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“A great pleasure in life is doing what people say you cannot do.”

-Walter Bagehot




	


	1: Pressures

“Everyone get the fuck down, now! It’s a stickup!” an unknown person shouted as their voice pierced my eardrums.

I was ten years old back then.

Allow me to introduce myself, ladies and gentlemen.

I am Tyrone Steele.

The Tyrone who is continuously made fun of. The Tyrone no one gives a shit about. The Tyrone that has the mental capacity of a five-year-old child with Down syndrome. The Tyrone who is unattractive. The Tyrone everyone pays no mind.

Yeah, that Tyrone.

I was in the store with my grandmother because she had to pick up toiletries for the family apartment. The family apartment?

What’s that, you might ask? It’s where I reside in the neighborhood of Bennett. The family apartment has been around for three generations.

It all started when my great great-grandfather (god rest his soul) came into Georgia from one of the Cherokee tribes up north because of the colonization.

My great great-grandfather sought a better life that wasn’t ridden with his people being held in captivity and having their history erased.

He arrived in Georgia, found a community to settle down in, and bought the apartment. What’s significant is that my great great-grandfather ran a restaurant inside of here.

The restaurant was a big hit in the community, winning several awards and receiving recognition in the tabloids for the “classical taste of indigenous food.”

Unfortunately, that restaurant is obsolete now. My mother and grandmother knew the story behind my heritage and how we became so well-known in the community.

Who cares about that anymore, right?

Back to what happened when I was ten. The store was being held up by some wannabe looking for quick paper.

Everyone in the neighborhood is trying to make some too. Many of us work for it. However, others just take it by force.

This wannabe held everyone in the store hostage. My poor grandmother was scared to death. Over the years, Bennett has become a crime ridden, low-income neighborhood full of impoverished people in the City of Blaisfield, Georgia.

Drug deals, gang violence, domestic disputes—all of it is pretty much the norm around here. I wouldn’t compare it to Badlands, Pennsylvania though.

They say that place is worse.

“Please! Don’t shoot anyone! What do you want?” the clerk screamed.

“The fetty! I want the fetty, bruh!” the robber fired back. “Give it up!”

The owner nodded and opened the register to hand the robber the money that was inside. Do I know this man sticking up the store?

No.

It is difficult to know someone when they’re wearing all black with a ski mask on while wielding a sawed-off shotgun, ready to blow someone away.

The robber grabbed all the money and placed it into the bag.

“What? I gave you what you wanted, now go! Please!” the clerk screamed.

The gun was fired as bullets rushed through five glass bottles and the clerk himself. The shot was so powerful that it reverberated through the entire store like an earthquake.

We were silenced and robbed of emotions as we watched the clerk hit the ground, bleeding to his death. The alarm went off which triggered a police response. They were automatically at the scene.

“Fuck, it’s the one-time! I need a hostage to take…” The robber looked around and pointed at my grandmother. “You. Old lady with the scarf, bring ya’ crusty ass over here!”

“Me? Oh no, boy! I’m pretty sure your folks taught you better than to be here robbing a store!” my grandmother snapped.

Her words only heated up the situation. The robber wasn’t buying it.

“Bitch, I didn’t ask you any questions! Get yo’ ass here or I’ll blow yo’ fucking head off! Go!”

My grandmother began crying. She looked down at me and hugged me tightly. Grandma wasn’t trying to let me go.

“Grandma, please don’t do what he says. Stay here with me. I’m scared,” I said glumly.

“I can’t, baby. I must listen to this ma—”

Grandma’s words were snuffed out by gunshots. I can’t say any more. Ever since that day, my life has been the shittiest. Shittier than shit if that’s a proper descriptive phrase. Who cares if it isn’t? Ya’ll know I’m a dummy…

Fast forward to the present day, September 2014. I am seventeen years old. I will become a senior in another week. I currently attend Bennett High School, but I’m considering transferring.

I am not that smart. I had the lowest SAT score in the 11th grade last year. I’ve failed all my classes since freshman year.

You wonder why I’m always seen with a backpack, even though I rarely do any work. I had summer school every summer since the third grade.

In seventh grade, I was expelled because I broke my English teacher’s jaw for giving me an F on a project that I worked really hard on.

I desperately tried my best to attain a decent grade. So, here’s the story. I handed my teacher the project, right? He looked at it and shouted…

“F, Tyrone! You get an F!!!”

Failure and disdain slithered down every corner of my body. The whole class laughed at me. They were saying stuff like “he’s dumb” and “I knew this nigga was going to get an F.”

I was irate.

It wasn’t because everyone poked fun at me or the fact that my English teacher was a jerk. I felt like I couldn’t do anything, no matter how much I busted my ass. I would never amount to any respect as a human being.

“I’m tired of this shit!” I screamed as I blindly swung my fists. I closed my eyes tightly as if someone sprayed mace in them with my arms swaying like I was doing the Shmurda dance. I didn’t know what I was hitting.

Quite frankly, I didn’t care.

I kept swinging. I was blinded by my rage and lost total control of myself. Kids in the class kept shouting “he’s retarded!” Here’s a clever one: “that nigga wildin!’”

I found all that to be extremely offensive. You know… when a white person calls a black person a nigger? Yeah.

That kind of offensive. My teacher told me to quit swinging my fists, that he would call security if I didn’t. His request infuriated me further.

I swung my fists faster and more viciously. Eventually, I pounced a solid object. A loud snapping noise followed.

I then felt a large thud.

The entire class went silent. I knew that was bad. I opened my eyes slowly and saw my teacher stretched out across the floor, unconscious.

I knocked him out cold.

Security guards rushed into the classroom and saw what I did. They grabbed me up and pinned me to the ground as if I was a fugitive trying to rob someone on the streets of Emelly and Lilian.

I didn’t find out my teacher’s jaw was broken until three days after the incident. My eldest sister, Matilda, who’s also my legal guardian—beat my goddamn ass. She whipped me as if I were a slave.

Once Matilda brought me to the family apartment, she took her belt off and started cracking it over my ass like a whip. I was beaten from the living room all the way to my grandmother’s old bedroom.

I even went tumbling over furniture to avoid the cracks of that belt, but my sister’s hands were way faster than my legs at the time.

My grandmother would have never punished me that badly. By the time my sister was done, I was covered in slashes and bruises.

I even bled a little.

I swore to never hit a teacher again after that ass whipping. I was still being sent to summer school because of my atrocious grades though.

I was bullied as well. I remember in the fifth grade, right? I was walking home and a bunch of eighth graders jumped me for no apparent reason.

I could still feel the blows to my chest and stomach as they called me all sorts of niggers, crackbabies, motherfuckers, bitches, and retards.

It wasn’t my fault Moms passed away when I was little, my father left, and all I had were my grandparents, cousins, and siblings with a few aunts and uncles poking around.

It wasn’t my fault I was a troubled youth. The education system is a major letdown too. Last year, approximately three hundred teachers were laid off across the entire City of Blaisfield.

This is because of a $73.5 million-dollar deficit that our city is in, and the mayor is a piece of shit who cares more about his image than he does the wellbeing of the people.

He said in his speech: “We had to lay teachers off to help pay the deficit our city is in. More tax dollars have been committed to our governmental offices in efforts of creating solutions to resolve Blaisfield’s financial woes.”

You know what? I hate politicians. Snobbish pieces of shit who hates the black man. Even with that happening, it still didn’t change the teacher’s opinions of me.

Every individual in my high school despises me. You hear the name “Tyrone Steele,” it’s like a curse. I’ve been told countless times by educators, mentors, aides, and counselors alike that I’m uncontrollable, difficult to work with, stubborn, and cynical.

You name it, I’ve been called it. Pretty much everyone has given up on me. Hell, even I’ve given up on me. Here I am, nearly a grown ass man and don’t know my timetables that well.

School starts in less than a week. I’m at the family apartment with my eldest sister, Matilda, and my other two brothers.

The smell of soul food simmering on the stove is persistent through the apartment as the television is turned up full blast.

I’m at the computer, talking to my friends on Facebook (the ones that care about me anyway.) Matilda walked into the room with her hands around her hips, sporting a repulsed look.

“All you do is sit on that damn computer to be on Facebook all day and night! You oughta’ figure out how you gon’ graduate, fool!”

I sucked my teeth.

“Matilda, I don’t care about school no more. The teachers and students dislike me anyway,” I replied. “Why bother?”

“Well, how are you going to get a JOB if you don’t have a high school diploma, fool?” Matilda asked me. “You’ve always been stubborn, Tyrone. Don’t wanna do nothing but play the victim.”

“I’ll just get me a job at the cement works then. They pay decently and plus, no one asks you for a diploma,” I answered.

Matilda shook her head distastefully. “So, you wanna be there pouring concrete for the rest of your life?”

I nodded. “Matilda, what else am I gonna do? You know damn well that my black ass ain’t gonna be able to get into anyone’s college with these grades that I have, shiddd…”

Matilda rolled her eyes. “This shit doesn’t make any sense. Here you are, about to become a grown ass man and you act like you’re still ten!”

“TEN was when Grandma… never mind. I’m boutta’ head to the park to hang out with my boys. Sign me out of the book,” I said faintly.

“Might as well attain your math off the corner of Emelly and Lilian then. Be back here by 10:30,” Matilda prompted.

“Whatever.”

I left the apartment, walked down the steps, and left the building. I headed towards the park. I trotted up the street as kids played on the sidewalk, a boy walked his dog, and some girl talked on the phone.

I also stumbled upon two crackheads arguing over who gets to smoke first.

“Nigga, I’m smoking that crack! Hand the pipe over!” the crackhead to the right shouted.

The crackhead to the left kept trying to snatch the pipe away from the one on the right. “No, nigga! You ain’t getting shit! This mine!”

I ignored them and continued to go about my business. I arrived at the park to meet my friends Andre, Gabriel, and Rashad. They greeted me accordingly.

“Ma’ boy Tyrone! What’s good?” Andre said as we slapped hands hood style.

“Nada man. Just another day,” I replied to him.

“Mi hombre! You cool?” Gabriel said, slapping hands with me.

I nodded. “Cool like a fool.”

“Tyrone!” Rashad said, pounding fists with me. “It’s wonderful seeing you as always.”

“So, what’s up with ya’ll niggas?” I asked my boys. “What’s the news?”

Andre shook his head. “Nothing, man. School starting again as usual. It’s that time where niggas are gonna be fresh to death, trying to talk to bitches n’ shit.

“But we made it, B. We all seniors and after this, we ain’t gotta go to that shitty school no more. School period. I ain’t got no grip for college.

“Them crackers can afford it because that slave money is still in their families. Niggas like us don’t have shit.

“We collect government assistance, relying on Uncle Sam to give us those stamps and welfare checks on the third instead of making our own butter n’ bread. Shit fucking crazy,” Andre said.

“Word up. My family wants me to attend school in Puerto Rico and live down there, man hell no. I will never go back there. It’s no better than the hood. I’m staying in America,” Gabriel replied.

“I’ll probably move up to New York with my dad or something. I can’t stay down here. Georgia is no longer my cup of tea anymore,” Rashad said.

“Man, at least ya’ll have choices. I don’t know about me, dog. I don’t even think I’ll be able TO graduate. I’m a fucking idiot.

“I don’t even know half my timetables. I’ll probably wind up trapping on the corner. My GPA was a 1.00 last year. It ain’t no way these niggas finna’ let me graduate,” I said depressingly.

“Don’t beat yourself up about it, Tyrone. You a smart guy. You just gotta realize that you are. Are you going to be attending Bennett this schoolyear though?” Rashad said.

“On some real shit, I’d like to transfer. I hate that decrepit ass school. Shit filthy as hell and don’t nobody wanna learn anything there. I might head to Riverside, that’s a decent school I heard. Maybe they wouldn’t dislike me so much.”

Andre sucked his teeth. “Bruh, you want to be
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