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Many people will pick up this book for its celebrity value. It’s true that my Gangster lifestyle has led me to cross paths with some of the biggest names in the history of Hip-Hop; Tupac Shakur, Christopher ‘Notorious B.I.G.’ Wallace, Sean ‘Puffy’ Combs, and Marion ‘Suge’ Knight, resulting in a massive collision with fatal consequences. I mourn, like millions of others, the loss of two Hip-Hop giants — Tupac, and Biggie, and the impact their loss has had on their families and fans.

My reality, however, doesn’t allow me to give a fuck about the celebrity aspect of this story. Never have and never will. What I do care genuinely about and hold in high esteem are the values of LOVE, FAMILY, UNITY, BROTHERHOOD, LOYALTY, TRUST, and HONOR. That is what this story is about.  

It’s been more than twenty years since the premature, yet understandable, deaths of Tupac and Biggie occurred. Premature, because as talented and influential as both men were, they were killed long before either of them had a chance to reach their full potential. Understandable, because in the streets, and I’ve lived a Gangster lifestyle for most of my life, there’s a strict code that real niggas live, kill, and die by. Tupac’s and Biggie’s deaths were direct results of that code violation and the explosive consequences when the powerful worlds of the streets, entertainment, and crooked-ass law enforcement collide. 

In the past couple of years, there have been several TV specials, documentaries, newspaper and magazine articles, and numerous websites dedicated to the subject of who killed Biggie and Tupac. But at the end of the day, none of the private investigators, retired police officers, informants, Hip-Hop heads, actors, or academics who have weighed in on the topic know what happened and the reasons behind it. None of them were there. I’m one of the only living eyewitnesses to Tupac’s killing, who also knows the much larger story around the reasons why both Tupac and Biggie were killed. I was considered a prime suspect in both the Biggie and Tupac killings for years. I know the real fucking story.

I admittedly lived most of my life as a gangster, a real gangster that did all the shit that real gangsters do. Not the bullshit you see in this generation where everybody faking with all this IG shit. So, I’m not trying to paint myself as a fuckin’ saint. I am well aware that I’m a walking miracle, and I thank my Lord for his love, mercy, and grace. I could very easily be sitting in a federal penitentiary in Terre Haute, or Marion shackled with the death penalty, waiting in misery for my name and number to be called. Instead, I finally get the opportunity to tell my side of the story. 

This process has been therapeutic for me because I’ve been carrying this shit with me for all of these years. People out there who played dirty are putting salt on my name, character, and reputation yet, I am the only one looking dirty in this shit. People judge and develop opinions based on the bullshit they’ve heard about me without knowing the full story. They don’t know what I was up against. The FBI did me like they did to John Gotti and they’re trying to do Donald Trump; they flipped all the bottom feeders underneath me then came and got me. But when the police that were involved with this case tell their stories, they protect everybody else’s identities except mine. 

The most challenging part about telling this story is that some of the guys who ended up betraying me were the closest friends I had on Earth. In fact, some were even members of my own family.

I tell my story with utmost confidence because as Winston Churchill once said, “The truth is incontrovertible, malice may attack it, ignorance may deride it, but in the end, there it is.” I’m a good person who, the truth will reveal, saved a lot of lives and helped a lot of people. I helped Suge — he knows I helped him get on his feet and get Death Row going from my hard earned street shit. Then he turned around and tried to disrespect the game. I helped Puffy — he knows I was there for him when he needed help. There’s no fucking way he can deny it. He’s going to shiver in his boots if he ever sees me. I have a whole gang of dudes from my hood and from Grape Street that can verify and confirm our dealings. I’m not going to say their names until and unless it’s time to mention their names. 

I want to make one more point super clear. I’ve seen the little shit some of these punk ass rappers, boxers and other wannabe tough celebrities have written on the internet, talking about they are gangsters for Tupac. I want to make it clear that while I’ve made a lot of changes in my life and heart, I’m not one to play with. You can go up against these streets if you want to, but I guarantee you won’t win. 

It’s time for me to set the story straight...




“Gang banging is male love pushed to its limits...As insane as it may seem, it’s all based on love...There’s a lot of qualities that these young brothers that you may look down upon have that you don’t have. Somebody could come in your house and kill your wife and your children, and you wouldn’t do shit. You’d sit on your ass. These brothers aren’t having that. A lot of us wish we had it...To the layman, it will look like it’s a world based on hate, but it’s not — it’s based on love.”       


Ice-T (Uprising: Crips and Bloods)
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Foreshock
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“Fuck that big homey; we know where them niggas gonna be...they gonna be at Club 662.” Their rage was evident, ignited upon learning that my nephew Baby Lane had gotten jumped.

“How y’all know?” I calmly asked.

“Them niggas been on the radio out here for weeks talking about a Death Row After-Fight Party at Club 662. That nigga Pac supposed to be there.” Club 662 was a Las Vegas nightclub owned by Death Row CEO Suge Knight. The intelligence was from reliable sources as some of the younger homeys from our set had been stationed in Vegas selling dope — a satellite operation of sorts.

“Aiight homeys,” I commanded, “that’s where we’re going then, Club 662,” as we headed to our vehicles.

South Side had not gone down to Vegas thinking about Marion ‘Suge’ Knight or Tupac Shakur; we were out there to do what we had been doing in Vegas for years; eat, drank and be merry! When conversations would come up about a million dollar bounty on the heads of Suge Knight and Tupac Shakur, that was business, but after Tupac, Suge and them Death Row niggas jumped on my nephew Baby Lane, the shit became ominously personal.

While we were waiting for the valet to bring out our cars, Zip seized the opportunity and called me over to his Benz. Zip was  a big-time New York player, pimp, and hustler who used to come out to California to handle his business and kick it with us sometimes. As I walked up to the driver side window, I noticed that the rapper Foxy Brown was in the car with Zip. So, he instructed her to step out of the car and motioned for me to jump in. Zip had a hidden compartment that he opened up, reached in and pulled a black .40 Glock out. He turned to me and said, “It’s time to get the money.”

Zip handed me the 17-shot pistol which I promptly put down the back waist of my pants. I hopped out of the car, held the door open for Foxy Brown to get back in, closed the door, and they pulled off.

“Get in the car you came in, let’s roll,” I shouted as our cars came out from the valet. We left immediately from the MGM parking lot and headed directly to Club 662. I was still appropriately dressed in my Ray Luca Crime Story suit since there was about to be a real-life crime story.

We pulled into the back parking lot of Club 662, where the talent and VIPs entered. In front of the club, there was a long line of excited, drunk people waiting to enter. 

I planned to confront Suge, “Hey Nigga, why the fuck y’all jump on my nephew?” The ironic thing is I had just seen Suge in Vegas the night before the fight. He and members of his Death Row crew were rolling in their Rolls Royces. We greeted each other and everything.

“What’s up Big Dawg?”

“What’s up?”

We were both major players in the same game. Suge had the music industry. I had the streets. We both had the same boss. If Suge and them niggas had a beef with something South Side had done, Suge could have said something to me when he saw me that night. Instead, Suge and his boys committed the ultimate disrespect when they kicked and beat down my nephew, Baby Lane, in a video broadcast on news stations seen around the world!

In case my diplomatic approach to resolving the situation didn’t work, we had three vehicles, three to four people in each, ready to burn their asses up. My crew was “Do or Die.” All my young homeys had already been shot at least once. So their street experience turned them into some stone cold killers. They had the mentality of, “It’s either them or me, and it ain’t gonna be me.”

With solemn faces, we waited in complete silence in the back parking lot of Club 662 for more than an hour. Inside our vehicles, nobody took a drink. There was no weed, no music, not a peep. We were as grave as a heart attack. The only thing audible was niggas breathing and tense, throbbing heartbeats. There was no need for words. We all understood why we were there.

We waited for an hour and a half, which felt more like four hours. I decided for us to get the fuck out of there. I called the homeys on their phones, “They’re taking too damn long. Let’s get fucked up. Move out.” One—by—one, the drivers, started their engines and slowly crept out of the back parking lot. Lucky for them they never showed up because it would have been like Al Capone’s Valentine’s Day Massacre if they had.

One thing about our crew, when it was time to handle business, we handled it with the best of them. And when it was time to have fun, we did that too. It’s not that we were over what had happened to Baby Lane, it’s just we couldn’t control when them niggas were going to show up. Waiting so long was stopping us from doing what we had gone to Vegas to do in the first place: have a good time.

Our next destination was the Carriage House, a Las Vegas hotel where we had rented a few rooms as a kickback spot. On the way to the Carriage House, we stopped by the Liquor Barn to buy some bottles of Dom Pérignon, Dom Pérignon Rosé, and Cristal. As we were driving to the Liquor Barn, it became evident that the guys in the van with me were worried that Suge would get some of his police hit men to come back and try to kill us if we went after them. “The police do hits for that nigga,” one of them said. I remember thinking to myself, “Y’all shouldn’t have jumped your punk asses in here if you’re scared. Y’all know what we came here to do.” C-Ray, who was one of my top salesmen and later became the first one to start snitching on niggas, was in the van with me along with his cousin Tray, and BMF’s Big Meech out of Detroit.

As we were loading up to leave the Liquor Barn, I took advantage of the chance to get away from them scary niggas in the van. I jumped in the front passenger seat of the Cadillac because I knew the niggas in the Caddy wasn’t with that bullshit.

I pulled out the Glock that Zip gave me and tossed it in the backseat. Bubble Up did the driving, Baby Lane and Freaky were riding in the back.

After our pit stop at the Liquor Barn, we continued toward the Carriage House. As we were driving, the two vehicles that were with us got caught at the traffic light. We kept rolling. A few blocks down we were sitting at the light and who the fuck did we see? The Death Row caravan hit the corner with Tupac hanging out of the window of a Black, luxury BMW waving to his fans. People on the streets were screaming; “Tupac! Tupac! We love you Tupac!”

In unison all of our heads turned, “There them motherfuckers go right there!” If Pac had not been hanging out of the window, we would have never seen them.

“Bust a U, bust a U!”

Bubble Up busted a U-turn and hit the gutter lane on their asses. As they sat in traffic, we slowly rolled past the long line of luxury cars they had in their caravan. We were on a mission, looking into each one, until we pulled up to the front vehicle and found who we were seeking.

Like two rams locking horns, Suge and I looked each other dead in the eye. Our eyes locked. The terrified expression on Suge’s face read; “Damn. Them niggas!” No words exchanged, the time for talking had passed, the shit was about to go down!

***
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KEFFE D IS MY NAME. Suge Knight and I are the only living eyewitnesses to what truly happened on September 7th, 1996 on the Vegas strip between the occupants of our two vehicles. This deadly confrontation would change Hip Hop history and my life forever. 

Contrary to what some may think based on depictions from bullshit ass TV shows, documentaries, and movies, we were not pants saggin’ gangbangers looking for trouble. Far from it. At the time of the incident, I had risen the ranks to become a major shot caller for the notorious South Side Compton Crips. I was running a multi-million dollar nationwide drug empire. Many of you have heard my name, but you don’t know my story. You only know the bullshit that has been written and said about me by police, private investigators, and their punk ass confidential informants. Fasten your seatbelts. It’s my turn!
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Straight Outta Compton

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times...we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way... Charles Dickens, Tale of Two Cities

Hey Ma, I’ll be right back. I’mma run to the liquor store around the corner.”

“Alright baby, be careful.”

“Always! You know me.” With that, I headed for a routine stop to the neighborhood liquor store to pick up a few items I needed. As I was coming out of the store, I saw eight niggas with bats, poles and sticks running towards the entrance of the store. I stood there looking around wondering who was about to get their ass kicked. Then it registered, there wasn’t anybody out there but me.

“Oh shit,” I darted towards my car and jumped in before they could reach me, pushed the button to lock the doors and felt, momentarily at least, relieved. As I scrambled to find the ignition key, I suddenly heard a door open. I don’t know how them motherfuckers got that front passenger door open I could have sworn I locked it.

“Get that motherfucker!” one of them shouted.

“Drag his ass out here.”

As one of the guys tried to grab me, I started kicking and swinging in a valiant yet vain attempt to keep the bloodthirsty wolves off me.

“Awww fuck,” I heard the car door behind me open, and I got clobbered in the back of the head with a pole. Punches rained down on me from all directions until one of them opened the driver side door and pulled me out of the car. The last blow was with a bat across the side of my neck, which sent me crashing into a trashcan. Semi-conscious I heard one of them say, “Hurry up, let’s get the fuck out of here before somebody calls the cops!” My attackers took off running.

As I pulled myself off the floor, I was literally ‘seeing red’ from the warm blood that was streaming down my face and neck. My left eye was damn near shut closed. I was a bloody mess. I floundered back to my car, drove home, and stumbled into the house. Once inside, I headed straight for my weapons stash, pulled out my .30-30 hunting rifle with an extra clip, and put my .9mm in my waistband. Before storming out of the door, I made a quick stop in the bathroom to wash off my face and neck. My injuries had become secondary to the desire for revenge that had completely taken over every ounce of my being. “Those motherfuckers done fucked with the wrong one tonight,” was all I could think.

I knew precisely where one of the dudes lived, so I quietly pulled up in front of his family’s house. The lights were all out. I was in Elmer Fudd mode, “Shhh...be vewy vewy quiet, I’m hunting...niggas!” I rolled down the car window, pointed the rifle and let my trigger finger do the talking, “BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA.” The shots simultaneously shattered the previously quiet block, the windows, and door of the house. I continued blasting until the clip was empty, “BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA.” I quickly changed clips and shot some more, “BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA, BOKKA,” nearly emptying the second clip. When I finally stopped firing the barrel of the gun was smoking.

I put the pedal to the floor and sped off into the darkness. As my luck would have it, who did I see when I hit the corner? The brother of the guy I was looking for. Sorry nigga but you’re in the wrong fucking place at the absolute wrong fucking time! I jumped out of the car with the gun still smoking, “Motherfucker, don’t move bitch,” the barrel of the rifle pointing directly between his eyes.

Hands raised, his younger brother pleaded, “Don’t kill me! Don’t kill me!”

My cousin Darlene ran from the inside of one of the crack houses we had on the block. She was from Grape Street, a well-known Crip set out of the Jordan Downs Projects in Watts. “Kill that motherfucker,” was Darlene’s ghetto advice. But there were too many witnesses, and my homeys had trained me better than that. With the butt of the rifle, I bashed him in the head, knocking him back where he landed head first on the concrete. I moved in and started kicking him in the face. I guess from hearing all of the gunshots a little crowd had gathered, including my boys Clyde, Gangster Ben, and Bubble Up. They were on that nigga like stink on shit.

“What happened Big Dawg?” one of the homeys asked, concerned about the blood that was still visible on my face, neck and soaked into my shirt. “These niggas caught me up at the liquor store. Beat me with bats and poles, all kinds of shit.”

“Come on Dawg, let’s get you home.” We hopped in my ride and boned out to my pad. When I got home, my sister began treating me, “Damn, you’re fucked up, you need to go to the hospital.” My sister did her best to stop the leaking and bandage me up, then we rushed out of the house into the car and sped to ‘Killer King’ Hospital. That was the shameful nickname that the Martin Luther King Jr. Hospital had earned back then.

I made a few mistakes but one would catch up with me. In our rush to get to the emergency room for medical attention I forgot about cleaning the empty gun shell casings out of the car. Next thing I knew, a few hours later while laying on an emergency room hospital bed, the police came in and booked me.

***
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WELCOME TO MY CITY — Compton, USA. And welcome to MY world — the streets! Compton was the city my parents chose to raise their family. But the street life, that decision was all mine. I don’t want to mistakenly or carelessly paint the picture that Compton was an ultra-violent community for everybody. In fact, back in the late ‘60s and ‘70s, Compton was a middle-class, family-oriented paradise for Blacks.

Before moving to Compton, our family lived in Watts, right across the street from Markham Middle School. Many people from Compton formerly lived in Watts. Back then moving to Compton from Watts was like George Jefferson ‘movin’ on up’ from Harlem to a deluxe apartment on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. It was considered a “step up” even though the two cities are only about three miles away from each other.

Our family received our lucky break when my pops and uncle went to Agua Caliente Racetrack in Tijuana, Mexico. They picked six consecutive winning horses. My dad won $50,000 that day, which would be the equivalent of winning a million dollars today. With the winnings, our parents relocated from Watts, bought a house in Compton and two brand new cars.

When we moved onto our block in 1965, there weren’t any other Blacks in the neighborhood, and the white families that lived there wanted to keep it that way. That’s when I observed, first-hand how the phenomenon known as ‘white flight’ is real. Once we moved into that neighborhood, white families started fleeing like cockroaches when the lights come on.

My mother was a dedicated housewife whose family came from Dallas, Texas. I remember one day my mother and I were returning home with a shopping cart from Cole’s Market, the local grocery store. A carload of big white dudes pulled up in a ‘56 Chevy and started screaming out of the window, “Niggers... Niggers... Get the fuck out!!!” That shit scared me to death. I couldn’t have been more than five-years-old. My moms looked at me with a stern but confident look in her eyes. Her hand was in her purse as she said, “Don’t worry about them.” My mother certainly wasn’t worried because she made sure she protected her kids at all times.

Another early memory I have was in 1968, my mother and I were driving on one of her errands, listening to the radio, when the program was interrupted. “CBS News bulletin just in, Civil Rights leader Dr. Martin Luther King was shot at a downtown Memphis hotel...” I could see tears begin to swell up in her eyes.

“What’s wrong, momma?”

I didn’t fully comprehend the gravity of the situation reported. But momma knew, and she started to weep, “They killed Martin Luther King.” I hadn’t seen my mother cry before, so that’s when I knew the shit was serious.

My dad was a former
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