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	rom a very young age I knew I was different. There I was, a little boy sneaking in the middle of the night to listen to his mama’s conversation. Hearing my mama shed tears again, it did something to me as a child. I vowed to myself it would be the last time. I knew I needed to step up so at age 10 I hit the block. A young in’ lion hearted but at the same time still searching for love. Let me take you through a journey about when a man doesn’t hold a little black boy’s hand and doesn’t guide him into becoming a man. A tale of struggle and pain. That little black boy, like so many of us, ends up being a product of his environment....
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	 was born June 12 1982 in Jersey City, New Jersey. My name is Julius Jones. I came from a strong, beautiful woman; my mama Annette Boney Kennedy. If I had to think of one word to describe her it would be invaluable. My mama is truly priceless. I was her first born and they say it was nice weather. You know being born in the very early 80s times were very different especially from now to back then. At this time my father was around. His name is Samuel Jones. My mama was born in Wallace, NC and my father was born in South Carolina.

	As a child I was very hyperactive; always into things and always being yelled at because I was always doing something I had no business doing. I could never seem to sit still. I always had to be into certain things which was never good. When I was still in a household with both parents things started changing. Every time you turned around my father was being seen less and less. To his defense though he was always working. He was a Chef. Doing dinner parties was his specialty and he was the best at what he did. Still, behind closed doors things were rough. I have multiple siblings but my mama only had two sons. She wasn't working then still she always made sure home was right. Even with her holding the household down and being head turning gorgeous, that still wasn't enough for my father.

	I say that because I have siblings that are the same age as me. Papa was a rolling stone for real. Me and my siblings didn’t meet each other till years later because our father was bouncing from house to house dealing with our mothers. Which led to us not meeting some of our older siblings. To this day we still haven't. As my mama started to do more for herself like having her own income & working, my father’s attitude towards her started to change.

	Because my mother wanted to have her own instead of being dependent on him for everything a lot of arguments started happening. The arguments started left then right, then eventually non-stop especially late at night. I remember one time waking up early in the morning. My father had my mama pinned down on the floor yelling at her. She was shaking her head back and forth because he was spitting on her. He spit on her like she was trash, like she was garbage, like she was nothing. I will never forget that because I had so much rage inside me from seeing that shit.

	My mom had this nice wooden brown dresser. It was one of those old- fashioned dressers with thick wood. There was a way you could open it and I broke it in half so I could use it as a weapon to knock the shit out my father. I had it all planned out, I was going to knock the back of his head with it to get him the fuck off my mama & for spitting on her like she was a piece of shit.

	For his sake he stopped by the time I actually had the strength enough to break it in half. I was around about 8 or 9 years old.

	Around that age, I wanted to be a chef or cook like my father. He was making so much money and it was great career. From that day forward there was no more being under the same roof. No more having two parents. You know as a kid you always try to figure out certain things. You’re too young to understand why parents act and move the way they do. Most times you won’t figure it out until you get older but by then you are already affected. I didn’t receive the proper love because they didn't have that proper love so they couldn't show it.

	My mama said back then, she never really said she loved me because when she was growing up her & her siblings didn't hear them words from their own parents. She told plenty of stories about her father always beating on my grandmother Big Mama. Her father was a drunk and wife beater she was born in Wallace, NC. The twisted part is he left all his kids a piece of land but they have yet to claim it. The reason why I am talking and speaking about this subject is so you can see the effects it had on me and others.

	I’m getting ahead of myself though, let me get back to my mama. They are from North Carolina, lived out Wallace for a couple of years but Big Mama moved to Jersey City, NJ to get away from their father. My mama started making her own income yet still were struggling. I was twisted because I was moving around a lot with my father. From house to house, City to City and State to State. By the time I moved back with my mama, I never felt like I belong. I felt like I did something wrong because what man would leave his son's and daughter’s without finding out they well being the shit turned me so angry and beyond cold.

	From that day forward when he dropped me off back to my mama place. I hated seeing kids with their fathers. Like why did everybody else have a father but me and my siblings don't have one. Most of my relatives they had a father around but we didn't. I couldn't stand that shit between that and my mama breaking down over the phone to my big mama. Explaining how she want’s to do better, and make more money to make ends meet. To get better things for me and my brother.

	Rent is always backed up, sometimes the lights will be cut off and we use candles to see at night. We didn't even have a table or TV stand for the TV we use crates, and iron hanger’s that will be used for antenna’s. These kids today is so rotten, they spoil and make me sick to my stomach. They don't appreciate shit yet at the same token that comes from these weak ass parents being they friends instead of being a mother and father.

	After hearing my mama breakdown twice back to back late at night to my big mama. That's when I decided at the age of ten going on eleven things was going to change. I remember walking to school with my mama. I was 9 years old walking to no.15 school coming from Stegman and Ocean. Seeing a dope fiend that was so high, I told my mama I would never sell drugs. Because I didn't want to be a part of having my own kind, own people that look like me looking like that strung out on drugs.

	Being so young at that time and age, I felt I had no other options wish I didn't because I was too young to have a job. Far as my family my mama side, I was always a black sheep. I was always being talked down to left and right. Every time you turn around somebody always had something to say. Yet let one of their kids get into a situation I'll be the first one to be called. Being so young the consequences I never gave a fuck about, it was all about stopping my mama from crying at night. It always did something to my soul, every time repeat that shit. Always thought about in my mind how she sounded on the phone crying to my big mama. You knew my mama was a strong gem, she never broke down once in front of me or my brother.

	During them times women back then man mothers were a force beyond strength. I'm proud to say my mama is strong beyond steal. In the very early 90s being so young, every kid wasn't allowed to be on a block as it is today. Street Life wasn't for everybody and that's a major problem that we face today in the world. Let alone street life is not for nobody to be exact. Yet again we talking about ignorance and stupidity and from a street perspective and mindset. You were tested to be on any block any block to be outside especially with certain caliber of older men.

	To see if you running your mouth or not being the lookout even going to the store or paying attention, to observe your surroundings, to see how you move on your own. There's none of that once this 2000s new millennium shit start happened. Anybody allowed to be on the block outside even in the gang but yet we going to get to that in a few.

	Again in the early 90s it was different different. This cloth you had to be born with this shit. The greatest time. If you were a snitch your ass got whacked, if you were a snitch you didn't come around the block. You knew not to come around because of the repercussions.

	Nowadays snitches get all the love, the respect and more shit. They are allowed back on the blocks and making more money and better positions in the mother fucker that stood ten toes down.

	I was raised on Stegman and ocean, Stegman life!

	Was raised by one of the best to ever do it X-Man, grew up around Wu. Even though Wu was older than me by very few years I looked up to Wu. The way he carried himself, every time a situation was time to put it down he didn't need no help the same for X-Man. It was always me X-Man, Wu, Freaky Ty she's a woman. This when Stegman was Stegman the real Stegman n Ocean. When you had to earn your right to be on Stegman and Ocean. When X-Man got killed Stegman and Ocean crippled. That's when Wu started knocking shit down then, that's when I started raising up.

	You can definitely tell older dudes was happy that X-Man was gone because they feared him. Things don't never always have to be said it's the way you move, your actions that speak louder than words. X-Man damn near ran everybody off Stegman n Ocean.

	Dead Homies! X-Man was a hot head but a genuine person would give you the shirt off his back. X-Man death did something to me and Wu personally. Believe me before he got killed he tore somebody ass up though. X-Man was my Og, I learned about giving back to the community. Watching X-Man always throwing block parties and cookouts. You see certain older caliber men was always giving back to their own blocks. You have brothers like Bernie D, Ace, boxing Shy they all was from Stegman and Wegman n Jackson. Run from Lexington used to always throw water parks Six Flags Great Adventure bus trips.

	God bless the dead Champ from Carrie Woods who used to throw the big ass cookouts. I used to go down Carrie woods every time with X-Man. When X- Man got killed Champ lost his mind because they were brothers. Yet back to Wu though every time you turn around somebody disrespected or looking at somebody from Ocean. Your ass got tore up! Then one day, I guess he was so tired he turn himself in and that's when I unleashed.
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	ou know before this Blood and Crip thing started in Jersey. Killing been going on in Jersey, yeah I must admit this Blood and Crip thing took it to a whole another level of killers. At the time back then in Jersey City, Sex Money Murder were deep and the deepest. Yet they weren’t gang bangin when, I mean gang bangin. I mean color bangin going at they rivals. Also had Nine Trey Gangster Bloods yet we stopped them from saying that, they say Tech gang.

	Reason why because Trays are Crips. Same for GKB which stands for Gangster Killer Bloods we had them saying G-SHINE. How you Blood got a K in front of B that don't make no sense. You know in the beginning when this Duma Life hit the state of New Jersey, East Orange to be specific. That were Queen Street Bloods to be exact. This was in 1993 yet Fruit Town Brims 36th Street were in the state of New Jersey in 1992 but the seed wasn't implanted yet.

	The fool caught a hot one, so he skipped town and went back to West Side South Central L.A. to get his name you can catch it on volume one Invincible Tears Big L Brim speak about his name I don't make snitches irrelevant. Everyone have to understand when we talking about the East Coast, when we talking about this Damu Life this Blood Gang it started in the state of New Jersey. Up North New Jersey Essex County that's where everything landed at and spread out. Queen Street Bloods it transition to Ill Town Double ii Bloods 235.

	The Og from Inglewood Queen Street Big Trouble in them was fucking with Treach from Naughty by Nature. This is how they started coming to up north New Jersey dealing with Jersey. You got these silly ass rappers talking about some rap shit. How they went out to Bompton with that "Certified Gangster" video man it's been Jersey since the beginning of time we don't give a damn about that rap shit. We talking about a time when it was real duma love when we were really cK when it comes to this Jersey shit. Then you had the Bix Bix Deuce Mob Piru the Tree Top Piru 400 block.

	Yeah the Bloodstone Villains 52nd Street, 5 Line Bounty Hunters Bloods. Fruit Town Brims 36th Street was around yet at the time, when that snitch got extradited back to the state of New Jersey that's some Kutt prison mess. Me personally, I don't count that jail shit and this is all in 1993 when Fruit Town Brims 36th Street was in Jersey state prisons.

	The Ill Town Double ii Bloods 235, Massacre in them had something priceless. It was priceless because they built they set from the ground up everybody were from the same block, pretty much grew up together. You see these different Blood sets wasn't made up, it was brought to the state of New Jersey up north. While in New York they read Monster Kody book’s and started making up sets. Mind you that book is about a person that's from Eight Tray Gangster Crips.

	You see the similarities in Eight Trey Gangsters, Nine Trey Gangsters. I get it they were being oppressed by some Spanish and Latin Kings but what do that have to do with taking on a name Blood that has nothing to do with anything. For three decades been nothing but lies and documentaries and all this extra mess and I'm beyond sick of it.

	This isn't just a story this a reality what the fuck goes on in Jersey. During these times everything was up North New Jersey nowhere else. There were only South Central L.A and Compton Inglewood in Watts California gangs in the state of New Jersey at that time. I believe between the end of "95 too 97" that's when fools started riding that five point star from New York. Couple of people were getting locked up in New York in they jails going to cop some work to bring it back to Jersey. In a mix of that, got put on to they sets in New York jails.

	You see when it comes to this Duma shit, I respect it wholeheartedly. First generations of being a Blood was like Massacre, Machete, Monster Ru Ali Doorstop, Mobster Ru, Threat, Cock and Squeeze his brother Qua Ru, Twist Ru, Lil Trouble, Sue and the list goes on. Shit when I got put on man it was about that man standing right next to you it was about camaraderie. A sense of belonging brothers feeling the same way as you but yet that is a myth.

	Far as on the East Coast anyway but I get to that. You will see for yourself that shit is a myth. You should always find out and know when you get put onto something and become a part of it. You should always want to know the truth, the history because otherwise you just a follower and a wannabe. In life we all follow somebody the difference is you follow somebody to become greater to learn to get an understanding not to do the same things, that was done before you.

	To do better, now if you following this to be following. You don't know what you doing that's what makes you a follower. Because you have no understanding to be understood what you are representing. Truthfully the average person on the East Coast don't no a damn thing about what being a Damu is let alone the history of they own sets. For starters the word Blood down, have no meaning no Ackerman. There's no break down, there is no such thing as Brotherly Love Overrides Oppression. That's something that is made up.

	The word Blood is how we can identify one another when we are in prison. Crips dominated us as individual sets before creating the blood Banner. What, I mean is that we had to come up with a name that unified us as individual sets. So, we can survive in California State Prisons let alone the bounty. For every 10 Crips there were only one Blood.

	Again though in Jersey this when it was a time to be proud to be a Damu West Coast set. We didn't have numbers yet we had strength the more numbers the more weaker the less numbers the more strength. Let me just double back real quick back on New York tap in back to that ass. The world and everybody needs to know this, if they started what they call Bloods in New York on Rikers Island. That was done because they were being oppressed by Latin Kings that's originally from Chicago.

	So, why would they all fall underneath a nation as representing a five point star if it was really about sticking together and being black. There's no excuse that means you show a sign of weakness. Bloods and Crips been going on over five Decades. Us Bloods always been outnumbered we never fell under being strictly Crips. Not as a whole, it feeds the purpose and it is disrespectful to those that paved the way and died for you.

	The first generation much love and respect they paved the way for me to represent this Blood Gang. Shit my generation, second generation shittttt. We were volunteering dead homies.Make no mistake this isn't to be glorified but these kids need to know what they getting themselves into. These young teenagers need to know what they signing up for when it come to this Damu Life! You had Brims in Jersey City yet during that time, they wasn't about nothing.

	They was on Bostwick n Jackson. All they did was get drunk and high smoke dust and dip all day. It change quick once Bull stepped on the scene. He was militant dedicated and put in a mad work but yet at the same token he can think. Even though their were Fruit Town Brims 36th Street on Bostwick n Jackson and reality Bull set the tone and stamp it on Stegman n Ocean. No other blood sets were cK until Fruit Town Brims 36th Street stepped on the scene.

	Everyone was dressing all pretty and cute. Wearing brand-new flags left and right. You may have had very few, selected few from different sets that did they thang. I'm talking about as a whole as a unit Fruit Town Brim to be exact. Bull was laying that shit down right. Nobody can say different. No other sets in Jersey City at this time was riding on other sets let alone Crips. Fools were on goofy time in riding on, popping on anybody because they had on the color blue.

	I remember 2 people from Sex Money Murder tried that mess with one of my nephews. On West Side Brims I walked right up on Wegman n Ocean put a big trey pound right to buster stomach. Blood snitched on his homie right in front of his other homie Body from his set. On West Side Brims if it wasn't for Body intervene and I really knew Blood. And I knew Blood personally that intervene. I locked eyes with Blood the whole time, I was there my big trey pound seven was right on his stomach, I would have left his ass right where he stood at. Blood kept talking about he apologize, I just walked off and ran into the other buster that he snitched on about.

	He actually knew, I was coming to look for his ass and he apologized immediately on the set. If anyone of them were really with this shit, you could identify a real Crip. How they stance, they tattoos they aura. In most importantly a real Crip never will denied they shit. You'll be surprised how many people denied they shit Bloods and Crips.

	Not proud what they representing but got the nerve to be on social media still claiming. Honestly before Blood hit Jersey City hard in particular a lot of these fools wasn't off the porch. Before that they were scared to be outside. In the same breath this shit still tested a lot of fools heart. In see where they rely at when it came to this Blood Gang you'll see.

	Bull was putting in so much work, the gang task force was riding around with a picture of him every night. One night gang task stop my little relative Reek and told him if he ever see Bull for him to contact them. So they can get him off the streets. At the same token, I was telling Bull to be easy cause at this time. I was in the program / halfway house almost about to be out. It was a person in particular I was concerned about that I knew he wasn't built for this shit.

	When, I was informed what took place with BG and Bull. When, I found out the person that was picked up for questioning I knew instantly I told Bull I'm a down that buster. Blood was on some Kickback shit like Blood isn’t going to snitch. At the same time he told homicide detectives that everybody were Bloods in that area the night shit went down. Now you have homicide detectives looking for Bull and shit he didn't snitch but yet he still shouldn't have said that shit in the first place. Before Bull get locked up, I remember he was knocking out some fools that was on Rough Riders Label.

	They was saying they were Crips. Once Bull get locked up slowly that's when, I was making my way home. Before BG got locked up when it was on site between Fruit Town Brims and Tech gang. Dip Set decide performing live one night in Jersey B G went right on the stage and knocked out Juelz Santana. In Jersey we don't give a fuck about that shit , we riding an dying behind this shit.
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