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FOREWORD



This is the book Eastside. It is an extremely accurate and violent portrayal of inner-city life, particularly the gang warfare that accompanies it. This book is not for the faint of heart.

I chose to set this book in the Eastside of San Antonio, Texas, for several reasons. One, San Antonio typifies the average American city; and two, I am intimately familiar with the city.

The characters in the book run the gamut. They are varied and rich, as this is a character-oriented book. The language is graphic, and there is a lot of slang. These are necessary in order for me to properly convey the feelings of the characters, and to instill a genuine feeling of authenticity within the book.

When you read this book, do not do so from a purely entertainment aspect, but also view it as an informational tool. Let it be your window into another world, a world that is still very much in existence today, although this book is set in the early nineties.

In the end, I hope that you are left shocked. I hope that this book shocks you into picking up the telephone, calling your local Big Brother or Big Sister program, and volunteering.

The story is about two years in the life of a young man named Travon. It is about the things he endures, the people he meets, the family that supports him, and the obstacle he must overcome on his journey toward manhood. There are Travons in every major city in America, as well as Cooneys, Little Fades, Dejuans, Mrs. Davises, Tamikas, and Shielas.

The characters you will come to know in this book will touch on every emotion. You will laugh with them, you will cry with them, you will cheer, you will hate, and you will love. Some who you thought were good, will ultimately show themselves to be evil, while those thought to be evil incarnate will ultimately find redemption for themselves and others. However, none of the characters in this book are innocent, as they are all human, and subject to all the fallibilities and frailties that their humanity entails. A common theme prevalent throughout this book is the wrong execution of the right idea. As we all know, the road to hell is paved with good intentions.

I wish that I could tell you to enjoy your reading, but deep down, I do not want you to. I want you to be confused, and upset, and disturbed once the last page has been turned. I want you to question what was said, what was not done, and in the end, ask what needs to be done.

I thank you sincerely for your time and patience, and for your support. And now, I would like to welcome you to the…

Eastside.








 



The San Antonio Police Department recorded 1,262 drive-by shootings in 1993. It was the first year that the department began compiling the statistics. It was also the year that San Antonio officially became known as the capital of the drive-by shooting.



Those of us who lived on the city’s eastside at the time, know that 1992 and 1991 were even worse.








“The responsibility of a writer is to excavate the experience of the people who produced him.”

—James Baldwin






CHAPTER ONE



Travon smacked his lips. “Man, you’re stupid.”

“Why?” Justin asked, shifting his gaze toward Travon. “Just because your brother got killed don’t mean I will. Besides, it’s for the hood.”

Travon exhaled, and lowered his head. “I told my brother that he was stupid too, and now he’s dead.”

The boys continued around the side of the old red-brick school building toward the back. Staring at the ground, Justin haphazardly kicked at gravel spread along the ground beneath his feet.

“Yeah, Tre, but at least Too-Low went out like a soldier,” he replied.

They were headed behind the middle school to a pair of old wooden green bleachers that sat across the well-worn football field. They could see the others standing just in front of the peeling bleachers waiting for them. Travon shifted his gaze from the waiting boys back to Justin. He started to speak, but Justin interrupted him.

“Tre, what’s up with you?” Justin asked. “You ain’t got no love for the hood? Your brother was down; he was a straight-up G. Don’t you wanna be like that? Making everybody bar you and catch out when you step on the scene?”

Travon stared at Justin in silence. His silence seemed to only anger his friend more.

“I know that you’re still trippin’ over your brother getting killed, but he’d want you to ride for the hood!” Justin shouted. “He’d want you to be down!”

Travon halted in mid-step, and stared at Justin coldly. “How do you figure that?”

Like a precious family heirloom, Travon considered his brother, his brother’s thoughts and wishes, as well as his memory, to be sacred. They were his and his alone.

Justin paused to formulate his reply, but one of the waiting boys shouted. “Y’all lil’ niggaz hurry the fuck up! We ain’t got all muthafuckin’ day!”

Now filled with even more nervous anxiety, Travon and Justin quickly ended their conversation and hurriedly approached the waiting group. A tall, slender, shirtless boy stepped to the forefront. His torso was heavily illustrated with various tattoos and brandings, while his body was draped in gold jewelry, glimmering brilliantly in the bright South Texas sun.

“So, y’all lil’ niggaz wanna get down, huh?” the shirtless boy asked.

Another boy anxiously stepped forward. “Say, Dejuan, let me put ’em on the hood!”

Dejuan, the first boy, folded his arms and nodded.

Travon walked his eyes across all of the boys present. There were six of them, all adorned with large expensive gold necklaces, watches, bracelets, and earrings, and all of them had gold caps covering their teeth. They were members of the notorious Wheatley Courts Gangsters, or WCGs for short. The WCGs were one of the most violent drug gangs in the State of Texas. Their ruthlessness and brutality was legendary.

Travon nervously examined the boys one by one. Those who were not shirtless were clad in burnt-orange University of Texas T-shirts. Burnt orange was the gang’s colors, and the University of Texas symbol was their adopted motif. It stood for the location of their home, the Wheatley Courts. It was their municipality, their ruthless domain, their merciless world. It was a place where their will was law, and where all those who disobeyed were sentenced to death.

The Wheatley Courts was a low-income housing project where drugs and violence were the rule, and not the exception. It was also a place where many more than just a few of its occupants had made millions in their professions as street pharmacists. Perhaps worst of all, the Courts were home to the WCGs, a gang of ballers, and stone-cold murderers.

Travon shifted his gaze to his left; Justin had begun to remove his T-shirt. He looked back at the group of boys, to find that several of them were removing their shirts and jewelry as well. The festivities were about to begin.

“Let me whip these lil’ niggaz onto the hood!” Tech Nine asked Dejuan again.

Without waiting for a response, Tech Nine walked away from the group and onto the football field, where he was quickly joined by Quentin, Lil C, and T-Stew. Once out on the field, the boys turned and waited for Justin.

Hesitantly, Justin made his way to where Tech Nine was waiting patiently and cracking his knuckles. Once Justin came within striking distance, Tech Nine swung wildly at him. The blow slammed into Justin’s face.

“Muthafucka!” Justin shouted. He quickly charged Tech Nine and tackled him. Both boys hit the ground hard.

Lil C approached from the side and kicked Justin in his ribs. Justin cried out and rolled over onto his side. Justin tried to lift himself from off the ground, only to be met by a fist from Quentin. Justin grabbed his bloody nose.

“Wheatley Courts Gangstas, you punk-ass bitch!” Tech Nine shouted, as he charged Justin. “This is WCG, nigga!”

Lil C delivered a kick to Justin’s back, just as Quentin swung at Justin again.

“Get that muthafucka!” Dejuan shouted from the sidelines.

Justin was able to roll away from Tech Nine’s lunge, but had to take another blow from Quentin. He was able to make it to his feet just in time to receive another punch from Lil C. Although tired and out of breath, Justin was able to sustain the blow and remain standing.

“WCG for life!” Quentin shouted, advancing again.

Lil C swung at Justin again and missed. Justin, however, was unable to dodge a kick from Tech Nine. It landed directly in his groin.

Justin stumbled back, and Tech Nine kicked again, this time missing Justin and striking Lil C.

“My bad, man!” Tech Nine shouted. “I was trying to kick that little muthafucka!”

“Shit! Aw, fuck!” Lil C slowly descended to the ground while clutching his groin.

This brief intermission gave Justin time to recover and go on the offensive. He quickly dropped to one knee and punched Quentin in his groin, just as Quentin was about to swing at him.

“Aaaaaargh, shit! Punk muthafucka!” Quentin fell to the ground clutching his crotch.

Tech Nine maneuvered behind Justin, and threw a hard punch to the back of his head.

“Yeah, muthafucka, this is Wheatley Courts on mines!” Tech Nine shouted.

Justin rose, stumbled forward, and tripped over Quentin’s leg. Tired, he hit the ground hard; this time, he could not find the energy to get back up. Tech Nine hurriedly approached and began kicking.

Justin, unable to move, curled into a ball and waited for the pain to be over.

“Punk muthafucka, fight back!” Tech Nine continued to kick brutally. He kicked Justin until he became tired, and retreated to where the others were standing.

Dejuan turned to Tech Nine. “Do you think that’s enough?” he asked laughingly.

Tech Nine, sweating profusely, swallowed hard before answering. “I think he can get down. I think he’s got enough nuts.” He shifted his eyes to Travon. “You lucky I’m tired today, but tomorrow, I’m going to enjoy putting hands on you.”

Travon’s heart slowed to a semi-normal pace once he realized that they would not be jumping on him today. He quickly walked to where Justin was lying curled in a ball on the ground. Travon dropped down to his knees beside his friend.

“Justin, are you all right?” Travon asked.

No answer.

“Justin.” Travon grabbed Justin’s shoulder and shook it gently. “Justin.”

“Yeah, I’m cool,” Justin answered weakly.

“Leave him alone, he’s all right!” shouted Lil C, who was slowly rising to his feet again.

Tech Nine shifted his eyes toward his friend. “Say, C, are you all right?”

“Yeah, muthafucka,” Lil C answered. “Just watch where in the fuck you kicking next time.”

Justin slowly uncurled, and pain shot through his body as he tried to brace himself to stand. Travon helped his friend off the ground.

“Yeah, you WCG now, baby!” T-Stew shouted.

Quentin, Tech Nine, T-Stew, and Dejuan quickly surrounded Justin.

“You WCG for life now, baby!” exclaimed Dejuan.

“Gimme some love, homie!” Tech Nine shouted.

“It’s all about that WCG!” Justin declared weakly.

“Yeah!” T-Stew shouted. He extended his right arm into the air and made a W by crossing his two middle fingers. Doing the same with his left arm, he cupped his hand and formed the letter C.

“Wheatley Courts, baby!” Lil C shouted, as he and Justin embraced.

“Wheatley Courts!” T-Stew repeated, maneuvering into position for his embrace.

Dejuan swaggered away from the group, over to a pile of T-shirts lying on the ground. He lifted up a burnt-orange University of Texas T-shirt and examined it. On the front of the shirt rested a large white T. On the back of the shirt, printed in Old English script were the words Wheatley Courts for Life. Dejuan turned and walked back to where the boys were waiting, and Travon watched in fear, disbelief, and a slight bit of jealous envy as Justin was given Dejuan’s very own Texas T-shirt to put on.








CHAPTER TWO



Weeks Later

Tonight, like every other night since his brother’s death, Travon dreamt of him. Sweating profusely in the blistering South Texas heat, he tossed and turned as his last conversation with his brother was replayed inside his head.



“How do you like these Jordans, Tre?” Too-Low asked.

“They’re pretty clean.” Travon nodded. “Are you gonna let me sport ’em?”

Too-Low smiled at his younger brother. “I gotta stay on the cuts all night, ’cause tomorrow’s the first. If I make enough ends, I’ll take you to the mall and get you some.”

“Cool!”

“So, how are your grades in school?” Too-Low asked.

“They’re all right.”

“All right? They need to be better than just all right.” Too-Low leaned forward and jabbed his finger into Travon’s chest. “You better not be fuckin’ up in school!”

“I’m not.” Travon frowned. “My grades are okay.”

“I’ll tell you what,” Too-Low told him. “I’ll spring for some fresh gear for school this fall, if you do well the rest of this year.”

“Put me down, and I can buy my own shit,” Travon replied.

Too-Low slapped Travon across the back of his head.

“Fuck!” Travon shot a venomous glance toward his bother. “What the hell was that for?”

Too-Low jabbed his finger into his younger brother’s face. “Tre, if I catch you anywhere near this shit, I’ma put a foot in your ass! Do you hear me?”

“You’re doing it, so why can’t I?” Travon replied. “You won’t even let me get down with the hood! That shit ain’t fair, Too-Low!”

Too-Low kicked a crushed beer can that was lying on the ground near his foot, sending it tumbling noisily across the roughly paved street.

“Fuck this shit, Tre!” Too-Low shouted, once he had turned back toward his brother. “I’m doing this shit so you don’t have to! And I already made it clear to everybody that I’ll kill anybody who puts you on the hood, and everybody who was there watching!”

“Everybody else is down!” Travon protested.

“Tre, you better not ever join a gang, or pick up any kind of dope. Do you hear me?”

Travon shifted his eyes away from his brother, to a distant spot down the dark and empty street.

Too-Low grabbed Tre by his arm and shook him violently. “I said do you hear me?”

“Yeah, yeah, I hear you!” Travon yanked his arm away from his brother and again stared down the dark, trash-strewn street. All of his friends were joining, and it wasn’t fair that he wasn’t allowed to. All the girls in school were falling all over the guys who had joined. He would almost kill to be able to wear burnt orange to school.

“This shit is dangerous,” Too-Low added. “The first chance I get, I’m getting us the hell outta these fuckin’ courts!” When he saw the moisture welling in his younger brother’s eyes, Too-Low decided that he had been a little too harsh. He decided to make up for it.

“Here.” He reached beneath his burnt-orange University of Texas T-shirt and pulled out his nine-millimeter Beretta handgun. He handed the cold, steel, death black weapon to Travon. “Take this home and put it under my mattress. Go straight home with it, Tre. And don’t be fuckin’ ’round with it either.”

Travon lifted the weapon into the air and examined it. After a few seconds, he turned back toward his brother. “You ain’t gonna need this tonight?”

Too-Low shook his head. “No. Lil Anthony, Pop, and Tech Nine are on their way. We all gonna stay down tonight. I know that them fools is strapped, so I don’t need to be. ’Sides, if one time runs up on us tonight, I ain’t trying to catch a pistol case.”

Travon slid the gun into his pants and pulled his shirt down over it. Too-Low reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a wad of rolled-up bills. He counted out fifteen hundred dollars and handed it to Travon.

“Tonight, when Momma goes to sleep, put four hundred dollars in her purse. Don’t let her catch you. If she asks you in the morning where it came from, just tell her that you don’t know. You can keep a hundred for yourself, so that leaves a thousand. Put the G under my mattress, along with the strap.”

“All right, Too-Low, thanks!” Travon extended his fist and gave his brother some dap. “Good looking.”

Too-Low roughly rubbed his hand over his brother’s head, messing up his waves. Travon smiled, ducked away, and turned and headed for home. Of course on the way to his apartment, he would have to stop by Justin’s and show off his brother’s gun.

Once out of his brother’s sight, Travon turned and made a beeline for Justin’s apartment. He cut across the alley, then through the playground, taking the shortcut to his friend’s apartment. He could faintly make out the sound of deep bass notes resonating from a stereo system. The notes grew progressively louder until finally a dark blue Hyundai came into view and passed by on the street just in front of him, silencing its stereo system. Travon watched from the shadows as the car slowed and turned the corner. Moments later he heard the sound of semiautomatic weapon fire crashing through the midnight silence, and quickly decided that he had better head for home.

Once safely inside his apartment, Travon did as his brother had instructed, and then retired to his bedroom. After awhile, he heard a knock at the front door, which was followed by his mother’s screams.



Travon bolted up from his bed. His bare chest heaved up and down, his breathing was hard and labored. Travon wiped away the heavy beads of perspiration from his face, and then tried to focus his eyes. A slow glance around his balmy dark room quickly confirmed what he had suspected. He had, once again, suffered a nightmare.



Seven a.m.

“Tre! Tre!” his mother called out to him. “Travon! It’s time to get up and get ready for school, boy!”

“Shit!” Travon swore under his breath and rubbed his eyes as he slowly pulled himself out of bed, then staggered to his bathroom. After washing his face, brushing his teeth, and taking a piss, he headed back into his bedroom. He had just begun to put his clothes on when his mother appeared at his door.

“Travon, I got breakfast waiting downstairs.”

“Momma, what are you doing at home this morning?” Travon asked, rubbing the top of his head.

“I had to change jobs, baby. The company I was working for only want to do home health care now, so they need people with cars. I have to work in a nursing home for right now, at least until I can get us a car. And the only positions the nursing home had open were night ones, so I work at night now,” she explained.

Travon stretched his arms and yawned. “Oh, I was just wondering what you were still doing home at this time, that’s all.”

His mother smiled. “You’re not afraid to stay at home by yourself at night, are you?”

Travon frowned. “Naw, I ain’t scared a nothing.”

Elmira rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and crossed her arms. “All right, bad ass. You just better have your butt in the house by ten o’clock.”

Travon dropped his shirt. “What?”

She uncrossed her arms. “You heard me.”

“I can’t even sit on the porch?” he asked.

Elmira stepped into the bedroom and caressed her son’s chin. “Tre, you know what happened to your brother. So just bear with me for a little while, okay?”

Travon shifted his gaze to the floor and nodded. He could never forget what happened to his brother. He could never forget the night that his life changed forever.

“Okay,” he said softly.

Elmira turned and started for the door. “Now come on downstairs and eat you some breakfast.” Quickly, she whirled back toward her son. “Speaking of food, I haven’t seen Justin in a few weeks. Where is he?”

“Well, he um, he got himself some new friends.”

Elmira tilted her head to the side. “Tre, look at me, and don’t lie to me. You and Justin were as thick as thieves, and now he don’t even come around anymore?” She placed her hand upon her hip. “What happened?”

“Uh, nothing, Momma. We just don’t kick it that much anymore.”

“I was born at night, but not last night,” Elmira replied. “Justin done joined that damn gang, ain’t he?”

Travon’s gaze fell away from his mother. “Well, I guess. I don’t know, Momma.”

“Tre, baby, just stay away from them and find you some new friends. Baby, just as soon as things get better, we’ll get the hell outta this place. It’s just gonna take some time.”

Elmira lifted her hand and pointed out the window. “I don’t want those people’s welfare or food stamps. I have to do it without those things, so it will take us just a little bit longer to save. But we will get outta here, baby. One day, we will get the hell outta this place!”

With his gaze still focused on the floor, Travon nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”









CHAPTER THREE

Martin Luther King, Jr. High School




The hallway was crowded with students changing classes, while faculty and staff stood vigilant to make sure that they did so in an orderly manner. Travon stood at his locker.

Today Tamika was wearing her cheerleading outfit. It gripped her body snugly, displaying her shapely young figure. She leaned against a nearby locker, with a flirtatious smile spread across her caramel-colored face.

“Hey, Tre,” she called out seductively. “What have you been up to?”

Travon returned her pearlescent smile. “Nothin,’ what’s been up with you?”

Tamika shrugged and tilted her head slightly to one side, causing her hair to fall over her shoulder. “Nothing, just chilling and working.”

Travon’s eyes flew open wide. “Tamika, you got a job?”

Her smile widened, displaying her deep dimples. “Yeah. Why you acting like you’re so surprised?”

Travon shook his head. “I can’t see you working anywhere.”

Tamika flung her hair back over her shoulder and lifted an inquisitive eyebrow. “What do you mean by that?”

“Shit, girl. You’re just too fine to be doing any kind of work. You’re supposed to just ride around and look pretty.”

Together they laughed.

Tamika raked her fingers through the loose black hair at the end of her ponytail and smiled at Tre again. “So, you think I look good?”

Travon bit down on his bottom lip and nodded. “Yeah, I think you look real good. That ass is fat, girl!”

Tamika laughed and glanced over her shoulder, down toward her posterior. “How do you know? You ain’t never seen it.”

Travon walked his eyes down her body, stopping at her wide hips. “I can’t help but see it. I mean, the way it’s sticking out from underneath that skirt.”

“I’m talking about naked. Until you see it naked, don’t comment on it.”

“When can I see it naked?”

“Whenever you want to.” Tamika smiled, turned, and sashayed away.

Travon stood at his locker enjoying the view, as Tamika strutted down the hallway. His undressing of her with his eyes was disturbed by someone shouting behind him.

“GANGSTERS! Wheatley Courts in the muthafuckin’ hiz-house!”

“Shit,” Travon turned and mumbled under his breath.

Draped in thick gold jewelry, and clad in Texas T-shirts and tan Dickey pants that were hanging well below their waistlines, Baby T, Jay Rock, Lil G, Dre, and Justin were heading in his direction. Justin’s tall Afro was now braided to the back in long, thick cornrows, and his mouth was filled with gold teeth.

Travon smiled. “What’s up, Justin?”

“What’s up, youngsta?” Justin replied with a smile. The other boys that were with him snickered and laughed. “Oh yeah, the name is Lil Texas now.”

“What?” Tre asked in a voice that was a little too loud for everyone’s comfort. What in the hell was going on with Justin, he wondered. Whatever it was, he knew that he would have to get him away from the other boys to find out.

“Say, Justin.” Tre nodded toward a less crowded area down the hall, away from the other boys. “Let me holler at you for a minute.”

Justin folded his arms and tilted his head to one side. “Holler.”

They stood staring at one another for several moments, before Travon smiled to break the tension.

“I meant, in private.”

“Yeah, whatever,” Justin replied. “And like I said, the name’s Lil Texas.”

Travon and Justin turned and slowly walked away from the group of boys and began to make strained conversation.

“So, why haven’t you been by the house to holler at me lately?” Travon asked.

Justin rubbed his fingers over his thick gold watch. “I’ve been clocking dollars. You know I gots to get mines.”

Travon smiled and nodded. “Yeah? So, what’s with all of the jewelry? And what’s up with all a this Lil Texas stuff?”

Justin frowned. “What do you mean by that, Travon?”

“I just wanted to know what you’ve been up to, that’s all, Justin,” Travon replied.

Justin stopped and turned to face his old friend. “Look, Tre. You know where I’ve been, and what I’ve been doing. If you want to kick it, stop being a pussy and get put on the hood.” Jabbing his index finger into Travon’s chest, he continued. “Your brother was down, he was a muthafuckin’ soldier! It kind of makes me think that you were adopted. What you need to do is take your nuts outta your mommy’s purse and get down for yours!”

He shook his head in disgust. “I thought you were down, but I see that I was wrong. You need to stop acting like such a punk-ass bitch!”

“Fuck you!” Travon shouted.

“Naw, nigga, fuck you!” Justin shouted, balling his hands into tight fists. “It’s Wheatley Courts on mines, what’s up?”

The boys squared off. A teacher, the vice principal, and a custodian quickly pulled them apart.

Justin struggled to break free. “You don’t want to be down with the hood, then get the fuck outta the hood!”

“I don’t get down with bitch-ass niggaz!” Travon shouted. “And I don’t get down with bitch sets!”

Justin was quickly whisked off into the principal’s office, while Travon was taken into the vice principal’s office. The vice principal stormed in behind him, slamming his office door.

“Sit down, Mr. Robinson!” Mr. Reed bellowed. He seated himself behind his desk and scowled.

Travon dropped into a large overstuffed chair opposite the vice principal’s. Mr. Reed was an ex-football coach, and had the build of the professional football player he used to be. His cheap, dark brown suit was pulled tightly around his bulging chest and massive arms.

“Now, Tre, what’s all this about?” Reed interlaced his fingers and placed his hands on his wooden desk. “I thought that you and Justin were the best of friends?”

Travon shook his head. “It ain’t nothing, Mr. Reed. We just exchanged a few words, that’s all. Everything’s cool.”

Reed leaned forward in his chair. “It sure didn’t sound like nothing. Do I need to suspend you two for a while, so that you can both cool down?” He lifted a questioning eyebrow toward Travon. “Talk to me, Tre. You’re a good student; this is not like you.”

Travon shook his head. “Naw, it’s cool. It’s over with, trust me.”

Reed leaned back in his gigantic leather chair, playing the role of a vice principal. He lifted his hand to his face and embedded his fingers deeply into his jowls, as if he were pondering the fate of the free world. After a few moments of gazing steadily at Travon, he nodded.

“Okay, I’ll take your word for it. I’ll let this one slide, because no punches were thrown, and because you are a pretty good student. Just make sure that it doesn’t happen again.”

Travon nodded. “Yes, sir.” He stood to leave.

“Travon, I’m proud of you, son,” Reed told him. “It takes a strong man to stand alone, and stand up for what he believes in.”

The office door slowly opened and the principal stepped inside. Reed stared at his boss, who in turn gave a slight nod. Reed turned back to Travon and nodded at the office door.

“Get outta here, son.”

A wide, unintentional smile spread across Travon’s face. “Yes, sir. And thanks, Mr. Reed.”

The vice principal nodded again and Travon bounded out of the office.

The principal smiled at his vice principal. “I don’t get down with bitch sets?”

“First time I heard that one,” Reed told him with a smile.

They shared a long laugh.



Three Forty-Five p.m.

Travon was walking home from school lost in his thoughts, when the minivan pulled up beside him. For several moments the van drove alongside him, steadily keeping pace with his slow steps.

Travon squinted and strained to peer inside of the van, past its dark tinted windows. He could barely make out the occupants. Behind the steering wheel sat Lil C, while Quentin was in the front passenger seat. They were both from The Courts, and were old friends of his brother, which gave rise to the hope that they would offer him a ride home.

The minivan was a Dodge Caravan to be exact. But its factory paint job had been ditched, instead it had been coated several times with a silver metallic paint. The wheels were chrome-plated Dayton Wire Wheels, enshrouded in extremely low-profile tires. The bass from the van’s custom stereo system seemed to be vibrating the pavement beneath them. Travon could see several television screens hanging from the roof of the interior.

Slowly, the side door of the van slid open, and out leapt Lil Texas, Dre, Tech Nine, and Lil G. Travon knew that they meant trouble, so he increased his pace.

Lil Texas ran up behind Travon and shoved him. Travon stumbled forward several steps before turning around and facing him.

“What the fuck’s up with that shit?”

Lil Texas raised his arms into the air. “What’s up with that shit you was talking at school? Say it now. Call my set a bitch set now, muthafucka!”

Travon shook his head and begin to walk away. “Fuck you, Justin.”

Lil Texas swung at Travon but missed. Travon had been expecting it.

“Kick his ass, Lil Texas!” Quentin shouted, exiting the van.

Lil Texas charged Travon and the two boys locked arms. They began to wrestle for dear life, with neither boy wanting to fall or let go. Tech Nine snuck up behind Travon and dropped down onto his hands and knees. Lil Texas moved Travon back; he tripped over Tech Nine, and all three boys hit the ground hard.

Travon managed to get his right hand free and throw a wild punch. His punch landed not on Lil Texas, his intended target, but on Tech Nine.

“Fuck!” Tech Nine grabbed his right eye and rolled away. He stood and immediately tried to reenter the fray, but was grabbed by Quentin.

“Whip his ass, Lil Texas!” Lil G shouted.

Travon managed to climb on top of Justin, and began to punch him hard in his face. This was a battle he desperately wanted to win. He wanted to beat some sense back into his friend.

“Wheatley Courts for life!” Dre shouted.

This rallying cry was followed by several more from some of the other boys. Travon understood what they meant, so he began hitting Justin harder and more solidly.

At this singular moment in his life, Travon hated Justin more than anything. He hated him for placing him in this situation. He hated Justin for his betrayal of their friendship. But more than anything, he now hated Justin because it was his fault that Travon was now about to become another statistic.

Like wolves upon a fallen deer, the boys descended upon Travon and began to beat him brutally. With fists and feet striking him from every direction, Travon could do nothing more than curl up into a tight ball and wait to die.

The boys continued to kick Travon brutally. They kicked him until he could not feel his leg any longer. They kicked him until he could no longer feel their blows. They kicked him until he could no longer feel any sort of pain.

Living in the Courts and knowing what would come next, Travon simply lay on the ground and waited for the gunshot that would end his young life. The sharpness of the report momentarily brought him back into a state of semi-consciousness, but he could not feel where the bullet had struck him. In truth, he no longer cared. He simply wanted it to be over. Blackness engulfed Travon’s mind, and he drifted off into a deep, calming sleep.



“I don’t give a fuck what he said; this is Too-Low’s brother!” Dejuan shouted, pointing toward Travon’s curled-up form. “This is my muthafuckin’ dead homie’s little brother! Quentin, if you want to kill him, then I suggest that you kill me first! Other than that, I suggest you put away that strap, get the fuck back in the van, and get the hell outta here!”

Quentin and Tech Nine, who both had their weapons drawn, slowly placed them back inside their waistbands and pulled their Texas shirts down over them. They, along with the rest of the boys, hesitantly piled back inside the minivan and then slowly drove away.

Once the van had turned the corner and driven out of sight, Dejuan placed his weapon back inside his pants and pulled his shirt down as well. He turned to the passengers sitting inside his large white Mercedes, and waved for them to join him.

“T-Stew, Anthony, help me put him in the car,” Dejuan told them.

T-Stew and Anthony exited the Mercedes S600 and walked to where Dejuan was standing. T-Stew bent down and in a single motion scooped Travon up into his massive arms.

“Say, lil homie, are you all right?” T-Stew asked Travon.

Travon could not answer.

Anthony peered over T-Stew’s shoulder, and rested his hand gently on Travon’s shoulder. “Shit, lil man, just hang on.”

T-Stew gently placed Travon on the backseat, then he and Anthony piled back inside themselves. Anthony shook his head as he glanced at Travon, who was lying against the rear passenger window.

“Tech and Quentin was gonna smoke this lil dude, can you believe that shit?” Anthony asked.

Driving, Dejuan glanced back over his shoulder at Travon. “Man, I don’t know what’s wrong with them.” He smacked his lips and shook his head slowly. “They are the homies, but man, they be trippin’ sometimes.”









CHAPTER FOUR

Brooke Army Medical Center

Fort Sam Houston Army Post

Three Days Later




“Mrs. Robinson?”

“Yes, Dr. Bailey?” Elmira Robinson rose from her chair in the hospital waiting room, along with Vera and Regina, two of her sisters.

“I thought that you would like to know that I just came from Travon’s room and he’s awake now.”

“Awake!” Elmira exclaimed. “We just stepped out about twenty minutes ago!”

Dr. Bailey smiled his signature sunshine smile and extended his hands in a calming motion. “Well, that’s how these things work. He’s asking for you and Too-Low.”

Elmira lifted her petite hands to her face and began sobbing. “Too-Low was his brother, my other son. He was killed a few months ago.”

Dr. Bailey nodded his head solemnly. “I know, I remember you and your sisters. I worked ER that night.” He clasped Elmira’s hands gently. “How have you been?”

Elmira shook her head slightly. “Trying to make it, Doctor, but it’s so hard. It’s just so hard.”

She began crying heavily again. Vera and Regina began to comfort their sister. Regina wrapped her arms around Elmira and pulled her close.

“Elmira, girl, Tre is gonna be okay,” Vera told her. “I done told you that the Lord don’t put no more on you, than you can bear.”

Elmira shook her head. “I know, girl. I know.” She shifted her gaze toward the doctor. “Thank you again, Dr. Bailey. Thank you.”

Slowly, the sisters filtered out of the waiting room, and made their way down the hospital’s halls toward Travon’s room. They stood at the door for several moments gathering themselves, clearing away their tears. They did not want Travon to know that they had been crying.

Elmira lifted her hand to the white hospital door and slowly pushed it open. Travon reclined on his hospital bed, with a bandage wrapped around his head. He was awake.

Upon seeing his mother and aunts, Travon smiled. “I’m hungry and thirsty,” he told them, swallowing hard.

Elmira laughed and began sobbing. Vera did the same. Both sisters rushed to Travon’s bedside, leaned over the bed’s metal railing, and embraced him tightly.

“Travon, I’m gonna kill you when you get home,” Elmira told him. “You scared the shit out of me!”

Regina, who had stayed at the door, now walked to his bed and hugged her nephew tightly for several moments, before releasing him, leaning back, and staring at him.

“If something would have happened to you, I don’t know what I would have done!” Regina told him. “Boy, are you trying to give me gray hair?”

The four of them shared a laugh. Their revelry was interrupted by a nurse entering into the room.

“The doctor wanted me to let you know that it’ll still be a while before we can release him. He wants to keep Travon here for at least a few more days for testing and evaluation.” She removed Travon’s medical chart from the end of his hospital bed, examining it silently for several moments. “The tests we’ve run so far have all come back good.”

The nurse flipped several pages of Travon’s medical chart. “No broken bones, no brain damage or expected memory loss, so all of that is good.”

Travon shifted in his bed so that he could get a good look at the nurse. She looked like one of his aunts. In fact, his mother, and his Aunt Vera were identical twins. The nurse reminded him more of his Aunt Chicken, though. Her long silky hair and shapely figure, as well as her high-yellow complexion, high cheekbones, and slanted eyes, made her the mirror image of his aunt. All the nurse needed was that wide, perky little Robinson nose, and she could have easily passed for a long-lost aunt.

“Say, Nurse Lady, where did I get shot at?” Travon asked.

“Shot?” Vera, Regina, and Elmira cried out in unison.

“Well, Mr. Robinson, my name is Virginia. You may call me Nurse Virginia, or even just Nurse. But I will not answer to, Nurse Lady.”

Vera and Elmira threw their heads back in laughter.

“By the way, Mr. Robinson, you did not get shot,” Nurse Virginia told him. “You almost had your brains beat out of you, but you did not get shot.”

Vera clasped her hands together. “Thank you, Lord!”

The nurse made some notations on Travon’s medical chart, replaced it at the foot of his hospital bed, and exited the room. Regina turned to her sisters.

“El, girl, I got to get home and get some dinner started. You call me as soon as you get home.” She hugged her sister tightly. Then she leaned over the bed railing and hugged Travon. “You stay your ass out of trouble, you hear me?”

Travon nodded.

Regina strolled out of the room and stopped in the hall just in front of the door. She turned back toward her sisters. “I’ll see y’all later.”

“All right, girl,” Elmira replied. “I’ll call you as soon as I get home. Thank you so much, Gina.”

Regina placed her hands on her hips. “Now, El! You know that if anything happens to any one of these kids, I’m there!” Regina waved her hand through the air, dismissing her sister. “So you can go on with all of that ‘thank you’ stuff.”

“I know, girl.” Elmira nodded. “I’ll call you.”

“I’ll call you tonight too!” Vera shouted. She and Elmira turned and continued their visit with a bandaged and bruised Travon.



As the sisters walked through the hospital lobby after visiting hours, Elmira gently clasped Vera’s elbow.

“Vera, there’s something that I want to ask you.”

Vera lifted an eyebrow. “What’s the matter, El?”

“Now, I got this new job. Girl, I’m barely in the door. I can’t take off and spend the time with Tre that he is gonna need. But what I’m really concerned about is his being there at night all by himself.” Elmira clasped her sister’s arms, and gave them a slight squeeze. “Vera, what if they try to get after him again? I’m scared.” Elmira lifted her hands to her face and began sobbing.

Vera grabbed her sister’s hands and caressed them gently. “I can look in after Tre, or he can come and stay with me. You know I’d love to take him, and I have plenty of room.”

“That’s what I’m asking, Vera. Please take my baby.” Elmira began crying heavily. “I don’t want them to get my baby. He’s all I got left now.”

Vera pulled her sister close, and they embraced each other tightly. “Elmira, you know that I would do anything for you. Anything!”

“Thank you, V. Thank you!” Elmira released her sister, lifted her wrinkled hand to her face and wiped away the tears that were cascading down her soft, buttery cheeks. “I’ll tell him when he gets ready to get out. I want him to go straight to your house from the hospital. I don’t want him back in those damn Courts for one minute!”

Vera placed her arm around her sister’s shoulders and they started for her car. “Come on, girl. I’ll take you home and help you pack his stuff.”



On the way home from the hospital, Elmira and Vera drove through The Courts, and as usual, there were several large groups of boys hanging out in the streets. Elmira’s eyes locked on to one particular group, and she began to tap her sister’s arm.

“Stop the car, V!”

Vera turned and stared at her sister. “What?”

“Girl, stop the damn car!” Elmira shouted.

Vera pulled over to the side of the road, and watched in shock as her sister leapt from the vehicle and charged toward a group of boys standing on a nearby corner.

As she approached them, Elmira was greeted with several indistinguishable “Hello, Mrs. Robinsons.” The group that she had singled out included Tech Nine, Snuff Dog, T-Stew, Baby T, J Roc, and Lil Texas. Elmira steadied her legs, dug in her heels, and cleared her throat in such a way as to make sure that all of the boys could hear her. She then placed one hand on her hip and pointed a work-weary, wrinkled finger at the boys.

“Let me tell you all something,” she told them. “I welcomed all of you into my home. You were all friends of my son, Too-Low. I never judged you, or asked what any of you were doing. I tried to be a mother to you all. I knew the kind of shit you boys were into, and at first I didn’t want Too-Low around any of you. But you were his friends, and I had to let my baby grow up and make his own choices. He chose to be friends with you, so I accepted it, and I accepted all of you. I know that you all loved Too-Low, and that he loved all of you. I let him become a part of you and this life that you live.”

Elmira spat her words out at the group of boys like they were poison. “I gave you Too-Low, but I’ll be God damned if I let you have Travon! Leave my son alone! If you ever cared anything about Too-Low, anything for him, please leave his brother alone! You asked me at Too-Low’s funeral if there was anything you could do for me. Well, yes, there is! Please leave my other child alone! My son Too-Low was down for this hood, as you call it. He was a soldier, as you say. He died right here in this hood, loving this hood, and loving all of you!”

She pointed to a patch of green grass near a stop sign. “He died right there on that corner, and his blood is forever in the grass. I gave you one; now please let me have my other son. Please…”

Elmira lifted her hands to her face and began crying heavily. Vera, now out of the car and standing just behind her sister, wrapped her arms around her and slowly guided her back to the car.

Elmira looked over her shoulder toward the silent crowd of boys. “Please…”

Vera opened the passenger side door and helped her sister inside. Then she walked around to the driver’s side and climbed inside, and they slowly drove away.









CHAPTER FIVE

The Denver Heights

Aunt Vera’s House

Four Days Later




Travon bounded down the stairs and into the living room, where his cousins LaTonya, Marcus, and Darius were seated.

“Aunt V, me and Marcus are gonna go to the store, and then to the park and kick it for a while.”

Darius turned off the television and stood. “Hold up, T. I’m going with y’all.”

Aunt Vera walked into the living room from the kitchen, where the boys were about to go out of the front door. “Y’all be back before it gets dark. Darius, you’re just trying to get out of here because it’s your turn to wash dishes. I ain’t crazy.”

Darius shook his head. “Naw, Momma, I did ’em last night. It’s LaTonya’s turn to do ’em tonight.”

LaTonya lowered her book, placing it on the coffee table. “Boy, that’s just ’cause I paid you to do ’em for me. Last night was my night, tonight is your night, so you can stop trying to run game!”

Darius balled his hands into tight fists and frowned. “Girl, what I tell you about using that word around me? It’s Because, not that ol’ crab shit! Don’t make me put hands on you!”

LaTonya rolled her neck as she answered him. “You do that, and that’ll be the last time you put hands on anybody!”

Darius walked quickly to where his sister was seated, scooped her up into his arms, and then lifted her high into the air. She screamed.

“Quit playing!” LaTonya thrust forward her hands and clasped her brother’s neck so that he would not drop her. “Momma, look at Darius!”

Vera, who had seated herself on the sofa and started to watch television, shifted her gaze toward her children. “Boy, put your sister down, and watch your damn mouth too!”

Darius placed LaTonya back onto solid ground, and then walked to his mother and gave her a kiss on her cheek. “We’ll be back in a little while.”

“The dishes will be waiting for you too,” Vera said calmly. Travon, Marcus, and Darius walked out of the front door, down the front porch steps, and started down the walkway. Their trip was cut short when Vera peered out the front door.

“Tre, come here real quick, baby,” she called.

“What’s up, Aunt V?” Travon asked.

Vera extended her right hand and caressed the front of Travon’s shirt. “You can’t wear that shirt out here, baby.”

Darius turned and examined Travon’s shirt. “Oh, shit! I forgot what he was wearing!”

Vera stepped aside, allowing the boys to walk back into the house. Travon inquisitively shifted his gaze from one person to the next.

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” he asked, tugging at the front of his shirt. “It’s my North Carolina jersey. I’m just representing for my boy Mike.”

Vera smiled and nodded. “It’s a nice shirt, baby. But things are little bit different out here than in the Courts.” Different, but not a hell of a lot better, she told herself. She turned to Marcus. “Go and get Tre one of your shirts to put on.”

Marcus quickly disappeared up the stairs, only to return moments later with a red-and-black Chicago Bulls T-shirt. He tossed the shirt to Travon. Vera smiled sadly at her nephew, then strolled into the kitchen with her head down.

“Hurry up and change so we can bail,” Marcus told Travon.

Travon pulled off his North Carolina jersey and tossed it onto the couch. He quickly put on the red-and-black shirt, and then examined his cousins. For the first time, he noticed that Marcus, Darius, and LaTonya were all wearing different variations of Chicago Bulls shirts. He then recalled how his Aunt Vera had changed into a Forty-Niners jersey just to go to the neighborhood grocery store.

“Let’s bail,” Darius told them.

The three boys headed out of the door and quickly made their way up the street. Travon was no stranger to his Aunt Vera’s house, or neighborhood for that matter, but now he noticed things that he had never paid attention to before.

Red graffiti was spray painted on all of the buildings, the street signs, and in the middle of the streets as well. Silently, Travon began to read the graffiti on some of the abandoned houses in the neighborhood: DHE, DHM, DHT, DHB, DLB, MCs, PURO OCHO, PIRU, BOUNTY HUNTERS, WSV, WSB, LSB, STIX, SLB, SLP, BGF, TREES, UNLV, RCGs, RCT, KP, BTP, BCGs, SGs, BRIMS, THE JUNGLE, OPE. But the marking he saw the most was BSV. It was the tag of the notorious Blood Stone Villains. Unbeknownst to him or his mother, Travon had moved into the epicenter of violence.

Though the neighborhood was officially the Denver Heights on real estate maps, it was more commonly known as The Jungle. The Jungle was base camp to every Blood gang in South Central Texas, whether they had their own neighborhoods or not. The Jungle was their assembly area, safe haven, drug and weapon depot, their dope spot, their home, their holy land, and a lot of times, their war zone.

Travon pointed at one of the houses. “What does all of that mean?”

Darius exhaled loudly. He had known that he would eventually have to explain to Travon the way things worked, but he hadn’t expected the moment to arrive so soon.

“Everything with a D in front of it is from the Denver Heights. The DHGs are the Denver Heights Gangsters, DHM stands for Denver Heights Mafia, and DHT is Denver Heights Texas; that’s where we are.”

“If you see somebody wearing a red Texas Tech jersey, especially the ones with the big double Ts on the front, it means that they are from Denver Heights Texas,” Marcus added. “The DLBs are the Denver Lane Bloods, and the DHBs are the Denver Heights Bloods. LSB stands for Lime Street Bloods, BTP stands for Big Time Players, and BCG stands for Blood Crazy Gangstas. You will rarely see them crazy muthafuckas out here in the Heights. They keep their crazy asses on the Westside, where they belong.”

“The Stix is the name of those projects over by where Aunt Chicken’s house is,” Darius continued. “That’s where the Stix and Treetop Bloods come from. The UNLV stands for Untouchable New Lite Village, and it also means Untouchable Niggaz Livin’ Violently.”

“The RCGs are from the Rigsby Courts, and SB stands for Second Baptist,” Marcus explained. “That’s those projects over there off of East Houston Street. The SLBs are the Skyline Bloods, and KP stands for Kirby Posse. BGF stands for Black Guerilla Family. Those dudes are from Converse, Universal City, Schertz, Selma, Cibolo, Windcrest, and Kirby, Texas.”

“The Puro Ochos and the MCs, which stands for Midnight Colors, are Mexican Bloods from out here in the Heights,” Darius told him. “The LCGs are the Lincoln Court Gangstas, and the WSBs are the West Side Bloods, and the WSV are the West Side Villains. Those are all of the Blood sets that we allow out here in the hood.”

“But we really don’t fuck with the BCGs, or the RCGs,” Marcus added. “Tre, you’re gonna have to learn all of this stuff, now that you are living out here.”

“The Jungle is where we are now, it’s where we live,” Darius explained. “It’s The Heights and the hood right across East Houston Street. It goes all the way past OPE, which is Olive Park East, another Blood hood.”

“Camelot is another major Blood hood out on the Northeast side,” Marcus added. “Camelot, The Heights, and Rigsby Courts are all the big Blood spots that are competing to be The main Blood hood.”

“Camelot, Converse, Kirby, Universal City, Seguin, Shertz, Selma, The Glens, and Sunrise all ride together, and they all call Camelot and Camelot Two their home,” Darius told him. “They are deeper than a muthafucka, really about half our strength. Now, BSV is a little bit harder to explain. It’s The set. Sometimes, it’s like everybody put together. All of the Bloods who I just told you about, plus a whole lot of others.”

“But, BSV is also its own set,” Marcus added. “Like us, we’re BSVs through and through. The muthafuckin’’ real McCoys.”

“Shit,” Travon muttered, as he contemplated the numbers.

The boys turned the corner onto Palmetto Street, and continued on their journey to the neighborhood store.

“It must be a million of y’all,” Travon told Darius.

Then they heard the music. The thumping bass notes grew progressively louder as the boys approached the next street. A street named Cactus. A street that was the hub of the neighborhood’s activity. The words to Piru Love emanated throughout the neighborhood.

“How far is the park from here?” Travon asked.

“Not that far,” Marcus told him. “It’s about a mile down the road. It’s the hood park. You know where Pitman Sullivan Park is, Tre.”

Still confused, Tre shook his head.

Darius pointed. “Right there where they have ‘Take Pride in the East Side,’ and the Martin Luther King celebration after the MLK March.”

Travon shook his head again.

Marcus smacked his lips and folded his arms. “Right there where they have Midnight Basketball.”

“Oh,” Travon nodded. He remembered those games. The last one he had gone to had been with his brother.

The boys approached Cactus Street, and Travon was totally unprepared for what he saw. As they passed the corner house and Travon was able to look down the street toward the music, he stopped cold. There appeared to be a wall of red.

“Oh, fuck,” slipped out of his mouth.

Red T-shirts, bandannas, shorts, shoes, shirts, pants, berets, cars, hats, graffiti, and what appeared to be at least one hundred people were scattered up and down the street. A boy wearing a red baseball cap turned backward, cupped his hands around his mouth, and called to them. Another boy waved his hands, beckoning for them to come over.

“What’s up, Blood?” Darius shouted as they started toward the massive conglomeration of red.

Travon watched silently as his cousin pulled a red bandanna from his back pocket and allowed it to hang freely.

“It’s all about that BSV!” Darius shouted. He twisted his fingers into a gang sign. He placed the gang sign over his heart.

Travon turned toward Marcus, who was spelling out the word Blood across his chest.

“You know it!” replied the boy with the red hat.

Marcus, Darius, and Travon approached one of the groups. Smiling broadly, Darius glided up to a tall, lanky boy who wore his hair in a gigantic Afro.

“Say, Fro Dog, I can hear your shit all the way down Palmetto!” Darius told him.

“When did you get your shit out?” Marcus asked.

Fro Dog walked to his vehicle and stood proudly in front of it. Darius, Marcus, and Travon followed closely behind. Fro Dog turned toward Darius and crossed his arms.

“Check it out, Blood,” he said.

Darius walked slowly around the perimeter of the car, examining it carefully. Fro Dog turned his attention to a group of girls seated on the hood of his freshly painted car.

“Y’all hoes wanna get the fuck up off my shit?” he asked them.

“Fuck you, nigga, I aint no ho!” one of the girls protested.

Fro Dog placed his hand over his stomach and bowed. “Oh, I’m sorry. Y’all tricks get y’all asses off my shit!”

Laughter broke out amongst the crowd of boys.

“Fuck you, you black bastard!” another girl told him. “If I’m a trick, then yo woman’s a trick! And the next time that nappy-headed bitch calls, I’ma tell her that you fuckin’’ Wanda!”

The girls slid off the car and walked into the yard.

“You do, and I’ma put some hot lead in yo ass!” Fro Dog told her. He shifted his gaze to a boy seated in the driver’s seat of his car. “Say, Lil Fade, hit the switches.”

An albino with cold, penetrating, pale blue eyes leaned forward and flicked one of the numerous switches that were scattered across the car’s chrome-and-leather dashboard. The red convertible ’64 Chevrolet Impala’s front end leapt up off the ground. The albino’s hat flew off, and a monstrous, sandy-colored Afro popped out.

Travon began to examine Lil Fade. There was something about him that made goose bumps appear on Travon’s arm. Lil Fade was grotesquely pale, with numerous tattoos on the parts of his skin that were exposed. His crystal blue, almost white eyes made it seem as though he was looking through you instead of at you. Travon was scared of Lil Fade.

Another switch was hit, and the rear end of the car bounced up. Lil Fade flicked another switch, and the right side of the car dropped down. Another, and the left side plopped down.

“That shit is hitting!” one of the boys shouted.

Marcus turned and shifted his gaze toward the boy. “Say, Lil Bling, when are you getting your shit out?”

“Them muthafuckin’ Mexicans be bullshittin’!” Lil Bling told him.

It was easy for Travon to see why they called him Lil Bling. Every tooth inside of his mouth, top and bottom, was capped in gold. It was a perfect match for his golden skin and jewelry-adorned body.

“I went down there to check on my shit today,” Lil Bling continued. “And them muthafuckas was talkin’ about another two weeks!”

He searched the crowd for several moments, until he located the person he was looking for. “Say, Tevin, pretend like you a muthafuckin’ quarterback and pass the muthafuckin’ forty.”

Tevin, a six-foot-six, three-hundred-pound mass of dirt and filth wearing a red T-shirt that was two sizes too small, extended his arm and passed Lil Bling the beer that he had been sipping on.

Travon turned away from them and began to examine Fro Dog’s car. The automobile was absolutely gorgeous. It was covered with multiple layers of red-candy paint, with tens of millions of sparkling red flakes throughout. The paint reminded Travon of a brand-new bowling ball that had just been polished with oil. The interior of the vehicle was covered in white leather, with red leather piping and blood-red carpeting. The car’s front grill, bumpers, rims, mirrors, and trim pieces consisted of highly polished chrome. The car was truly a rolling work of art.

“My shit is gonna be like this,” Lil Bling announced, pointing at Fro Dog’s car. “Except my car is burgundy, with gold rims, grill, and trim.”

“Say, Marcus. Where was y’all headed?” asked another one of the boys.

“To the hood store.”

“Is that y’all kinfolk from The Courts that y’all said was gonna be staying with y’all?” the boy asked.

Marcus nodded.

The boy walked to where Travon was standing, and extended his hand. “Say, lil homie, my name is Big Pimpin.”

Travon extended his hand, and he and Big Pimpin tapped each other’s fist.

“I’m Travon, but everybody calls me Tre.”

“Rewind the B-side!” Lil Bling shouted to Lil Fade.

Big Pimpin reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a wad of rolled-up bills. He peeled off a twenty and handed it to Travon. “Bring me back a forty-ounce of Red Bull and a forty-ounce bottle of O.E. You can get you whatever you want, for going to the store for me.”
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