on one end
and began slinging the poor bird back and forth on the pavement
with all he had without any Signs of remorse until it died. This
was a first for me such a cruel thing to do, this child was just a
product of his surroundings.

Which made me ask myself, on which planet didn’t we land? Me
personally I have much more respect for such living creatures but I
was much too afraid to confront this violent and obviously
disturbed kid about it, so I chose to go back into the house.
Keeping to myself in disbelief I dared not say a word to my mom
about this for fear that she would forever confine me and my little
brother to our rooms and not let us leave the house ever again. Not
knowing that this was merely the beginning I sat in my room
thinking this can’t be, how evil? I soon learned that these types
of things are common for SSP. After getting settled in, my mom
decided to enroll us in the school in that area. 





First Day Off School



The first day of school was more so like a test of courage, Because
every third kid that came up would try to test you, you never show
any sighn of weakness this was a basic rule in any black
neighborhood, because if you were to do so, you then became prey
and Alyxandra  Harvey said  “If we act like prey, they’ll
act like predators” Which hit home 100% because this turned out to
be everyday life for me. On the way to and from school, day after
day the same ole drama, we had to endure this. This kids from SSP
all walked to school because for one it was actually close enough
and so many kids would walk together basically the whole entire
neighborhood well atleast all of the kids walked together so most
parents didn’t worry about the kids welfare because which person
out to harm a kid would dare try when a group of  70 kids are
walking together? Well we got Acquainted with the teachers, and
about a month had passed. On the way walking  back home from
school, A kid decided to shoot my little brother in the head with a
BB gun, it really hurt him he cried all the way hone, but his
injury was not life-threatening but for me it was the principle of
the matter, how dare you do this to my little brother? this
made me furious I basically saw who it was although I couldn’t say
one hundred %,  I somehow knew it was him I had seen his face
before. So I noticed the next time I passed this kid I saw him turn
to a friend whispering and he had a devilish evil looking smirk on
his face, which in my opinion confirmed my suspicion now I knew for
a fact that it was him And I was out to get revenge for my little
brother. So a couple of days later I noticed on the side of our
house a group of young boys were meeting up, as it turned out it
was a gang for some of the kids in the neighborhood and the open
lot next to our house was their meeting point. So I go out of the
house and across the street and I sit on the wooden fence to
observe what they are doing Then all of a sudden to my surprise the
kid that had shot my little brother is also there with these kids,
oh once again I was furious. And the only thing I could remember
was me picking up a brick and slinging it into the crowd of boys
and running, I heard a scream before running in the house and
thought serves them well. Well hours later a lady rings our
doorbell my mom answers yes may I help you? Yes apparently your son
hit my son “Red” with a brick van we talk? My mom says yes come in,
yes this is unfortunate I didn’t know about this let me call
Dominique “ Dominique!!!! Come here right now yes ma’am. He says
listen this lady says you hit her son with a brick is it true? Yes
ma’am they are the kids that shot Michael with the BB gun  mom
goes really? Miss could you ask your son if he shot my son? Just
one moment we just came back from the hostpital but I’ll go get him
he’s home, shortly after the lady arrives with her son and she
seems to already know what happened as if she had spoken to her
son. And sure enough she says yes it was him that shot your son and
he wants to apologize don’t you red?? Yes ma’am The boy stutters
out of fear but nevertheless he apologizes. My mom says I and we
accept your apology but don’t let it happen again my son also
apologizes say you’re sorry Dominique!! I’m sorry I said . My mom
Invited them in for Tea.  I found it amazing that my brick
would  strike  exactly the person in a crowd of boys that
just so happened to be the only guilty of shooting my brother
Michael with a BB gun, well if that wasn’t karma I don’t know what
was. But now both mothers have determined that we are friends,
 by force. So both moms are drinking tea together and talking
and the more they talk they realize they know they same people and
wait a minute one question led to another and. As it turns out, we
are cousins, what a small world?  so I hit my own cousin with
a brick?  now I felt truly bad abut it, and now that we were
family we promise to protect each other from now on. And my little
brother Michael and our cousin Red became the best of friends
beyond the fact that they were cousins from them on they were
Inseparable.
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