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INTRODUCTION


Another “Bronx Tale.” There was never one like it, and there never will be. This should just bring you mu’fuckas up-to-date; that’s all. For the most part, you don’t hear much of the Bronx. Anyone that doesn’t grow up here would imagine that there’s a constant war in the streets. In a way, they’re one hundred percent correct, but it’s not at all as serious as most would believe. One thing is true though; you don’t want to fuck with the Bronx. Any of these other boroughs, like BK, the Q-borough, or Harlem World, they may permit mu’fuckas calling them all kinds of faggots and bitches and pussies, but not over here, dog. It can get very ugly for you in these streets. It’s not the place for games, for real. As much as you don’t hear about us, our streets house the most criminals. Before you get it twisted, just ask yourself one question. Who has the highest crime rate? Robbery, murder, drug traffic, prostitution, etc . . ..it’s all here. As much as you don’t hear about us, whenever you ask a nigga from the Bronx where he’s from, you twist up your fuckin’ face when he tells you. You know what? We don’t give a fuck! You ain’t got no friends over here either, pussy. Whatever you got to say about the Bronx don’t mean shit. These niggas know how to get money, these niggas know how to bubble the right fuckin’ way, and these niggas know how to stay the fuck out of jail. Unless, of course, you get some nigga flappin’ his lips. There’s always an occasional bitch-ass nigga that slips through the cracks, but that’s how the game goes. When it’s your turn, you gonna get it, too. You can get it from behind or dead center of your chest, eye-to-eye. You could get it from your man, or some lil’ nigga, tryin to make a name for himself in these streets. There’s a thousand and one different ways to get it out here, mu’fucka. So anyway you put it . . .a lot of niggas get killed in the Bronx!



CHAPTER 1


YEAR — 2000

It’s kind of quiet tonight . . . Traffic’s moving slowly. No movement could be recognized in the distance. Hard to believe that the first day of the new millennium had just come to a close. The streets were filled with fireworks, loud people and Y2K tension all throughout the city only a day ago. Now, there was no evidence left of the celebration that had taken place only twenty-four hours ago. No champagne bottles or horns, no confetti or balloons; just stillness. All that could be noticed through the darkness of Bronx Park up on the North Side were a few cigarette butts, empty beer cans, and the slightest scent of marijuana. Then, out of the silence, “Fuck!” said a young brother sitting on a wooden bench in the park before relighting a small blunt he’d previously put out. “Ain’t shit moving out here tonight,” he said, blowing smoke into the air.

Directly across from where he was sitting was a highway that had very little traffic at that time of night. On his right were stairs that led to an overpass that contained even less vehicle traffic. Ironically named Gun Hill Road, this is where only hustlers, addicts, prostitutes and pimps would dwell after a certain hour. Directly behind him was the Bronx River, also where hustlers, addicts, prostitutes and pimps could be found, but more than likely on the bottom of that shit, or floating atop.

“Damn, it’s cold out here,” he said, blowing into his hands before rubbing them together for warmth. This was Michael Banner, or known to the streets as “Spits,” a name he’d picked from his reputation as a battle-rapper. He was what you called your neighborhood street pharmacist, pusher, hustler, or plainly put, drug dealer. He stood about six feet one and weighed about two-forty, but his baby-face could throw you off a bit. Brown skin, light facial hair and long braids described Michael to the tee.

More than anything, Michael enjoyed music; from the standpoint of a producer, writer or a vocalist. But one thing about the music business: it’s not what you know, it’s who you know. And then it’s not even who you know, but who knows you. So Michael didn’t pick music as his primary career goal. He didn’t like the fact that he’d have to depend on anyone but himself to get ahead. Nope, he chose drugs. Once he’d made his first sale on the streets, it was a wrap. This is what was up. Even before then, he was always attracted to the street life. Growing up in the streets of the Bronx was considered a never-ending battle to him, and he needed to win.

“Yo, what’s up, ol’ timer? You i-ight?” Spits asked an older guy walking past him.

“I’m fine,” he responded confusingly.

“Mu’fucka, don’t you look at me funny. What you want, a dime? A twenty? How much?” Spits said angrily.

The old man, now realizing Spits was a hustler, went into game mode. “I don’t even know you, young man,” he said, showing a devilish grin. “How can I be sure your stuff is class A? If you give me a sample and it’s good, I can make you a rich man.”

Spits looked at him as if he was containing himself from exploding. “Nigga, I look new or something? I’m on grind-mode pussy, and I ain’t out here to be gamed out of mines. Besides, I been rich, nigga,” Spits said, spitting flames at the old man. “Fuckin’ custees, man. They always trying to gee off!” he said walking away.

You see this was all new for Michael. He’d lost the flavor in his mouth for direct sales long ago. He’d since moved up and never once looked back. In a little over four years, Michael had turned a small-time nickel-and-dime venture into a notorious drug ring known all over the streets, up and down the East and West coasts. But now, after all of that, he was on his grind again, ready to hug the block until the early hours of the morning if necessary. That’s just how the game went, according to him. Ups and downs ain’t shit. Take the loss and apply some pressure of your own. But it wasn’t just by chance that all four of Michael’s “drugstores” got raided on the same day. It wasn’t a coincidence that this happened to occur on a re-up day—of all days. Between all four spots, there was about ninety-six bricks uncut, valued at 5.7 million on the street. You goddamn right he should’ve been fuckin’ mad. You see, all was good and money was rolling in faster, and more abundantly than was predicted, right up until his man got a murder charge.

The repercussions of these events were reminiscent of when Michael got his first taste of the street life. Even more so, he was reminded of the years prior to then, when everything was all good in the hood.

YEAR — 1996

Every morning like clockwork, Michael’s three best friends, Peter, Chris and Mikey, would pick him up for school. And every morning like clockwork, Peter, Chris and Mikey would ditch while Michael went to class alone. It seemed odd, but that was the daily routine for them. They would all stop by Michael’s crib because, for one, he lived the closest to the school that they attended, and two, so that they could try and convince him not to go. They did this knowing that they wouldn’t all be attending class that day. While Michael was in school falling asleep in the classes that were too easy for him, the rest of the guys were running the streets trying to scrounge up paper the only way they knew how—robbing and stealing—just to support their marijuana and alcohol habits. Don’t get it twisted; every so often Michael would cut with them and it would be the same ol’ thing. They would go up to Yonkers to rob white kids on their way to school, just to go back down to Intervale Avenue on the 2 Train where they bought dime bags of Skunk Weed that were as fat as twenty-sacks. When they’d had enough weed to last them the day, they’d get a few St. Ides forty-ounces to sip on, and then make their way either to the park, or to whomever’s home was available. This was a regular day for them. Whatever they did to get the money, they could accumulate up to thirty or forty bucks, and it would all be gone by the time it hit two o’clock when school really let out.

Michael came from a single-parent home, and all he saw growing up was his mother breaking her back to provide for him and his younger brother. He also had an older sister, but they had different fathers. She lived with her father in California, so they didn’t see or speak to each other often. All Michael saw was the struggle and knew that he didn’t want that for himself, so at first, he leaned toward education to rescue him from hard times to come. He figured that his mother not finishing high school, in the least, contributed to her having to work so hard for a living. So school became his out. This was how he would prevent himself from the backbreaking work he saw his mother perform to put food on the table. This went on all through Michael’s life, but his views started to stray once material things became of some importance to him.

“Yo, I wonder what it’s gonna be like when we get older and start getting some real money,” Michael said to the others as they occupied a bench in Bronx Park at the bottom of 222nd Street.

“Word,” agreed Peter. “I want to have a nice fat crib with a swimming pool and basketball court, yo. Word up!”

“That would be ill though, son,” approved Chris. “We would have every bitch in the Bronx on our dicks.”

“Fuck these bitches out here, nigga,” Mikey said. “I’m gonna have bitches from Jamaica, Puerto Rico, and even Africa, nigga. Matter of fact, I want some Hawaiian pussy, son. That’s my word!”

“On the real though, this nigga would fuck a bitch that made his dick turn green, yo,” Chris said as they all shared a healthy laugh.

“Fuck you,” Mikey simply countered.

The better halves of Michael’s days were usually spent fantasizing about fancy cars, and exotic women. He wanted to travel the world twice over, and he wanted it for himself just as much as he wanted it for his friends and family. He often wondered why his father wasn’t around, but never once wanted to find him or anything. Instead, he took responsibility for him. If his father wasn’t man enough to provide a better life for him, his mother, and his brother, then he would make it up to them himself.

Michael and his childhood friends would endlessly talk about how they would be rich and famous. They knew for a fact they would all prosper in life. They would continuously discuss what they would do with millions and how many women they would have. It wasn’t considered unhealthy for them to have a good imagination, as long as they didn’t lose touch with reality too much. Growing up in their situation would make anybody try as much as possible to lose touch with reality.

Michael was always book smart by choice. It didn’t come naturally to him, as did the streets. He didn’t have to apply himself much to pick up street smarts because it was in fact a necessity. It was nothing for him to balance the both without one getting in the way of the other, or so it seemed. Only thing is, now he’d become more and more attracted to the streets. Although he seemed to have his schooling under control—just about finishing his sophomore year at Evander Childs High School without any complications—he thought he deserved immediate ratification for his efforts. He deserved just as much as any one of his peers, and didn’t seem to be getting it. Kids his age had already experienced what he had only dreamed about. Fast cars, expensive clothes and jewelry were soon to be in his grasp, one way or another.

Now, with his second year of high school coming to an end, he had devised a plan to get some extra money over the summer. He planned that between him and his crew of friends, they could make a buy into the drug game. It had started out that the money would be for some new clothes, and some jewelry. Possibly they could even get a nice whip he and his crew could drive around, but it quickly became much more.

Spits was semi-connected to the game through his cousin, Vision. They called him Vision because he always thought he saw things differently than others. His real name was Stanley, so that could’ve been another reason for him wanting to change it. Anyway, Vision had made a few connections while serving time in Bear Mountain Correctional Facility. He was there for a gun possession charge but he’d aspired to be in the drug game, so he took getting locked up as an opportunity to make connections. He had just been paroled right before that summer in ’96. When Spits put him on to what he had planned, he said, “to hell with parole,” and he was all in. He would be the connection that they needed to get their shit off the ground.

The plan Spits had devised suggested that everybody down would come up with the buy-in price of $500; just enough to get about a half-ounce of coke each. Nothing major by itself, but collectively, they could make a little noise in their little part of the Bronx. Once he introduced the idea, it was on and poppin’. It was on everybody involved to come up with their share and they all had a week to do so. Michael felt comfortable in himself, as he’d already had $500 saved for a rainy day. Others had plans of their own.

Now Chris was the hothead of the bunch. Chris adopted the call Ceelow from his given name Christopher Loew. Ceelow, or just Cee, was dark-skinned and stood six feet flat. He wore a tapered Caesar fade with 360-degree waves. He was always really serious about his appearance, and always had the whitest T’s all through the summer. Ceelow planned on obtaining his share of the buy-in with the proceeds from numerous strong-arm robberies. Spits had designated him to make sure no one would try and make a move on the spot or anybody on their crew. Basically, Cee would secure the block and report anything unusual. This was perfect for Cee because anytime something went down involving the rest of the crew he got right in the middle of it anyway. So it was fitting that he handled security.

With a cat like Ceelow on your crew, you needed someone with a little more rationalism; just to even things out. That’s where Pop, or Mikey, came in. Mikey got the name Pop because he would try to come off like a father figure, giving advice and looking at every situation as a possible problem that needed to be resolved. Being the only one of the crew to actually grow up with his father, plus a two-year age difference, he figured that gave him seniority. Pop’s real name was Mikey Black. Ironically, Pop was the blackest motherfucker you would ever see, and he stood six-three with a nappy afro. Pop had picked up a lot from his father while he was growing up. He always worked well with his hands, and as a kid, he was often called McGuiver. That’s how he intended on obtaining his share of the buy-in, from fixing bikes, cars, or doing work around someone’s house. That was the easiest way he knew how to get money, plus he would be enjoying himself. Now although Pop wasn’t as short-tempered as Cee, he was just as ruthless. He was designated as second to Ceelow for security measures. They would make the perfect team, and their characteristics had enough contrast to offset the other’s actions.

Peter, or Trigger as they called him, would handle the finances. He would make sure that they weren’t getting shorted on profit. Trigger’s real name was Peter Beckford, but whoever knew him called him Trigger for one of two reasons. One would be the obvious relation to some gangsta shit. The other was because Trigger was somewhat of a playboy. So the name could also be related to how easily he “pulled” the ladies. Trigger could fuck your girl, her sister and best friend the next day, and hang out with all three of them the day after that with no complications. That’s how he got his buy-in money. He convinced a few girls into sacrificing some sneaker money to contribute to his cause. He was slick with his shit like that. Spits also knew Trigger the longest, and they shared the same book smarts. They’d met in the first grade and had become inseparable ever since. They’d even discovered their love for music together, and would often write songs and make beats with one another. Trigger was five feet eight inches, brown-skinned and wore braids in his hair as well.

Together, they were the Time Bombs. The name came from the idea of being unstoppable. It was only a matter of time before they “blew up” and when they did, niggas would know they weren’t to be fucked with. They’d all planned on wearing tattoos with “TB” engraved, and had also planned on getting crew rings with “TB” in diamonds once they’d gotten to where they needed to be. It was perfect.

They met at Spits’ crib. For a few months, Spits—along with his mother and little brother—had occupied an apartment just off of Gun Hill Road and Onlinville Avenue. It wasn’t much: two bedrooms, a bathroom, a small kitchen, a dining area and a medium-sized living room. Spits and his brother, Henry Banner, shared a room and his mother had the other. The meeting was scheduled for nine in the morning because with his mother at work, and his brother at school, they could have some privacy to discuss their plans.

The first to reach Michael’s place was Trigger. Only a few minutes later, came Cee accompanied by Pop. Once together, they went to the liquor store, then to the weed spot. They would need some of these necessities if they would be deliberating for the remainder of the morning and into the afternoon.

Once back at Michael’s, they all sat around the kitchen table, poured drinks for themselves, and toasted, “Moe’s, hoes and zeros,” and officially began the meeting.

“I-ight, my niggas, let me paint this picture for ya’ll,” Spits began. “Now we all know the game. We’ve watched the older niggas do it throughout our entire lives. From Edenwald to Gun Hill, we’ve watched niggas get money. We’ve seen the real niggas get cake, and we’ve seen the other niggas get killed. We’ve grown up directly in the middle of all this shit, and now it’s our turn. I think I’ve found the perfect spot for us to start.” Everyone looked at Spits as if he was about to tell them the meaning of life when . . .he took a breath, looked around and said, “Yo, let’s roll up, and go up to the roof to blaze. You can see what I mean better from there.” They all began rolling up weed in Phillie Blunts and White Owls to go smoke on the roof.

As he would soon explain, Michael’s whole visualization devised from Bronx Park. That’s where the customers were, so that’s where they would set up shop. Just on the other side of Gun Hill Road was a back block street on one side of the Bronx River, and a seating area on the other side with a little track for racing remote-controlled cars. From these two points, plus the overpass that crossed the river, they would have the street shut down. Gun Hill was already infamous for drug trading, but no one had ever thought to bring the product directly to the customer. White Plains Road was the intersecting street where hustlers from all over the Bronx could be found selling, but Gun Hill Project cats mostly ran it. They controlled the street, no doubt about it. What Spits had planned was to control the park, where the customers would actually go to smoke. The way he saw it, when you’re a nervous ass crack-fiend, you don’t want to walk all the way to a busy street to buy drugs where you don’t know who could be watching. Nah, if the opportunity presented itself, you would buy whatever you needed right there in the park where you smoked. Made sense when you thought about it. Besides, it was only supposed to be temporary anyway. In and out, right? Whatever!

From the roof, Spits began pointing and describing the way things should be run. Trigger came up with the idea that they could make drop-offs to re-up the workers from the overpass. Cee and Pop went on to point out where the lookout points should be. They all agreed that if they controlled the traffic to the Avenue, they would have the whole shit sewn up. They all continued to pour drinks and light weed as they came up with more and more ideas for their new enterprise.



CHAPTER 2


The first week we made a little over four thousand dollars. We should’ve made more, but us being new and all, we had to establish clientele. With the two thousand we had for the buy, we were able to purchase a little over two ounces of coke. When we broke that down we were looking at about five grand gross, but we decided we should bag up a grand worth in samples. The only part that bothered me was that we were bagging up the same work as everyone else, so it basically only came down to convenience. The customers that came to us did because we were the closest to ’em. That was the original plan, but now it wasn’t enough. So before the re-up, we decided that we needed a new connection.

I got a call on my cell phone at about three o’clock in the afternoon. As the voice on the other end started, I realized that it was my girl, Ginger. She said she had some news that I might be interested in. But whenever I heard her voice, I seemed to lose focus and drift off. I didn’t even hear what she’d said at first. Ginger, or just Gin, wasn’t actually her real name, but that’s what I called her. I‘d given her that name because when I’d first seen her, she’d reminded me of a character in a movie that had come out in ’95. She stood about five-four, with an hourglass figure, caramel skin, and the prettiest eyes I’d ever seen. But you couldn’t let the pretty face and the girly attitude fool you; she was still my little gangsta bitch. She didn’t like the fact that I was putting the street life before school, but I’d reassured her that it would only be temporary.

“Are you listening to me?!” she asked in an annoyed tone of voice. She hated it when she didn’t get enough attention.

“Yeah, I’m listening, Gin,” I said, trying to make her feel appreciated.

“I have something to tell you,” she said, starting from the beginning.

Ginger lived in Cornwall, New York. And the news she had was exactly what I needed to hear. She told me that she’d heard crack heads in Newburgh, a town that neighbored hers, were just dropping dead out there from some new killer shit. I was like, “I WANT THAT SHIT!” The next day, I sent Vision to scout and ask around.

After a few days, Vision reported that the coke came from some new Puerto Ricans dealing exclusively in weight. Two crazy ass mu’fuckas named Louie and Rob. When I say these motherfuckers were crazy, please believe it. They’d grown up in Carolina, Puerto Rico, just east of San Juan, with their father, Romero Ortiz. Romero, or Mr. Ortiz, was directly connected to Colombian kingpins, and controlled the drug trade in the Northeast part of Puerto Rico.

What I liked the most about Louie and Rob was that everything was fifty/fifty, and both opinions held the same amount of respect. Louie, standing at about five feet five inches, was a pretty boy type, but it didn’t take from his integrity. If you let the mousse in his hair throw you off for a second, he could spit a razor out of his mouth and give you a buck-fifty (150 stitches) across your face. Rob stood about five feet eleven inches, and he was stocky. He was the complete opposite of Louie. You could see Rob’s gangsta from a block away. He had an intimidating persona, and he perpetuated it.

The only problem was that they didn’t want anything to do with the city. They wanted to maintain the position they’d set up for themselves in the upstate part of New York. As their father had taught them, they were trying to keep their current situation under control until they were ready to expand. Plus, they didn’t trust New York City mu’fuckas one bit.

The way I looked at it, that would be perfect for us if we could convince them to deal with us, ’cause then they wouldn’t deal with anyone else. That meant that we’d have the whole borough under pressure. I found that it didn’t take much work to influence Louie and Rob to become our associates. When we finally met, it was like we’d known each other for years. We’d clicked right away, so Louie and Rob were considered another branch of the TB family.

I sent Vision to get an eight ball (4 grams) for starters. With the proceeds from that, plus the four grand we’d already grossed, we could get a big eighth. A “big eighth” is an eighth of a kilo of coke (125 grams), and is considered the first step to being big time. So we cut up the eight ball and put it on the block. Once that shit hit our little part of the Bronx, these custees couldn’t get enough. We had the whitest shit out and everybody instantly knew it. When we went back to Louie and Rob for the big eighth, they gave us what we could pay for, plus fronted a kilo on consignment. We were ready for expansion.

The first thing we had to do was secure our relationship with those Rican cats. That way we made sure they dealt exclusively with us as far as the city sales went. Next, we got a couple of workers for the spot on Gun Hill Road while we scouted for new territory. Plus it didn’t hurt to have the extra heads for protection. The newest additions to the family were these two cats El Don and Poncho, or just Don P. Those niggas were some Jamaican cats that Trigger knew from down South. Although they looked like twins, they were two years apart as El Don was eighteen while Poncho was sixteen. Both were light-skinned and short with braids. Trigger had become familiar with them when he was younger. He had family in Atlanta, Georgia and used to spend summers there. Now Don and P. were up in the Bronx for the summer, and they couldn’t have come at a better time. We welcomed them to the family with open arms.

The next day was spent cooking, cutting, and bagging up 1.125 kilos of the purest coke in the Bronx. It wasn’t easy at all, but we were so excited at the progress we were making in such a short period of time, that it didn’t even feel like work. There was weed in the air, Hennessey in our glasses, and NAS’ debut album, Illmatic, bumped from the stereo. When track nine came on, we all went crazy singing in harmony.

“Represent! Represent!”

Once we’d done the final total, we’d bagged 3,000 dimes, and 3,225 twenty-sacks, equaling $67,500 worth of crack cocaine. When Trigger said how much we’d bagged up for the first time out loud, silence fell over the room. No one could say anything to fill in the blanks, so we just stared at one another. Finally, Cee put his glass up for a toast. “Moe’s, hoes, and zeros.”

We hit the block that night. Don P. and Ceelow manned the spot on Gun Hill Road., while Trigger, Pop and I went to the new spot. It was located on 224th Street and Bronx Boulevard. Pop thought that it would be a nice place to set up shop. That’s where we’d all grown up, but he was the only one that realized the traffic controllability from that point so he’d presented the idea to the rest of us. Each spot was in possession of two G-packs each. A G-pack was a thousand dollars’ worth of work. Re-up bundles were left in the parking lot behind my building in case either of us ran out. We kept contact through payphones and beepers.

Between eight-thirty and midnight, we’d finished both our packs. It had started out slow, but once the first few sales were made, they kept coming. It started moving like hotcakes, a five-sale here, and a twelve-sale there. We needed to re-up fast. I immediately got in a cab to Gun Hill to get the stash. I had the cab drop me off on the overpass so that I could check on the others.

“What the fuck?” From the overpass, I could see two guys with guns pointed at Ceelow, Don and P., plus one more waiting in a beat-up, charcoal-gray Honda Accord.

“Where the paper at, dog?” said one guy to Cee with a chrome .9mm pointed directly between his eyes. “Give that up, little nigga. Don’t worry, you’ll live,” said the other to Don.

My first instinct was to run down there and beat the shit out of those bitch-ass niggas, but that wouldn’t have been the smartest thing to do. So, I did the sharpest thing I could think of. I stood at the top of the stairs leading down from the overpass, pointed like I had a gun, and screamed, “You bitch-ass niggas want it with the Time Bombs?” When they saw me, they automatically anticipated me firing, and fired first in my direction. When the first shot went off, I hit the pavement. Then two more went off.

Ceelow took advantage of the situation like I had hoped he would. Realizing what I was doing, he acted on it without missing one beat. When he saw that I had all of their attention, he hit the guy closest to him with a left hook, dazing him. Don immediately spit out a razor he had hidden inside of his mouth, and split the right side of the other guy’s face open, sending blood flying through the air. By now, Poncho had gotten hold of the black .38 Special that was just pointed at his face and began striking him with it until he hit the ground. Cee did the same with the .9 mm.

All I heard were the car’s tires screeching as the driver fled, leaving his boys behind on the floor bleeding. I rushed to the bottom of the stairs, where we continued to beat on the remaining two so-called stick-up kids. Assuming enough stress was relieved, and that the culprits had taken enough of a beating, I attempted to calm everyone down. Cee, on the other hand, didn’t agree and continued violently beating the guy with the butt of the gun. When I tried to grab him, he pushed me off and pointed the gun at the back of his head as he lay face down on the floor. I looked in Ceelow’s eyes, as they opened wider and wider, and saw an expression I’d never seen before. He looked as if excitement filled his entire body, from his fully extended eyebrows all the way into his fingers, which were twitching on the tip of the trigger.

“My nigga, relax yourself and think, dog,” I said in the calmest voice I could. “This nigga ain’t worth it, son. Not here . . .not now.”

He made eye contact with me and slowly took the gun from the back of his head. I put my arm around him and attempted to walk away when, suddenly, he broke free of my grasp, running back to where they still lay on the ground and put the gun right back to his head. BOOM . . .BOOM! He shot him in the back of his head twice. He then turned the gun on his unfortunate partner in crime. BOOM! BOOM . . .BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! He put five shots in his back and dropped the gun as he walked away.

“Ya’ll ready?” Ceelow asked, trying to conceal the fact that he was still shaken up.

I couldn’t believe it. I just stared at him in amazement, unable to move. Police sirens gave me back focus as they could be heard from above us on the overpass getting closer and closer. We automatically took off running. It was almost impossible to see much down there, in the darkness of Bronx Park, so the police didn’t get a glimpse at us fleeing. When we got back to 224th Street, I told Trigger and Pop that we should pack it in for the night. They asked no questions. They just nodded in agreement, as they had seen a few police cars pass them with sirens blaring. We spent the rest of the night drinking and smoking in the lobby of the building that we’d all grown up in. We spoke nothing about it the entire night. It took me until the next morning to actually realize what had happened. We’d reached another level of the game that night. We could never go back now, and that’s just what I was afraid of.



CHAPTER 3


Two months had passed since Spits and the rest of the Time Bombs had started their drug enterprise, and it seemed as though they had seen the worst of times. They had really come a long way since that early morning on the roof. In only two months their growth and maturity could’ve taken the average sixteen-year-old the rest of his life. Soon after the robbery attempt on the crew, they’d all gotten arms of their own, and rarely were they without them. All that happened that night would never happen again if they could help it. They also stopped using the spot on Gun Hill Road because the two dead bodies put the area under close observation by the NYPD. So along with the spot on 224th Street, they had Vision rent a room on 219th and White Plains Road on the top of a candy store. The rent was cheap, and the door was reinforced with steel. They cut down the access anyone had to them so they wouldn’t find themselves in the same predicament as in the park. Besides, they had the fiends on lockdown. Wherever they moved, the customers were sure to follow.

Now with the new school year right around the corner, Spits found himself in a dilemma. He’d originally planned on putting school before the drug game, but he also couldn’t have imagined in a million years that he would profit as much he did. In two months TB moved about seven kilos collectively. That’s about four hundred and twenty grand. Personally, Spits had over twenty thousand saved, but only a portion of the family’s proceeds went to individual members. Besides a car they’d bought for business purposes, the lump of the profit got reinvested. It was imperative that they had enough product to supply the many customers they’d obtained in the past couple of months. On top of the two spots they had under control for hand-to-hands, they also started making weight sales. The best thing about buying weight from them, besides the fact that nobody had better work, was that they delivered. If you called Spits for a small eighth, you would have it within thirty minutes. That saved you the time it would take to go to the weight man. That way, you could anticipate when you’d be finished and give them a call. By the time they came, all you’d have to do was buss it down, and get right back on your grind.

Things were looking so promising for them with all of the advancements they’d made. Maybe I can just postpone for a year, or maybe two, Michael thought to himself time after time. I’m still young. I have enough time to go back. He tried over and over to justify to himself that he was doing the right thing, until finally he just said, “Fuck it.”

As Spits slid in and out of highway traffic on the Bronx River Parkway in what they all called “The Family Car”—a 1992 white Nissan Maxima—he found himself zoning. The sky was a light shade of gray, and the air had a hint of moisture as if rain were near. Spits was on his way down to 169th and Simpson Street to make a drop, and had been studying his options. He still had some regrets as far as his decisions regarding school, and it was on his mind twenty-four hours out of the day. He’d decided that he needed a vacation. Some time away from New York would be just what he needed to get his mind right.

He’d decided to visit some family in Florida. His cousin Anthony, or Tone, was attending a college in Daytona called Embry Riddle, a college specializing in aeronautics. As far as Spits was concerned, Tone somewhat had his shit together. He knew what he wanted to do, and he was going for it. Maybe Tone would be the positive role model he needed to get his priorities in the proper perspective.

“Hello?”

“Yo, what’s good, my nigga? It’s Spits.”

“Oh, what’s up, my nigga?” Tone asked, excited to hear a voice from back home. “What’s crackin’ up in New York?”

“Everything is cool out here, na’mean. How’s the school situation?”

“Things is i-ight down here, but these school loans are killing me. What ya’ll niggas been up to?”

“Oh, we killin’ ’em out here, kid. If you was up here, you wouldn’t have to stress no school loans and shit, but we’ll talk about that another time. Yo, ain’t ya birthday coming up soon?”

“Yeah, in a few days, on the 26th. Why?”

“I think I’m gonna come down there and check you, son. I need to get away from New York for a bit to get my head on right. That’s cool?”

“Hell yeah, I’ll see you then.”

“I’ll call when I touch down, my nigga. Peace.”

Once they’d hung up he couldn’t even conceal his excitement. Michael called Ginger first to let her know that he’d be out of town for a few days. He knew she’d be mad at first, but she’d have to understand his situation. If anybody could appreciate his intentions, Ginger could. She knew him better than anybody. Ginger, like Michael, had grown up in a single-parent home. Her father had fallen victim to the street life and was sent away while her mother was still pregnant with her. Her mother struggled to provide for her family just like Michael’s mom. Seeing what her father and the street had put their daughter through made Ginger’s mother pursue a career as a police officer. Once she’d become a part of the NYPD, she’d moved Ginger into a good neighborhood upstate to shield her from the street. It worked. Even though Ginger rebelled a bit, she’d still grown up with more opportunities than the average kid from the old neighborhood.

When he hung up with Ginger, he called Trigger, and told him to let the fellas know what was up. He strongly emphasized that it would be on the rest of the family to hold the fort in his absence. He told him that he was going to drop the car off at Pop’s house, if he needed it for anything, and then they hung up. When he went to Pop’s crib, they had a lengthy discussion about life, he wished Spits a safe trip, and he was off. Pop looked extremely pleased with the way things were going. As Spits left, he realized that he’d never seen Pop so happy and content with his life. Everything was moving smoothly, and Spits couldn’t wait to get down to Daytona.

The next morning was chilly out, and the clouds had turned a darker shade of gray than the day before. As Spits looked out of his bedroom window, raindrops started to tap on the sill, and he thought to himself, What a good day to leave New York. He rolled over and started getting ready. He grabbed a small bag that he’d packed, and made his way for the door. He thought to give his mother a call at work before he left, but he knew that she wouldn’t approve. He wouldn’t tell her until he’d already reached Daytona, when the damage was already done. He’d have to suffer the consequences when he got home.

Spits reached Daytona Beach International Airport at about 2 p.m. With no bags to claim, he headed straight outside to catch a cab to the hotel. Once in the cab, he couldn’t help but stare outside the window at the sights in amazement. This was Michael’s first time in Florida since he was a kid. An aunt of his had a house there, in Port Charlotte, where his mother would take him and his brother on vacation from time to time, but he didn’t remember Florida like this. With the palm trees swaying from the slight breeze, and the clear blue sky, Spits could finally take a deep breath of the fresh clean air and relax.

He’d originally planned on booking a room at a Best Inn Hotel located on Bostwick Avenue—a couple of blocks from the beach—but given the exceptional mood he was in, he had the cabdriver suggest other arrangements. So they proceeded to the Hilton Daytona Beach Resort located on South Atlantic Avenue on the beach strip. While his first attempt to check-in was unsuccessful due to his age, he figured that a little cash would be more effective than a state ID, and it most certainly was. He then checked in and anxiously went upstairs where his suite was located. Once he found the door, he stuck the keycard in the slot until the green light lit up. He opened the door, and stood there in the doorway with his jaw dropped. He couldn’t believe his eyes. It seemed as if he were in a dream.

The entrance was met on the left with a full-sized bar stocked with all kinds of brandy, cognac, vodka, whiskey, scotch and anything else you could think of. To left of the bar was the living area, and it was complete with two plush leather sofas, big wall-sized mirrors, a fireplace, and a television set inside a rotating pillar so that it could be directed toward the sleeping area. On the right side of the living area were two doors that opened outward to the terrace. Next to that was the sleeping area that was laced with a nice big king-size bed, nightstands and dimming lamps. Then, there was the bathroom. The bathroom split into two separate toilet areas closed off by mirrored doors, with a huge vanity mirror in the middle, and double sinks. Behind one side was a toilet with a stand-up shower, and behind the other, a toilet and a Jacuzzi. Jet-black carpet flowed through the entire space with the Hilton logo placed in key areas of the floor. From the terrace you could see the entire beach strip and all of the other smaller hotels that sat to the right and left. Just looking at the sky from this point could calm a wild animal. As the sun set into that powder blue sky, it started turning orange and then red. Captivated in its beauty, Spits couldn’t help but to just stand there, staring for a while until the sun was gone. He then got into the Jacuzzi to relax for a while and think. When he was done, he got into the huge bed and dozed off watching Thundercats, his favorite childhood cartoon, on the Cartoon Network.
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