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Good and upright is the LORD: therefore will He teach sinners in the way.

-Psalm 25:8

"Oh, Sinner Man"

By K' Wan

"Oh, sinner man, where you gonna run to all on that day?. . .Run to the Lord. . . Lord, won't you hide me all on that day?" -Nina Simone

Every time I heard that song I always felt like Nina was speaking to me, and when I got old enough, and wise enough, to reflect on my life and see the kinks in my armor, I realized that she was. 

Liar, thief, sinner, animal. . .I've been all of these things at one time or another; while growing up and even now. Sometimes it's an accurate assessment, but in most cases it's just folks being bitter because I'm trying to make the most out of the time we're allowed here on earth. For those of you who aren't familiar with me, my name is K' Wan. I'm blessed enough to say that I'm the author of almost a dozen novels, most of them bestsellers, and a contributing author to three anthologies at the time of this writing. But I'm not here to talk about me. You can figure out who I am on your own time. 

When Joy reached out to me about contributing to this project I thought she had fell and bumped her head. With as much dirt as I've done, what could I possibly have to contribute? I turned down a spot in the anthology, but I've known Joy as well as some of the authors featured for a long time, and I wanted to help out, so I agreed to do the foreword. The funny thing is that after I signed on to do it, I found myself at a loss for words. Can you believe it; the so-called master of the pen couldn't lay his game down? It was the first time since I've been writing that I couldn't muster a thought. 

So I found myself staring at a blank page for the next few days. Then the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months. It got to the point where I started to think that I had sold these people a dream, and I wouldn't be able to deliver. But as with all my work, failure is never an option. See, with street books, it's second nature. The animal is never too far removed from the jungle, so I could draw on it for inspiration, but this was different. The theme of this project wasn't really about the game and hard luck; it was about the human soul; something that still to this day confuses me to no end. To truly bless this project, as I was so entrusted to do, I had to not only analyze my relationship with Him, but my relationship with me. 

For as long as I can remember, I've rebelled against religion, or anything else that represented order for that matter. My father taught me and put me on the path of Islam when I was born, and my grandmother quoted the Bible between his frequent trips to prison. I was twisted from the beginning, so it's little wonder that I managed to slip through the cracks. I've always believed in a higher power, but to keep it 100 with you, the only thing I worshiped back in those days was a dollar. The sun shined out of the butts (of course, this wasn't the term K' Wan used) of the cats with bread, while the broke folks were forever destined to sit in the shade. As a shorty, I wanted to get rich quick and I didn't too much care about the tab I was running up in the process. . .until the devil came to collect. 

Most of my friends sold drugs, but I didn't have the patience to stand around and deal with all of the drama that came along with that, so I jacked for mine. I'd rather have ganked it than earned it, not like slinging poison is the equivalent of a nine-to-five, but you know what I mean. I got into so much foolishness as a teenager and young adult that I could fill this whole book up talking about it, not because I was such a brilliant criminal, but because I was too stupid to understand that I wasn't! God and I both know that if physics ruled over divine intervention, there'd never have been a Gangsta to launch my career, because I'd have gone on to my reward a long time ago, but I'm here. I lived life leaning on my rabbit's foot, sleeping on what was going on around me. But with the turn of the century, I got my wake up call. 

Some say that one life leaves the world for another, and it played out similarly with my mother and daughter. One left in pain so that the other could come in joy; exchanging faces with the transfer of souls. With my mother being diagnosed with cancer, and the impending birth of my first daughter, I fell into a deep depression. During this time, I welcomed the harsh burn of alcohol more than anything else. Those were hard times for me, and more often than not, the long sleep looked more appealing than the long walk into manhood. 

The problems in my life were so overwhelming that I felt like I couldn't breathe, and the more I drank, the lower I sank. I needed to dump this load that I was carrying or it would surely consume me, so I turned to one of my mother's favorite past times-writing. I had toyed with it a time or two prior, but writing never motivated me like it did my mother. But as my mother got weaker, the voice in my head begging to be heard became louder. I didn't know it at the time, but this would be a defining moment in my life. 

At the start, it was little more than ramblings scribbled on torn paper bags. . .then a spiral notebook. Eventually, these ramblings turned into coherent thoughts on a computer screen. All I did was drink, write and make trips to the hospital. Between my writing and my drinking, I had found a place where I wasn't hurting and where I could express what I was going through without fear of judgment. This was my memoir, the story of my life, my grief and my dreams. This was Gangsta. 

I won't bore y'all with how it went down and how I ended up being the first author signed to TCP (Triple Crown Publications), because it's a story that's been told a million times. What I will address is the change that getting my work published caused. I was still doing dirt when Gangsta was on the best sellers list, but my heart was no longer in it. Seeing my work in print caused me to finally dream bigger than I had been. I hadn't intended to write more than one book, but my head began to fill with more stories. I was addicted to my craft, and I still am to this day. 

As a published author, I now had something that I hadn't in the past; purpose. I looked around my hood and saw the ugliness that I hadn't really paid attention to before. Living conditions were becoming worse, the killers and the Mommies were getting younger and no one really seemed to care. So, I took it upon myself to be an advocate for the streets and a voice for what was going on. 

This genre that had been dead for over twenty years was getting its second wind, and I breathed deeply. With each book I was becoming stronger and my name was becoming more recognized. I was thrilled with all the new found attention, but it wasn't all positive. As with anything alien to the general public, the media was trying to knock Urban Fiction. They were, and are, saying that it was little more than a glorification of sex, guns and drugs. That's the biggest crock I've ever heard. Granted, the things we write about are very graphic, but it's a reflection of life in the inner city. So if you think reading about it is offensive, then can you imagine what it's like to live in it? 

Speaking from a personal stand point, my novels are as raw as they come. The reason for this is because I want to paint a very clear picture for urban youth and adults as to what's waiting for us behind door number two. There is no glory or rewards in the fast life, only heartache and death. Take it from someone who knows. In my books I take you through every dimension of the underworld so you won't have to experience it first hand to know it's all bull crap at the end of the day. 

To me, this is my way of paying forward my blessing and letting my life and struggles serve as inspiration to others in similar situations. Nothing, no matter how easy it seems, is without a price, and sometimes the price is way too heavy. These stories are more than just ink on paper; they are a warning to the curious or ignorant. 

People read my stories and think that they know me, or my character, based on what I've laid down between the pages. They have no idea how wrong they are. I was once no different than the lost souls you scoff at, but my craft and my blessing have provided me with a purpose. That purpose is to continue to entertain and enlighten people about the ills of everyday life. My intentions are to use these stories to bridge the ever widening gap between parents and children, so that the parents who are too far removed from what's going on in their children's everyday lives can really know what's going on. Can you say for sure that your kid isn't in a gang? Do you really know what it's like to grow up as part of this generation? So before you judge me because of the things I write about, get to know my soul. I think you'll be thoroughly surprised by what you'll find. These stories within this anthology are not just words; they are legacies, legacies that will be here long after you and I are dust. 

-K'Wan

YA REAP

by

Michel Moore

Chapter One






"Quick, bring him into trauma room four!" The emergency unit nurse motioned to the paramedics as she ran beside the stretcher. "The doctor is already waiting!" 

"His pulse is dropping rapidly and we can't get a heartbeat!" one of the paramedics responded with urgency as his rubber gloves shook, full of clotting blood, knowing their gunshot victim was clinging to life. "Y'all better hurry! It ain't looking good!" 

"Oh no!" Arnita screamed out in painful denial, watching her teenage son appearing to lose his battle to see another sunrise. "Please help him! Please, please! He's my baby!" 

The nurse, sympathetic in tone, held up one hand. "I'm sorry, Miss, but you can't go back there." She stopped the anguished mother dead in her tracks at the swinging metal double doors that led to the operating room. "Don't worry. He's in good hands. And just as soon as we know something, the doctor will be right out to speak with you," she assured her. 

"Why did this happen?" sobs echoed loudly throughout the walls of the crowded building as she collapsed into her aunt's arms who solemnly led her down the hall into a dimly lit room. "Oh, my God! Why? Why is this happening to my baby?" she cried out, hoping that sooner than later, God would answer her cry. 

Auntie Bell sat in the drably decorated hospital chapel, clutching her Bible while wiping away Arnita's tears with an old tattered handkerchief. After somewhat calming her down, she suggested to her niece to take her pleas to God Himself, or the closest thing to Him for the moment, the hospital chapel. 

"Even at my age," Auntie Bell reflected, "it's simply amazing to me how things can go plum berserk so quickly. I mean one minute you're riding sky high on top of your game, and then within a momentary blink of the eye, your soul is practically scraping the ungodly rock bottom of this wretched earth." 

"Why? Why? Why?" the weeping Arnita continued as she anxiously awaited any news about her only son who was merely yards away with two gunshot holes in his chest the size of golf balls. "Oh, God, why?" 

"Stop all that crying! Just stop it." Auntie Bell hated that she was getting so frustrated with her niece's weeping, but surely Arnita didn't need God to reveal to her all the reasons behind her query. "You reap what you sow!" Auntie Bell snapped. "And you best trust that the good man upstairs will make you a believer in that." Auntie Bell preached, testifying with certainty as she wrapped her arms around her sister's child. "Now tell me, Sweetie, was all that rotten blood soiled drug money your first born showered you with worth it?... Was it?" 

Arnita sniffed and didn't hesitate to respond, "No, of course not, but why in the world is God doing this to my baby? Making him suffer?" Arnita questioned, looking up toward the ceiling, arms folded as she rocked back and forth. "He could stop all this and just save my son's life if He wanted to. After all, He is God, right? He can do anything, at least that's what you're always quoting from that Bible of yours." Doubt and sarcasm laced Arnita's tone. 

"Arnita, you best hush up that mouth of yours, questioning the Good Lord! Don't you dare blame Him for this tragedy." Auntie Bell jumped to her feet, shaking her finger at her niece. "This is entirely your fault, not God's! Now what you need to do is think back to the role you done played in Little Ro turning out the way he is," she proclaimed. "Truth be told, you might as well have pulled the trigger of that gun yourself!" 

Arnita sat speechless at her aunt's hurtful words. But as her mind reflected back over the years, she couldn't help but question whether or not her aunt's words might have held some truth. 

Chapter Two

Five years earlier






"Little Ro, call your father and tell him dinner will be ready in twenty minutes," Arnita ordered her son. "Oh, and tell him I cooked his favorite. Fried chicken, sweet corn, biscuits and gravy." 

"Okay, Ma, I will," the eldest of Arnita Mills' two children sighed, answering back as he stood over his little sister, Patrice, making sure she washed her face and hands before sitting at the table. 

"Oh, and please tell him to try and not be too late either." 

Roland Dean Mills Jr. was only twelve years old, but shouldered a great deal of responsibility for a boy of his age. Being the namesake of a stern but fair father was sometimes more than the rambunctious youngster could handle, yet he never wanted to disappoint the man he deemed as his time to time hero. Although, truth be told, making the usual shameful call night after night, summoning his dad home from his boy's house, was fast becoming a habit that was growing old with Little Ro. Each evening before he went to sleep, he'd pray his mother would get the courage to stand up for herself and stop being his father's doormat. 

God, please give Momma strength to stop Daddy from going over to that nasty, stank looking lady's house all the time. I hate her and her dumb-dumb son. Amen. 

The man of the house, Roland Sr., a carpenter by trade, was a tall muscular man in stature that everyone on this closely knit block on the west side of Detroit knew. Highly regarded wherever he went, whether it was out of fear of his quick fire temper or just plain respect, he was a force to be reckoned with. Migrating from Alabama, Roland Sr. had a swagger and southern charm that made him the perfect gentleman. 

For those strangers who didn't know any better, Arnita was blessed with a perfect man. Omitting the common knowledge to those near him that he was involved in an ongoing affair with Salena Jackson, a single mother of one, who'd recently moved into the area and was known as the neighborhood good time girl who slept with just about anything that hopped, skipped or jumped as long as they paid her. 

Removing that one negative and outrageous factor from the equation, the head of household rarely missed a meal with his own family. He was a good paymaster; never late on one bill that crossed the modest threshold of their brick framed bungalow. Not causing his wife to worry about the high mortgage, food in the cabinets or clothes on the kid's backs, Roland Sr. thought his blatant indiscretions, along with the sideway glances of pity his wife endured from neighbors, were somehow allowable. 

"Did you call him?" Arnita asked her son a few minutes later. "Yes, Ma, I called." Little Ro secretly rolled his eyes at her stupidity of dealing with his daddy and all his madness. 

"And is he on his way?" Arnita wondered as she set the table. "I don't want his dinner to get cold." 

"Do you want me to go and get him from around the corner? I can." Receiving a cold, hard stare from his mother, Little Ro instantly regretted asking her that million dollar question, but couldn't help himself as he headed toward the door. "I know what house she stays in." 

"What did you just say to me?" Arnita slowly approached her son with a look of venom in her eyes as Patrice watched, scared that her brother was seconds away from getting popped. 

"Nothing, Ma." He wisely backed down, treading on dangerous ground, wanting to avoid trouble. "I didn't say nothing." 

"I thought not." She angrily wiped her hands down her apron. In just those few seconds, her blood had boiled just enough to form a sweat. "You ain't so big that you can't get a whooping. Now go sit your wanna-be-grown-behind on that front porch and let me know the minute your father pulls up. You understand me?" 

"Yes, Ma. I understand." He twisted his lip up as he thought about how his father was disrespecting his mom. 

Arnita, five foot three with paper bag brown skin tone and shoulder length hair, took pride in being a devout, born again Christian. The thirty-eight year old mother stayed immersed in the Word, hiding from the reality that faced her daily as the busy bodied women in her church congregation made it their personal vendetta to give Arnita their opinion on her husband's extra marital dealings. Although most claimed they were just trying to minister to her, or share what God was revealing to them, Arnita knew they were just trying to meddle. 

"For better or worse, richer or poorer," was Arnita's constant response to the women, trying to hold her head up and keep her dignity. 

Unfortunately, Arnita Mills wasn't the only one who suffered the shame from her spouse's infidelity. Little Ro would catch it going to the corner store, at the playground and even in the lunchroom line. Ridiculed by his classmates for having a play step brother who was in the slow class, he tried his best to ignore the taunts, but stayed in detention as a result of physical retaliation, disappointing his parents. 

Little Ro did as he was told by his mother. He sat silently on the wooden steps of their house looking back and forth up the block for more than twenty minutes. He grew impatient awaiting any sign of his father, but just when he thought he'd die from hunger, Roland Sr.'s two toned pick up truck turned the corner, roaring into the driveway. 

"Hey, Pops. You're late," Little Ro pointed out to his father as he hopped out of the truck and made his way to the porch. 

"Yeah I know, so come on and let's eat," Roland Sr. stated nonchalantly as he rested his hand on his son's shoulder and they entered the house. 

They both walked into the dining room at the same time. "I could eat a horse." Roland Sr. smiled as the smell of the delicious foods assaulted his nose. 

"I thought I told you to tell me when he pulled up?" Arnita tugged her son's earlobe. 

"Sorry, Ma. I forgot." Little Ro sadly found his spot at the table. 

"What's the big deal, Arnita?" Roland Sr. stated after witnessing his son's demeanor slope. 

"He's always forgetting something lately." Arnita judgmentally raised her eyebrow. It was obvious that Arnita was more disappointed in her husband's tardiness versus her son's forgetfulness. Her eyes dared her husband to call her on it as she turned to retrieve the pan of biscuits from the oven. 

"Listen here, Arnita. I'm not in the mood to hear all that nerve wrecking complaining you doing," Roland Sr. scolded his wife as if she was a child. "That's why I stay away most of the time. That mouth of yours." 

"Roland." She turned with a platter of hot biscuits in her hands. "Don't say that." 

"I know you not telling me what to say in my own house are you?" 

"No, but I-" 

"But nothing!" he insisted as he sat down at the head of the table. "Just bring me my plate so I can eat and go take a hot shower." 

Arnita, always the one to submit to her husband as her Bible instructed her to, prepared her family's plates and sat down, joining her husband, son and daughter at the dinner table. As the family lowered their heads, Roland Sr., who was the biggest hypocrite in the room, led them in a prayer before the family dug in, devouring almost every dish Arnita had lovingly prepared. 

Inhaling the aroma of a homemade hot apple pie warming in the oven, the troubled husband and wife went through the normal ritual of idle chit chat. 

"So, how was your day?" Arnita asked Roland Sr. 

"Same as it always is," he huffed while pouring honey on the last piece of bread. "Long and drawn out. I swear if I didn't have you and these kids, I'd quit and let some other fool have that headache job." 

"Just be blessed you have steady work as bad as the economy is." 

"What you know about the economy? You ain't got no worries!" He barely looked over to acknowledge her. 

"That's not true. It's getting harder by the day to stretch the food budget on these kids," she stated, watching her son and daughter drink their glasses of Kool-Aid. "And they say times are about to get much harder." 

Roland Sr., with sticky fingers and crumbs around his mouth, glanced up. "Are you saying I don't give you enough to provide for my children? Are you saying I don't work hard enough?" Roland Sr. was now on the defensive side. 

"No, I was just saying the prices at the grocery store are going up." She backed down, fearing her man's harsh verbal tongue lashing would increase. "That's all." 

Little Ro and Patrice were used to the mental abuse their mother was forced to undergo and knew to just be quiet and stay out of grown folks' business as they were reminded constantly. 

"Why do you always find something to get on my back about?" Roland Sr. asked his wife with a slight pound on the table. "I'm out there every day busting my butt and all you do is constantly complain." 

"Humph! I guess that sleazy Salena is perfect, huh?" Arnita stated in an almost inaudible tone, as if she was second guessing even making the comment in the first place. 

You could've heard a pin drop around the table as Roland Sr. dropped his fork onto the plate, giving Arnita a wicked grin. "What did you just say?" 

Arnita took a deep breath before speaking. "You heard me, Roland!" she raised her usually timid voice, getting up out of her chair. She didn't know where this sudden burst of courage, or holy boldness as the women in the church would have called it, came from, but she was going to use it up while it lasted. "I do my best to make you and this family happy, and all I get in return is grief! I'm tired of being second best!" 

Roland Sr. sat dumbfounded at a loss for words. His wife had never called him on his behavior before. And now, after seeing the hurt in her eyes and hearing the pain in her voice, he almost felt bad. He finally conjured up some words to speak, but before he could respond or reassure his wife of his half time devotion to her, his cell phone rang, interrupting the argument. 

Taking the cell off his thick leather belt, Roland Sr. looked at the screen and saw Salena's number flash repeatedly. Confused on the reason she was calling him at this time, knowing good and well he was having dinner with Arnita and the kids, Roland Sr. disrespectfully pushed the talk button as his family listened in on the one sided conversation. 

"Yeah. . .What? He did what? Why is he even over there? Is he touching you? I'm on my way!" Roland Sr. leaped to his feet, grabbing his keys and almost knocking his small daughter out of her seat. 

"Have you lost your mind? Where do you think you're going right in the middle of dinner?" Arnita couldn't believe her eyes and ears as she and her two children followed her irate husband onto the front porch, watching him jump in his truck. "Roland!" Arnita called out. "You get back in here with your family right now! This is ridiculous! Enough is enough!" 

"Arnita, y'all go back inside the house and tend to your business!" Roland Sr. yelled out as the nosy neighbors watched. "This doesn't concern you or the kids." He quickly backed out the driveway and was on his way back down the street in the same direction he had come from less than a half hour ago. 

Having no choice but to do as they were instructed, Arnita ushered Little Ro and her young daughter off the porch and back into their home. Hours seemed to pass as the evening sunlight disappeared, making way for the glow of the moon. The kids had long since gone to bed as Arnita, who sat on the couch furiously awaiting Roland Sr.'s return, simmered. 

I'm done! If he wants to be with that hussy so bad, he can have her, Arnita told herself, knowing in her heart that she didn't want to lose her family that easily. She closed her weary eyes for a few seconds, but was suddenly startled by the loud sounds of the telephone. Oh, I guess he wants to call with some sort of an excuse. Arnita recognized her husband's number on the caller I.D. and answered dryly. 

"Yes, Roland," she responded angrily. 

"Hello, Arnita?" A puzzled look came across Arnita's face. Although she was certain it was her husband's phone number that appeared on the caller ID, the voice speaking on the other end of the line was clearly not that of Roland's. 

"Yes, this is Arnita." She paused, momentarily shocked at not hearing her husband's voice on the other end. "Who is this?" 

"This is Salena." The woman's voice sounded grim. 

"Salena? Salena Jackson? You have some nerve," Arnita started before she was cut off." 

"Arnita, it's an emergency," Salena started. 

"Oh, I bet. Well you can take your emergency to 911, sweetheart, but don't call my house-" 

Once again, Salena cut her off. "Arnita, listen please. Don't hang up." 

"How dare you. You've got some sort of nerve calling my house. Haven't you disrespected me and my children enough over the years?" 

"Please, Arnita, just listen to me!" This time Salena yelled with authority and Arnita could tell something serious was going on. "There's been an accident." 

"Why are you calling me on my husband's phone? Where is he? Put him on the line." As she became nervous by the seriousness of the female caller's voice, Arnita fired question after question out to her husband's long time mistress. 

"That's what I'm trying to tell you." Salena started crying uncontrollably. "Roland's been hurt and the paramedics are putting him in the ambulance as we speak. He's on his way to the hospital." 

"What?" Arnita's yells woke Little Ro from out of a deep sleep. "What kind of accident was my husband in? Where are they taking him? To what hospital?" 

"I don't know. I don't know! But it looks really bad!" Salena's tears increased. "It's so much blood!" She made the last statement as if she was looking at the blood as she spoke. 

The fact that Arnita hadn't appreciated Salena calling her one little bit now had to be put on the back burner as she dropped the phone to the floor and ran to get her purse. Little Ro, now out of the bed, stood in the doorway and wiped the sleep out of his eyes. At the same time, he watched his mother leave, rushing off to the hospital, somehow feeling like he'd never see his father alive again, and knowing that his young life would be forever changed. 

Chapter Three






The funeral was long and grueling for the grieving relatives. Person after person got up to praise the deceased Roland Sr. for his past various deeds and work throughout the community. Finding no comfort in becoming a widow with two children to bring up in the wicked streets of Detroit, Arnita hid her face in her hands as the service concluded and they rolled her man's casket out the same church they exchanged vows at years earlier. 

Climbing into the family car, dressed in a dark blue suit, Little Ro couldn't help but take notice of Ms. Jackson and her son, Deon, a.k.a. his play step brother, standing in the multitude of tearful mourners. It was rumored that Deon, unfortunately had witnessed the entire murder of Roland, Sr. who, during a jealous rage, had been cold bloodedly shot four times, thanks to one of Salena Jackson's numerous boyfriends. 

When Arnita became aware of their presence, she wiped her red, puffy eyes, took a deep breath and confidently marched over to Salena while holding her Bible close to her breasts. As the stunned crowd looked on, the young widow gave the little boy a faint smile then directed her full attention to his mother, landing a well place smack across her face. 

Arnita, furious, trembled with every word she began to speak to the woman through her teeth. "Not even on this one day can you respect the union of our marriage. The Bible speaks of Jezebels like you in the book of Proverbs. I never thought I'd have to come face to face with one, and especially under these circumstances." 

Salena just stood there holding her stinging face as Arnita continued to spit her venom. 

"You don't belong here. I don't care how you felt about my husband. You need to know that he never loved you. Never," she screamed. "I was his wife, not you. Turn around and look!" Arnita pointed to Little Ro and a crying Patrice. "Do you see my kids over there?" she angrily waved her finger. "Thanks to you they don't have a father anymore. You're nothing but a home wrecking harlot and I hope all the wives standing around here condemn you and what you stand for." Arnita shot Salena one last, long glare before saying, "May God have mercy on your soul." 

With that being said, Arnita's family members ushered her to the long, dark colored sedan so they could start the lengthy procession to the cemetery, which was located across town. Each of the women in attendance, thinking that they could have easily been in the poor young widow's shoes, tightly held on to their husband's arms as they snarled, walking pass an embarrassed Salena who was still subconsciously holding the side of her face and her young son's hand. 

Jezebel, tramp, and whore were some of the choice hatred filled words that the wives used to describe her as she dropped her head in disgrace. 

After Roland Sr. was buried and all was said and done, and the reality of the living set in, Arnita came to find out exactly where she and her children stood. Roland Sr. had left her with several high credit card balances, one high water bill and of course the mortgage. His seventy-five hundred dollar insurance policy went mostly to burial expenses, forcing Arnita to get a job at a small factory. 

"Little Ro, help me fix the eggs while I get your sister dressed to go to Auntie Bell's. I'm running late," Arnita ordered her son, who was now the man of the house. 

"Not a problem, Ma." 

"Oh yeah, I left that seven dollars you needed for a new gas can on the table." 

"Okay, I'll get it as soon as I get finished with the eggs," Little Ro said as he began to prepare a pan of scrambled, cheese eggs. After putting plenty of eggs on two plates for his sister and mother, Little Ro scraped the last bit of scrambled eggs out the black cast iron skillet onto his plate. "I've got three yards to do today," he yelled out to his mom as he walked over to the kitchen table and sat down. 

"That's good, baby!" Arnita yelled back into the kitchen to her hard working son. For the past four years since her husband's untimely death, Little Ro had assumed the role of the man of the house by taking on odd jobs in order to be able to contribute to the household. 

The last four years had been harder than Arnita could have imagined. At some points, she grew so weary that she would lose hope. She even stopped attending Sunday Church Services altogether. But after being encouraged by her Auntie Bell, she would attend here and there, but she was far from being dedicated like she had been prior to her husband's death. Each day in the single mother's life caused her to change for the worse. 

As the days drug by, Arnita, who'd easily gained thirty pounds over the course of the last four years and began sipping on more than just a small glass of wine with dinner, seemed to get spiteful and judgmental, blaming God for taking away her husband and not yet blessing her with a new one. As the years went by, her faith weakened. Her once good life was gone and besides Salena, God was the next in line to take the blame. Arnita needed a crutch to lean on so it was second nature for her to depend on the only man in her life, Roland Jr., whether he was ready for that responsibility or not. 

In between Little Ro cutting grass, staying on the honor roll at high school and taking care of his younger sister, he was faced with obstacle after obstacle. Things with his family's financial situation were looking more than dismal the afternoon he walked up to Lamont's house. 

Anytime he would cut Lamont's lawn or trim the hedges, he never needed to bring his own equipment. Lamont, a local drug dealer, had everything Little Ro required in a shed in the rear of the huge backyard. He wasn't like the average dope dealer in the movies, callous and demented with no use for anyone other than himself. Lamont used to sit on the back deck reading books to his small son as Little Ro cut the grass. Lamont also even coached football for the Children's League. Even though Little Ro didn't necessarily condone Lamont's lifestyle and the way he made his living, he still understood the hustle and the grind. 

This day was different from most as Little Ro neared the front porch like he did every two weeks. Outside of all the strange cars parked in the driveway, something else seemed out of the ordinary to Little Ro. Even though Lamont knew a lot of people in and around Detroit, he never had this much company at his house at one time. The few occasions that he did see any of Lamont's cronies, they were all pushing hotter whips than the ones that were now parked on the premises. 

"Yes, can I help you?" 

Little Ro was rudely met by a middle aged woman with a pile of clothes gathered in her hands. 

"What do you want?" the woman asked as if she was getting very impatient with him. 

"I'm here to do the yard work. Is Lamont home?" 

"Naw, he ain't here, so don't be expecting no money for nothing!" 

"Oh, he already paid me." Lamont always paid him for the entire month up front. Little Ro tried to inconspicuously look over the woman's shoulder. He was curious as to what all the noise and commotion coming from the inside of Lamont's usually quiet home was about. "I come every two weeks," Little Ro added. 

Looking down at the grass then back over her shoulder at the people inside who were getting more boisterous as the seconds passed, the woman told Little Ro to go ahead, cut the grass and leave her alone. "This is my house now anyway and I don't want it looking a hot mess. So hurry up." 

"Your house? Over my dead body!" one man yelled out the doorway. 

"Mine too," a female added. "He would've wanted me to have this house and that flat screen." 

Heading to the rear of the house, a confused Little Ro saw Lamont's baby momma, Tanika, and six year old son pull up. Jumping out the car, Tanika appeared to be infuriated. 

"How y'all gonna be all up in the house like it belongs to y'all?" Tanika huffed as she made her way up to the door, dragging her son by the hand the entire way. 

"Girl, bye." The woman who had been so rude to Little Ro was being just as rude to Tanika. "This here is family business and don't concern you at all! You acting like you were his wife." 

"This is his son, his blood, so that makes it my business," Tanika screamed back at the woman as she held onto her son. By now several people came out of the house and began to congregate in the front yard, loading contents from Lamont's home into their cars. 

"Listen here, Ms. Thang, with ya uppity behind," one other person spoke up. "Real Talk; unless you got papers to this or that", she pointed around, "then you need to step. Lamont was our relative, so that gives us first grabs at everything in and around here." 

"Y'all so disrespectful it don't make no sense." Tanika shook her head in disgust. "He hasn't been dead twenty-four hours and y'all over here behaving like a pack of wild vultures." Lamont's son started to cry as his mother shouted at his cousins, aunts and uncles. "He couldn't stand none of y'all when he was alive, so what makes y'all think he'd want y'all to have anything of his?" 

"Oh, well! He ain't here to answer that himself now is he?" a cousin replied as she carried three leather jackets in tow even though it was the beginning of summer. She placed them inside of her popped trunk. 

"Yeah!" another cosigned. "And anyway, what in the heck is you doing here anyway? You and that baby of yours live clean across town. Obviously you just mad we beat you to the punch." 

There was laughter among several of Lamont's family members. 

"Unlike all of you vultures," Tanika said with puffy and red eyes, "I've got keys to this house and the property inside that belongs to me! Y'all scrubs over here stealing from a dead man instead of mourning his loss!" 

Frozen in his tracks, Little Ro realized that Lamont was just not home for the time being, but that he was deceased. Getting a hard knot in the pit of his stomach, Little Ro leaned against the concrete wall in denial. Since his father's death, Lamont had been the closest person to Little Ro that had passed away. Even though they weren't homeboys or running partners, Little Ro and Lamont had a mutual respect for one another and he would definitely miss their biweekly chats. 

Ah, naw. Little Ro let his emotions take over as he closed his eyes thinking about why people had to die. Life ain't fair. 

Finally, after regaining his composure, Little Ro went to the medium size shed and pulled out the lawn mower. Lamont had paid him to do a job, and even though he wasn't gonna be there on the back porch, he still knew that he wanted to cut the grass one more time to fulfill his obligation. As the loud sounds of the mower ripped through the yard, Little Ro couldn't help but overhear the shouts, screams and obvious smashing up of items from inside the house. 

While trimming the hedges, Little Ro sadly noticed Lamont's small son who'd wondered out the house and was standing near the curb. 

"What's going on, li'l man?" he questioned the child after turning off the lawnmower. 

"Nuttin'," the boy shrugged. 

"Tired of all the big people making noise, huh?" 

"Yes." He covered his ears, which were big just like his now deceased father's. "And I want my daddy!" 

Before Little Ro could console the small child any further, remembering exactly how he felt the day his own father passed, the child's mom barreled out the front door with an arm full of her belongings that thankfully weren't gangstered by Lamont's kin folk. Tossing the stuff in the rear of the car, Tanika looked over at her son who stared down toward the pavement to keep from crying. 

"Come on, baby, let's go before Mommy messes around and catches a case!" She snatched her son up by the arm, practically throwing him into the passenger seat, not even bothering to safely strap him in. 

"You best get on," one cousin yelled from the porch, watching Tanika roar off the block, which was now crowded with onlookers. 

Little Ro was pissed off to the eighth degree as he marched in the back yard, grabbing a broom to clean up before he left the premises for the last time. When he was almost ready to leave, the same woman he'd first encountered when he'd arrived came out onto the back deck and walked out into the middle of the freshly cut grass. After seeming to survey his work she called him over. 

"Listen here," she frowned. "I want you to take that lawnmower and all the rest of that stuff out that shed and off my property!" 

"Excuse me, Miss?" Little Ro wanted to honestly smack the cow mess outta the rude woman, but was always taught to respect his elders, so he held his composure. "I don't understand what you mean." 

"Everything ain't always meant for you to understand!" She placed her hands firmly on her wide oversized hips. "That shed is blocking the place where my new gazebo gonna go! Now is you gonna clean it out and take all that stuff with you, or do you want me to flag down one of these guys out here scraping?" 

With a brief moment of hesitation, Little Ro happily headed over to the shed gathering as much of his newly acquired lawn equipment he could onto a steel push cart. Snatching a royal blue tarp off the floor that was thrown in the corner, he noticed something strange. Leaning over to inspect what seemed to be hidden in a cardboard box, Little Ro couldn't believe his eyes as he crotched down. Even though he was raised growing up in the church by a God fearing mother and avoided the street life that tempted him on a daily basis, he recognized what most would call a gift from the good man upstairs. 

What in the. . .? Little Ro puzzled to himself as he glanced over his shoulder to see if the woman had returned outside to see if he was gone. I must be dreaming. 

As he peeked into the small sized duffle bag which had a broken zipper, he pulled out a manila colored envelope with twenty dollar bills neatly arranged with all the faces to the front and several thick plastic sacks with huge amounts of pills in each. Digging deeper, Little Ro discovered another bag with a couple of baggies of weed and a digital scale. Not knowing what to do next, instinctively he tucked the bag under one of the hedge trimmers, tossed the tarp on the cart and used a few bungee cords to secure the items down. 

Slowly pushing the cart out the driveway with one hand and the lawn mower with the other, sweat started to pour down his face. Turning back only once to see if anyone from Lamont's house would change their minds about the belongings, Little Ro nervously took the side streets to get to his house, totally forgetting about the other yards he was scheduled to cut. 

Rushing the cart into the garage, he unfastened the cords to retrieve the duffle bag and ran in the side door to his bedroom. Turning the lock with the skeleton key, he closed his blinds and took the envelope out. 

"Twenty, forty, sixty, eighty, a hundred," he repeated seventeen times. 

To many, $1,700 dollars wasn't a lot, but in Little Ro's household, that was way over the total amount his weary mother, Arnita, who often volunteered to work double shifts and overtime, made in a month. Amazed with his sudden cash windfall, he didn't pay any attention to the bags of multishaded pills. 

"I'm gonna give half of this money to Ma," he proclaimed out loud. "Then buy me a new pair of sneakers and another lock and chain for the garage." 

After spending all afternoon with pen and paper stretching out $1,700, Little Ro heard his mother come in with his sister in tow. Before he could inform her about his blessing, not to mention the tragedy of Lamont's untimely death, he saw the look of despair on her face. 

"What's wrong, Ma?" He took a bag of groceries out of her hands and sat them on the table. 

"My job just issued layoffs, and as you can see, your mother was one of the lucky ones." 

Watching her ball up the pink slip and throw it into the trash, Little Ro knew that it was his cue to save the day, so to speak. Dashing back in his room he lifted his mattress, grabbing the money. 

"Hey, Ma. Guess what?" he asked, returning to the kitchen. 

"Not now, Roland," she sighed. "I forgot the sauce for the spaghetti. Can you run down to the store and get a jar?" 

"Yes, Ma but-" 

"Please, baby. Tell me when you get back. Your sister has to eat and I have a major headache." 

Tucking the wad of cash in his front pocket, Little Ro headed out the door and up the block to the store. As soon as he bent the corner, he ran smack into a smoked out Salena Jackson, who was now the proud owner of a new title: the neighborhood crack whore. Her son, Deon, who detested the embarrassment of being birthed by such a female, was there as usual trying relentlessly to get his mother off the street tricking and to go home, but as fate would have it, she was not the slight bit interested in him or any of his bright life altering ideas. Every since Roland Sr.'s murder in her home and the neighborhood following Arnita's warning, Salena was ostracized and now ridiculed. 

"Hey now, baby boy." She sluggishly slurred her words, not immediately recognizing Little Ro. "You want some of this?" She put her hands on her hips and shook her hips. 

"Naw, I'm good," Little Ro replied. 

"You sure?" Salena squinted while trying to comb her boney fingers through her tangled hair. 

"Ma, what's wrong with you?" Deon snatched her up by the elbow. "Is you all the way crazy, or what?" 

"Get ya hands off me!" she yelled at her son as Little Ro disappeared into the store. "I could've got me a few dollars since you ain't giving me nothing to work with. And I know you got it!" 

"Shut up! Dang!" Deon shook Salena while slamming her against the store's concrete wall. "Do you even know who that was you were trying to push up on? Do you?" 

"What difference do it make to you if he got some money to give me? You always running behind me trying to act like you my daddy or something!" Salena rubbed her shoulder. "I'm ya Momma." 

Deon shook his head with contempt. "Why are you always embarrassing me?" 

"What's the big deal, Deon? Why you all up in my face about some trick?" 

"Well, that was Roland!" 

"Huh?" Salena said in a surprised tone. 

"Oh, now you wanna pay attention." Deon, head lowered, turned around, walking off before his former classmate had the chance to come out the store and clown him. "You make me sick! I wish you was dead sometimes. At least I'd be free!" 

"Little Roland?" Salena said under her breath as she stared off down at the concrete. She felt a bit of shame cloud her cracked out brain and dropped her head. "Are you sure?" she called out to her son. 

Deon put his hand up, dismissing his mother, without even turning around as he walked out of sight. 

Standing to the side of the store's door, a jumpy Salena waited as patiently as she could for the son of her murdered ex-lover to come out so she could apologize for her behavior. Even though she had a monkey on her back the size of Texas and was craving to get high, Salena let potential Tricks pass by feeling that she at least owed the young teenager an explanation
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