
Mi Vida, Mi Verda

My life, My Truth

Oliver X James Beasley Jr.

Copyright © 2026 by Oliver Beasley with Devonte Beasley

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, or stored in a retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book was written by Oliver Beasley with editorial and writing assistance from Devonte Beasley.

The views and opinions expressed in this book are those of the author and do not necessarily reflect those of the publisher.

ISBN: 9798295680038

First Edition – 2026

Printed in the United States of America

​

CONTENTS

Acknowledgements

Dedication

Cast of characters

Prologue

Introduction

300 pounds

Chapter 1

Family,Roots,and the Early Streets of Pittsburgh

Chapter 2

The 60’s, 70’s & 80’s

Chapter 3

Blind Loyalty and The Door Way To Narcotics and Stepping Away from Robbery

Chapter 4

The Fake Big Ticket

Chapter 5

Pay Day.

Chapter 6

What a chain of events.

Chapter 7

The First Brick & Down goes Spike

9 inch

Chapter 8

Hoe money is the best money

Chapter 9

Collapse,Addiction,and Warnings Ignored

Chapter 10

Lil sis 1987.

Chapter 11

A change has to come.

Chapter 12

Protect and serve this

work.(Cocaine) and alot of other crap.

Chapter 13

Kaheem & keyvan

Trust eventually cracked in New York.

Chapter 14

The Old Man Returns, And Man Was So Ever Right.

I need a break in a beautiful place

Chapter 15

Transferred to Allenwood prison I meet Mr. Todd Greene

4,996 grams

Chapter 16

Back into society and the second chapter of my life. On my way home from finishing up my first rodeo in 1996, I walked out.

Chapter 17

Money Mike The Black Jesus.

Chapter 18

Headquarters & I Am My Brother's Keeper.

Chapter 19

The Chief

Chapter 20

FAMILY STORE & situations on Perrysville avenue. 1996-2002

Chapter 21

Here comes the snake.

I Got Snake Bit, By the Snake.

Chapter 22

Hola Amigos City Island & Connections

Chapter 23

Garfield was another story.

Chapter 24.

T BIG THINGS POPPING.

Chapter 25

County Boys a unfortunate situation

10,000 square foot

Chapter 26

My Main man Mister R.

Chapter 27

What the fuck was he thinking?

Chapter 28

(The wire man)

Big Dude you’re on candid camera

Chapter 29:

Never Can Say Goodbye

I Had Said Until Low And Behold!

Chapter 30

I can do Twenty years for you, but they weren’t offering Twenty

Chapter 31

Projected Release Date Death

Chapter 32

Seeing Pittsburgh With New Eyes

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgements

[image: ]


Allah, the originator of the sun, moon, and stars, I owe you everything.

Completing this book was the most difficult and exhilarating thing I’ve personally done in my life.

First of all, I would like to thank Ross Tyler of Prime Book Publishers, who had the courage to publish my story.

I want to express my deepest gratitude to My Comrade, MR Miyagi, whose unwavering support, strength, and camaraderie have been a beacon of light in my life. Thank you for standing beside me for your Courage your Loyalty and friendship. May God open them Doors and free you one day, Real Soon.

From the Alpha to the Omega of My Life, The Most Important people in my life have to be My Mother, Rose Marie Beasley, My Father OliverJames Beasley, and My Grandmother, Rose Matthews.

My beloved Brother Jesse James Beasley and My Sister Belinda Marie Beasley are gone from us, but never forgotten.

The rest of the crew.

Wifey, Rhonda Denise Beasley, you know firsthand that I’m not the easiest guy to deal with, so the love is greatly appreciated.

Little Brother Darryl James Beasley, a.k.a. Snake Beez, who came aboard and made amends at the right time, family brotherly love always

My daughter Melika Marie Beasley, who held me down like four flat tires doing those 264 months in prison, my days were bright when she visited me frequently, and it gave us warmth, comfort, and much needed laughter.

And for the star of the show, My Daughter Zakiyyax Marie Beasley, my final seed, Lil, Miss Sunshine, who makes the Sun shine, the Pittsburgh Princess, my life, my everything, who can never do anything wrong in my eyes.

Moe Beasley ( our beloved dog), my Grandson, my partner, and a Comrade like you is the most precious gift anyone can receive from Allah. Thank you, Moe, for being my only best friend.

Also deserving of thanks are all of My Nieces and Nephews and Cousins in the Entire Beasley Nation. My Sister Dayna McCormick ( The Madea of our Family) and my Nieces and the McCormick family love.

Auntie Della & First Cousins and Family, the Quicks in Brooklyn, New York, love.

Veda Fearbry and Family for keeping all the bullshit with me.

Auntie Lovie Deen Humphries, the General, and Family, much love.

Miss M. aka chocolate who provided me with strength and encouragement, doing my whole stretch never switched up on me and never changed up on me and was always on time. You’re greatly appreciated.

Miss D, you really, really, really looked out for a brother like no other. Thanks 1 million for all the support and everything you did for me to get me where I am today. My blessings and prayers will always be with you. Peace.

Tika Good, thank you for always being a shoulder for me and for always being there to lend a helping hand. I am truly thankful for all of your love and support that a brother could need.

Greene Family in New York. Some people deserve more than just a thank you, like y’all do, thanks for all the memories. We share Todd Greene.

Cuzzo Barry Dobbs Greathouse and My Entire Chicago Family love. Queen Sister Eboney Stuckey of the Bronx, thank you so much for all you’ve done for me. I am truly grateful to have you in my life.

The Mayor of Harlem, My Bro Terry, Great looking out, and your wise words are embedded in my head for life, thanks a Million Bro i really needed that.

The Eberhart Family bulletproof love is the kind that will never wear off.

Andre Keyes and Chata Williams, y’all two have been extremely supportive. Y’all may not realize what a blessing y’all have been, thanks 1 million.

Lil AP, the Mad Scientist, and Alan Parker and family, best wishes

Thanks a million, My Man Fuji and my lil Cuzzo Zachariah.

Desaray McCray and Family, Best wishes.

Mr & Mrs Davis Family from the avenue where Jesus lives.

Sandy aka Candy, Pretty Khierra, and Family, best wishes.

Ryder from St Clair projects you did that girl, only we know.

Good Soldiers are like stars; you don’t always see them, but you know they’re always there when you need them. Them Brooklyn Boys, Scooter and them Philly Goons, P Mac, Ice, Deuce, Sonny Boy, Big head Bo Bo, Montana,them Southeast DC simple city niggas Tree and Dave.

My Atlanta Lil Rascals Slow down, fools.

Rest in power, Lil Johnathon Owen’s stick up, Marcus, Orin, we will all see you one day when we get to the other side.

And from all of the people from the state of state who said Oliver, I love you at just the right time. I love all of you very much, peace.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication​

[image: ]


This book is dedicated to Allah, the creator of the sun, the moon, and the stars. the one who formed all that is visible, and all that exists beyond what our eyes can see, to the source of life, purpose, and destiny, whose wisdom guides every path and every moment.

This work is also dedicated to my father, my mother, and my grandmother. Your love, strength, prayers, and sacrifices lay the foundation of who I am today. Your guidance, whether spoken or silent, lives within me and continues to shape my journey. This book carries your spirit, your lessons, and my deepest gratitude.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cast of characters

[image: ]


Cast of characters

Darryl P. StinkyButt, aka Arryl, every burglary we did together, he would shit on these people’s living room floor

Donald Eberhardt, Chief, could’ve ran any big corporate Fortune 500 company

SY Candy .street wife was a master at her game

Dominican E ..what a real sexual degenerate, look at the little girl.

Flavor. ball to you fall then fuck them all

Gene S. Garfield. the black Donnie Brasco im here officer open the door and let me in.

GL Glasses. they should just do the life sentences for me because they offered them 22 years they offered them. It’s just like life.

Kevin Trowrey. aka The green eye snake. he told all that he saw and heard and all that he didn’t see or hear

SC aka Hammer. when hammer meets the prison punk.

Jerome. H Aka spike. oh baby oh baby it feels so good to me

Jesse Beasley aka cool jay. yo bro, I got Hoe jacked in Miami

Marcus. Palmer Aka stick up Marcus from the worside. I’m a stickup artist a killer and a gambler until the day I die

Montana. you can call it what you want, but you would be calling me from home

Donald Johnson. Mr. nasty. Aka Cannon I’ll fuck him in his ass until his ass, bleed to death
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Once upon a time in the bustling steel city of Pittsburgh ,Pennsylvania , there lived a man named Oliver Beasley

Oliver was not your ordinary citizen behind his façade he led a double life as a well known drug lord in the city.

Oliver grew up in a tough neighborhood, surrounded by poverty and crime from a very young age , he saw the opportunity to rise above his circumstances, seduced by the allure of money and power. With an entrepreneurial mindset and a desire to escape the shackles of poverty , Oliver delved into the world of drug trafficking , money laundering and prostitution .

As days turned into years Oliver’s power grew , causing a ripple affect in the criminal underworld his reputation soared .

Despite his tarnished persona , there was another side to Oliver that not many knew.

He had a deep rooted desire to provide and to build up his community, secretly Oliver siphoned off portions of his illicit earnings and invested in properties and businesses, endeavoring to make a positive impact in the city and the hood where he called home.

Every Empire has a CEO Pittsburgh had Oliver X Beasley.
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I am the main authority in my world and the author of my life. No person place or thing has any power over me except accept Allah

My best relationship is the one I have with me, loving yourself first is one of the most important things in the world

My Life, My Truth.

My name is Oliver X. James Beasley Jr., and what you are about to read is the unfiltered account of my life. These are events as they happened, from my childhood on the North Side of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania to the high- stakes world of narcotics trafficking, and the consequences that followed. This story has never been told - not in books not in films,not in documentaries. It is a first -person account of a life spent navigating the streets, survival, loyalty, and betrayal this is not a story meant to be glamorous crime. It is an honest look at my life, my choices and the environment that shaped me. For years, people from Pittsburgh, New York, Washington DC Philadelphia ,Atlanta, Detroit, Chicago, and even abroad encouraged me to share my story. They were drawn not to the illegal activities themselves but to the human story behind them-the struggles,the relationships, and the choices that defined a life lived on the edge.

In April 2002, I faced one of the most significant legal cases in the history of western Pennsylvania the United States Attorney General at the time John Ashcroft came to Pittsburgh to announce an 11 count indictment against me and others. The federal government described it as the largest drug network ever to be prosecuted in the region. we were the first ones ever charge and prosecuted with running a 848 C.C E continuing criminal enterprise under the new law which carries a mandatory 20 year sentence and for the chief principal administrators a mandatory life sentence and in addition, the government had to show that we supervised or directed five or more people and must have distributed at least
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of cocaine and 60 pounds of heroin

and they must have ranked in at least 10 million in one year and according to the assistant United States attorney Constance Bowden we qualified for all of that. The operation known as the Beasley Lyle’s organization. The Beasley Lyle’s operation was based on the Northside. The Beasley family store operation was the name it was given on the wor -side of the North Side where friends is killing friends and Homies killing Homies where violence and loyalty was tested every day.

Don’t get me wrong there have been other heavyweight, (PGH) players,gangsters,hustlers all through the city of Pittsburgh, for decades that did their thing and I mean no disrespect to all the other Ball players I salute them all and hats off to all of them who played their way in such a dirty vicious cutthroat game, but yo, there is one particular cat who self named himself a boss T Coles, Who got way off script and out of character talking about he robbed me and that I’m a punk never ever been no man’s punk son and no have I or any of my people ever been robbed by no one, I mean, damn you say that you robbed Oliver X, Beasley, and that was it ?damn son that’s really some dream look I ain’t good at playing the victim. I’ve always been the victimizer so miss us with all that fake news shit yo I wasn’t even going to entertain what you mentioned about me or chief but I had too. Because seriously I am way way pettier than 50 Cent when a silly ass nigga want to get on some suckafish ass shit with me so I wasn’t even going to let you slide with that statement that you made because you know personally got damn well short and simple that I don’t even know you like that or know you at all and nor have I ever been in your presence or anywhere near you so when you tell your life story, tell it man, but don’t use my name or chiefs name to boost yourself up to sell newspapers or records not cool fool and these (PGH ) players, gangsters,hustlers cats that I know that know you and been around you and you know them they say you ain’t nothing like none of that but a woman beater and they have no idea why in the fuck you would even say that, but on some real deal Holyfield shit for real for real. It really sucks to be you. Yes, you want the distance with them feds and tried your hand, but when you blew at trial, then when the real real realization set in on you that ,that life sentence was more than you could bare ,so then what did you do you contacted the FBI and made the decision of your life to cooperate with them on ABC and XYZ like you did then you let them trick you and play you out like a two dollar hoe and they had you turn in what 1 million or two all of your money to get out of prison then when they got your money and all of your cooperation, you have given them they reneged on you and left you stuck like Chuck shaking my head and for your information the very last time I checked life on this side is so much better so yo knucklehead between me and you there’s no competition and never been none with me. I’ve never jealous never been insecure and never been a suckafish , hating ass nigga so respectfully you can never be me disrespectfully I would never ever want to be you so go right on ahead and lay it down with your big butt punk shampoo that they told me about and keep that ladyboys shit off your dick because dicks in your ass is bad for your health, so stop the fake news because everyone who knows me they aint buying that story that you robbed me and I am a punk only a fool would believe some sucker shit like that, however son, I wish you well and I wish for you to get up out of there respectfully me.

Ok now that I Tightened that up.

Let me get Straight back to this, again, according to the United States government, at this particular time, April 2002, there has never been a narcotic case bigger than ours or had the national exposure like ours did with the United States Attorney General John Ashcroft coming to town. the FBI and the DEA and the Pennsylvania crime commission stated to the joint task force , city state and county narcotics agency stated that Oliver Beasley is a very high level of narcotics trafficker that needs to be watched at all times. We had even used the provisions of the patriot act placed on him and also a postal watch. Look I’ve been there and done all that but now it’s 2026. I don’t understand why do people still scream my name and chief’s name and make us irrelevant basically it’s because when they speak on themselves, nobody listens and we are not on nothing but just chilling, traveling the world and enjoying life to the very best.

Everyone has an OB story, so let them have it. Listen, nobody can bring shit up from my past and throw it in my face to belittle me. I’ll sit here and tell you some things that I did and what I said start to finish however, a lot of other things like some mafia business are better off left alone Pretty much everything that I mentioned here folks and foes done ran downtown and told it all to them FBI & DEA anyway, so it doesn’t even matter however I learned from it. I had fun while it was all happening, and I’ve made peace with all the dark evil parts in my life so maybe you should sit down and take some notes Respectfully. This book is my life story. It is a Chronicle of mistakes triumphs family and the environment that shaped me. I share it in the hope that others may understand reflect or learn from it welcome to my life Mi Vida Loca (my crazy life)

​
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Family, Roots, and the Early Streets of Pittsburgh
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Every story has a beginning,and mine begins with family-the foundation of who I became the values I inherited and the lessons I learned in the streets of Pittsburgh. My Father’s Mother was Lela Greathouse Beasley she was born to Benjamin and Mary Bell Greathouse.

My Great Grandfather Benjamin had 3 Daughters prior to his marriage to my Great Grandmother Mary Bell who had 3 sons prior to her marriage to him they had 10 children together so in total they had 16 children they were all from lionsville Alabama deep down in the south he was once removed from slavery and she was removed twice from slavery, My Grandmother Lela Greathouse Married My Grandfather Curtis Beasley and had my Aunt Della My Father and Uncle Raymond My Grandfather was accidentally killed shortly after that she remarried and later had 3,other children My Aunt Lela Bell My Aunt Ruthie and My Uncle Harry. Grandma was mean and a very stern woman. My Fathers 1st cousin Lovie Deen Greathouse Humphries they were raised together down there in Lionsville Alabama and she was more like his sister which is why we call her Aunt Lovie she showed him much love but stayed on his heels whenever he would get out of line. the realest female in my family and to this very day she don’t take no shit from no male or female but she is sweet as pie.

I was born Oliver James Beasley . January 12, at Allegheny General Hospital on the Northside of Pittsburgh,Pennsylvania. I was one of six children, though technically I might be considered the second or third as my parents had raised my uncle Jesse‘s daughter Dayna Mccormick as their own before I was born. and she lived with us until she had kids and moved out on her own. My parents were hard-working, determined, and unyielding traits that will come to shape every step of my life .

My siblings are.

1.Harry James Beasley,Dayna Marie MCcormick, Jesse James Beasley

Darryl James Beasley, Belinda Marie Beasley!

My Mother-Rosie “Queen Mother“Beasley My Mother,Rosie Marie Mitchell Beasley, was an original Northsider.

Was a force of nature.

Raised in the hard neighborhood of Manchester on Adam’s street , she was tough, fiercely,protective ,and uncompromising when it came to raising her children.

and when her and my pops linked up we all lived on

1448 stedman street

, and our backyard was on Pennsylvania ave.

My mother worked at Midland &Ross and Allegheny Hospital and retired from both of them. And moved to Atlanta, Georgia. Very Strong Blackwoman, who didn’t take no foolishness or,crap, or shit from anyone,pretty much everyone knew not to get in Mama Roses business she took great care of all of us ,children ,relatives and friends, food, clothing,shelter,mentally physically & spiritually , all the vacations , family gatherings ,the parks,zoos, and me almost drowning in Florida’,her and my brother Jesse saved my life. Mother Rose, mother rose, aka the Big Kahuna, she’s raising 6. Bad ass kids well my lil sister dont count. Here are some of my most cherished memories with my mother, whoa! She was so serious about our education, one day at the dinner table i was having problems with my math homework a division problem she showed me over and over ,and said now do you get it? I said no, she said what is wrong with you are you stupid or something, i said yes im stupid joking around , she slapped the shit out of me ,and said ,you may be a idiot,but your not stupid, after that smack, I figured it out lol. One time i had to be about 11, she is driving and looking over the back seat telling me to shut up , about something i kept going on and on,provoking her she reached over the back seat with her fist balled up, she wasn’t even looking and she hit me right in my nose, we called that the Rosie bash, and busted my nose, when we got back up to the house on 24 west McIntyre and the car stopped at the house i jumped out and said I’m running away , she said that’s good you little ungrateful bastard, get the hell on your one less mouth i have to feed, and dont you come back either. There was a gas station on the corner lot of Perrysville & west McIntyre ,and there was a church right there , so i ran behind the church and across from there was a auto body shop so as im sitting on the step behind the church with this blood on my shirt ,mad ass fuck,im like what the fuck, this crazy ass lady going to bust my nose, i must have been back there for about a hour 1/2 , i asked this white dude at that custom shop,what time is it,he said 4;45 pm I’m like damn its dinner time , and today we are having fried chicken,mashed potatoes & gravy corn,crescent rolls and kool-aid shit the more i thought about it the more hungrier i got , my mother would put out a weekly menu and we all had assigned seats at the dinner table.

So i ran away for about a hour 1/2 hour and when i came back ,she was waiting on me , and said take off that dirty shirt and go wash up and get your little silly mannish ass backdown here and eat your plate , which was on the stove.

Religion she tried to instill discipline and faith in us, guiding us from Catholicism to Christianity when we lived down Manchester,and went to Saint Joesph we were Catholics, then when we moved up top McIntyre & Perrysville ave,she became a Christian woman and would haul us to church with her , we went to Central Baptist church on the Hill District,My uncle Jesse who stayed with us from time to time when he wasn’t in prison he was with the Moorish Science Of AmeriKKKA a M.O.E. Also a Black Panther and that’s what made sense to me. Now im like 16 , on this one Sunday afternoon after leaving church everyone is ready to get in the van to go back home. My mother calls out to me and my lil brother Jesse to come with her , we go back into the church and she takes us up into the attic,of the church . The pastor is up there waiting on us , he has two chairs sitting there for me and Jesse to come sit down, so he starts reading some holy scriptures from the Bible , then he comes toward us with this glove on his hand and places his hand on my head ,I kept thinking about that movie when Richard Pryor was a preacher and he had that glove on so this guy he is saying some shit like remove these devils from sister roses boy’s im like what the fuck is this shit here, i looked at Jesse and started laughing, so i smacked dudes hand down off of me, i said get out of here with this exorcist bullshit, my poor ole mother was furious, i told Jesse lets go, we got up and left.

One time i was arrested for snatching this white womans purse as a juvenile so the day of my sentencing when they read off my school report, the judge said Mr Beasley was suspended several times for destroying school property and for several other offenses, she never knew not one time i was ever suspended when she would get us up for school, when she would leave to go to work at 6:30 am i would jump back in the bed and go to sleep, then i had one of my girlfriends come over and lay up in the bed with me like we were grown. so as they read my school report off i happened to turn around and look at my mother and she had that look on her face, like nigga imma kill you, you talk about a mean mug, that was a death stare, i turned around so fast, since i was a first time offender he gave me probation, when leaving the courtroom, she said you lil sneaky bastard, when the judge said probation, she said i wish he would of sent your black ass away, to the boys prison, now bring your silly purse snatching ass on.I had to be in the house at 8pm.and she Would threaten to call my Po.

I go down my aunt’s house one day,, and my PO was sitting in there smoking weed and drinking with my aunt and friends. I saw that and I never reported again. My lil brother Darryl had a hooptie hoop, so im taking my mother down to the post office its pouring down raining the windows is fogged all the way up especially the back window so as i go to pull in the parking lot she says you just passed up a spot, so soon as started backing up there’s a boom i back up in to this white mans brand new white jaguar, i get out and told him he seen me backing up and he hits me, as my mother gets out the car she says just give him all the information, now at this time i don’t have no license, no insurance and there is no insurance on this car let alone the plate don’t even match the car , so I’m giving this man all this bogus information, when she comes out he says something like ok Mr Wilson my insurance company will be contacting you,her Good Samaritan big mouth ass going to say Mr Wilson, that’s not his name , now you give him your right name and number smmfh i had gave him my name and telephone number, but soon as i got home i called the phone company and got a different number i have so many more stories to tell but ill just cut it here, My mother was a very honest citizen. Crime, she wasn’t with any of that. I heard her one time on the phone telling one of her girlfriends these damn big head ass boys done got so big, I cannot hit them no more because I end up hurting myself. My Mother would often say that when the kids are little, they will step on your toes, but when they get older, they will step on your heart. Was she ever right!

She would be talking about hypocritical people.

She would often say why listen to the truth when a lie is more Entertaining.

My mother visited me in prison several times. When she got really sick she knew she had to see meFeb Oliver, for it may have been her last time, and my very last time seeing my mother alive and what she said sadly is that I wish I could cook some dinner for my boys to eat , atleast one more time , I knew that I wasn’t going to make that dinner date ,I had like 10 more years to go, our Queen Mother Rosie Passed away on Mothers Day 2012.

My Father -Oliver James Beasley sr. My father, My father Sr. Came from Lionsville,Alabama a Country boy with a work ethic that was unmatched. Standing over six feet tall and weighing 240 pounds, he was a commanding presence, both in stature and character.

Pops was a man of many trades— a hard worker who did everything to provide for his family. Despite limited formal education, he excelled in practical knowledge and hands-on skills. jive short on education. His lack of education is what really pushed me to graduate, when my aunt had told me that there hadn’t been a Beasley that ever graduated from high school. I was like what? So I was the very first Beasley to graduate from High school. When I was young i remember him working for VW Volkswagen, then for ALCOA , and other jobs, always bringing his children and nephews along to teach them the value of work, responsibility,, and integrity he loved fishing trips, family cookouts, holidays, and maintaining family unity above all else he was also stern, using discipline to teach respect and accountability. Whether it was through a lesson with an extension cord, belt, or boxing gloves he was intentional in his guidance. He taught me how to navigate the world, how to carry myself, and,most importantly, how to honor the family name. POPs also had a sense of humor,charm,playfulness.

He loved the Pittsburgh Steelers, often taking me and my brother Jesse to games he left behind lessons in resilience,resourcefulness,and pride. he passed away right down there on the sidewalk shoveling snow by the Allegheny center mall , The old man was a very very fine dresser. And when it comes to that im a direct reflection of him, and with the good smelling cologne .

His favorite line was when he knew that i was lying ,,he would say you lil nigga your going to sit here and piss in my face and tell me it’s raining outside. Then pop me upside my Head.

So really i have no gripes about pops . Just a few of my proudest memories of my pops was when he would take me to work with him, on Saturday mornings, take me to breakfast at Maggees bar When we moved from Manchester up on McIntyre he fixed that house up like whoa,and had us all working. Doing everything,we had the best of both worlds, bikes, tv’s in all our own rooms,all type of games all types, pets dogs, frogs, iguanas,hamsters , all the holidays Xmas and kwanza celebrations, all the birthday gifts for everyone. He coming home drunk sometimes on the weekends and would bring us 24 cuts of pizza with 1/2 pepperoni 1/2 sausage with liters of soda, or bring us them good big ass fish sandwiches from Hollywood bar on kirkbride street. Yo one time me and my boy joe Peterson got caught in the girls locker room watching them undress, when i got home my pops beat the shit out of me,i was in the 7th grade, as i got older and came home from the military he said yeah, son i see that you done went to that white mans army and whitey got you all big and strong, but now the old man probably caint take you on anymore, but me and my six brothers can handle your ass, im like6 brothers, i only knew him to have only one brother , then he goes into his suit jacket and pulls out his 38 special he said boy I don’t give a fuck about how big and strong you may feel or look that mighty whitey shaped you , Mother Fucker i brought your black ass into this world , you come out of my balls , I spit you out ,i feed you , i clothed you , i nurtured your ass , mentally and physically, he said and you are named after me , so if you ever disrespect me in any type of way , i ll kill your black ass , I’m like damn old man that’s how you feel , i thought to myself ok cool .before i went into the military me and my older brother was fighting , pops said when i come home put the boxing gloves on , long story short he knocked my brother smooth out , my turn i swung he hit me over the top of my head , i hit the floor , and later in life i realized that he had gave me a concussion, i had a headache for about 3 weeks . After he had told me about how he felt about my military shit sometime Later me and him and my cousin Raymond from New York was chopping it up, i said dad there is something i been wanting to know for years , he said what is it son. That time i got caught in the girls locker room why did you whip me like that, you whipped me like i was looking at some big butt boys or something. He said no son ,you are named after me ,and I didn’t want you to grow up to be some type of pervert or freak or something , i said well im not none of that , however i do love me some money and some pussy. He said that’s my boy,that’s my boy. I found out some time later that ole pops was a real player and a ladies man, after my pops had passed away i ran into this one oldhead one day , he asked me hey young man Oliver is your dad, i said yes, he said man that was my main man , we used to fuck the shit out of all the ladies , i was shocked to hear this like what the fuck, i never seen him like that, at all you lil sneaky devil.

So that’s why my mother booted him up out of the house when she had found out that he was messing around with Miss R. LR”s mother. I saw my mother one morning slapping him all around one morning on our porch he was just taking it all in, like stop rose, stop, he did not hit her back i guess the cat was out all night and was trying to sneak in the house, but she rolled him up outta there , he didn’t leave us,or split on us she put his ass all the way out, all the way out.

My fathers siblings ,the perfect example of relatives ain’t shit, there’s a big difference between family and relatives, a relative is only related to you by blood, a family member is related to you by trust,loyalty respect and love , check it the day that my father had left this earth he had just cashed his paycheck, before my own mother could get down there to ID her husbands body my so called uncle Raymond and so called aunt Ruth had rushed down there to the morgue, and collected all his personal possessions they took his credit cards and maxed them all out took his jewelry , knowing damn well he has a wife and children 6 of us, sitting up here, then uncle Raymond goes down to the ladies house whom he was staying with at this time and took all my dads furs, clothes, shoes and suits,you talk about disrespect, i never wanted to kill someone so bad in my life but I couldn’t touch him,he’s still my uncle and my dad’s brother but what he did was very foul and very petty yo he never gave any of us nephews a quarter since we knew him and when the cousins from New York or Boston would come to town the only fucking thing he would give them was a ass whipping ,when my grandma his mother would call him up to come tighten up the boys, my aunt lela bell was a real queen they drove her crazy, my aunt Lovie a real beauty queen that’s going to tell you the truth regardless of the facts my aunt Della was the oldest and she was also a real beauty queen, that could fight ,she kept them all in line,every time i came to new York auntie took great care of me.

Rose Marie Mathew’s My Grandmother the sweetest and the nicest woman I ever knew She lived with us until the day she departed this earth November 12 1980. She was 85 years young, it was my G-ma that spoiled the shit out of me,like no other, bought me any and everything,i was her favorite ,her pie,as what she called me,the greatest and the strongest woman i ever would meet ,her and my own mother would argue, because she always picked me up and had my legs wrapped around her wide waist, my mother said that’s why my legs are bow legged she carried me around like that until i was like 4-5 years old ,that’s when my mother said i started walking, i think she was joking however. My Grandmother was a blind woman, with a stub foot we never asked her what happen and nor did any of us care, when she had doctors appointments me and Dayna and Jesse went to every appointment ,i loved that woman , she left me when i was in the 9th grade ,for years i never knew exactly where her plot was, i just knew in sharpsburgh pa,over all the years i would try to find her , cause i wanted to make sure that she had a burial headstone with her name on it, so sometime in early 2022, my daughter Lil x found out where, so i finally got a chance to purchase her a headstone and placed it on her burial site ,which she desperately deserved ALL PRAISE BE TO THE GLORY OF GOD.

My uncles were longer-than-life figures. Jesse Fonzville El.

Uncle Jesse was the cool uncle , that would always stay with his big sister and us, whenever he would be released from prison, a Black panther member, a M.O.E MOORISH SCIENCE OF AMERIKKKA A bank & jewelry store stick up man, and robber ,a real penitentiary shit starter and a jive light weight gorilla pimp, and on a few occasions he’s been stabbed shot and karate chopped,by the police and other gangsters, he said he’s not good at playing the victim he’s always been the victimizer, a real wild cowboy , on a few occasions i remember picking him up from the bus station, when he was released from prison, which my pops really did not appreciate ,but moms had the final say on that manner, he was the one that gave us all the good and bad shit of life’s vices, showed us how to use a knife, how to shoot and clean guns and load them, had us smoking weed,and drinking imported beer, i was like 11, when he would sneak them hoez that he had upstairs in our bedroom he had them showing me and lil Jesse their pussy’s he had us smell their pussy’s he said smell it ,this is what you want. He threatened us to never tell his sister or my father and we didn’t. He said nephews about this P shit with this pimping listen up , anytime that you have the mind capacity to be able get in the mind of a BEETCH and have her turnaround and turn a few tricks for you, and have them walking in the rain snow or the blazing sun to go out there and come back and give you all her money , then mentally you are a bad ass mother fucker , he told us that when yall get older and go to the penitentiary, he said thats where yall two lil niggas is going one day. He Said you have 3 choices to do when you get there you can fight, fuck or climb a tree and there ain’t no trees in the penitentiary, so what are yall gonna do, we both said FIGHT , he said Thats right nephews and that’s Yalls blessing for the day. And on another occasion he said this ,by far the most important, any time you have to take care of some Mafia Business when it comes to that murder game, you go on that mission all alone, and take that to your grave with you because your friend of today may become your enemy by tomorrow and always be mindful that there is no statue of limitations on that. Unc He introduced me to a wish sandwich, i said what you mean wish sandwich , he said we ain’t got no meat , so we will make a wish sandwich wishing we had some meat , so he puts some mayo and salt and pepper and some lettuce on the bread, and said here you go kiddo , your first wish sandwich to this very day i still do that and its still fire. lol.

My Uncle Butchie Mitchell. stayed with us for a short time when we lived down Manchester he had come home from Vietnam he was in the United States Marine Core ,we stayed up in the same bedroom, he would wake up in the middle of the night 3am and start spitshining his boots ,then he would start marching back and forth back and forth in the room, i would be fake sleeping the whole time just watching him, my mother would scream upstairs butchie take your crazy ass to bed , when he had moved out, and got his own spot, on Columbus ave. My mother would send me & Jesse over there , to stay with him occasionally, i was like 4 years old ,and sometimes i would pee the bed , it always seemed like i was peeing in the toilet ,our very first night over there , he came in the room and said your mother told me sometimes ,that you two are two lil pissy motherfuckers, as he stood in the door way, he pulled out this big ass military machete knife and said , if either one of you piss in my bed sweesh he swung the machete and said off with your pickle, i never peed in the bed again. Later when he was teaching us boxing or fighting moves he said always use your left,jab to set them up Then come with the right.

What a helluva guy.

A Vietnam veteran who taught discipline and structure, show me the precision and rigor of military life even in small every day lessons.

GROWING UP ON THE NORTH SIDE.

Life on the North Side of Pittsburgh was a mix of love, chaos, discipline, and danger. My family provided stability and support, but the streets had their own lessons. I experienced both the warmth of family and the toughness of survival outside the home these formative years, shaped my resilience, my instincts , and my understanding of loyalty and respect. Every story have it’s beginnings, and mine starts with the people who raise me — the parents, grandparents ,and uncle who molded my mind, heart ,and character. They were tough, loving and complex.Their lessons were sometimes Harsh, sometimes gentle,but always unforgettable. This is where my life truly begin —The foundation of all that was to come, from childhood struggles to the high-stakes world I would eventually navigate.
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​The 60’s, 70’s & 80’s
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I went to Manchester Elementary school,then to St.Joesph elementary school right in the very heart of Manchester,it was all black love then , say it loud , im black and I’m proud,black is beautiful, and when we would celebrate Manchester day every summer it was the greatest., you had brothers and sisters with their natural afros, and everyone wearing or sporting their red black and green hats shirts wrist bands and etc. we even had the black action program a Drug rehabilitation center, at saint Joesphs we had teachers from Africa they would teach us about our original heritage and they would teach us the Swahili language . we celebrated Kawanza, not Xmas . Back in them days we knew who our enemies were, the police for sure, and white folks, but today its still the police, and white folks, and now our own black brothers and sisters that you have to keep your eyes on more than white folks and the police.

In the late 60s and 70s that’s all i seen growing up , black owned and black operated businesses and businessmen even when it came to the dope pushers,the pimps,the hoez and the junkies. Everyone had a hustle and was making money, we had the Black Panthers,and Black Power slogans and our red,black and green flags was everywhere, and that’s what i loved and gravitated towards, even to this very day. The love of and admiration of the original people of the planet earth my people.

Some people accuse me of being a Racist which I’m not , so I had to break it down to them this way I said a person who plays a violin is called a What ? a violinist and a person who plays the piano is called a What ? a pianolist and a person who plays the guitar is called a what ? a guitarist and a person who loves their race is called what ????? Got it? Good!

Early Dreams of Power.

Yo , i knew from a very young age , when i was about 7 years old , that i was going to get involved in the illegal pharmaceutical Drug business, i knew it! I used to hear my mother and father talking about there is a Drug Dealer who lived up the block and that’s who’ all them pretty cars belong too.

So From the very first day that i seen the Big Dopeman , Mr Big Skeeters bald headed black self , on Pennsylvania ave,one morning ,when i was on my way walking to school , he had on this all black full length mink coat, his diamonds on his hands shining nice and bright, he was looking all of it, i was star struck he looked ,like a Black God to me,he blinded me with them diamonds , then he had a few of his cars lined up and down the block his caddies black on black, and all black to be exact. His whips sitting out there looking like some real Hoe catchers, a beetch will jump right in any of them with her skirt hiked all the way up just to get into one of them. I said to myself , that’s going to be me one day, but I’m going to be bigger than him, way bigger im going to be the biggest dope pusher, narcotics trafficker, that this city would ever lay there eyes on. ( when i was like 12-13 cousin Robby Eberhardt comes to the house, to see my father, to this day I don’t know what they had going on, Robby with his perm in his head, blue full length mink coat on and diamonds on his hands, and i heard that he had his pimping shit down tight as well besides him selling drugs i was star struck again, i loved it)

Yo when you are a child we all have these dreams or a visions of what we want to be when we grow up,some want to grow up to be doctors lawyers, police or etc.

I wanted to be something like Big Skeeter,or cousin Robby but bigger and more powerful than Both of them.

Real talk, one particular day at Saint Joesph elementary school , when it was my turn the teacher had asked me Oliver what do you want to be when you grow up, i flat out and said , i want to be a real big time drug dealer ,or pimp, or a crooked cop. I said they are the ones that’s winning, I’ll never forget how quiet the whole classroom had got and how big Patricia Parker turned around and looked at me , like i done went crazy, but i was so serious, they didn’t even know it,well if they didn’t know they would know many years later. After that demonstration i was talking to my partna Trent cooks , he said yo, you should come over to my house after school and listen to this Curtis may fields pusherman album that my mother has, but we have to hurry up before she comes home from work, i said ok because i cannot stay long anyway i’mma have to hurry home. A ,yo word up, me sitting there listening to that shit it had me mesmerized,like i was in a trance , it was like someone just shot me up with some of the finest purest heroin ever produced , yo that nigga said I’m your mama ,I’m your Daddy , im that nigga in the alley, im your doctor when in need ,want some coke, have some weed you know me ,I’m your friend, your main boy , thick and thin,im your pusherman. He then said, ain’t i clean ,bad machine ,super cool, super mean dealing good for the man,superfly, here i stand, secret stash , heavy bread, baddest bitches in the bed , i’m your pusherman ,then he went on to say heavy mind heavy sign making money all the time , MY ‘’EI D’’ and just me for all junkies to see, ghetto prince is my thing,and making love is how i swing I’m your pusherman when i heard them lyrics i was hooked, and that would become my theme song, a soundtrack to the The vision, I was forming for my life. i”m thinking to myself as young man with the vision and dreams that i have im going to need a Down ass women who believes in me and all of me.

Manchester

Manchester was all black and beautiful ,even though we had our dark side , with dope needles everywhere, but we also had Black Action, a drug rehabilitation center, we supported each other and each others families in the neighborhood ,when that white old man shot that little young black boy on Pennsylvania Avenue for going in his yard to get his football back, it sparked a helluva riot.

I remember my dad and uncle going out there,to get a piece of the action,And i was so proud of them for that.

When we moved up top, up the hill from Manchester on perrysville ave & 24 west McIntyre it was really a totally different experience for us. We were the first Black family ever to move on that street.

With all these different nationalities,that lived on our street , i never been around so many white folks , romainins ,Greeks ,Italians ,and Jews they tried to run us off, they told us that the house we moved in was haunted, said the people who sold us the house their son had committed suicide in there , however we did move on up like the Jefferson’s new house two cars, we all had bikes,study books and all type of games and animals and we all had our own tv in our bedroom. We were jive middle class rich, we were loaded .. when my moms or pops would send us around the corner to go to the store on the ave , it used to be the white folks hang out , one particular day this whiteboy called me a nigger, and for me to go back to Africa ,going back to Africa i was cool with that part, but the nigger part ,i was like huh? That was the first time that someone ever called me that ,or for someone to say that to me directly, i really didn’t know what it meant, but it was just the way he said it ,and the hateful way he was looking at me, i knew it wasn’t acceptable, so i said fuck you , and suck my dick, 3 of them came towards me and smack my bag on the ground and started laughing, they were teenagers and i was 9 After that incident, that’s all they would say when any of us would have to go around to the store , it was all white and they had all the businesses, and it was flourishing, joe & carls bar, drugstore, dry cleaners ,justice & the peace, meat store, pizza shop, grocery store, mascari store ,and two candy stores barbershop ,and pleasures bar, restaurant char-chow grill.

I was so happy when the Eberhardts moved around the corner, then the turner family, on Perrysville ave, then later the crunkletons ,on our same street, all old ties from Manchester , from the 60s until now Eberhardts not Blood related but related by love and loyalty then through school we ended up linking with the ,Williams girls the Woodard & Pettus & Gant & Brookins & family & Keyes and later the Davis family,A few of us We all started doing B&E breaking and entering into these folks houses i was like 11 or 12 years old we would have Allen T climb up the side of these peoples house on their drain pipe like he was Spider-Man he would go through they widow and come down and open the door for us he had to be between 7-8 years old. And we would give him a quarter or some candy.

School Life and Mischief.

I went to Clayton Elementary up there with the mean old bald head black principal Mr Maddox, so so different from Saint Joesph, a lot of white people in my classes and with a very different teaching, they were trying to teach me that , the white guy C.C discovered Amerikkka , I wasn’t taught none of that, and they sent me to summer school, before going to summer school.

Yo the girl B.P used to take me and KG , on the side of these peoples house and let us have our way with her. We were in the fifth grade. Summer school , is where i met Ivan Upshaw, from NVH ,After summer school , and going into the six grade, can you believe, the same old ass white mother fucking teacher that i had in summer school , turned out to be my freaking six grade teacher, i cussed his ass out so bad on my very last day of summer school , when my mother and father took me and Dayna to school that very first day to meet our six grade teacher, and we had to go to his class room , i was so shocked to see him, and he was also shocked to see me, i seen through his glasses that his eye balls lifted up when he seen me , this little fat old bald headed drunk Humpty Dumpty looking Mother fucker comes out and tells my parents after my parents introduced them selves to him he said well, i know Oliver very well i was his summer school teacher, and on the last day of summer school, he called me every bad name and word that you can pretty much say about a white man that you would ever want to hear. My pops was like ok MR Dickman, if you have any more problems with my son just give me a call, he said i surely will. Yo ,our six grade class had to be the wildest six grade class ever, especially after i told everyone that our teacher was a fucking drunk. On the break he would go down by the boiler room and take a few swigs from his liquor bottle and come back with liquor on his breath , so one day we followed him and caught him drinking he looked up and seen us and just put his head down after that the class room was ours. He did not want us to rat him out,and we didn’t We put this white boy in the locker that we had in our class room then turned around facing the wall , and he could not get out so when class started back up , he was kicking and yelling to get out , Mr Dickman was like who’s that and where are you, he goes over to the locker and lets him out the white boy Ralph B. was crying crying.

My mother had took all of her kids swimming and I almost drowned in florida at the hotel swimming pool, so i was jive scared to learn how to swim after that experience, so we had a swimming pool at our school Mcnaugher middle school and when our class would go swimming me and this other kid Tony W ,we would sit on the bench and just play checkers while everyone else would be learning or swimming ,this one day a couple cats was like come on in O come on in , jive teasing me and Tony so i was like fuck yall ,so then i told Tony come on ,we go back in to the locker room and i had him switch fat boys under wear with the other Kid who had clean underwear and then i had him switch a couple other peoples underwear around. So when everyone came back to get dressed , that’s all you heard was cats saying hey man what the fuck these ain’t my underwear the one kid was like man these are to big and they got dookey stains in them and etc etc, funny ass fuck some of them just free balled that day and left their underwear on the locker room floor.

We’re all sitting in class one afternoon the boy Brian W gets a pass to go , to the bathroom ,alittle while later you see the door crack open, and you see a stick with some shitty poop in some underwear get flung in the classroom everyone was like ewww shit what the fuck laughing and just wilding out, a few minutes later he comes back in the class with tears in his eyes because he could not hold back the laughter that shit was the funniest. Later he told me that he had to fart and he ended up shitting on himself so he just threw his shitty draws in the classroom.

Me and the boy Kevin G,we Used to go down to the Allegheny center mall and steal locks, and come back a sell them to our classmates only giving them one key, then we would go into their locker and take their stuff, then we had got ratted out and the principal took us up to his office, and paddled the fuck out of us,It was either that or get suspended. Shit I’ll take that anytime instead of getting suspended my pops would have punished me.

My uncle showed me a old penitentiary trick that cats would do in prison to get high, the fluoride from toothpaste you take the toothpaste and rub it all over the cigarette and let it dry, then once its dry they would smoke it, i would take a couple of smokes from my parents, then lace them up and sell them it to them cats for a quarter i was in the 6-7 grade doing that .

When the very first movie roots came out in the 70s, there were riots in our school and elsewhere.

For my birthday I Told my parents that i wanted a BB -Pellet rifle and when i got it ,me my lil brother Jesse and my CUZZO from New York, would be up in my bedroom with the window slightly cracked with the lights out and we would shoot the fuck out of them crackers, at the Bus stop ,nigger that, mother fucker nigger that ,they would jump and look around holding their neck,head or back not knowing where the shot came from , probably thought they got stung by a wasp or bee. Wayne Washington would stay over our house a few times and one day we were all chilling playing games and etc. then out of nowhere Jesse shoots Wayne with the pellet rifle , the pellet stayed in his arm for 20 years before it just popped out he had told me.

Me and a few of my lil Dookey niggas used to get drunk then go out wilden we would go downtown and see a white boy with his girl and we would tap her on her ass and if her boyfriend would say something we would beat him up.

NVH. NORTH VIEW HEIGHTS

Man O Man ,The time of my life,North View Heights . The projects.

My mothers best friend lived up there,Juanita morgan and we would go stay over there with her and her boys ,on the weekends , i would have a ball , it reminded me of Manchester in a away , i guess because of all the black families that lived up there , her sons and their cousin Wayne Washington , we would go to the backside hillside of mount pleasant and watch the drive in movies , my 7-8 grade years of middle school that’s where i pretty much met the rest of the guys from up NVH. So many to name but the Bivens , Hammonds , Glen FEARBRY , and i linked back up with my with my summer school associate Ivan upshaw, but my main man was this funny robin Harrison’s looking dude name joe Peterson country boy from deep down south , i was pissed when he told me one day in class that his family was moving back down south to Alabama. One day after school we had snuck down into the girls locker room to watch them undress and we got caught, well that was one of them extension cord whippings for me, later in life when i questioned my pops about it, he said that he didn’t want me to grow up to be some type of pervert, especially because im named after him.

Wild boys Glen F and Ricky B they used to go around abusing peoples animals fucking them up so one day in school they said they wanted to come over my house and fight my dog Ceaser ok cool I was with that ceaser this dog was beyond vicious vicious he didn’t like nobody outside who didn’t live with us so their popping mad shit about what they are going to do to my dog they come over my house and was getting all dressed up for the show down they had football helmets on and pants and pads they ready I go out and get ceaser who is half wolf half German shepherd I don’t know where my pops got this dog from but he’s mean mean so when I bring him in he’s going crazy and I already seen the fear in both of their faces like what the fuck we ain’t never seen no dog like this he’s acting like he wants to rip them apart and eat them ceaser didn’t just bite you he bit you to eat you so I see ceaser sizing them up like where is he going to attack first so when I let him go he went straight for rickys foot and ripped and tore a hole straight through his sneaker and tore half of it off he screamed so damn loud the fight was over glen had jumped up on this table and screamed for me to get him ricky jumped up on the table begging me to get him they are both up there screaming. I let ceaser torment them for alittle bit and get a few little rips off of them for playing and talking all that shit they surrendered immediately. Yo these crazy motherfuckers one day poured some gasoline on these peoples Dog and set him on fire. 🔥. They were vicious with that bullshit a cat had some kittens they took the kittens and wrapped them in a suit jacket put them in the middle of the street and had the city view Pat bus run them over.

Yo up north view i pretty much had a girlfriend on every street up there.

During the end of our 8th grade year , we all had to do
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