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With me leaving and moving out of my neighborhood,

I haven’t been back to my old stomping grounds in a while.

People have called me way too much so I changed my phone number,

I disappeared for a while and managed to get an apartment.

I had to focus on myself for a while and get to know myself,

Along with learning about relationships, communication and life.

Going back to my old neighborhood was surreal in a way,

Especially when you live quietly and can have peace of mind.

The ambiance is still there and it’s always lively no matter what,

The same people I know are still on the block hustlin as usual.

People were happy to see me and was wondering what happened to me,

Some even thought I was in a morgue somewhere or locked up behind prison walls.

That’s the norm for people to think that way if you knew what kind of place this was,

With police officers patrolling the blocks trying to catch a quick drug deal going down.

It was still the same place I had come to know but people haven’t improved their lives,

Which is the exact reason why I got out of here and saved myself.

It sounds selfish but sometimes as a man, you have to do what’s right for you,

Because the loyalty of others is just not guaranteed anymore.

The code of the neighborhood is to live and die where you were born,

It’s ingrained into your mind from childhood until you die pretty much.

I’ve watched people from when I was a child and they were in their 30s and 40s,

Now I’m in my 20s and they’re older, look bad, dying slowly and miserable.

I can only imagine what my life would be like if I stayed here,

I don’t want to envision it, I’d probably be another statistic in prison or dead.

The cold air of the day has me bundled up in a big jacket,

As I walk through blocks and recollect childhood memories of certain places.

The same fast food restaurants were still intact and so were the regular grocery stores,

There were very few things that were different and it amazes me how I got out of here.

It’s hard to come back and see people still struggling to make ends meet daily,

I wish I can do something on my part to help others and get them through rough times.

I watched young kids in the playground running around not having a care in the world,

While men with big jackets are walking around with bags of drugs in their pockets.

As they wait for a junkie to walk by looking for their fix,

Hoping they can score a quick payday and they can get out of the cold.

Parents are sitting in the park watching every move that is made while talking,

Thinking to myself, something bad can go wrong at any moment as I continue walking.

School zones didn’t matter to these drug dealers, it was make money or be broke,

Get the drug deal done and go back to the house with no drugs in their pocket.

It was all about the dollars signs and that green piece of paper,

I understood it back then but now, I really don’t, maybe it’s because I got out.

I managed to get out without doing any prison time or being shot,

Granted I’ve dodged a few bullets and owned illegal handguns that I kept in my house.

We’re all counted out the minute we are born in this mess we call the ghetto,

I’ve learned how to survive, I don’t know if I learned how to become a man here.

The same drug dealers that are still hustling are asking me if I want in again,

I had to decline quite a few times and I’ve only been here a few hours.

I’ve heard that if you’re able to get out of the circumstances you’re in,

Don’t look back and don’t come back, it’s just a death trap.

I don’t think I could ever do that, that’s just not in my heart,

I know that I have an obligation to teach these young kids the right way.

There isn’t much I can do right now besides walk through these streets,

And shake my head as I watch young kids throw their lives away.

I can’t even tell them to stop doing what they’re doing, they don’t care,

And if they don’t care about themselves or dying on the block, that’s life.

Evil lurks in these streets everyday and I learned that quickly,

There’s nothing good within this 20 block radius but crime, violence and death.

It’s death, murder and mayhem that goes on around here,

When the discussion of cleaning up this neighborhood comes up, people laugh.

It’s a systemic disease of the mind that everyone is living in,

Where there’s no hope or no end to the atrocities that go on around here.

Learning about life, experiences, educating myself and reading a lot has me at this place,

Where I want to make a difference and I know it’s not going to be me signing checks.

It’s easy to sign a check for the place you grew up in and walk away from it all,

Some people will be appreciative of it and some will say money got to you.

Some want the loyalty to where you came from and don’t want to see growth,

Then there are those like Mr. Marble who want you to get out and not come back often.

I wish I could say that people are willing to change but they won’t,

It will take this neighborhood to be demolished or losing a loved one.

Who knows at this point but I know I gotta get out of here soon,

Sometimes your gut tells you it’s time to go before something bad happens.
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My visit to my old neighborhood was rough,

I had learned of so many people’s fate since I left.

As a man that’s tough to deal with in your mind,

I grew up and was able to leave and some didn’t make it out.

A few ended up in body bags and in the morgue from gun violence,

Then I knew of some who pulled the trigger and are in prison now.

A lot of my friends wanted to get out but just couldn’t,

The lifestyle of fast money, cars and clothes was the allure of it all.

The money was what I wanted, it was blood money in my pockets,

Blood money meant it was bad money and a bad ending for me.

Blood money was people dying at the hands of the dollar I wanted,

Blood money was the innocent lives lost over protecting a territory.

I start to think it was good I changed my phone number,

I would’ve had too many phone calls of bad news coming my way.

I would not have been able to deal with all of the negative news,

It’s sad to think of the memories I once had with close friends and now they’re gone.

Life has ended for most of them and life has changed in so many ways,

You never think about those things when you’re a kid walking these streets.

Gun violence in my neighborhood is just a given on a daily basis,

The 4th of July, trying to decipher gunshots and fireworks is not fun.

You don’t know whether to duck behind something or look up in the sky,

It’s part of life but I don’t want to think of those kinds of memories.

Changing my phone number kept the correctional facility calls from coming,

The people I once hung out with probably think I abandoned them.

I can’t imagine what life is like behind prison walls everyday,

Knowing that the mental toll it takes on you becomes detrimental to you.

It’s hard to let go and know that the friends you grow up with won’t be around,

Honestly, I know that I’d have a lot of funeral programs sitting on my dresser.

Churches and funeral homes make plenty of money in bad neighborhoods,

A lot of fallen citizens get caskets and burials from drug money.

So many things that I’ve learned along the way,

A lot that you learn is not easy to deal with and process in your mind.

You learn that you can’t take all of your friends on your journey of growth,

That was one thing I always struggled with going into adulthood from an adolescent.

We used to talk about getting out of here and being rich together, either as athletes or businessmen,

But somehow we got caught up in the fast life of drugs, partying, women and materialism.

Very few of us got out because we had people who cared about us and our well-being,

Life has a way of changing you and forcing you to leave people behind.

Life becomes about survival of the fittest and making sure you live to see another day,

Making sure that you see the sunlight coming through your blinds everyday.

The nights were cold, dark and scary as we carried guns in our pocket,

Reflecting on that, I always questioned if I would ever pull the trigger if it got down to it.

Some of my friends just weren’t afraid of dying but the reality was that I was,

I just could never show it, which caused me to wear layers of clothes to hide my pounding heart.

I could never show fear in my eyes or on my face, I wouldn’t last on the streets,

But my head was on the swivel all of the time, my friends thought it was for them, it was for me.

As I sit here in my living room in my apartment right now I think of all the what ifs,

What if I was able to lead by example and get everyone to go in a different direction?

That even includes my brother Michael too because he went to prison for drug dealing,

He was the one I gave my guns to, thankfully he didn’t get a gun charge when he went away.

Then again, I think that most of my friends would not have followed
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