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Messages


lets get jack n da box


Already had Jamba juice.


jamba juice! i bet when you were born da doctor said “its kind of a boy!”


u probally drive a Kia minivan wit adam lambert floor mats


you enjoy capshuring butterflys and keeping dem in a hot pink jar with snail and hard designz


u cry wen u watch football


u want 2 adopt a unicorn





    [image: circle]









Thank you for downloading this Gallery Books eBook.





Join our mailing list and get updates on new releases, deals, bonus content and other great books from Gallery Books and Simon & Schuster.







CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP








or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com








[image: Image]





For Rocky









Part 1


why was every1 given me dirty looks and wisparing behind my bacc? haters


Our grandparents renew vows after 50 years of marriage and you come to the ceremony in soccer shorts and flip-flops?


what.. it warm outside it aint even a real wedding


You ate a McDonald’s fish filet in the front row of the ceremony.


So what. Mcdonald got the best fish sanwich
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Induction


“I’m thirteen percent black, man!”


My cousin Bennett was always saying and texting stupid stuff, so this proclamation came as no surprise to me.


But for his part, Mr. Cole stood with his shiny head cocked to the side, his mouth a quarter open, wheezing against the moist August air. He was shrouded in a bathrobe with HOLIDAY INN embroidered above the right breast pocket. His Jheri-curled hair was glistening in the sunbeams. And he was armed with a bowling pin, and it was clear that someone was about to get their skull busted open by it.


His Yorkshire terrier, Franklins, aloof to the situation, was sitting on his butt, left leg propped up, licking his balls. Normally I wouldn’t take the lowbrow route and point out when a dog is licking his balls, but I was so terrified by the idea of being concussed by Mr. Cole’s bowling pin that I could either look at my cousin Bennett, in his sagging purple nylon pants, or I could admire Franklins’s profound focus on cleansing his eggplant-colored ball sack.


And I knew if I looked at Bennett I would end up killing him myself. I had no idea why Mr. Cole was mad. All I knew was that my cousin was most likely guilty of something terrible.


I had just gotten home from the studio and was getting ready to water my jalapeño and tomato garden when I noticed Bennett and my neighbor Milton Cole, arguing across the low backyard fence. Both were talking over each other and cursing a lot. I had swiftly walked up to see what was wrong.


On a physical combat level, Bennett was in way over his head. We both were. But I had no idea why they were arguing. I just knew that out of all the people in my new subdivision one could get into an altercation with, Mr. Cole, my fifty-one-year-old, stocky—ex–Black Panther—neighbor was the worst choice. The man had been imprisoned for twelve years on a federal kidnapping charge, stemming from road rage after a sixteen-year-old kid cut him off in rush-hour traffic. He was so angered by the kid’s “lack of respect for elders,” that he dragged the boy out of his car, threw him in the back of his Lincoln Town Car, drove to the kid’s parents’ house, and threatened to kill the father if he didn’t teach his son how to drive better. He’s a fucking lunatic. Plus he named his very effeminate dog Franklins—after plural $100 bills.


“I paid a family tree company to locate my roots—and my grandpa’s mom is from Africa!” Bennett declared.


Really, Bennett? A family tree company? I thought. Bennett had a very bad lying problem. It didn’t help that he was a bad liar, as well.


Turning to me with confusion emblazoned across his face, Mr. Cole studied me from top to bottom. Then he looked back at Bennett and did the same to him. I wasn’t exactly sure why he was studying us so closely, but I’m guessing he was searching for any possible remnants of melanin on either one of our bodies. Bennett and I are as Caucasian as it gets, our epidermises are pasty with a light-pink hue. I have been told by professional physicians to spend fifteen minutes a day in the sun, so I can avoid suffering a vitamin D deficiency. The problem is, fifteen minutes in the sun will give me a sunburn. It’s that bad.


Point being, we have zero African in our bloodlines.


Mr. Cole appeared homicidal. “Y-Y-You just a sissy-ass white mothafucka! I’d s-s-s-s-s-s-s-snap yo mothafuckin’ neck if I wouldn’t end up in . . . L-L-Lan-Lansing again,” he peppered out.


Mr. Cole lifted the bowling pin above his head and was seconds away from delivering a shattering blow to Bennett’s cranium. Bennett leaned back and weakly raised his arms to protect himself. I was in a heated trance, unsure of whether I should jump between them, hop the fence and tackle Mr. Cole, or just stand there watching, avoiding damage altogether. The thing I was quite certain of, however, was that when someone stutters through his death threat, it’s kind of hilarious.


Don’t laugh, I reminded myself.


He cocked back his arm, making us now mere milliseconds away from Bennett’s demise. Fortunately for us, right then Mr. Cole seemed to sense the fear in both of us and perhaps got a little too cocky. In a moment of spontaneity, he decided to say something vengeful and horrifying to preface the blow—something those super badass motherfuckers do in shitty, low-budget action movies before they blow up a building and walk away all slowly, unaffected by it.


Unfortunately for him, his brain was so overwhelmed by anger and frustration, that when it was time to hit us with his deadly catchphrase—he malfunctioned worse than before. Ramping up his emotional radiator to such egregious levels, the stutter shut his entire body down.


He began rapidly making weird noises, and instead of proclaiming something undeniably macho, he just stood there gurgling horrifically.


“F-f-f-f-f-f-f-f-f-faaaahhhhh . . . !” He burped. I stared back down at Franklins’s balls, clenching my teeth, holding my laughter in for dear life. Mr. Cole’s lower jaw zigzagged away from his upper jaw. His eyes rolled into the back of his head. “Flaaahhhhhhh.”


Every second was an eternity in which I might fall to the ground, laughing my ass off. He was just convulsing, making guttural noises, his entire body in stutter-induced paralysis, unable to be moved by his brain.


Bennett and I took the opportunity to step back out of harm’s way, relying on the waist-high chain-link fence for protection in case he regained control of his body and lunged.


The stutter only got worse. The vague letter F sounds gave way to a strange whistle. Horrendous, cacophonic squeaks and hums filled our yards. His eyes crossed; he was foaming at the mouth; his jaw stuck open. I could see an amalgam cavity filling in the back of his mouth.


“Vvvvvvhhhhhhhhhnnnnnn,” he . . . uh . . . said? Moaned? I don’t know how to describe it.


Don’t laugh. Don’t laugh. Don’t laugh. I tried to think of atrocious things to erase any frivolity. I started thinking of Hitler. I started thinking of Mao. I started thinking of Hitler and Mao, in bikinis, on the beach, frolicking and skipping, while holding hands.


Wait, shit, that’s going to make me laugh.


Okay, back to Franklins’s balls. Nothing funny about Franklins’s balls.


Meanwhile, Bennett had little regard for the fact that we were minutes away from being bludgeoned to death by a bowling pin. Nonchalantly, with a smirk on his face, he looked at Mr. Cole and, with genuine curiosity, little respect, and zero fear, asked, “What the fuck is wrong with you, homie? You choking on something?”


Flabbergasted by Bennett’s irreverence, a calm, killer instinct came over my neighbor. He stopped making noises. His eyes opened to the size of oysters, and he stared directly at both of us. One eye on Bennett, one eye on me.


“Fuck. You.” He finally got out in two clean, decisive stabs.


Which was oddly satisfying for me, maybe satisfying for Bennett, and definitely satisfying for Mr. Cole.


“Fuck you, you racist kid.” But his tone had changed. His voice cracked and became a little more nasally. There was disappointment and confusion in his larynx. His swagger was less predatory, and it seemed like his feelings were genuinely hurt by something.


What had Bennett done?


“Okay, hang on a second,” I interjected, “Mr. Cole, wha—”


But before I could ask him what the problem was, he turned around and stomped back toward his house, Franklins in tow. I stood there silently, giving him time to walk back into his house, before turning to Bennett.


“What the fuck was that about?” I asked Bennett, half-whispering. “Seriously! Dude? What the fuck did you do?!”


“I don’t know! Fuck! That dude is a dick, mane!” Bennett pleaded.


Now, my cousin had a way of saying things that most people are uninitiated to. He spoke with a pure, midwestern ghetto twang. Words like man came out “mane.” Words like dude became “doo.” And words like reciprocity weren’t pronounced at all. People like Bennett don’t know what reciprocity means.


“How he gonna get mad at people jus’ like him?” he said.


I turned around and walked to my back patio, reservation and anger battling inside me. I was sealing my mouth and holding in any hostile accusations until I knew the whole story. I had been borderline verbally abusive to Bennett and his family for the past few weeks and wanted to exhibit patience and tolerance.


But, Jesus, my house was a fucking mess, I thought as I walked inside.


Excessive partying, psychotic damsels on designer drugs, and my white-trash family tree branch had performed a coup d’état on my once very clean and organized home. In order for me to even sit down in my favorite chair at my kitchen table, I had to scoop a basketball, a magazine covered with crumbs of marijuana and cigar guts, and an empty bottle of Actavis promethazine cough syrup with codeine (an oddly popular drink among the gangsta community).


I plugged my phone into the wall closest to the table to let it charge.


“Uh, why did Mr. Cole just try to kill us, Bennett?” I asked my cousin, only to realize he hadn’t followed me into the kitchen. I could hear him rapping to himself in a distant room.


After a few minutes of quietly decompressing, my phone turned on. I had missed several texts but quickly skipped all of them as they popped up, to locate my conversation with Bennett from earlier.




DISCLAIMER: What you’re about to read is 100 percent real. Yes, my cousin Bennett really texts/types/writes like this. I imagine you know this already, because you’re reading a fucking book about the way Bennett texts, for Chrissakes. But on the off chance you’re an overprotective mother rummaging through her son’s bookshelf, trying to discover if he’s on drugs or not (he is), or a prisoner doing a bid in some ruthlessly cold, concrete state prison, trying to pass the time by reading, hoping you’ll get out early (you won’t): brace yourself. . . .





BENNETT: hav u ever hear dat song dat go wut is luv baby dont hurt me no mo? u no dat sonf?


ME: Yes. It’s called “What Is Love?” I think.


BENNETT: Kk


ME: Did you just say “Kk?” That’s the girliest text message you’ve ever sent me.


BENNETT: nigga i speak da female language. i blend in like a ninja a kk text is a ninja star a :) is my sorde.


BENNETT: i got a black belt in bitches.


ME: Clearly.


BENNETT: it wrks nigga . bitchez luv me they bow 2 da kk.


ME: Haha. They bow to the Kk?


BENNETT: lol yup i speak 100 persent fluant bitch langauge my txt game is on sum pure playa shit. i say kk and they bow 2 me .


ME: Wow. You sound like Genghis Khan if he was a preteen text messaging his servants. “Bow to the Kk!”


BENNETT: ?


BENNETT: wat


ME: Nevermind.


BENNETT: im tellin u.. be a rushin spy wit bitches.sspeak jus like em


BENNETT: ya c? dats y bitches B gittin wit other bitches.cuz bitches kno wat bitches want.they all soft and sweet 2 eacJother.


BENNETT: so i let dem know hey im bennett.i know wat bitches want 2.


BENNETT: so i say shit like Hey sweety and Dats fabulus And Kk and O honney ur hair looks gr8 . an they think im sinstive


BENNETT: but den i go in fo da kill


ME: Okay, okay, I get it. Speak their language.


BENNETT: C..if u Wuz in mexico an u met a bitch who spoke mexacin and a bitch who spoke amercian which bitch wud u prafer 2 git wit ?


ME: Well, I’d rather get with the girl who spoke English.


BENNETT: england niggaz sound funny i recamend u dont sound wierd wen u talk to chix dem niggaz talk like da crocodiale hunter


ME: LOL. Bennett, in America, we speak English. And the Crocodile Hunter was Australian.


BENNETT: dis aint a scan tron test nigga shudup and rispect my pimpen


BENNETT: Bow 2 da Kk ha ha


For the past few days, my much younger cousin had been giving me dating advice. Yeah . . . more on that later.


BENNETT: R u comein home soon their iz a guy here sayen he need 2 hk up a kord or sum shit.want me 2 tell him 2 fuk off? My mom talken 2 him rite now


ME: Oh shit! I forgot. The WiFi is getting hooked up today. Fuck.


ME: No, I won’t be done in the studio for a while. Let him in.


BENNETT: k


BENNETT: man my mom is nodden out off oxy wat shud i say 2 him..


BENNETT: hello


ME: Sorry, was mixing something. Tell him to do whatever he needs.


BENNETT: ok


BENNETT: dis guys hole ass crack is sticken out his britchez.he coo doe.we talken bout guns . his name is dan


BENNETT: hello . he need to use ur computater


BENNETT: hey he need 2 use ur Laptop is dat ok. . . .  to test da kinection


ME: Password is BEERSNOB


BENNETT: k


And I guess that’s where my phone must have died. I was pretty busy in the studio and didn’t have a charger there, so I didn’t really think much about it at the time. However, it looked like Bennett proceeded to text me about the Wi-Fi several times while I was MIA.


BENNETT: wat do u want him 2 call da net work


BENNETT: u their..


BENNETT: he asken wat we want 2 Call da wi fi. name it somethn eazy 2 remmber


BENNETT: wat shud we call it he gatta go


BENNETT: hey


BENNETT: Ay fukr i jus call U no anser


BENNETT: ??????????????


BENNETT: he say we can name it watever u want


BENNETT: yo im gna jus name da wifi thing he say i can pick da name


BENNETT: ?


That was it. Bennett walked into the kitchen as I was finishing the texts, still dumbfounded. I glared at him as he filled a massive bowl of cereal for himself.


He chewed a minute, swallowed, took a thoughtful pause, took another scoop of cereal, chewed and swallowed again, then proceeded with, “To answer your question. I dunno why he wanna kill us. I ain’t racist, my nigga. I’m more in tune with my black incesters than my white ones.”


I knew he meant to say ancestors, but whatever. Bennett butchering the English language wasn’t new, surprising, or important at this point.


However, the term incesters struck me as weirdly appropriate when I thought about Bennett’s part of the family. Nevertheless, I had learned to pick my battles, language and otherwise, with him. Even though I’ve done extensive research on both sides of my family lineage, I had sworn to never engage Bennett in a discussion where we debate about whether we have African in our bloodline. Never again, that is.


“Okay, well, something happened. Did you leave the house today?”


“No.”


“Did you listen to any loud rap music, with the n word, that he could have misinterpreted as being racist?”


“No.”


“Did you, your mom, or Leshaun, do anything today that Mr. Cole could have perceived as racist, uhhh . . . offensive, or disrespectful?”


“Nah.”


“What did you do today? Tell me your entire day,” I said as he took a seat at the table.


“Okay. It go like this. I woke up and eated some cereal. I smoked a Newport out front. Then I watched TV in the basement. I watched some show named MacGyver about a white nigga who can make a bomb out of a watermelon and a vibrator battery. Then I jacked off to Rachael Ray’s 30 Minute Meals show. I ate cereal again. I rolled a blunt. I smoked it in the garage, since I’m not allowed to smoke weed out front no more. Then I smoked a Newport out front ’cause you never told me I couldn’t smoke cigs out front no more. I rode my bike to the store to get more cigs. I rode back. Uh . . . I did some push-ups. The internet guy came to hook up your cordless internet. I smoked a Newport, then went downstairs and turned the TV off, then I came upstairs because SpongeBob is on the DVR up here. And right when I turn on SpongeBob I hear Mr. Cole yelling outside.”


“And that’s when you went outside?”


“Well, at first I ain’t think he was yelling at me. But the more I looked at him, the more I noticed he was talkin’ shit. So I ran outside to see what was up. We argued for a couple minutes, then you showed up.”


I had nothing. I’ve learned to tell when Bennett is lying. Bennett is usually lying. But he was unwavering and stern, so I decided to chalk it up to Mr. Cole’s being a loon. There are numerous elements of Mr. Cole’s dossier that would point to him being a batshit crazy loon, like, for example, kidnapping a sixteen-year-old for driving like a sixteen-year-old.


“God, what a crazy fucker,” I said to Bennett and patted him on the shoulder. He guffawed and took another bite of cereal. I sat down next to him at the table, and opened my laptop. I was just going to have Bennett listen to the new song I created in the studio today.


I right clicked on the Wi-Fi icon and the menu of neighborhood networks dropped down. I slowly scanned the list top to bottom. At first it didn’t register. Maybe it was denial, maybe I just didn’t notice it. But after adjusting my retinas and mouthing the words silently to myself, I caught it. I found it. My heart stopped. My life flashed before my eyes. My jaw was on the floor.


“Oh my fucking God, Bennett! What did you do?!”


Bennett was so startled that he slammed his hand into his bowl of cereal, flipping it over, drenching himself and the table with milk and soggy Frosted Flakes.


“What? What? What?” he barked as he squinted his untreated, astigmatic eyes at the screen. “What this stuff mean?”


“Look, dude.” I pointed to the Wi-Fi menu. “This is why Milton thinks we’re racists!”


“What? I don’t get it!” he pled. Bennett was clueless.
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I swear we both read it a good twenty times to make sure what we were seeing was real. I pushed my fist in front of my cousin and counted off his mistake on my fingers. “One K . . . two K’s . . . and a third, racist, K.”


“What do you mean ‘racist K’? It was ’posed to be funny!” Bennett bellyached, perhaps close to tears.


He leaned back in his chair, covered in cereal and milk, with the eyes of a crushed little boy. He wanted to be black more than anything else in the world, and he had just committed a mistake that a highly skilled, white-haired, samurai warrior would commit seppuku over. Well, if the code of ethics that this particular samurai warrior lived by involved never saying anything racist, accident or not.


Also, accident or not, this was the third neighbor in three months who Bennett had infuriated to levels of disrepair. After all that had happened lately, I was a little shocked to realize that it had only been that long since Bennett and his family had been living with me and my life was changed forever.


At which point the thought occupying my mind was, Just give him the money before something bad happens . . .


But hang on. I can’t start the story here, let’s back up a bit to the beginning and the email that started it all.
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Me and You, My Cousin, and His Mama Too


On Sep 7, at 2:53 AM, Lillian O. wrote:


Hi Macky..Auntie Lillian here.. How are u honey? I miss u so much and hope u are doing good whats going on with u Pookie ? Lily


On Sep 7, at 6:26 AM, David Sheldon <asklethal@gmail.com> wrote:


Wow! Hey, Aunt Lily—


It’s so great to hear from you! Things are going wonderfully over here. My music is going better than ever. Touring is absolutely wonderful. Just bought a new house a few months ago! Getting settled in!


Also, I met a girl named Harper a while ago. She’s really great, and I know it’s probably moving too fast, but she’s definitely the ONE. She graduated from the University of Vermont and comes from a pretty rich family back in Vermont—they’re very educated and wealthy! But luckily, she’s amazing and will be a wonderful mother to your nieces and nephews! Well, let’s hope, haha.


I was shocked when I saw your email address in my inbox. How is everything? How’s Bennett?


Mac


On Sep 7, at 4:02 PM, Lillian O. wrote:


Hi Macky.. Well not much here.. well the recession has hit Tim and me pretty hard and we are losing the house to foreclose.. We stopped paying those assholes and plan on sueing them. We tried to ask them for a break many times being that we were so good with pay ment for the yeers leading up but they just said no and our morgage was sold to a other bank..wellt he good news is i should be getting my settlement from the construnction company soon and will be able to rent an apartment.. Bennett is doing pretty good. Still popular with the girls, which is trouble..but he is looking cute as the dickens. Well good talking to you.. I hope your doing good !! So happy ur in love Pookie! Aunt Lily


p.s. WE LOVE U POOKIE : ) : )


On Sep 7, at 9:35 PM, David Sheldon <asklethal@gmail.com> wrote:


Aunt Lily,


I don’t understand. You guys are losing the house??? That’s horrible. Is there any way I can help? I know you’ve been struggling with health issues, so I would feel absolutely horrible to know you were losing the house if it could be prevented.


Sorry for the brevity, I’m just very concerned. You already know I love and miss you.


Mac


p.s. Do you have a current # for Bennett?


On Sep 8, at 11:56 AM, Lillian O. wrote:


Well we are going to try to live at a motel here in KCK.. it isnt the best option but Tim has a friend who owns the American motel in KCK and well it will be a fresh start for us.


Well i dont think there is much you can do Pookie but we love you : ).


Bennetts # is 913-588-****
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A Beer-Stained Letter


Who’s the greatest basketball player of all time?


Who’s the most ferocious boxer of all time?


Think of a number between one and ten. Got it? Good.


Michael Jordan, Mike Tyson, and the number seven are all prime examples of a single entity being such a powerful, behemoth force in their respective industries that they erase whoever came before them from memory and are used as a constant measuring tool to compare and contrast whoever comes after them.


Now. Think of a few famous rappers. Got ’em? Who’d you come up with? 50 Cent? Jay-Z? Kanye West? 2Pac? Biggie? LL Cool J? Lil Wayne?


Good job. But what about white rappers? How many can you name? And no, Vanilla Ice doesn’t count. He was a major record label experiment gone awry. I mean famous, certifiably talented, white rappers. Who’d you conjure up? Got him?


Eminem.


Eminem is an undeniable talent. He deserves every dollar and fan he has accrued over the last decade. However, the motherfucker kinda sorta casted a titanic eclipse over the hip-hop genre and typecasted every other melanin-deficient rapper as nothing more than an Eminem wannabe.


Well, at least on a mainstream level.


If I were to tell you that there are several hardworking, but not super famous, white rappers who began their careers before Eminem even existed in the public eye, and who currently make a decent-to-great living off modern rap music, would you believe me? And I don’t mean white poseurs, drinking Moscato, throwing wads of cash around in their videos, acting like “stereotypical black rappers.” I mean rappers who rap about day-to-day things people of all races go through. Authentic rappers, with skills and rhythm and a voice worth listening to. I’m one of those rappers.


I’ve gone by Mac my entire life, but my legal name is David McCleary Sheldon. I’m a thirtywhatever, full-blooded American male with grandparents from Kilkenny and Cork. I inherited the classic Irish temper; a pasty, outer layer of skin; and ginger facial hair that blends with the chalky black hair my Black Irish relatives always had.




A NOTE ON THOSE BLUE-EYED, DRACULA-LOOKIN’ MOTHERFUCKERS


As I’ve explained to Bennett on at least ten different occasions, “Black Irish” is a term used to describe descendants of immigrants from the prehistoric Iberia and Basque regions who hybridized with Irish natives in 7000 BC. It’s not referring to African American people with Irish names, e.g., my sixth-grade teacher Mrs. McCormick, and Eddie Murphy.





I was born in Kansas City, Missouri, during the Leo moon to Warren and Ruth Sheldon. My dad is a hardworking, blue-collar Ohio boy who has a problem being nice to waitresses and terrible road rage. My mom was an artsy, thoughtful, Saint Louis belle, who was always very nice to waitresses and drove too slow. My parents divorced when I was five years old, so I never really saw them married, but they lived only a few blocks away from each other, so I had a solid relationship with both of them while growing up. My mom died in 2004, but I still have my dad; my two sisters, Rose and Evelyn; and their great husbands, Greg and Henry.


I’ve loved Brazilian jujitsu, movies, and rap music for my entire life. I spent a majority of my formative years having vivid daydreams, staring into the distance, thinking about girls, and being completely disconnected from what was going on in the classroom. I was a space cadet, fully apathetic to the idea of success or work. School was so boring. I just wanted to sleep.


What might surprise people: my Kansas City high school was a third Caucasian, a third Latino, and a third African American. There were also a few Asian and Indian kids, a band of Russians, and one Lakota kid, who came to school on hallucinogenic mushrooms at least twice a week and whose legal name was Adam Little Elk Running Over the Enemy. (What up, Adam? Call me when you see this!) There were a lot of drugs, fights, and troubled kids at my school. There was also a nursery for the girls who had babies.


I wasn’t necessarily a bad kid, especially compared to some. But I did have disciplinary issues. I skipped school a lot, got caught smoking pot in the parking lot a few times, and even got busted for having vodka mixed into a plastic bottle of Tropicana orange juice. I just wasn’t stimulated by the stuff my teachers were teaching.


I tried to get my parents to let me attend an art school of some sort, where I could develop right-brain abilities like sketching, oil painting, and creative writing—but they declined. They didn’t have the money to send me somewhere like that. So, instead, I just sat in decay, year after year, letting public schoolteachers cover my third eye with black spray paint.


One random, agonizingly boring day during sophomore year, having slept through my morning classes, I was quite refreshed after lunch and was sitting in study hall with nothing to do. Not unusual. That day, though, I borrowed a piece of paper from Letasha Tilman and wrote MC Reptile at the top of it (my first rapper alias).


I still remember the verse by heart:


My name is MC Reptile.


I weave words together like textiles.


I grab the microphone and smack the sheriff off his saddle.


I battle like a rattlesnake and make you all skidaddle.


Rappers fuck with me they get beaten like eggs.


You try to kick rhymes and I’m eatin’ your legs.


I stay so fresh, cook rappers like gizzards.


Bitch I’m the wizard, the Reptile lizard.


It may not look like much, but the mere act of writing those eight lines permanently seared the cobwebs from my imagination and inspired me to never sleep during class again. Instead, I began nurturing my passion for rapping.


I’d heard the cliché: “You must spend ten thousand hours intensely practicing something to master it.” So for the next six years, I did just that. I filled countless notebooks with rap lyrics, constantly challenging myself to parent my own, unique writing style. I read dictionaries and thesauri to expand my vocabulary, memorizing all sorts of exotic words and their definitions.


Borborygmus: the rumbling sound of gas passing through the intestine


Fuscoferuginous: having a dark, rusty color


Quomodocunquize: to make money by any means possible


I read every book I could find by William S. Burroughs, Jack Kerouac, Vladimir Nabokov, Ernest Hemingway, Mikhail Bulgakov, Kurt Vonnegut, and Cormac McCarthy to try and learn how to write with deliberate fluidity. I devoured every rap album I could find, picking apart each rapper’s deficiencies, adopting my interpretation of their strengths. I would freestyle rap for hours in my bedroom into a handheld tape recorder, while doing jumping jacks and push-ups. This helped me simultaneously improvise new rap ideas and develop lungpower, projection, verbal articulation, enunciation, and breath control.


I was methodical. I drilled constantly, pushing myself to improve. I never set out to be famous, or even make a living off music. I just wanted to impress kids in the high school cafeteria with my freestyle raps, while I made fun of Margot Glasscock’s last name, or rapped about sleeping with Miss Steele, the school’s foxy, thirty-two-year-old algebra teacher.


After honing my rapping skills, I set up a makeshift studio in my mom’s basement and recorded my first album, Mixed Drinks. The writing was funny, weird, and quirky. I made songs about not being able to find my car keys, and getting broken up with by a girl I didn’t like in the first place but wanting to win her back just to have bragging rights on who broke up with whom. While it was lo-fi and sounded like crap, the people I passed it out to seemed to enjoy it for what it was. So I dropped out of high school and decided to pursue being a rapper full-time. Backup plans are for pussies.


Touring seemed like the best way to expand my career, so I spent years networking with other independent artists, driving ten to fifteen hours every day, just to play free shows for crowds of fewer than fifty people. I passed out free tapes (and eventually CDs) that I assembled myself at Kinko’s and slept on the beer-stained apartment floors of random weirdos my crew and I would meet at shows, to avoid paying for a hotel room. I could fill an entire book with tour stories from my early years, most of them unfortunate.


Touring and building a fan base from scratch is immensely hard, and most people don’t even achieve moderate success doing it. Most people quit the first time they fall flat on their face. Believe me, you have to be partially nuts to endure the things that traveling, working entertainers endure.


Only 1 percent become megastars. The other 99 percent of us are on a daily grind, dreaming we can one day pay off our bills from music.


Luckily, my dreams started to come true. After giving a passionate decade of my life to being a rapper—I started to turn a profit. My tiny, scattered, local following had enveloped into a dedicated worldwide fan base. I could play just about any part of the world, and pull at least one hundred people—one thousand in some places.


I sold T-shirts, CDs, trucker hats, sweatshirts, dog bowls, backpacks, fanny packs, socks, girl panties, pint glasses, shot glasses, et cetera—all with my logo printed on them. I was a working, self-funded, independent rap artist, selling out shows, paying the bills, and living a dream that is oft never achieved by a majority of musicians, let alone rappers.


For once in my life, music was no longer a struggle. It was a highly lucrative roller-coaster ride that afforded me the ability to travel anywhere and purchase anything I wanted, which was new to me, and slightly unsettling. I knew there was no way this could last forever, so I decided to invest my money wisely while my chips were up. I found an amazing, albeit slightly gaudy, house in the Brookside area of Kansas City, Missouri, put down a giant down payment (since touring tends to lead to bad credit), and moved in.


I had my own home (I bought a house!), and it felt great.


ME: Hey fucker, guess who?


BENNETT: ?


ME: Guess who this is, you little-dicked twerp.


BENNETT: hoe i told u to stop texten me my girl gonna c dat shit


BENNETT: bcide u wuz luven my big dicc in da parkin lot da otha nite lol slut


ME: Lol, you think this is a girl.


BENNETT: dis is ashly duh


BENNETT: look.. u ever seen a tigger or a lion git married?


BENNETT: u ever seen a eagel wit a diamend ring on it”s finger?


BENNETT: no u havent dats bcuz men R not saposed 2 be wit 1 women. men R wild animels . . . . . . i fucc alot of hoez cuz men r saposed 2 spred there seed da bibel says we gatta evolve and fucc


ME: This isn’t a girl!!!!


BENNETT: wat


BENNETT: now u gunna try 2 say u were a guy da hole time?bitch i seen ur vaginna u a girl or u got a realy gud sex change


ME: LOL, STOP. This isn’t fucking Ashley. Who’s Ashley?


BENNETT: quit playn on my phone bitch who dis !!!


ME: It’s Mac.


ME: Helllooooo???


BENNETT: mac my cuz??..


ME: Yes sir.


BENNETT: o shit lolz


BENNETT: wud up G


ME: Care to explain what’s happening with your mom losing her house?


BENNETT: man.. it sux


BENNETT: basicly da punk ass govermant niggaz is kiccin us out da crib cuz day so broke dat even my mom bustid ass house is wort takin


ME: Is she not doing well? Why can’t she pay the bills?


BENNETT: nigga my mom on Oxycotton 247365 times a day.


ME: Do you mean 24/7/365?


BENNETT: ya but im gittin sum pussy right now so i aint have time to type dat side ways / thing


ME: Liar. You said “times a day” which negates a / even working.


BENNETT: look pussy u alweys talk shit to me when we txt.. u probaly jellice from all da COCC i sell and da $$$ i get


ME: You make money selling cock?


BENNETT: na COCC . . . fuccin.. cocainn




A NOTE FOR THOSE LOOKING TO LEARN HOW TO SPEAK FLUENT CRIP


Members of the Crips do not ever put the letters C and K next to each other and just use two C’s instead. CK stands for Crip Killer, so this is a very serious typographical issue.





ME: I’m fucking with you. WHY is your mom on OxyContin?


BENNETT: cuz she also sleep all day an stop payen da bills..


ME: Her back is fucked up still, right? But OxyContin? Does she need OxyContin?


BENNETT: ya she in pain alot. butt cmon playa n e 1 who take oxycotton does it for fun not bcuz they need it..nigga u ever try dat shit?it make u feel like ur 2pac in dat hot tub holden stax of cash pouren chammpane on a striperz head


ME: I see. Uh. Also, who’s Tim?


BENNETT: dats my mom BF


ME: Yeah? You live with him? Why can’t he help with the bills?


BENNETT: he wierd. he duz acid and smoke hella weed wit me but he a bum ass nigga 2.haha. he broke as fuk.


BENNETT: butt he smart like U doe. . . . .


BENNETT: he read sum wild ass books like U. sum crazy shit wit Da Illuminadi. he a wild ass nigga.


BENNETT: he show me a video on UTube of 911 an how da govermant planted dinamite in da billdings and blew dem up


ME: Do you believe that stuff, Bennett?


BENNETT: hell yea who doeznt.?da white house has a grave unda it wit gosts and shit


BENNETT: i dont beleive anything on Da news


ME: Right on, buddy. I’m going to call your mom. What’s her number?


BENNETT: K hang on


BENNETT: 913-648-****


Now that I knew more of the scoop, I called Aunt Lillian and extended an invitation for them all to come stay with me for a few weeks. She was so intoxicated on painkillers that I couldn’t understand a word she said, other than, “Thank you so much!”


This was spur of the moment, but I knew it was the right thing to do. Family is family. You’re supposed to help family. Right? And all I wanted to do right then was help my aunt. Especially after hearing the pain and confusion in her voice over the phone.


Especially after what she did for me in 2002.


HARPER: You keep bringing up “the ’02 thing.”


HARPER: What happened in 2002 to make you feel obligated to do this?


ME: Well


ME: I needed a van in 2002 to go on my first tour.


ME: My mom wouldn’t rent me one because i wasn’t even 21 yet . . . which made sense. If I woulda wrecked it she woulda been fucked.


ME: But at the time I thought she was being difficult so I put up a bit of a fuss over it.


ME: Lucky for me in the middle of arguing with her over it Aunt Lillian called.


ME: My mom told her what was going on and Lillian offered us her conversion van that was sitting in her driveway.


ME: She wasn’t using it. She had a string of surgeries and was out of work for a while.


HARPER: What kind of surgery?


ME: Not 100% sure. My aunt has some serious medical issues. Back problems, nerve damage etc. She takes lots of pills.


ME: Anyway . . .


ME: Yada yada yada she insisted and we took it.


ME: For 5-6 weeks it worked great.


ME: Until it completely died in Gainesville, FL on the highway.


ME: Just crapped out on us. We had to take a Greyhound cross-country back home. Luckily, the tour was two shows from being over when it happened.


ME: I was going to fly back to Florida to get it but the repairs were so expensive. The engine was shot. It was gonna cost like $2,000 to fix. But Aunt Lily said not to bother.


ME: She said she had another old car she could drive if she needed to.


ME: And was genuinely happy that she contributed to my tour. Didn’t sweat me to pay her back at all.


HARPER: I get it. I guess. I mean that’s very nice of her.


ME: Right.


HARPER: So who all would be moving in with us then?


ME: Aunt Lillian, her boyfriend Tim, and my cousin Bennett.


HARPER: Ok.


ME: They’re good folks.


HARPER: Just to clarify: from what you’ve told me in the past, Aunt Lillian has a terrible OxyContin addiction, can barely pay her bills, and sleeps all day. Her boyfriend Tim is apparently a conspiracy theory nut who believes Barack Obama drinks human blood and “shapeshifts” into a reptile that lives underground. And Bennett is a 17 year old gangbanger who says he’s partially black, when he’s not. Amiright?


ME: Yes. You’re right. Totally.


HARPER: K. So I think I get why you want to do this. But a gangbanger? That’s scary.


ME: Yeah. Hmm. Bennett is a troubled kid. I’m just being honest. But he’s got a good heart.


HARPER: Like . . .


HARPER: That’s neat and all. But there’s also a lot of people with good hearts in prison.


HARPER: I watch a show about it on A&E. They give kittens to prisoners to make them good people. They’re still rapists and murderers though.


ME: I doubt Bennett will ever end up in prison.


HARPER: Hasn’t he been to juvie like five times already?


ME: Twice.


HARPER: For what?


ME: He got into an argument with someone and kicked their car or something.


HARPER: He went to jail for kicking a car? That doesn’t seem like it makes sense.


HARPER: It doesn’t matter. I just don’t feel comfortable with this, that’s all.


HARPER: I’ve never really been around people like them. I do NOT say that disparagingly.


ME: I know you don’t, honey. But I promise, Aunt Lillian is one of the nicest relatives I have.


HARPER: I see.


HARPER: Why can’t she pay her bills again?


ME: Well . . . she’s just a little irresponsible.


ME: My grandpa Mike, her dad, didn’t exactly love her or put energy into raising her. He kind of hated her to be honest. She has mild Asperger’s. You wouldn’t be able to even notice.


HARPER: God. Who could hate someone with Asperger’s? That seems uncool. Then again I guess I’ve never had a child with Asperger’s.


ME: As a kid she had trouble learning and functioning. Grandpa Mike was very abusive and always drunk.


ME: He accused Kitty.


ME: My grandma/his wife . . .


ME: Of having an affair on him and said Lillian wasn’t his, and that the night Kitty got pregnant with Lillian the mystery guy accidentally peed in her and contaminated the sperm cell causing it to not develop properly.


HARPER: That’s hilarious. Did your grandma really have an affair?


ME: Nah, Lillian looks exactly like Mike. He was just an asshole.


ME: Btw that’s really not “hilarious.”


HARPER: Well? Did she act up a bunch as a child or something?


ME: No. She is seriously one of the sweetest people in the world.


ME: At my mom’s funeral she sat with me and my sisters and just cried and hugged us.


ME: To see her feel that type of pain over my mom dying brought me closer to her.


ME: Hello?


ME: You there?


ME: Sorry. Nipples! Dinosaur cocks!


HARPER: Huh? . . . ?


ME: Because I’m getting all serious on you and want to be more lighthearted.


HARPER: Sorry, baby I didn’t respond because my boss was making me help him with something.


ME: Do you get why I feel obligated to do this?


HARPER: Umm..


ME: Bennett can sleep in the basement. So we just need to let Lily and Tim use the guest room for a few weeks while they find a new apartment.


HARPER: You know what? It’s your house. Your decision.


ME: Hey, stop that. I don’t want you to feel that way. It’s your home too.


HARPER: I don’t want to feel this way either. But what choice are you giving me? It’s like it’s out of bounds for me to say what I feel.


ME: What do you feel? Honestly.


HARPER: I feel like you should tell Aunt Lillian to get off her ass and take care of her family like a big girl. But, again, I don’t want to tell you what to do. I just know if it was my family I wouldn’t want anything to do with it.


ME: Sheesh.


ME: I’m not trying to start a fight, I’m really not. But your entire family is Democrats. The whole basis of your politics is helping the poor. Assisting the lower class.


ME: But when its actually time to put that plan into effect you want nothing to do with it?


HARPER: *it’s


ME: Huh?


HARPER: You mean “it’s” as in “it is.” Also “are Democrats,” not “is.”


ME: Seriously? Clever way to avoid the topic at hand.


HARPER: Baby, no. I’m not avoiding the topic. I just disagree.


HARPER: And you know how annoyed I get over bad grammar!


HARPER: By the way, we want to tax the rich and redistribute their money to the poor. What does that have to do with letting people freeload off us?


ME: Freeload huh?


ME: Unreal.


ME: You know what? I’m taking a nap. I don’t want to say something unkind right now because I love you.


HARPER: Baby, wait.


HARPER: You know what I meant.


HARPER: I didn’t mean it like that.


HARPER: Honey?
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Granite Countertops


My girlfriend, Harper, grew up in Manchester, Vermont, and was raised in a twelve-bedroom, white colonial house from the 1800s, replete with forest-green shutters, a driveway comprised of faded, black cobblestone and auburn bricks, and a front yard boasting 150-year-old shagbark hickory trees.


Due to the nature of this book, I couldn’t obtain legal permission to disclose exactly who her father is, but to put it vaguely: he’s a monstrously successful business magnate who birthed a very important, ahead of its time computer company and then a couple of other companies that also achieved great success. He was a pompous, liberal (but not really) prick. The kind of guy who enjoys homebrewing oatmeal stout beer but also names his four Brittany spaniels Tic, Tac, Toe, and Moe. Her mom was a philanthropist and college professor. Her siblings, both still in college. Let’s just say they were a particularly influential piece of the elite Northeast liberal oligarchy.


I met Harper when she was in Kansas City, visiting one of her old roommates from college. This roommate was a mutual friend of ours, who dragged Harper out to see one of my local shows. After watching me perform, she approached me and said, “Touché.”


Touché. That’s the first thing she ever said to me. As if I proved her wrong on an argument we were having. Which, apparently, I did.


Originally, she assumed that since I was a rapper, I’d be an illiterate, materialistic misogynist. Her experience with hip-hop music was limited, I’d say. But after watching me, she admitted that my lyrics were “more like poetry than rap.” I “surprised her a lot.” Thus: “Touché.”


I’ve classically had bad luck with women. They always found me too intense and overtly passionate. For example, I made Danielle Gamby, a cocktail waitress at Garozzo’s Italian restaurant, an arts-and-crafts project out of old, repurposed shoe boxes to express my love for her. She enjoyed the ballet, so I created an auditorium and stage out of the boxes and inscribed a poem for her on the backdrop of the stage, full of romantic proclamations and fancy caesuras. She ended up fucking my friend Nate in his car the night I gave it to her.
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