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Dedication

“To those who believe the greatest gifts cannot be wrapped.”

Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Epilogue

Other Books By The Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


September 10, 1972, Queens, Jamaica, New York City, U.S.A. 

The Story of a Former Gangster and Drug Kingpin -Elijah Silver Knight Hamilton-

They say that life is unfair. I wonder what made anyone think it was fair. Probably just probably that person knew exactly what he was talking about. I’ve been on this earth long enough to know that conflicts are within. All conflicts can be resolved, but many people think the only way to resolve a conflict is through death. There are only two roads in life, either the bad or the good. Maybe I should add a third, and that is Conflict. Within myself, I’ve been on this road a long time to know how people really think and act. Personally, I think no one is born bad, and no one is born good. Rather, I believe several factors affect how one turns out in life. For example, if you raise a child around drugs, chances are he’ll become a crackhead. Noticed I said, “Chances are.” It’s not a must that he becomes a crackhead. On the one hand, you may have a kid who grows up around books, and he becomes a professor or some other good personality in life. That kid could just as well become a bad person in life. It all depends. Probably you’re wondering why I don’t introduce myself. I’ll do that shortly, but for now, I’ll talk some more. 

The problems we face in this life are only temporary and not eternal. Although sometimes I wrestle with the conflict in my mind. I can’t say I grew up as an average kid. No, I didn’t. I wasn’t born rich. Rumours were said that I had a rich uncle, but when I knew him, he grew broke. He was on my mind, not reality.  No one will fend for you in life. You have to fend for yourself. These streets are like the savannahs in Africa that I’ve watched on Animal Planet and learned about. Probably it was more like Wild Discovery. 

My mother gave me the birth name Elijah Hamilton, and to this day, I wonder why. I was certainly no prophet.  I was born on September 10, 1974, in Jamaica, Queens, New York City. Then Mother packed up her stuff, and we moved to the hood in Southside New York. My mom said I gave her the most pain out of all her children at birth. I was the firstborn, and there were nine of us in all. 

My mother’s name was Simone Larine. Indeed, I think Simone is a beautiful name. My mother’s life wasn’t that beautiful, though. She didn’t get a fine education like many in this life, but she gave what she had. My mother was a gangster mom if you understand what I’m saying. In her younger days, she sold crack for a drug kingpin called Don Kong, an African American brother who many also called Slick. I didn’t know my father, and when I asked my mom who he was, you could only see the distress in her eyes. I could ask my mom a lot of stuff and get answers, but not any about my father. The only father I really knew was Don Kong. And I wondered if he was my father. It turned out I’d never know. 

For a child to know his or her father today, we have what is called a Paternity Test; however, back in the day, we African Americans just looked at a child’s face and features and matched it with the parent. That was our DNA. That was our Paternity Test. My mom, Simone Larine, was very beautiful and light-skinned, and that’s where I got my good looks. Every man wanted a piece of her back in the day, according to the stories she’d told me and some of my siblings when she was alive. I wondered if they thought she was just a piece of meat. Probably, but to us, she was our strength. It’s not easy for a woman to raise a male kid, much less male children. There were nine of us that she had trouble guiding. Six girls and three boys. I was the firstborn who became a drug lord. You know, like when you read the Bible about the firstborn son and what he would inherit, such as a nice wife, a kingdom, agricultural lands, well, I inherited conflict and misery. Before my Mother was thirty-five, she had seven of us, and by age forty-two, more.   As the oldest, I hustled in the streets of New York City. You had the Suburbs in New York and also the ghetto known as the Hood. I purposed in my heart to always be the role model for my siblings to follow. Out of all nine of Mother’s children, only seven know who their Father is. As for my second-oldest sibling, Mark, we were still in the dark about our Father. Probably we’d the same father. 

By age forty-two, going forty-three, my mother was dead. She died near her birthday, April 20. My mother’s life was short-lived. She had me when she was just seventeen. After junior high school, one day, I returned home and found the police along with members of the morgue at our broken-down apartment. Nobody fetched me from school, and it seemed they were there a good while. One white police officer asked if I was one of her kids. I wondered how he knew. I said, “Yes.” He said, looking into my eyes, “It’s going to be okay, Son.” The last time someone told me that I went to Rikers Prison. I learned it was indeed futile to put trust in man. I went in and saw my mom lying on the settee, looking dead. I never forgot that scene. My world had ended that day. As for my siblings, they cried like hell. 

The autopsy revealed that Mother died of Leukemia and a drug overdose. The drug overdose was true, as I saw the needle they removed from her arm before taking her away to the morgue. The truth is, though Mother died of a broken heart. She started well and ended up in hell. From that time, I swore not to go to hell nor die in a broken-down shack. Heroin use was common back in the day. Many fine people needed drugs. Drug dealing was the norm. Drugs and guns ruled the streets along with gangsters and thieves. Prostitutes and bitches were also common. This may sound hard to believe, but I didn’t know any family members. My Grandma and Grandpa both died, and my mother’s sister died from cancer. The only person who came to us was Don Kong. Don Kong was the one who paid for Mother’s funeral. The funeral day wasn’t that big. I’d say the size was medium. Tributes poured out like crazy, and my siblings cried like they were getting a whipping on their butts.  As for me, I didn’t cry because that wasn’t gangster. It was time to go to the burial spot, and that’s where I felt it the most. Never going to see Mother again. Yet I didn’t shed a tear. Don Kong kept telling me it was going to be okay. Everything was going to be fine. 

At the graveside, the pastor and the mourners sang this song as the coffin was lowered and the dirt was poured on it: “Sleep on, beloved, sleep and take thy rest, Lay down thy head upon thy Saviour’s breast,

We love thee well, but Jesus loves thee best,

Goodnight, goodnight, goodnight.”

It was at that moment I reflected myself if there was a heaven for a G and if there was, what it would be like there. I’d realise for the first time what death was because it was someone close to me who had died. Sure, I’d known about death, but to experience it first hand is in a different league. I didn’t know what would become of my siblings, but the next day, child services were at the door. In fact, I’d seen a man in a tuxedo watching our house before, like he was in the Secret Service. Child Services divided up my family and placed us all in foster care. I was placed with an African American family that seemed okay enough. There was Clive, his wife Jean, and two kids, Sharon and Tim, ages seven and ten. At that time, I was just thirteen going on fourteen. I’d changed schools by then, and I was attending Sherwood Junior High. Also, I had moved from where I was raised in the broken-down shack in New York.  I was now living in the suburbs. The thing about the suburbs from the hood is that it’s peaceful, and everyone is rich. I’d spent two years with the Waggers, as their last name suggests. I was still Elijah Hamilton, though, and nothing could ever change that. 

In my sixteenth year, I’d moved to another area in New York, sixty miles away, to live with the Joneses. One thing about the Joneses was that everyone tried as much as possible to pretend to live up to each other’s expectations. These people were just too fake for me. Then it hit my mind like a sledgehammer: why don’t I leave this dump? It was risky, but I’d eventually run away. In truth, I left the system. The Joneses didn’t even bother to stop me. The authorities couldn't care less. I didn’t do that well in school except in English, but I was no fool. By the time I was seventeen, I was on the streets selling drugs. How it all started was that after I’d run away, I went back to my old neighbourhood to see how it was doing. Well, Southside was still in shambles. Nothing much had changed, and then I saw Don Kong. By now, Don Kong was in his late forties, and he was still a drug kingpin.  I noticed he still controlled the turf. He had everything a nigga wanted in life. The money, the women, and the power. The gangster life requires these three elements to remain firm and gangster. “Yo, my man Elijah. Is that you, little nigga?” he said to me. 

I replied, “Don Kong, long time no see.” 

We exchanged greetings, and he asked what I was doing with myself, and I told him my story. He listened and smoked the weed at the same time. The thing about gangsters is that they’ll happily smoke weed but not coke. Don Kong, no doubt, was proud of me and what he had seen so far. Back then, I was skinny and looked like a nerd. I wore some big contact lenses and fake brands. But now I was growing to be quite the man. That made Don Kong extra proud. 

He knew I needed a place to stay, and he offered me a place. As I looked around on the streets, I saw niggas in brand-name sprostitutes like Nike-Air Jordans, Adidas, Clarks, and others. I had on my feet cheap cloth-type sprostitutes. Don Kong rolled with no nerd, so he gave me some money to buy some brand clothes and sprostitutes. He offered me a cigarette, but I told him I didn’t smoke. He smoked and talked, but what he said made sense to me. He told me, “Listen now, Elijah, why don’t you come and work for me? You see us as black brothers; nobody’s going to help us. The only time we’ll get help is when they take out our bodies to the morgue. You remembered your mom, right?” 

“Yes, I replied.” 

“How many times did you see any helping hands coming to help her?” he asked. 

“Never,” I replied, looking into what he was saying. 

“The system will never fend for us, but we must fend for ourselves. You see what I’m talking about, young nigga?” he continued. 

I nodded my head in agreement as I looked at him speak as though he was the President. He was the President of this hood, though and influential. A gangster must be influential and never shed a tear. If you’re weak, you can’t be a gangster. A gangster won’t think twice of blowing your head off once he has made up his mind. I listened to Don Kong, and then he said, “Yo, Elijah, why don’t you come and work for me? You’ll have a little hustling here and there. This is my turf, so you don’t need to worry.” 

The streets literally raised me, and if I’d say no, I’d be ungrateful. Also, what came to my mind was the memory of Mother and my siblings. I didn’t want to die like a pauper, nor did I want any of my siblings to die, and some other people or person bury them. No, I wouldn’t have liked that or even wish that was the case. 

So I said yes to Don Kong, and before I knew it, I was hustling the streets with his crew. Streetlife was the only life I knew, and it became rough and filled with conflicts. Conflicts within and conflicts without. The crew was called “The Jump Movers.” I wondered if that sounded gangster, but I knew the crew was gangster. Reminding you, I was not even eighteen, and to be rolling with the pros was a big deal. I knew that many wannabe thugs and gangsters, years older than me, were just aiming to be with the Jump Movers. I didn’t choose the crew; rather, they chose me, and that’s the difference. If you choose the crew, chances are you’ll get killed, but if they choose you, they’ll watch your back. 

In the gang society, it’s always a dog-eat-dog mentality. Gangsters want to get by other gangsters. However, take it from me, there’s no shortcut to fame or gangster accreditation. 
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The leader of my crew was an African American guy, tall and fierce, who everyone called Billy. He was roughly five years older than me. The thing about gangs is that most youths never live past twenty-five years of age. I wondered if he was fretting silently because he had roughly two more years left. Don Kong had surpassed those years by far. Although when I read the Bible, it stated that a man’s life is just threescore and ten years, and by reason, it may be fourscore. That’s just seventy and eighty. However, in the gang, you’d be Lazarus, who was dead and brought back to life by Jesus if you lived for so long on the streets. 

As a gangster, I have dreams and aspirations. I’d often dream of just throwing money everywhere in the poor communities. The thing about dreams is that they always feel real. I’d learn that dreams can be deceiving. Most niggas just had fictitious ideas and ideologies, but not me. The truth is, I just wanted to make enough money to do something beneficial with my life. The gangster life doesn’t come with life insurance, nor a layaway plan. I’d seen many niggas get killed on the streets just because they looked at another nigga. It was either I was prepared to go forward or the grave. The road to Nigga’s Hell is just around the corner, and like so many niggas I didn’t want to end up there. 

Word on the streets was that I’d team up with the Jump Movers, and I got a lot of street credit if you understand what I’m saying. Street credit, though, isn’t what makes a gangster a gangster. I knew a lot of wannabe gangsters who got street credit just because they wore fashionable clothing. People on the streets feared the Jump Movers because Don Kong, if you’d double-cross him, wouldn’t think twice of beating you to a pulp and cutting off your head as an example. Sometimes I’d wondered if he was eviler than Satan himself. I was feeling kind of happy for the first time in a long while. I was wearing brand-name clothing, sporting a gun, and being feared by the masses. Rugman, another member of the Jump Movers, took on a mountable respect for me in the crew. Rugman was kind of thick and reminded me of the Notorious B.I.G. It was a nigga like that, meaning he was always thinking ahead and sometimes rapping about it. In the drug business, you’re always looking out for the nigga that will want to double-cross you. Rugman and I were on the streets selling Coke one day, and we’re selling a good amount in no time too, when some other gangsters from Don Kong’s crew turned up to try to get our customers. One guy named Silence gave me a bad look as
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