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I haven’t been back to the hood in a long time,

I felt the need to go back to see how everyone is doing.

I’ve been out of prison for a few months and I miss my homies,

Hearing so much about what’s happening, I was glad I got out of there.

Or I should say my big brother Robert got out and had a room for me,

He had no intention of leaving me out in the cold when I got out of prison.

When I got off the train and went back to the block I grew up on,

Plenty had changed as more houses were destroyed and were now crack houses.

Most of my homies were in front of the bodega we normally chill at,

As they were standing there moving their small bags for profit.

My gut was telling me not to be there too long and to get out of dodge,

There were police and DEA agents watching and I always knew.

It was good to catch up and see everyone but they haven’t changed much,

My federal prison sentence didn’t get these guys off of the block.

The drugs were still running rampant through the back alleys of these cold, dark blocks,

Money had to be made and addicts needed their drugs, it was how things went.

The hood wasn’t going to change much, strung out crack addicts,

Dope sick drug addicts who will do anything for that sniff, smoke or injection.

The same junkies that I left on the block, most are somehow still around,

I’m quite sure a few of them have overdosed but they somehow survived.

Friends who were tempting me to come back to the block and get some money,

I was the guy in the hood who took his prison sentence like a man.

No snitching or working with government agencies as an informant,

I knew who I was working for, I was one of their main guys who transported drugs.

I pushed it on the blocks for the extra cash and I knew who wanted drugs,

There was a set deal between me and the cartels on responsibilities and money.

There was the internal struggle knowing I could get a thousand dollars quick,

This is where tough decisions have to be made and responsibility comes in.

It was either be the young, old me and go after that quick money and take a risk,

Or be a mature man and realize I don’t need to be here long and go back home.

The block wasn’t going to change, the hood will always be just that,

I knew it was time to get out of here so I said my goodbyes.

Within seconds, a car drove past us and two men opened fire on us,

Bullets were flying everywhere as I ran to take cover behind a car.

I wasn’t able to get out of the way in time as I was shot twice,

I was hit in my stomach and my shoulder, I was in extreme pain.

As I lie on the ground, my life and every decision I made flashed before me,

There were too many thoughts running through my head as I lie on the ground.

In my mind, I stayed here a few minutes too long and now here I am,

In excruciating pain and losing blood at a rapid pace.

All I can hear is loud voices and screaming, nothing was clear,

My homies who didn’t get hit were trying to get my attention.

Everything was a damn fog, my body felt like it was on fire,

Trying to breathe and keep myself calm was a struggle.

Responsibility was all I kept thinking in my head,

I didn’t need to come back to say hi to people.

I’m thinking about Robert and I when we discussed our lives,

The goals to start inspiring young kids and doing speaking engagements.

Now I have bullet wounds lodged in my body for life,

This day will forever be instilled in my memory.

The hood is unforgiving and doesn’t care about your goals,

Criminal activity is all that goes on around here and I knew that.

Had I left a few minutes sooner, I would’ve literally dodged a drive by,

But when you haven’t seen your homies, a new conversation starts.

Lying here with all of these thoughts of possibly dying,

Too much noise pollution going on around me as everyone is frantic.

I wanted to rewind time and dodge that new conversation my homie started,

So I can head to the train and avoid having to dodge bullets and being hit.

The ambulance arrived and got me onto a stretcher,

The ride to the hospital consisted of constant thoughts running through my head.

When they strapped me up to the stretcher and rolled me into the ambulance,

The noise died quickly and quiet was upon me, as I heard the ambulance doors close and people were still yelling.

Those were people who knew me and it was a sign they were praying I make it,

The EMT began talking to me and I was too caught up in being mad at myself.

I asked the EMT to call Robert, he had to know what happened,

He was the only family I had and I needed him to meet me at the hospital.

When a shooting happens, police are surely everywhere,

That seems to be the only time we see them unless they’re watching you in the shadows.

As the ambulance arrived to the hospital and I was rushed through the emergency room,

It was bright lights and voices talking at a rapid pace as things eventually became blurry.

I dreaded hospitals, but then again I don’t think anyone likes them,

Off to surgery I go, I hope I come out okay and I get to live to see another day…
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I’m sitting here in the ER waiting for the status of Michael,

He’s in surgery and I’m the scared, frantic big brother.

I could’ve told him not to go back to the hood,

Part of growing into a man means staying out of harm’s way.

This is the exact reason I got out of that neighborhood,

Nothing was going to change and neither did the people who live there.

I’m not even mad that he went back to say what’s up to the homies,

I’m mad that the senseless violence continues and nothing is done about it.

A drive by shooting that I was able to dodge when I was younger,

But my brother couldn’t avoid what was coming and now his life hangs in the balance.

This is going to be a long night as I’m prepared to be here overnight,

My impatience and anxiety has me needing to know what’s going on.

I want to be in that operating room with my younger brother,

Another time I have failed to protect him from something bad happening.

Now I sit here trying to figure out how I let all of this happen,

Wishing I could turn back time and keep him from going back.

The doctors came out and gave me the news, I was prepared for it,

They told me he was going to be okay but he’s still under anesthesia.

I was finally able to go see him in ICU, it was a long walk to his room,

It was the fastest power walk I’ve ever done, I had to see my little bro.

When I walked in, I saw him knocked out cold from the surgery,

With tubes all intertwined keeping him in a calm state of peace.

It would be hours before any movement happened,

But I sat there thinking about life and all that has happened to us.

When he woke up, it was fulfilling to know I was the first one he saw,

He smiled a little as he was in some pain and couldn’t move much.

He reached for my hand to grip it as he was thankful he survived,

I saw a tear roll down his right eye and I shed some tears myself.

Another tragic event that has happened and we made it through,

The look on his face, he wanted to say sorry but I wouldn’t let him.

I let him rest and as much yawning as I did, I needed some shut eye,

Just watching him in that hospital bed I always said I would be his brother’s keeper.

Leaving his side this time wasn’t an option and I was prepared to be here,

I was afraid to leave Mike thinking that something bad would happen.

We’ve gone through our share of battles in our lives,

And we’re still here, alive, breathing and somehow still blessed.

The both of us have made some bad decisions, I don’t know if this is one of them,

I most likely would’ve done the same thing when old homies were calling to drop by the block.

Let me just be thankful he’s okay and that he gets to live to see another day,

It’s going to be a grueling next few days waiting for my brother to get better.

The phone calls and texts would be non-stop checking in on Michael,

Eventually I had to stop answering people and get myself some rest.

The nurse came in and gave me a pillow and some covers to get some rest,

This chair would be my bed for the night as the nurse gave me a pillow and covers.
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