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Lisa Lennox’s debut novel transports us to the heart of the crack era—the South Bronx, New York, 1989.





In the late ‘80s and early ‘90s, the crack epidemic swept through inner-city communities like the plague. Mothers abandoned their children and took to the street for a hit. Fathers sold everything they owned to get a taste. The crackhead was rampant. Some neighborhoods were never the same.


Enter Laci Johnson, a privileged, smart, beautiful teenage girl from across town, who teams up with the South Bronx Bitches—an infamous girl group known for chasing men and money. When the SBB becomes envious of Laci, they devise a plan to destroy her life.


Finding love in the most unexpected of places, Laci turns to a local drug dealer to help save her and heal the wounds of her new addiction.
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FOREWORD


STUDIES SHOW THAT animals addicted to cocaine preferred the drug to food even when it meant possible starvation, and many users of its second cousin, crack, report being hooked after only the first use. This horrible addiction is three-fold: psychological, physical, and emotional.


The College of Communication, Boston University, September 1989
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INTRODUCTION


Roll Call


THE LAST FEW students stumbled into Mr. Giencanna’s Introduction to Philosophy class like zombies. It was only 9:30 a.m.—still too goddamn early in the morning to be trying to philosophize over some shit. No one felt like being there. Unfortunately, taking this class, not to mention dealing with Mr. Giencanna, was a necessary evil. Mr. Giencanna was one of those teachers that taught a little bit of everything, and no matter what, all students would cross his path sooner or later.


Standing at the front of the room, staring mercilessly at the students, Mr. Giencanna stood in his usual hard-ass stance. He had been a counselor at a boy’s home in New York City before becoming a teacher. The children there were violent and hardened, and the staff treated them as such. Now, Mr. Giencanna displayed that same attitude with his current students.


Observing the angry mob of young adults, who seemed more pissed off about learning than being grateful for it, Mr. Giencanna shook his head. “Look at you all,” he said with disgust. “Not one enthusiastic face in here eager to feed his or her mind. If you don’t feed your mind, then how are you going to feed your belly when it comes time to survive on your own?” The room was filled with blank faces, and there was no response. “Mark my words,” he continued, “without knowledge you’re all bound for the welfare line or the penitentiary.” Nobody was trying to hear him, and he proceeded with the daily roll call.


“Mr. Jason Abbott?” Mr. Giencanna called out, fixing his glasses on his hawklike nose.


“Here,” a young man in the rear spoke up.


“Casey Bernard?”


“Right here,” said another male’s voice.


“Miss Natalie Farmer?”


This time there was no reply.


“Natalie Farmer?” he repeated.


A young man wearing a blue and gray varsity jacket nudged Natalie, who was at her desk, dozing off.


“What?” she said sleepily, and with an attitude.


He nodded toward their instructor. “Roll call. That’s what,” he replied.


“I’m here, Mr. Giencanna, sir,” Natalie said, wiping around her mouth.


“Stay with us, please, Miss Farmer,” said Mr. Giencanna. Although he phrased it like a request, Natalie knew by his stern tone and the piercing look in his eyes that it was, without a doubt, an order.


Mr. Giencanna cleared his throat and continued. “Miss Julacia Johnson?”


Once again there was no reply. The classroom was silent as everyone looked around to see if there was another nodding student somewhere. Everyone appeared to be wide awake.


“Perhaps we have another sleeping beauty amongst us,” Mr. Giencanna said sarcastically. “Is there a Miss Julacia Johnson present?”


Still there was no reply.


“Julacia Johnson?” he repeated, very much irritated this time. The silence remained.


The welfare line or the penitentiary, he thought as he prepared to call the next name.





CHAPTER 1


Diamond Girl


SO, TALK TO me, Laci. We have a lot to discuss,” Laci’s mother, Margaret, said as she sat down Indian-style on the edge of Laci’s bed. She looked more like one of Laci’s peers than she did her mother.


“What do you mean ‘a lot’?” Laci said as she fumbled through the endless name-brand clothes in her oversized walk-in closet—Gucci, Fendi, Troop, Liz Claiborne, Guess. She was in the process of throwing out old clothes that she hadn’t worn in a while or that were worn out. She had to make room for the new ones she planned on purchasing during their annual mother-daughter shopping spree. Summer and college were right around the corner, and she would need a new wardrobe to set things off.


“Just what I said—a lot,” Margaret said, smiling. “I want to know everything.”


“Everything, like what?” Laci asked, intentionally stalling.


“Like whether you’ve decided where you want to go for the graduation trip I’m sending you on. Like, do you have a boyfriend who might want to go on the trip with you?” Margaret leaned in, looking for some kind of response in her daughter’s face.


“I knew you were fishing for something,” Laci said as she flung a handful of clothes from her closet onto the floor.


“Well, you’re only the most beautiful seventeen-year-old girl in the world,” her mother said proudly. “And I’m not just saying that because I was a model and you are my daughter.”


Julacia, or Laci, as she was called, was indeed very attractive. She was small in stature and had a face like a porcelain doll. Her long, black, shiny Shirley Temple–like curls cascaded across the left side of her forehead, tickling her perfectly arched eyebrow. Her moody brown eyes complimented her light butterscotch skin tone. She was often mistaken for being Puerto Rican. In 1989, there weren’t exactly a whole bunch of biracial kids walking around. Laci could have fit right in with Pebbles or Mariah Carey, with her light skin with “good” hair. At 5′4″, Laci was thick and curvy in all the right places. She was tight-to-def with junk in the trunk, a slim waist, and nice B-cup breasts. Though never one to be conceited, Laci knew she had a bangin’ body and a funky fresh style to match. She would look good even if she were dressed in rags.


“Mom . . .” Laci said wearily.


“Tell me, tell me, tell me,” her mother asked anxiously, bouncing on the bed like a giddy teenager. “What’s his name? What does he look like?”


“What are you talking about?” Laci said, sucking her teeth. “There is no he. And you know you’d be the first to know if there was.”


“So you say,” Margaret replied, giving Laci a doubtful look.


“Mom, I’m not seeing anybody.” Laci had sadness in her eyes.


“Come on, baby,” Margaret said with a wink. “I’m not only your mother, but your friend, too. All we have is each other. I love being a part of your life. In a way, I live through you. You make me feel like I’m seventeen again. So, get to talkin’, honey. Is he tall, short, thin, buff, or what?”


“Mom,” Laci whined, stepping out of the closet with an old sundress in her hand. “I don’t have a boyfriend.” She threw the dress in the pile she had started on the floor, then walked over to her bed and crawled to the middle of it.


“Okay, if you say you’re not seeing anybody, then I’ll have to believe you.” Margaret grabbed Laci’s old Cabbage Patch doll that was lying on the bed. “So where are you going on your vacation? Have you thought of someplace nice?”


“I was thinking of Puerto Rico,” Laci said excitedly.


“Ooh, that sounds nice. So should I go ahead and book a ticket for you . . . and your boyfriend?” Margaret started kissing the doll. Laci laughed and playfully threw a pillow at her. “Oh, boy, you shouldn’t have done that. You don’t want to tell me who your boyfriend is, huh? Then take that!” She pounded Laci repeatedly with a pillow and began to laugh hysterically.


“Mom, please stop,” Laci pleaded. “You’re messing up my hair!”


“If you didn’t have a boyfriend, then you wouldn’t care how your hair looked. Now, what’s his name?” Margaret asked out of breath, getting in another hit.


“Wait, wait,” Laci said, reaching for her ringing Mickey Mouse phone on the nightstand next to the bed. “Hello?” she said, catching her breath.


“Hey, Laci?” the voice on the other end said.


“Yes, this is she,” Laci replied, not recognizing the voice. “Who is this?”


“Girl, its Monique,” said the smiling voice. “What you doin’?”


“Laci,” her mother called from behind her, “You want to catch a movie or go to dinner tonight? You know . . . celebrate your upcoming graduation, going off to Boston?”


“Hold on, Monique,” Laci said, covering the phone. “What’d you say, Mom?”


“I said do you wanna go out and celebrate tonight? With graduation right around the corner and you going off to college, I figured that was cause enough for us to get out of this house and go do something.”


“Okay, Mom. After I get off the phone, we’ll see.” Laci then directed her attention back to the phone. “Monique . . . you still there?” Laci’s mother hit her again with a pillow, which landed on the bed. Laci tried to hurry up and grab the pillow to get the last hit, but her mother was too quick and ran out of the room.


“Yeah, I’m here,” Monique answered.


“Okay, girl,” Laci said, chuckling and breathing hard.


“Why you breathing so hard?”


“Fooling around with my crazy mother. We were having a pillow fight,” Laci giggled. “She wants to take me out tonight.”


As usual, Monique tried to twist Laci’s words around. “Why you try’na throw shit up in my face?” she snapped.


Laci should have seen it coming. Of all the girls in Tonette’s crew (which included Shaunna, Crystal, Monique, and of course Tonette), Monique seemed to be the most envious of Laci’s relationship with her mother.


Monique had been living with her grandmother for the last few years. Her mother died when she was just a freshman in high school. Not an addict herself, Monique’s mother had made the all-too-common mistake of sleeping with a dope fiend, who was infected with some mysterious new virus called HIV.


“What are you talking about?” Laci asked, getting sick of Monique’s attitude.


“What are you talking about?” Monique replied, mimicking Laci’s proper English. “You sound like a white girl.”


“Look,” Laci huffed, “was there a reason for this call, or did you just feel like starting another argument?”


“Never mind,” Monique said, sucking her teeth. “You ain’t gon’ wanna go. Forget it. I didn’t mean to interrupt your pillow fight. Go hang out with your mommy. I need to call the rest of the crew to make sure they’re wit’ it. Peace out.”


Laci was confused. Her face revealed the frustration she endured on a daily basis as a result of interacting with her homegirls. It was safe to say that she was the prima donna of the pack. She definitely had the most going for her; sweet and laid back, Laci was the complete opposite of her loud, foul-mouthed friends from the South Bronx. Born with a silver spoon in her mouth, Laci was living the lifestyle of the rich and famous compared to her girls. Her mother was white and a former model featured in such magazines as Sports Illustrated, Cosmopolitan, and Glamour. Her dad, Jay Johnson, was black and a corporate lawyer. As the only child, Laci got whatever she wanted, even if she didn’t ask for it. After her father died of a massive heart attack, mother and daughter moved back to Riverdale, one of New York City’s wealthier neighborhoods, also located in the Bronx. Although Laci and her girls lived in the same borough, they lived worlds apart.


It probably would have been in her best interest to not associate with a group of around-the-way girls. Being connected with one of the Bronx’s most well-known female crews, it was also probably in her best interest to be seen and not heard. No matter what came out of Laci’s mouth, it was always viewed as her being bougie, uppity, a snob. Wanting so badly to be a part of something blinded her to the point where she couldn’t see that not everybody was down for her. Some of those girls wanted to be her, and it was only a matter of time before jealousy would rear its ugly head.


Laci was so taken aback by Monique’s negative attitude that she didn’t even notice her mother come back into the bedroom. “Laci, what’s the matter?” Margaret asked, noticing the sudden change in her disposition.


“Uh, nothing,” Laci lied.


“Laci . . .” Her mother had that I know you’re lying tone in her voice.


Laci sighed. “It’s just that the girls are always so confrontational with me. Everything I say is bad. Like when they ask me questions, it’s almost like they do it just to argue with me,” she said in frustration.


“I don’t understand,” her mother said, leaning in the doorway with her arms folded. “Give me an example of what you’re talking about.”


“Like us having money, or you and I being so close.” Laci sighed again, falling back on the bed.


“What about us?” Margaret asked, confused.


“When I talk about you and me going shopping, they get all uptight. They don’t have any money. I’m tired of being sorry for not being poor.”


“Really?” Margaret asked, concerned. She walked over to the bed and sat down next to Laci. “I didn’t know this about your new friends.”


Laci nodded. “And I don’t care about that, Mom. I just want to hang with them, you know? When’s the last time you’ve known me to have a group of friends?” Margaret remained silent. “Exactly.” Laci sighed again.


“And why is it that you want to hang out with them? I’m sure there are plenty of nice kids at your school.”


Laci thought for a moment. “Because . . . I don’t know. The kids I go to school with are really stuck up, plus, they’re racist. I just like hanging out with more down-to-earth people I can relate and talk to. I love talking to you, but I need girls my age to kick it with.”


“I know you’re more intelligent than that,” Margaret said, hating the fact that her daughter was falling into the trap of wanting to be associated with the in-crowd. “I’ve never picked your friends for you, but the writing is on the wall. If a group or a person isn’t good for you, then you don’t need to be around them. Are you telling me that you don’t care how they treat you—that you’re willing to accept whatever to be a part of their little crew?”


Laci let out a deep sigh. “Mom, please don’t lecture me—not today.”


“Okay . . . okay.” Margaret threw her hands up in surrender as she got up from the bed and walked over to the door. “You’re old enough to handle yourself. I’m not gonna tell you what to do, but I will tell you to be careful. You’re my daughter and I love you. You know I’m here for you if you need me, Julacia.”


“Yeah, I know,” Laci said, turning over onto her stomach and resting her chin on her hands.


“I’ll always be here for you . . . no matter what.”


MARGARET TRIED TO get Laci out of the house at least once a week to go shopping, to the movies, or for a special dinner of her choice at the Russian Tea Room, Tavern on the Green, or Windows on the World at the World Trade Center. She thought it was just what her seventeen-year-old daughter needed after such a traumatic year. Laci’s father had passed away eight months prior. Then, the family was living in Philadelphia, where Jay Johnson was a successful and well-known corporate attorney, one of the few in town who were black. Depressed and longing to return to where she’d grown up, Margaret packed up Laci and moved back to New York.


This particular night, the two of them had decided to go see Beaches. Laci was standing in line at the cineplex for popcorn, while her mother was in the bathroom, when she noticed that the girl in front of her had forgotten her change. Laci scooped up the $39.25 and chased behind the girl, who was juggling a large tub of popcorn and two sodas. The girl was both shocked and impressed. Most people, rich or poor, would have taken that money and spent it at the concession stand or pocketed it. The girl had never met anyone that honest.


“You ain’t originally from here, are you?” she asked Laci.


“No,” Laci blushed. “I just moved here six months ago.”


“Where do you live?”


“Riverdale.”


“Oh, okay.” Damn, this bitch must be paid, the girl thought. “My name is Tonette.”


“Hi Tonette, I’m Julacia.”


“Jew—what?” Tonette had the only screw face.


“Jul—never mind, you can call me Laci.”


“So, Laci, you here with a crew?”


“No, no crew.” Laci looked down and noticed the letters SBB. on Tonette’s satin baseball jacket. “I just go to school and hang out with my mom. She’s in the bathroom. You can meet her if you like; she’ll be out in a minute. Are you?”


“Am I what?”


“Are you with a crew?”


“Hell, yeah. I’m the leader of the infamous South Bronx Bitches.”


“Oh.” Laci had never heard a girl cuss like that, and in public, too.


Tonette nodded her head politely and thought for a minute. She definitely don’t have nothing in common with me and my crew, but I know she got cheddar. “Say, Laci . . . check it, what school you go to?”


“Riverdale Country Day School.”


Hell yeah, this bitch is rich. Tonette smiled. “Well, let’s exchange numbers. Maybe we can hang out sometime. My girls and me is watching I’m Gonna Git You Sucka. You should hurry up, it started already.”


“Oh, me and my mom are here to see Beaches.”


Tonette had to laugh to herself. “I see. Well, we’re trying to get into something after the movie. You’re free to join us. As a matter of fact you got a drink coming on me. What do you drink?”


“Coke or Pepsi,” Laci said, shrugging her shoulders. “It doesn’t matter to me.”


This time, Tonette couldn’t hold in her laugh. She and her homegirls had been drinking since the sixth grade. Nonetheless, Tonette still extended her invitation. “Well, we gon’ be right outside when the movie’s out. You got a pen? Take my number down.”


“Great. After my mother meets you I’m sure she won’t mind me hanging out with you and your crew for a while.”


Fat chance, Tonette thought. “No doubt.” With that she smiled, said good-bye, and returned to Crystal, Shaunna, and Monique, who’d sent her to get some food because they’d just finished smoking some herb and had a bad case of the munchies.


The next day, Laci called Tonette, who then invited her to a high school basketball game. Ever since then, Laci had been spending a good amount of time chillin’ with her new homegirls in the South Bronx.





CHAPTER 2


Follow the Leader


YO, NETTE, THIS is Crystal.”


“What’s good?” Tonette asked.


“Nothing much, I just hung up with Monique.”


“Yeah, I talked to her about an hour ago. I’m sitting here getting dressed now, fixin’ to head your way. What time everybody else supposed to be shootin’ through?”


“In a bit,” Crystal said. “Everybody but Laci, anyway. Monique called her up, but she be always letting her personal feelings get in the way of business.”


“What business?” Tonette said as she held the phone between her ear and shoulder, slipping on her bright red high-top Reebok Classics.


“Hey, is Dame around?” Crystal whispered.


“Yeah, he’s in the shower,” Tonette said.


“Perfect!” Crystal said enthusiastically.


“Damn, girl, what’s up with you?” She knew her girl was up to something. Since Tonette had moved in with Dame over a year ago, Crystal never asked about him when she called. Tonette was the nucleus, the leader of the crew. Everyone met through her; each of them had been her friend first. It was rare that they came up with an idea without her.


Tonette had a small build and a toffee-colored complexion. When she wanted to, she could be a straight-up bitch, the devil’s livest advocate, but she also had the soft, winning smile of an angel. Her bright white teeth sparkled, and they rivaled her light-gray eyes. She looked a little like Vanessa Williams, wearing a part down the middle of her relaxed, shoulder-length hair. Without a doubt, Tonette was rough around the edges. Although she was a little tomboyish, her femininity shined through. She had her beautiful smile to thank for that. She always wore Jordache jeans and Reebok sneakers with either a colorful tank top in the summer or an oversized sweatshirt in the winter. Then there was the jewelry—name-plate herringbone chains, door knockers, and gold bangles.


“Well, while Monique and I were talking, something came to mind.” Crystal started smirking and rubbing her hands together like some mad scientist. “Let me run it by you real quick. I think I’m going to need you to solicit Dame’s help—unknowingly, of course.”


After ending her call with Crystal and hearing exactly what she had in mind, Tonette sat on the bed for a moment and thought about how to execute the plan. Dame was still in the shower. He was worse than some women with his long-ass showers, and this was the perfect time for her to do what she needed to do without him knowing. Tonette was a bad bitch, but Dame was a beast. She knew that if he caught her snooping through his shit he’d beat her ass like she was some nigga.


Tonette wasn’t totally comfortable with Crystal’s plan, but she, too, at times felt that the only reason Laci hung around them was to make herself feel important, and that she was secretly sitting back laughing at them. Well, it was about time somebody had a laugh at her expense.


After tiptoeing over to the bathroom, she put her ear up against the door. She could hear the shower still running, and Dame was singing the hook to one of the songs from the movie Colors.


“Dame!” Tonette called out.


“What?” he grumbled. “You know I’m in the shower.”


“I was just going to ask you if you wanted me to roll a herb,” she lied, “but never mind.”


Dame didn’t trust anyone—especially a bitch. His antennas were always going up, alerting him to something shady. There was something in Tonette’s voice that made him cut his shower short.


Tonette didn’t know where Dame kept his stash because he was always moving it. She searched several different spots before he got out of the shower. She looked through his 8 Ball jacket pockets, under the mattress, and in his Adidas shoe boxes—nothing. She went through his sock drawer and VHS rack and still couldn’t find it. Starting to sweat and growing more nervous, she took a seat on his workout bench and noticed something different with the television. The back of it was cracked open. Listening for Dame, she tried the back of the set, and sure enough, it popped off. Jackpot! she thought. Removing the zip-lock bag, she took two vials from it. Then she heard the shower shut off. Shaken, she returned the baggie to its place and sealed the television back up. Before he’d stepped completely out of the bathroom, Tonette dashed for the bed, tripped over one of Dame’s dumbbells, and fell to the floor. Acting like she was slingin’ on the corner and the po-po had just rolled up on her, Tonette placed the capsules in her mouth, one on each side of her cheek. That was a trick she’d learned from her days working for Dame on the block.


“What the fuck you doin’?” Dame asked as he strode into the room, nude and wet. Dame was a short man, built like a stone gargoyle. He had thick arms and legs and a barrel-shaped chest. His beady eyes bore into Tonette, waiting for an answer.


“Oh, you scared me,” she gasped. “I didn’t hear you get out of the shower.” Dame just stood there, piercing her with his eyes, waiting on a response. “I was trying to see if I left my purple thong over here. Maybe it fell under the bed. You seen it? Maybe it’s at the other apartment.”


Dame was really suspicious now. Tonette knew damn well that the other apartment was off-limits to her. That was where he kept his shit, his quantity, his real weight. She had been there a time or two, when he had to stop and take care of some business and she just happened to be rolling with him. But that was the last place any of her shit would be.


“I’ve looked everywhere and can’t find it,” Tonette continued. “I can’t wear my purple bra without the matching thong. You sure you ain’t seen it?”


Dame responded by grabbing Tonette from off the floor and running his hands all over her body, feeling for something that she wasn’t supposed to have. When he came up empty, he kissed her and flicked his tongue throughout her mouth. Tonette didn’t expect him to go that far, but she was ready for it nonetheless. Her tongue skills were superior, and she led the oral dance, preventing Dame from feeling the capsules.


Tonette didn’t get away that easily, though. All of the touching and tonguing made Dame horny. He began to rub on Tonette, letting her know he wanted sex and she would have to give it to him. Capsules in her mouth or not, he had to get broke off. She bent over the bed and let Dame handle his business.


GRUDGINGLY, MONIQUE CALLED Laci again. This time, Laci’s mother answered the phone and went into her room, telling her to take the call.


“Laci?” Monique asked timidly.


“Yeah, Monique?”


Laci’s mother stood in the doorway. Just in case it was one of those ghetto bitches trying to fuck with her daughter again, she was going to snatch the phone and give them a piece of her mind.


“Yeah.” Monique hesitated. “It’s me. Listen, about earlier . . . I’m sorry. I had some shit on my mind and I didn’t mean to take it out on you.”


A smile came across Laci’s face. “Don’t worry about it. We all have our days,” she said, glad for the apology.


“Yeah. Listen, Laci. The reason I called you earlier was to tell you that we’re gonna get together at Crystal’s house in a few. We wanted you to come through. You know, we just gonna do a girl’s-night thing.”


Laci looked down at her Movado watch with a single diamond in the face, a Sweet Sixteen present from her father. Engraved with the words “It’s time to let you fly,” it was a symbol of Laci approaching adulthood. It was the most expensive gift her father had ever gotten her, and she treasured it.


“I don’t know,” Laci sighed. She wanted to say that she and her mother were about to go out, but she didn’t want to hit another one of Monique’s nerves. “Well, what time?”


“We all just getting dressed and heading over to Crystal’s,” Monique said.


Laci looked at her mother, who was still standing in the doorway. “Okay,” she said hesitantly. “I’ll be there.”


Her mother knew what was up by the look on Laci’s face. She didn’t beef. She just walked over to Laci, kissed her forehead, and left. Margaret knew she had to sit back and try not to run her daughter’s life. She knew Laci would make mistakes and needed to make them in order to grow. She only hoped that Laci wouldn’t go over the deep end.





CHAPTER 3


God Bless the Child


WAYNE HAD SEEN his mother, Gloria, bring home replacement fathers, one after another. By the time he was seventeen, fifteen of his years had been spent watching them come and go. Early on, he paid no mind to their comings and goings, but as his teenage years rolled around, he began to recognize and accept what his mother’s intentions were for the men in her life.


Strapped for cash, Wayne’s mother did the best she could to support herself and her son with no help from friends or family. All she had was Uncle Sam’s handout to work with. Women in her position were known, and sometimes expected, to swallow their pride and go from man to man until they found one who was willing to take on some of their burdens. Men, on the other hand, knew that a single mother was an easy target. She’d put up with a man’s mess if she felt that it would keep him around, which in the end it usually didn’t.


The men Gloria brought around found it difficult to be the man of the house, especially since it was clear that they didn’t want the responsibility or plan on staying that long. In Gloria’s case, as in most cases, the cat would hang around until the sex got stale, and then move on to the next victim. Sometimes things would even get violent.


A couple of years ago, when Wayne was fifteen, his mother had brought a man named Buck home. The man of the hour, Buck stood 6′1″, was sloppy and overweight, and had a lazy left eye. The only reason he was able to get at Gloria in the first place was because his money put meat in the freezer. Gloria was numb to the physical appearance of men if they proved useful to her. It didn’t matter what they looked like or how much they weighed. The only thing Gloria saw was dollar signs, and as far as she was concerned, all money looked alike and spent the same—quick and easy. Those same words also could have been used to describe her. She was quick to find a man and easy enough for him to have his way with her. Buck was no exception.


Wayne was wise beyond his years. He knew that Buck was just another notch on his momma’s belt and like some of the other men, he probably wouldn’t stay in the picture long enough for him even to learn his last name.


“Hey, lil’ man. What’s happening?” Buck asked Wayne as Gloria introduced the two of them. “What kind of candy you like?”


Wayne just stood there in the doorway next to his mother. He had heard that question plenty of times; always the same words, different nigga. Wayne almost answered Buck before he even asked the question. The words seemed to fall out of his mouth; he sounded like a broken record. “Any kind,” Wayne replied, putting his head down. His mother smiled and patted him on the head like he was a six-year-old child.


“Ain’t he so cute?” she said as if she were trying to convince someone in the pet store to buy the runt of the litter. “He’s quiet, but he’s a good boy. He ain’t like all them other little nappy-headed niggas you see running around here, not going to school and things. My boy goes to school. He’s gonna be a doctor someday.”


Where in the fuck did she get that idea? Wayne thought to himself.
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