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Glossary

Chapter 1

Orville and Rygin walked free with the stink of iron still clinging to their skin, ten years carved into their bones by the yard man dungeons. The island was splitting at the seams, tribal flags snapping like war drums, every corner a powder keg ready to blow. Civil war wasn’t rumor, it was bassline under every heartbeat, machete glint in every eye, the streets trembling with prophecy of blood.

Shaunah’s belly betrayed her, water breaking two months too soon on the cracked road from Dunkirk to the corner shop. The sun was merciless, beating down like judgment, and the world spun into chaos. A taxi man slammed brakes, sweat dripping like mercy, while a half-naked rasta stumbled from the gully, dreadlocks tangled with dust. Together they became midwives of fate, kneeling in grime, coaxing life from blood and fear.

Shaunah lay back, eyes wide with pain and awe, as if she had birthed not just a child but a legend. The gully roared with silence, zinc fences and broken bottles holding their breath. The rasta’s trembling hands lifted the newborn like a relic, sunlight striking wet skin as if anointing it. The taxi man wiped blood from his palms, staring at the child as though Kingston itself had rewritten its destiny.

Gunshots cracked like punctuation, but the baby’s cry refused to be drowned. It rose above the chaos, fragile yet defiant, bending violence into witness. Shaunah’s chest heaved, sweat and tears rioting; her gaze fixed on the tiny face carved from struggle and promise. In that moment, the island’s civil war born into dust and danger was already myth, already marked to walk fire and carve his name into folklore.

At the same hour, Orville and Rygin stepped out of dungeon gates with the weight of ten years dragging behind them, chains gone but scars still singing. The island trembled, tribal banners snapping in the wind, machetes whispering promises of blood. Shaunah’s scream split the air, her body forcing defenseless life into the world.

The taxi man’s hands shook, the rasta’s dreadlocks swayed, and the newborn’s cry rose just as Orville and Rygin inhaled their first breath of freedom. Fate braided the two moments together, release and birth, exile and arrival, verses in the same psalm. The dungeon spat out warriors, the gully delivered a child, and Kingston itself seemed to pause, recognizing the symmetry.

Gunshots echoed in the distance, but the rhythm belonged to the baby’s wail, carrying the same defiance as the footsteps of men who had survived iron bars and tribal fire. Orville glanced at the sky, Rygin clenched his fists, and somewhere unseen the newborn clenched tiny fingers. Three stories born in one heartbeat, three destinies stitched by the island’s chaos, each marked to carve their names into the folklore of blood and survival.
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Chapter 2

Shaunah named the boy Shaun, a name simple but heavy with promise, a name meant to stand against the chaos that birthed him. His father was nowhere near, too busy being a gyalist, chasing skirts and sound clashes across the island, living for basslines and the fleeting glory of dancehall nights. He was a man married to the culture, a pilgrim of riddim and desire, but never faithful to any of the women who carried his bloodline forward.

What no one knew, what Shaunah buried deep like a body in a shallow grave, was that he was also her mother’s favorite cousin. That truth twisted the roots of their union, made it a necessary secret, a shadow she carried alone. In yard, whispers could kill, and bloodlines were politics as much as love. So she kept her silence, raising Shaun with the weight of hidden shame, knowing the boy’s very existence was stitched from taboo and survival.

The child grew under the sun of Kingston, his cry already myth, his father’s absence already legend. Every secret Shaunah held became part of his story, every silence a drumbeat waiting to be heard. In the gully where he was born, people still spoke of that day, how dungeon release and newborn breath braided together, how the island itself seemed to script Shaun into folklore before he could even walk.

Before Shaun could steady his steps, rhythm was already living inside him. He hummed in tune like a spirit possessed, his small chest vibrating with melodies older than his bones. Empty coconut shells became his first sound system, dried mango seeds rattling like snares, each strike a hymn to riddim. The gully children watched him with wide eyes, calling him unruly, but it was more than mischief, it was destiny breaking through baby hands.

Every beat he tapped carried the echo of Orville and Rygin’s release, the same pulse that shook Kingston’s streets. His mother saw it too, though she never spoke it aloud, the boy was born with riddim in his blood, born to turn chaos into anthem. Even as a toddler he bent silence into music, defiance into drum patterns, his laughter syncopated with the violence outside. Shaun wasn’t just playing, he was rehearsing for legend, shaping folklore before he could even pronounce his own name.

Chapter 3

The eighties cracked open like a speaker box, dancehall exploding across borders, sound system culture rising as the island’s true currency. Shaun soaked it all in, studying Shooter Hat, Finger Blam, Don Dada, Robber Banks, People Dead, every verse, every hook, every melody etched into his memory. He wasn’t just listening, he was apprenticing in folklore, learning how rhythm could crown kings and how lyrics could turn men into myths.

By the time the eighties and nineties burned out, Shaun was still a good yute in the streets. Papers in hand, visa stamped for hotel cleaning in New York, but the streets whispered louder than any paycheck. Crack vials glittered like false diamonds, and Shaun chose hustle over mop, chasing survival and legend in the concrete jungle.

Less than a year in, the dream twisted into nightmare. Rikers Island swallowed him like a starving rasta devouring a bacon sandwich, every day a battle for breath, for respect, for life itself. The same boy who once drummed on coconut shells now fought with fists and fire, rhythm replaced by survival. Folklore followed him north, and in the cages of Rikers Shaun began to carve his own myth, one scar at a time. On the streets he linked with the No Cap crew, a name slick enough to pass as harmless, but beneath the surface it was camouflage, masking ties to Spanglers and Dunkirk posse, Kingston bloodlines transplanted into New York concrete.

The Shower Posse splashed across headlines, anchors spitting their name like a curse, feds circling heavy. To dodge the spotlight they baptized themselves Jumper Posse, branding trick meant to fool the law. But the streets knew better. Every corner whispered truth, every hustler recognized the rhythm of their violence. Shaun moved through it like a man rehearsing destiny, beats traded for bullets, childhood riddim twisted into survival. The Jumper Posse wasn’t just a crew, it was a mask, a myth in disguise.

Shaun was learning how to wear it, how to carve his legend in the shadows of Kingston and New York. But locked inside Rikers, Bronx and Brooklyn war raged like a storm he had never known, tribal feud foreign to his island blood. He was alien to their beef, lone isle among men, vulnerable in a cage where alliances were currency and weakness was a death sentence.

Every corridor smelled of sweat and steel, every stare a blade testing his gangster. Shaun understood quick, he couldn’t survive on rhythm alone. He needed the heart of a lion, patience and strike of a crocodile, instincts sharpened to the bone. In Rikers hesitation was fatal, trust was poison, every day a gladiator’s trial.

The island had taught him folklore, but the jail taught him war. He moved silent, eyes scanning like predator, fists ready, spirit coiled. Each scar became a lesson, each fight a verse in the myth he was writing. Shaun wasn’t just surviving, he was transforming, becoming harder, darker, a legend forged in the belly of Rikers Island.
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Chapter 4

Rikers was no ordinary prison. It was a battlefield disguised as concrete, a warzone where Bronx and Brooklyn carried decades of rivalry like ancestral curses. Shaun was an island among men, dropped into a feud he didn’t understand, forced to learn rules written in blood. The Jumper Posse and No Cap crew carried Kingston’s shadow into the cages, disguises and alliances tangled in chaos, but the truth was simple, every day was war.

Razors flashed like lightning, slicing cheeks into permanent maps, the infamous buck fifty scars marking faces like tribal tattoos. Padlocks swung inside socks, skulls cracked under the weight, bones breaking with the sound of drums. Corridors became arenas, cells became ambush points, the mess hall a theater of violence where every tray could turn weapon. Shaun moved through it like a man rehearsing death, every breath a gamble, every step a test.

The Jumper Posse wore their name like camouflage, trying to fool the feds, but inside Rikers there was no disguise. The No Cap crew clashed with them daily, old grudges from Kingston reborn in New York steel. Fights erupted without warning, fierce and chaotic, riots that felt endless, the air thick with sweat, screams, and the metallic tang of blood. Shaun was caught in the middle, forced to find the heart of a lion and the survival skills of a crocodile, striking fast, waiting silent, never blinking.

Every scar became scripture, every fight a verse in the myth he was carving. He learned to sharpen toothbrushes into shanks, to sleep with one eye open, to trust no man but his instincts. The war inside was relentless, a storm that never broke, and Shaun lived as if the riot was permanent. He wasn’t just surviving Rikers, he was becoming Rikers, absorbing its chaos, wearing its brutality like armor.

And in the silence after each clash, when the screams faded and guards dragged broken bodies down the hall, Shaun would sit in the dark and hum. The same riddim he once tapped on coconut shells now echoed inside his chest, a rhythm twisted by violence but still alive. Even in the belly of Rikers, folklore was being written, and Shaun was its author
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