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DAY 4

SATURDAY




 

 

IT WAS THE WILD WEST WITH PAVED STREETS.

—RONALD ROEMER,
FORMER LOS ANGELES FIRE DEPARTMENT BATTALION CHIEF ON HIS TENURE IN SOUTH CENTRAL





BENNETT GALVEZ,

A.K.A. TROUBLE,
 A.K.A. TROUBLE G.


MAY 2, 1992

1:09 A.M.

1

When I’m about to do bad shit, I don’t shake but I sweat. I get real hot on the back of my neck, feels like sunburn or something, and I get real slick back there. I can’t help it. Can’t stop it. It’s just how I’m wired up. Is what it is. And right now I’m hunching into my collar to catch it, soak it up with cotton, cuz three cars of us are going in for this mission, and all’s I’m living for is to lay that bitch Payasa up in her own blood puddle for what she did, cuz where I come from you can’t hit my family like that and not pay. I want her feeling what I been feeling for these past couple days. I need that. Cuz you can’t take away the only sister and brother I ever had and expect different.

I never told nobody this, but I been on fire since I seen Ramiro die right in front of me. My body don’t feel right. Sometimes it’s like a low heat in my feet, the bottoms of them, and also in the backs of my knees, and other times it’s my whole body and it feels like I’m gonna burn up and I can’t stop it. The heat changes with my thoughts sometimes, like what I’m thinking about. It gets hotter with what I been replaying in my head. Can’t help it.

I was in the living room, waiting for the beer my girl was supposed to be getting me from the kitchen, and I just remember thinking how good I felt that we got one of theirs, that Ernesto. It was like, finally! It felt good, you know? We had to wait over a month for payback for my lil sis. My parents had to go on the news and everything. We had to have a service in the house with the coffin next to the turned-off TV, and the funeral home didn’t like that much but they did it cuz I paid them, and I paid them cuz my mother would’ve killed herself if her little girl didn’t come home at least one last time. After, we had to caravan out to the graveyard to bury her. I had to watch my lil sis go in the earth through this fat border of green Astroturf set up around the hole in the ground. I had to stand close and hear the lil gears of the lifting machine grind as it sunk her down there. Sounded like a dog chewing metal chain. I don’t think I can ever forget that sound, even though I want to. I had to be the first to shovel dirt cuz my dad couldn’t do it. Not wouldn’t, couldn’t. He was sitting in his wheelchair, holding his hat in his hands, so me and Joker had to step up to put the dirt on our lil sis’s coffin. On our Yesenia. And when that dirt thumped wood, my mother started wailing. Real high-pitched. That’s a sound you don’t forget. It stays in your ears. Sometimes, it wakes you up at night.

So, yeah, when I heard that the dude working the Tacos El Unico truck was related to the Lil Mosco that killed our Yesenia, was actually his blood big brother, which I never knew cuz he wasn’t involved or nothing, well, it was on then. He didn’t have a name before then. After I found out, he was Lil Mosco’s corpse of a brother to me. I called him that in front of all my homies, and they laughed at first cuz maybe they didn’t know how serious I was.

I got to be honest, I didn’t give a fuck if he was involved or not. Far as I could see, Lil Mosco put him in the conversation. If Lil Mosco kills my sister and disappears, well, then, it is what it is. Lil Mosco basically killed his own big brother when he did that cowardly shit instead of taking what he had coming like a man. So when this city decides to go to war on some Rodney King shit, I figure it’s time to tell Joker to follow that motherfucker and see if we can’t get back just a little bit of what they took from us when our Yesenia got killed. We didn’t get who we wanted, not Lil Mosco, but we took one of theirs and it was even. My lil sister, your big brother. Fair, I thought. That’s it, I thought.

And I was standing in that same living room that same night, looking at the top of the TV with the little cloth with canary birds on it my mom folded three ways so it wouldn’t hang down too much, and on top of that, all them tall and glowing prayer candles with saints on them and Jesus with a big red heart floating outside his chest. In front of those, a picture of my lil sis smiling in her braces from three years ago even though those things used to cut her mouth up bad and Ramiro and me needed them too but my dad was on disability by then and he only had enough savings at the time for hers, and to the left of all that was the empty space where my sister’s coffin was sat during the service and I remember looking at the patch of carpet that night Ernesto died and thinking the space where her body used to be wasn’t as empty somehow, you know? It wasn’t full, but it was something. It was avenged. It was paid.

What happens next, it fucks with me to this day. I see, like, instant replays of it in my mind that never stop. It just keeps going, over and over. It starts with my girl coming up with the beer in one of them shiny red plastic cups, all smiling like she’s proud of me, pushing her hair behind her ear with her other hand, and then, just, bang. Outside. A gun shot. And my girl jumps then cuz she’s surprised, and that beer flies out of that cup and through the air at me, and when it hits me, it soaks the bottom of my shirt and the top of my khakis good.

I know that bang was a gun. Even as I’m turning toward the big glass patio doors, I know. And over the tops of people’s heads, I see Joker falling and blood coming out his ear or his neck or I don’t know what, and seeing that, the last good thing in me, the only good thing I had left breaks into a million pieces, but I don’t know it then cuz I’m too busy looking at the girl with the lace gloves and the Glock up high, how she aims on Fox then, and blasts his chest all out the back of him, and there’s so much blood from that, it looks like somebody threw a ketchup bottle onto the cinder-block wall behind, and exploded it, and—

From the backseat then, Momo says to me, “You doing okay or what?”

It’s not like a genuine question though. It’s, like, superior the way he says it, like he’s better than me. But if he says nothing, I don’t find out I’m holding my collar and pulling it back and forth over my slick neck like a towel or something. I must’ve been doing it without realizing.

“Don’t worry about me,” I say. “You worry about you.”

I let go of my collar though. I put my hands in my lap. We’re almost there. Almost to the Boardwalk those motherfuckers love so much. It’s almost time to end it.

I been getting like this lately, kinda lost inside, losing track of things, losing track of time. Is what it is. I was like this when my sister got it but not as bad cuz it didn’t happen right in front of me. I didn’t see her blood. But Joker’s? Yeah. Too much.

I remember running for the doors as other people run away from them, and there’s more shots, and I can’t really see cuz there’s too many people in front of me, and I’m screaming at them to fucking move as the patio door slides open, and that’s when I hear a big boom, like a .357 boom, or a .44 boom, a big one. But I don’t care where it’s coming from, cuz I’m scrambling to that door and kicking fools out of the way, punching, I don’t give a fuck, cuz I’m trying to get to Ramiro and when I’m out the door, I forget there’s two little concrete steps and I miss both, and I fall forward hard and scrape the fuck out of my left knee and both palms, but I don’t feel nothing, I’m up and I’m next to him and he’s still breathing and he looks at me as he’s, like, shaking all over, trying to do . . . what? Talk? And the only word I know right then is no, and I’m saying that shit over and over, so much and so fast, it loses its meaning. It’s just sounds coming out of me when Ramiro stops breathing, this little fucking kid I taught to ride a bike cuz Dad couldn’t, cuz of his chair. I got this little fucker propped up in my arms, this little fucker that always wanted to be just like me, and I’m thinking, like, he’s messing with me. He’ll breathe again. He’s just playing a joke. And so I laugh, like, maybe that’s what he was waiting for, for me to laugh so he would breathe again . . . but he don’t. His lungs don’t rise, they sink. And this gurgle sound comes out of his neck, so I try to cover it up with my hands. Can’t help it. I try to cover up the bullet hole there, one that’s dime size. I push with two hands. Hard. I press and press, but I can feel his heart’s not beating no more. And I keep saying no. All quiet. Not like big and loud dramatic, just no. No. No. No. And right then is when the biggest boom of all comes. The shotgun.

Prolly this is why I haven’t slept since it happened, not slept-slept. I drink to stop seeing my brother’s face like that. I drug up to stop seeing his neck all open. It’s all I can do. The only thing that works for sleep is for me to black out, but then when I open my eyes and it’s hours later, it don’t matter. Everything’s still there, right back in my head, and I got an ache all over and I’m still on fire. Is what it is.

I’m all kinds of serious when I snort a fat line of coke off my thumb after we meet up and park on Virginia, all three cars. That burns too. After, I kinda pack up what memories I have of Joker inside me right then, cuz it’s time to do work. Like I could open my ribs up and put it away and close them on it and fasten it down. That’s how I keep him inside me. Keep him close. It’s not long before I feel like I got lightning inside me, pumping me up. And that’s good, cuz right now, I can’t be me anymore. Can’t be Bennett with all his fucking problems. I got to be Trouble. Got to be the one everybody knows is down no matter what.

There’s nobody out on the street but us and some homeless-looking black motherfucker rooting through open trash cans up the block. There hasn’t been trash pickup in days, but people still put them out anyways. Dumb-asses. I don’t need to stare to know this is the same weirdo that Momo asked if he knew anything about his little house fire and got some crazy-ass gibberish back instead, something about shit going to heaven in pieces or something.

Apart from crazy dude’s slow shuffle, it’s a ghost town. Lights out all over this block, curtains closed up tight, only streetlamps. Nice thing is, it smells like flowers over here, I don’t know what kinds, and only a little bit of smoke. We’re over the line all right, right off what they call the Boardwalk. My lil bro told me about this. I know Fate and his click treat it like an escape route, from sheriffs, from whatever, but right now, it’s a path straight into the heart of their turf.
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The coke’s fucking hitting me and I feel better now. Strong. I feel like it’s time to get ours back, pull some fucking cards. We got nine homies, just the hard-core veteranos, cuz we can’t afford bitch shit on this one from a lil homie trying to earn stripes. They know this is a suicide run, and they’re all down cuz I’m down. I been doing this for a long time and I’m untouchable at it. Nobody expects you to run up in a house and blast fools on their couch, pure vato loco style. But I been doing it and I stay living. And right now, my wild card is that I don’t care. I don’t care about nothing. Before with runs like this, it was just me. I never had to work an operation this big. Just getting everybody over Atlantic was a hassle. There’s more National Guards out patrolling around or sitting on intersections, so we couldn’t’ve done a car train. We had to be smart, so we avoided them by splitting up into two different cars, four into one and five into another, before going different ways to meet up and park.

Cuz we weren’t about to bother them Guards. We got three in there, called up and deployed out of Inglewood. What, you think National Guard don’t got gangsters in there? Shit. Time to wake up. We got three. Ain’t gonna tell you their names though. I’m sure other gangs got homies in there too. Turns out it’s a real good way to learn about
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