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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			Everything that I’ve written inside this book is true and recounted to the best of my ability.

			The events that occur in Corruption Officer happened over a period of my life while I was employed as a corrections officer at Rikers Island. I wrote this book while serving time as a convicted felon for smuggling drugs and other contraband inside the jails.

			At its core, this book serves to enlighten others about what can happen to you if you break the law and get caught. Having been convicted, I know that my story can be used to help other officers who are now corrupt or considering doing something illegal. I know no one is actively reaching out to corrections officers about what happens when you get caught for corruption. I’m aware of the arrogance of many within the Corrections Department who think they will not get caught for corruption or that they are above the law. But let my story show that there are consequences for corruption. I know. I’ve now lived on both sides of the law. Jail is a bad, bad place.

			Some of the names inside the book have been changed. It is not my intent to put an officer’s business in the streets, nor is it to blatantly bad-mouth the Corrections Department.

			Ultimately, Corruption Officer is a symbol of my second chance. When I was convicted, I never thought I would be in this place, an author at a major publishing house, telling my story for all to read. This is my opportunity to help others and to right my wrongs. This is my blessing.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			THE G-SPOT

			“HEAD CRACK!” the houseman yelled.

			“Alright, nobody move!” he said, as he went around the table to collect the money from the bettors.

			The game was C-low and at this time my man Fungler was at the top of his game again. It’s a Friday night, payday, and I have every dime in the bank (the bank is the guy who takes the money for bets) on Fungler. I gave him that name because that’s what he yells every time he shoots the dice. I’m his hype, motivating him when he shoots and antagonizing the other bettors around the table to bet against him. Whenever he’d win we both made money. Lately Fungler was on a roll.

			Fungler and I would be on our bullshit as usual. When Fungler would get the dice he’d shuffle them, then shake them in his hand. I’d be beside him screaming, “Thrilla in the manila dilla!” He’d shake his head indicating “no.” Then I’d scream, “Feva in the Funkhouse!” He’d shake his head again indicating “no.” Then I’d scream, “Rumble in the Jungle.” Then Fungler would say, “Rumble in the jungle without the fungle kungle,” while simultaneously releasing the dice and watching them register. Every time we did this routine, we’d hear the houseman yell, “HEAD CRACK!”

			People who had bet against him would put their heads down or have the shit-face (upset facial expressions). Then a cheerleader from the side would yell, “Double or nothing, I bet he can’t do it again!” A cheerleader is a person on the sidelines with no money, talking shit about somebody else’s money! Fungler gets the dice, but before we go into our routine, in walks Chuck.

			Chuck’s money is long. He has a lot of it. Every time Chuck comes in, muthafuckas who are scared, and have the bank with a lot of money in it, normally pass it to the next bettor. They don’t want to take a chance of losing it all in one shot. Everybody knows Chuck will stop up your bank—putting a large amount of money down on a bet equal to or more than what you have.

			Everybody knows the routine, but not Fungler. Fungler’s eyes lit up. He hollered at Chuck, “Get down, nigga. I know you ain’t come here to sightsee!” Fungler looked at me with a shit-eatin’ grin like, “I got this nigga!” I looked at him like, “Muthafucka, just pass the bank!” Then somebody on the side said, “Look at this STD (scared-to-death) ass nigga!” and everybody laughed.

			Yes, scared ass nigga, a person who tries to gamble with the big dawgs but really has a low-paying security job, and has no business being at the gambling spot in Harlem, or anywhere else for that matter, ’cause he knows that he is living PTP (paycheck to paycheck). If he loses his money this payday Friday night, he will be like Sidney Poitier in A Raisin in the Sun when Willie runs off with all that money.

			“Willie, don’t do it, Willie, not with that money, Willie!”

			Yes, scared nigga. That would be me! Gary, Gee, Big Hey. It all depends on who is calling me. My momma calls me “Boy” or “Nutmo,” aka scared nigga!

			 So Chuck dropped his stack. And Fungler started talking shit, saying, “After this roll all you working niggas are going to be sick! You’re gonna throw up on your way to the ATM! I love taking a nine-to-five nigga’s money, but taking a hustler’s money is like winning ten thousand dollars on one of those scratch tickets. What is that?” Fungler asked the crowd.

			“FREE MONEY!” everybody replied.

			Everybody except me. I was busy trying to get this nigga’s attention to pass that muthafuckin’ bank! Fungler continued to shake the dice, ridiculing Chuck.

			“Taking a hustler’s money is like going to Rent-A-Center, getting a whole bunch of shit delivered to your apartment, then moving to Brooklyn!”

			Again, everybody laughed, except me. I was still in scared nigga mode!

			“Getting his money is like going up in a bitch raw dog and not worrying about kids ’cause she got her tubes tied!” Fungler continued, and said, “What’s that?”

			“FREE MONEY!!” They all laughed.

			I’m over here figuratively sharting on myself, like when you think you have to fart but mistakenly shit on yourself instead. Chuck screamed out, “Nigga, would you stop walking the cat walk and just roll the muthafuckin’ dice!” Fungler shook them, then looked at me. Man, listen, the look I gave him was not a confident one. I did not even play with this nigga.

			“Fungle in the rumble jungle kungle without the ungle dungle sungle?” I screamed out. Whatever the fuck that meant.

			Fungler threw the dice. It seemed like it took an eternity as they flew past my face. At that moment all I could think about was my kids asking me for Michael Jordan sneakers, my past-due rent. Mom Dukes ain’t taking no shorts on rent. If I lose, how am I going to get to work next week? Willie, don’t do it!

			The dice hit the wall and registered one-one-six! Fungler screamed, “HEAD CRACK!” I momentarily blacked out, then came back screaming, “NIIII-ZZIIIII-GAA!” After the house collected the money, totaling about sixty-six hundred dollars, I went over to Fungler and copped out, saying, “Yo, man, I gotta go.” So Fungler passed the bank. We split the dough. I tore the door off its hinges getting the fuck out of there.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			STEP UP MY GAME

			I called my man C to come pick me up.

			“Hennimus Dogumus?” he says on the other end of the phone.

			That’s our Greek name for Hennessy.

			“Yeaaah, maan!” I say.

			And automatically he says, “Oh, my God, this nigga must have cracked them niggas at the g-spot.” Well, I could not take the credit for Fungler’s work, so I was honest and told him.

			“Hell yeah, nigga, you know how I do!” I said.

			You see, C was my right-hand man and he always warned me about me having the shakes—an addictive gambling problem. He was there when I won and there when I lost.

			“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” he said.

			While I was waiting, I saw a friend of mine named Fredis. He ran the g-spot and knew me since I was a youngster. He came over to me and playfully said, “Let me hold something before the hoes get you!” I knew he was joking ’cause he was another get-money Harlem cat whose pockets stayed fat. Me, I wasn’t a Harlem cat. I was just, ah . . . um, a person that lived in Harlem. I jokingly told him that he was too late because this money was already spent last week. He gave me dap, and while I was waiting for C we reminisced on when I first came to the gambling spot. Back then, I rarely had money. I used to just come to watch all the hustlers, scammers, and real Harlem thugs gamble. It would be a smoke-filled room with weed and anything else you wanted to smoke. Everybody had an MO or a hustle. There you had credit card scammers, pickpockets, and real live pimps with perms, rollers in their hair, and all. I would just sit there and listen to the tales of who’s making the most money and who fell off. I got to know a lot of people and they became my illegitimate family. I learned and I witnessed everything. Females would come in there looking good, all dressed up, and dudes would try to holla, but these chicks were about their business. They were professional boosters. I mean from hair spray to expensive mink coats, you could get it at the g-spot.

			I remember one time I was hanging out there and Fredis asked me to go with him to one of his other spots—a crack house. I was about fifteen years old, and Fredis always looked out for me. So I went with him there to drop off some stuff. We arrive and all I see is about five or six guys, some sitting, some standing—all getting blowjobs. I was like, “Oh, shit!” I was shocked. I was still a virgin. Fredis saw the look on my face and without me knowing pushed me out into the middle of the room. I tried to play it off like, “Nah, I’m cool,” but they wouldn’t let me walk. So this chick, who was not a bad-looking crackhead, proceeded to give me a blowjob. Little did anybody know, it was my first one. Some dudes would be traumatized that an older woman touched them, but in my hood I’d hear young dudes saying stuff like, “Yo, Miss Peterson sucked your dick, too?” They’d laugh, give each other dap, and say, “I’m going back tomorrow, and she’ll make sandwiches.”

			Back in those days, 1986, ’87, crack hit the streets hard. Whew! I remember Fredis and a bunch of other guys in the neighborhood had all the fine chicks in the projects. They would not give a young brother, like myself, any play, knowing that my only source of income was a summer youth job. What happened to that program?

			I would try to impress the fly girls though. I remember taking a kitchen knife with me to the armory on 139th Street to get my paycheck and then risking my neck to go to a Jew-man’s store that sold the latest sneakers for cheap. The knife was for the people waiting outside the store to rob you. But when crack hit, it was like freaknik up in those burnt-out buildings. Every time one of those fly chicks slipped and got strung out, news traveled like a police blotter.

			EXTRA! EXTRA! LISA FROM BUILDING 1 WITH THE FAT ASS THAT USED TO DATE CARLOS IS OPEN!

			With five dollars and a dream all a young dude’s fantasies would come true.

			When C pulls up, we bounce to the liquor store not far from where we are. We got some Hennimus and park in the “office”—this is where we go to have real talk, the corner of 155th Street and Eighth Avenue, in front of the supermarket. C was a state corrections officer and he was always telling me that I had to step up my job game. I was working as a security guard, one step up from a summer youth job. Security work was year-round, though. I told him that I had taken several city and state job tests and was still looking. I’d been looking ever since I came home from the marines as a Gulf War veteran. Yeah, I know what you’re thinking . . . a Gulf War veteran and you’re only a security guard.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			THE LETTER

			C dropped me off at my building. We had agreed to meet up later to hit a club. I ran into Junebug, a local crackhead, on my way into my building. Junebug would fix anything for you—a TV, a typewriter, a radio, anything. He asked if I wanted to buy some batteries. He assured me that he had had them for a year and that they were still good because he kept wrapping them with aluminum foil and putting them in a refrigerator. I wondered, Nigga, you live in the streets. Where’s the fridge? I bought them from him anyway, mainly because officially he was my cousin from my mother’s side of the family. I already had my own batteries wrapped in aluminum foil in my fridge, which had lasted me three years. Not many people in the neighborhood knew Junebug was my cousin. Sometimes it’s embarrassing to have a family member strung out on crack, but then in my neighborhood who didn’t have a family member who was a part of this epidemic? My brother died from the drug while I was in the military. So, after I copped the batteries with the lifetime warranty, I proceeded to get on the only elevator out of six that was still working.

			As I stepped in I saw the pool of piss on the floor. The gremlins, aka kids or grown-ups who piss in the elevator and spit on the buttons so you could not press your floor, were hard at work. I often wondered why the military was wasting time trying to find Saddam Hussein when they should be trying to catch these muthafuckas. Well, anyway, I got Junebug to press the button for my floor, the elevator door closed, and it started up. Then it jumped, stopped, then started up again, going at a snail’s pace. All I could do was curse and think again about what C had told me about stepping up my job game. I knew I had to because my situation right now was crazy. I had a bullshit security job that wasn’t paying much. I was married to my childhood sweetheart, who lived on the same floor as I did with my two kids around the corner. She lived with her moms and I lived with mine. I wanted a better job so I could get us an apartment and so we could act as a family. Although she and I had our differences while I was in the military, we were still willing to try.

			We had a son and a daughter and I desperately needed to do something, because I grew up around here all my life. Times were changing fast. It used to be that there was a level of respect because all the muthafuckas doing the robbing and killing were the same individuals that your moms used to babysit. So it was a weird sense of comfort that you knew that your momma might get robbed but they weren’t going to kill her. Nowadays these young kids don’t care. Yo momma, my momma, it don’t matter. Anybody can get got. The projects are something else and I knew I had to get out.

			As the elevator got to my floor, before I got out, I let out a real stinky fart, a little present for the next person who’s going to walk into the elevator—you know, to go along with the spit and the piss. Shit, fuck dat! Them niggas do it to me. As I was walking to my door I checked the walls for the latest news of what’s going on in the projects. It’s always in the form of graffiti. They always had some shit like, “If you wantcha dick sucked, go see Tasha or Monique in apartment such and such.” I hope I never see my daughter’s name up on that wall. If I do, somebody gots to die. So, after scraping the bottom of my feet on the hallway floor, my best attempt to get the piss off the bottom of my shoes, I entered my mother’s apartment. Yes, I was living with Mom Dukes at the age of twenty-nine. Man, I wanted to get out. I was trying.

			As per usual, I put down my things and proceed to look in the pots to see what she cooked.

			“Boy, go and wash your hands,” she yells from the back of the apartment.

			I know not to stop at a fast-food joint, ’cause my momma cooks. If I slipped up and brought home some sautéed cat soufflé from the local Chinese joint, I would definitely get the beat-down like Willie.

			“Don’t do it, Willie. Don’t do it!” Just a little thing we used to say.

			“You got some mail,” she said.

			I went over to the table to see which bill collector was requesting my attention, and that’s when shit started to change. I got a letter from Corrections stating that I was to start at the Academy on July 10. That was 1997. After I read the letter, I was hyped. Things were finally changing for the better.

			My situation now: I had about three thousand dollars in my pocket. I only had three hundred dollars and change from my paycheck before the g-spot. Now I had ten times that amount. That’s the way it was at the g-spot, you could either be a thousandaire or you could end up hanging yourself in a matter of fifteen minutes. So here I was with my three stacks and the batteries I copped from Junebug. I’d already wrapped them and put them in the freezer behind the smoked neckbones.

			So I ran to my momma and sat on her lap—all 260 pounds of me. She screamed, “Boy, if you don’t get off of me!” All I could do was show her the letter from the Department of Corrections, and when she read it she jumped up, screaming out loud, “You did it!” I mean me and my momma hugged and danced around the living room. We did the robot, the snake, the Patty Duke, and then she went and did the Watusi (she lost me there). Then she came back with the roach stomper. We both did this very well because we had a lot of practice.

			After we danced I went to take a shower to go hang out with C. After I got out I went to my closet, which consisted of my brother’s military uniforms (he was a marine, God bless him) and a whole bunch of other stuff that wasn’t mine. There was only a small space for my clothes. You know at twenty-nine you ain’t supposed to be staying at your mom’s. You’re supposed to be there just long enough to get on your feet and then get your own place. Well, my small space had all my outfits for partying. I had a Chinese mock neck and a pair of those slacks with the checkered design, the ice-cubed slacks. Seriously, I had thirty different shirts and one pair of black pants. When I went out I would switch my shirts up and wear the same black pants. In the dark, who’s going to notice? So I grabbed the one and only Versace shirt, which took me three paychecks to purchase, but I got it. Yeah, nigga what? My Versace shirt and my never-let-me-down black pants.

			I was getting dressed, thinking about my new job as a corrections officer. I looked in the mirror and at this time my mother came to the door of the bathroom and we started discussing what this meant. My mother broke it down to me that Corrections was a good job and there were so many things that I could accomplish with it. I could find an apartment and really give my marriage a try. And though my wife and I hadn’t really been together in a while and the feelings weren’t there anymore, the idea sounded nice. My mother went on to say that the benefits were good for my kids, Gary Junior and Porsha. They could grow up in a better environment once I saved up to get a house. She went on to say how she was proud that I stayed out of trouble, went into the marines, served in the Gulf War, and now landed this job. She hugged me and I saw her eyes swell up in tears because she just wanted the best for me and to see me do good. Ain’t nothing like Mom Dukes.

			If you are reading this book and right now you and your moms is beefing . . . make up with her, because you only get one. (Message.)

			After I got dressed I called C and told him I’d meet him downstairs. I had yet to tell him about my made-man status. Yes, made man. In the ghetto everybody knows that if you land a city or state job you hold on to that job, you do your twenty years and retire young, depending on your age when you start. The made status goes as follows: 1) consistent money, never worrying when or where your next check is coming from; 2) consistent coochie, the chicks that would not give the “one step up from a summer job” brother a look, are now constantly dropping the draws because of BEN-O-FITS; and 3) the perks, everybody in the hood will now know that nigga got a gun and a muthafucking badge. Traffic stops—whip out the badge—BAM. Bouncer at the club—stop—BAM! Subway and bus—BAM! Chicks putting up a coochie stop sign—BAM! BAM! HA HA! I felt like Master P in the projects because the badge sometimes had NO LIMITS.

			I met C downstairs and we went back to the liquor store, you know, to preflight before we got to the club. It was after twelve when we arrived, so the store was closing and the Indian dude would not let me in.

			If I had my badge, BAM! He’d let me in.

			C and I went to the Chinese restaurant/number-hole spot or place where people play illegal numbers, the ghetto OTB, and I don’t mean Old Tenement Building. It was a place where you could get liquor after-hours. What? Don’t act like there are no bootleggers in your hood. After I got the McFinister aka Hennessy we jetted to the club. On the way there I told C about me becoming a CO and he was like, “Ooooh shit! These chicks better lock their coochies up!”

			“Ya know that’s right. Do they still make chastity belts?” I asked.

			“Yeah. Now they are more up to date. They have combination locks on them,” he said.

			We both laughed. As C and I drove to the club I thought to myself that this job wasn’t about chicks or perks, it was about survival. It was about me doing whatever I had to do to take care of my family.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			THE ACADEMY

			“Eighteen hundred dollars! Eighteen hundred dollars! Boy, I know you’re out of your mind! Coming here asking me for that kind of money! You might as well walk back out that door and, here, take my garbage out while you at it!”

			I needed the money to buy uniforms for the Academy. I knew it was a long shot coming here to my uncle Robert’s house asking for his help. I mean, this was my uncle Robert, the closest thing to a father figure I had. I am not saying that I did not know my real father, it’s just that my uncle was always there for my family, ever since I was little. He did whatever he could for my moms and us and she’d do the same for him.

			Uncle Robert was my last resort. I had already exhausted all my other options.

			Everything else I’d needed to do to get into the Academy had been smooth sailing. Well, almost everything. I’d just finished filling out all my background investigation paperwork for the second time. The Application Unit called me a day before I was supposed to report for duty informing me that the investigator assigned to me hadn’t done the investigation. They said that if I wanted the job I had to come down there and fill out all the paperwork all over again. A day before I was supposed to report. Some investigation.

			I reported for my first two days at the Academy in proper business attire for orientation. Now I’m back standing here in front of Uncle Robert in his blazer, his white shirt, his tie (I had my own black slacks that I used for clubbing—ya know, the old reliable), and his shoes, asking for his help once again for uniform money. I had already spent my check at the gambling spot, hoping I could pull another miracle and come up with the money on my own like I did the other night. Unfortunately, the gambling gods were not with me. I lost almost all my money, except for train fare to get me back and forth to the Academy. I didn’t even have lunch money, which is why I was at my uncle Robert’s house.

			My uncle was standing there looking like himself with his sweat pants, no socks, no shirt, and his penny loafers. He always told me that his loafers, nobody else’s, only his, were official because they had real pennies in them. So I really needed Uncle Robert to look out for me.

			Standing there I’m thinking to myself, With this job I can finally get my grown man on again.

			“Boy, let me tell you . . .” my uncle began.

			I knew the speech was coming. I had only heard it a million times and here comes a million and one.

			“You need to get your shit together,” he said. “I know you’ve been trying to get a better job since you got out of the military, so if you land this you’d better make the best of it.”

			Then he said, like a father would say to his son, “When do you need it by?”

			“Yesterday,” I said.

			After my uncle and I made arrangements on how I was going to pay him back he said for me to make sure I paid him on time, because if I didn’t somebody was going to come up missing.

			Then, just before I left him, he said, “Put my clothes in the cleaner’s before you return them and, boy, take this garbage out.”

			The next day my uncle and I went to get my uniforms. Yes, he came with me. He wasn’t going to spend all that money if he did not have to. We bought only what I needed to start the Academy and that’s all.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			FIRST DAY AT THE ACADEMY

			At 5:00 a.m. I was on the M train taking it to the last stop, Metropolitan Avenue. That’s where the Academy was located. It was a ninety-degree day in July. I was sweating because I was in full uniform with a jacket on for cover. It was an Academy rule that corrections recruits are not supposed to wear their uniforms in the streets without covering them up. Why? Because yo fool ass is not a cop. If you are seen and somebody asks you for help, what are you going to do then, mister corrections officer? Nothing. Because ya ass is just a recruit!

			The train was funky because a bum was on it straight stinking it up. I covered my nose and sat there thinking of all the trains that I had to take to get to the Academy. The D to the J to the M. Shiiiiit! I gots to get me a ride, because a nigga ain’t going to be getting up crazy early to take fifty trains from Harlem just to get here on time. Negro ain’t been on the job a hot week and already complaining about what he ain’t going to do.

			As I sat there a fat woman was sitting across from the bum eating a bagel. The bum stared at her as she took her time eating and licking her fingers. She looked at him, rolled her eyes, and continued to eat. Then out of nowhere the bum jumped up and grabbed what was left of the fat chick’s bagel right out of her hand. She leaned back away from him in shock. He leaned forward close to her face and proceeded to stuff the food in his mouth, cream cheese and all. The train came to a stop, the doors opened, and he strolled out looking at her with a smile of satisfaction. She then looked around, eyes wide in search for somebody, anybody that could possibly help her. Her eyes locked on me. I gave her a look like, “What do you want me to do?”

			 “Ain’t you going to the Academy?” she asked me.

			I guess she saw the dark blue uniform pants and my uncle’s patent-leather shoes that I shined up with Vaseline.

			“Nope, I’m a security guard,” I said.

			Academy rule number one, no police contact of any kind while you are on probation. Humph. Just my luck I play superhero and jam myself right out of a job. No, sir, not me, not I, said the cat. Fuck outta here. Besides, bums gotta eat, too.

			When I arrived at the Academy, I was placed in an area somewhat like a gymnasium. All kinds of equipment were lined up on the side, helmets, stab-proof vests, and floor mats. We were broken up into groups called squads. As I stood there among the other recruits, I noticed that we all had the same look on our faces. I need this job, man! The first day there we were put in classrooms and briefed on rules and regulations. They told us stuff like when we graduated and went to work in the jails we would be put on a schedule called “the wheel.” This meant that our work hours would rotate from week to week. “The end of the world as you know it,” they’d tell us. You’re not going to know whether you’re coming or going, and your sleeping patterns are going to be all fucked up, 7:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m., 3:00 p.m. to 11:00 p.m., 11:00 p.m. to 7:00 a.m., then flip mode, 11:00 in the morning until 7:00 p.m. and shit. All sorts of fucked-up hours. I don’t even want to begin with the four o’ clock in the morning tours. You can forget partying every weekend. Little did I know at the time, but COs party Monday to Monday. Female recruits were warned to get a backup babysitter for the backup babysitter. Lack of a babysitter is no reason to miss work. In my CO career, there were several female officers reprimanded by Child Welfare for leaving underaged children at home alone. Some female recruits frowned with attitudes, and the instructor kindly gave them the look like, “Do you want this job? You can always go back to the supermarket.”

			We were also warned not to fraternize with our coworkers. Tah! The instructor might as well have been Charlie Brown’s teacher, “Wa-womp wa-womp womp wooommp,” because muthafuckas exchanged numbers with those chicks faster than you can say “Booty!” Then the instructor ended the day’s lessons by announcing that tomorrow we were going to Rikers Island! That’s when everybody got quiet and deep in thought.

			The looks on some recruits’ faces told it all:

			Do I really want to do this shit? 

			I am a female. 

			Are they really going to put me in there with Big Luke and Murder and them?

			Dang, this is our first week. Are they going to really throw us to the wolves like that?

			One female recruit was staring into space chewing her gum and licking her lips. Then she stuck her tongue out and touched the bottom of her chin. I knew then that she was going to be alright in a jail full of men, or a jail full of women for that matter.

			After the announcement all the horror stories started to circulate, like the one about the female officer who fell asleep on post in a dorm area and the inmates took turns jerking off and nutting on her face. She woke up and all her acne was gone. Or the inmate who filled up a tube of toothpaste with his own shit and squirted it into an officer’s face. That one shook the shit out of me. I thought to myself, Yeah, I would definitely lose my job. Damn the getting out of the projects and the better life for my kids. If a nigga splash, squirt, shoot anything in my muthafuckin’ face . . . I don’t even want to talk about it. Then we heard the story of these famous Chinese brothers that kicked everybody’s ass, including the warden’s. I thought about how many people I was going to see over there from the streets. I just hoped that I didn’t see Junebug, because I threw away the batteries that I bought from him and I knew that he would ask me how they were working.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			RIKERS

			The next day I arrived at Rikers Island for the very first time in my life. I always heard about it but never visited. It was just that, too, an island, right next to LaGuardia Airport. There’s only one way on and one way off. There’s a long bridge leading to the island that connects to a large officers’ parking lot. An officer has to park his vehicle, then take what they call a route bus to his assigned jail. Visitors have to take a public bus over to the island, then go to the main visitors’ building. Then they take the various route buses to the jail they’re visiting. The first jail I went to was called HDM.

			HDM or House of Detention for Men was the first jail ever to be built on Rikers Island. This is back when the commissary was called the trade post. It had the Alcatraz look, the old worn-out metal, the rusty bars, and then there was the smell. Guuaad damn! It’s a combination of funky sweat, funky asses, and three-day-old cabbage that’s been sitting out.

			I reported for roll call, where a supervisor ran off officers’ names, checked attendance, and made announcements. You could tell who the new officers were because we were standing at the end of the line with our Academy uniforms and black patent-leather wedding cake shoes. We were standing there, eyes bright, hearts pumping with anticipation of what was in store for us that day. Senior officers who had been on the job a while looked and chuckled at us. Some just leaned against the wall half-ass listening to what was being said with a look of Hurry the fuck up with this bullshit. The new officers were assigned to certain posts for training. We walked through long corridors looking stupid, searching for signs and certain numbers that might tell us where the fuck we were supposed to be going. As we walked by, officers looked at us like we were lambs going to the slaughter. Others took the time out to help us with directions, or so we thought.

			“You got to go down this hall to cell block 37. Then make a right until you come to a door. Knock on the door three times and ask for Officer Cocks. He’ll show you where to go.” Yeah, they had their fun with us.

			I got to the gate where I was supposed to work and a female officer let me in the first gate, then gestured for me to enter another gate. Then, boom! The gate slammed behind me and I shitted on myself. Great, now I have to walk around here all day with soiled underwear, squishing with every step I take. Damn! When I went inside, there was a long alleyway that seemed to go on forever. There were inmates on the second and third tier looking down on me, laughing at my shoes.

			This is about the time that reality sets in. All the stories you’ve heard about jail, all the fear of getting punched in your face or worse, seem all too real. It’s like some people’s first day of high school. That level of anxiety comes right back in a moment. And I ask myself, “Do I really want this job?” Since I was six-foot-two and 260 pounds of Hennessy and oxtails, I tried to swell my chest out to impress them. The inmates were not impressed. One inmate said, “Look at this doofy muthafucka!” They laughed. Then another inmate said, “Ain’t you glad you don’t have to flip burgers no more?” I just continued to walk down the galley looking for the officer that I was assigned to work with. Inmates were everywhere doing push-ups, hanging on the bars doing pull-ups, each either laughing at me or ice grilling me. Either way, I was starting to get the feeling that all I wanted to do was get the fuck out of there.

			Inmates were all around me as I continued to walk. A huge inmate about six-four, maybe four hundred pounds, approached me and gave me a folded piece of paper. He stated that I would need these because I did not have any. Confused, I opened the paper and it was a drawing of a man’s balls. Again they laughed. That was it. I had had enough. Fuck this job! With my heart pumping, sweat and Jheri curl juice dripping down my forehead, I was about to make a beeline toward the gate to get the fuck out of there! Then my conscience came into play: Negro, you need this job. Man up! What about your family, your kids? As I held that note in my hand looking up at this towering inmate, I thought, Fuck the kids! I am out. Then I thought, You’re going to let this big nigga stop you from getting all that pussy this job has to offer? Oh, hell no!

			With my priorities in the right place, I mustered up some testicles and was about to handle this big nigga—yeah, right—when all my tormentors yelled out simultaneously, “Ohh, shit! Here comes the CO!” What the fuck was I, then? Then they parted like the Red Sea. I looked ahead, expecting some seven-foot-ten-inch corrections officer, when out of the crowd walked this 105-pound, four-foot-something female. She had salt-and-pepper hair and a pair of glasses that she wore on her nose.

			“Back the fuck up!” she yelled.

			They did. She then grabbed me by my arm and led me away from the crowd. I looked like a kid that got his ass beat, whose momma had to take him away from all the other kids at the playground. She then yelled at the other female officer who had let me in.

			“Ooooh, girl, they sent me a big one this time. That’s fabulous,” she said.

			An inmate yelled out from the upper tier, “Look at that nigga’s gut. You mean more like Flabulous!” The inmates laughed loud and hard.

			The rest of the day went pretty much like that, and when it was over, I tore the gate off its hinges getting the fuck out of there.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 7

			UNDUE FAMILIARITY

			For the next couple of days we went back to the Academy, and classes went on, with boring instructors telling us the dos and don’ts of being a corrections officer Academy-style. They told us not to mess around with the inmates, emphasizing that we would jeopardize our jobs by bringing things to inmates or fraternizing with them in any way. The instructors told us point-blank that these individuals (the inmates) don’t care about you or your family. They don’t have anything to do all day but scheme on you. They focus on what they can get from you or what they can get you to do for them. Then the instructors gave us all kinds of examples of how we could get into trouble, like undue familiarity. Let me explain. You’re now a corrections officer. You now have peace officer status. Whoooo! You now have just a teensy bit more police power than the average Joe. As an almighty corrections officer you’re going to be held in high regard and expected to uphold the law, mainly in the jails but also to some extent on the streets as well. This means that your life, as you know it, is over. Juju and Toejoe, your best friends since grade school, can no longer be a part of your life if they have felonies. You’re not to associate with any known felon. That means if your grandmoms was a gangster in her heyday and accumulated some felonies, by Corrections guideline’s you can no longer go visit her in the projects for Christmas. If your neighborhood is anything like mine, that would be anybody in a fifty-mile radius. That means if you are seen hanging out with people that have felonies or you’re seen in pictures with said individuals, you can be brought up on charges and could possibly lose your job.

			This is what didn’t really make sense: How did they really expect us to turn off our feelings and emotions toward people who had been a part of our lives before we obtained this job? I knew right away that this was going to be a problem for me. I was told that officers, such as myself, who were born and raised in neighborhoods where there was a large contingent of individuals with criminal backgrounds would see at least five to ten people they knew within the first week of working in the jails. If you encounter someone that you know, you’d better see them before they see you because they will shout you out. I was told that the professional way to deal with this is to write a report to administration requesting that the inmate be moved to another facility. Again, like I said, if your neighborhood was like mine, you were going to see a lot of inmates that you knew. That’s a lot of report writing, and to some officers it sort of raised a red flag as to what kind of person you were if you knew a lot of these kinds of people.

			The other conventional way of handling the situation goes as follows: If you see an inmate that you know and you know that this particular individual not only knows you but knows all your dirty little secrets, you must approach this inmate and let him know that you’re an officer now and that he can’t expect any special treatment. If he gets loud and disrespectful then you take matters to the next level. You smack him, spray his face with mace, and yell, “Man, I told you about coming in and out of this place! Now respect my job!”

			Slight exaggeration, but close to the truth. Corrections wants you to treat inmates like inmates no matter who they are. As a corrections officer you’d better learn how to balance personal life with job life or you’re going to be in a world of trouble. It’s simple. You got this job with the purpose of getting ahead in life and bettering your situation. People sell their souls for opportunities such as these. You have lived in the projects all your life, kept your nose clean so that when jobs like these became available, you qualified. You’re in now and you’re not going to blow it. Yeah, baby, just cruise the next twenty years and you’re in the clear. Hello, pension!

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 8

			USE OF FORCE

			The next rule that instructors gave us that I found confusing was “Use of force.” This is the right-to-kick-ass rule.

			They gave us different scenarios of when to use force and how much. Many of the Caucasian recruits paid close attention to this lesson, foaming at the mouth and shit.

			It made sense to me that if you’re working in a jail—excluding inmate employees—a hostile environment, that you should be able to defend yourself. The first thing that was said was that you should always try to defuse a hostile situation. We were to utilize our IPC (interpersonal communication) skills. Talk your way out of either giving an ass-whipping or receiving one. Either way, they wanted us to talk first. I thought to myself, So let me get this straight, if I am working in a housing area and Jerome Thomas, aka Killa J from the group home, is standing in front of me with several bodies laid out in front of him and blood dripping from his mouth because he bit off someone’s ear, I am supposed to utilize my IPC skills and say, “So, who do you think the Knicks are going to get in the trade this year?” After all the horror stories I’d heard and after my first visit to the jail, I just couldn’t grasp that they would have me talk to the inmate instead of handcuffing him to a pole and beating the spit out of him. Just kidding.
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