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You inherit the sins, you inherit the flames

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN, “Adam Raised a Cain”
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Author’s Note on Usage

This work spans periods of American history when Americans of African descent were commonly called Negroes, Colored, then Blacks, and eventually African Americans. I have attempted to stay true to the context of the time, using, as have other authors, the word “Negro” to describe African Americans during the Plessy v. Ferguson and civil rights eras. “Colored” and “Black” are used from the midsixties through the eighties, when the preferred phrase “African American” became more common. Much of this book is set in Oakland, California, home at one time to the Black Panthers. It is a city where the word “Black” remains in popular use to describe African Americans. In specific Oakland references, “Black” is used to describe people and events as late as 2011.

The slur “nigger” is never an easy word to write. I use it primarily in quoted dialogue, as I use the slur “darkie,” to fully illustrate the state of mind of the speaker.

The phrase “Black Muslim” is frequently employed in reference to followers of W. D. Fard and Elijah Muhammad. It is the phrase that the primary subjects of this book, Yusuf Ali Bey and his followers, use in self-description. Historically, it is used to describe members of the Nation of Islam through the mid-1970s, but it also describes Bey’s followers and descendants in the text through 2011. At no time should the reader interpret “Black Muslim” or “Muslim” in the text to refer to traditional followers of the Prophet Muhammad, who are referred to hereafter as Orthodox Muslims for clarity.


Dramatis Personae

Numerous characters in this book are referred to by more than one name, largely because of their evolution through the Black Muslim faith. There are also numerous characters in this book with the surname “Bey.” For the sake of clarity, many are referred to on second reference by their first name or by their common name, which is sometimes a number.

To aid the reader, following are the full names of prominent characters along with their names commonly used in the text.


            Yusuf Ali Bey, founder of Your Black Muslim Bakery: Joseph Stephens, Joseph X Stephens, and sometimes Daddy

            Billy Stephens: Billy X Stephens and Billy and sometimes Abdul Rabb Muhammad

            Theron Stephens: Theron

            Farieda Bey: Farieda

            Yusuf Ali Bey IV: Fourth and occasionally Bey IV

            Yusuf Ali Bey V: Fifth

            Antar Bey: Antar

            Joshua Bey: Joshua

            Akbar Bey: Akbar

            Waajid Aljawwaad: Waajid Alaia Bey: Alaia

            Saleem Bey: Saleem

            Antoine Mackey: Mackey and occasionally Ali

            Devaughndre Broussard: Broussard and occasionally Catfish

            Robert Harris: Sometimes referred to as Karriem in chapters 6 and 7

            Elijah Muhammad: Elijah; sometimes referred to as Elijah Poole in chapter 7

            Malcolm X: Malcolm

            W. D. Fard: Wallace D. Ford, Walli Fard, Wallace Davis-el, Master Wallace D. Fard Muhammad



I have given pseudonyms to several people who were victims of Yusuf Bey’s rapes and other abuses. “Jane,” “Nancy,” “Timothy,” “Tammy,” “Alice,” and “Vincent” are pseudonyms out of respect to the victims they represent. Tammy is referred to a few times by Yusuf Bey IV as “Mommy.” A woman kidnapped and tortured in 2007 by Yusuf Bey IV and others has been given the pseudonym “JoAnne.” The pseudonym “Cheryl Davis” has been given to a woman who worked at Your Black Muslim Bakery at the time of Chauncey Bailey’s murder.


Introduction

A Murmur of Growing Intensity

On the morning of August 2, 2007, I drove my then-usual commute from an apartment, not far from the eastern shore of San Francisco Bay in the city of Alameda, to a newsroom nearly twenty miles away in the East Bay suburbs. The route took me in and out of the city of Oakland through tunnels—the first passing beneath a shipping channel, the second carving its way through cumbersome hills. Oakland was little more than the place I passed through to get anywhere—to work, to pick up my wife at her job in San Francisco, to visit friends.

That bright, sunny morning seemed like just another day. I had moved to California seven years earlier and had only recently committed to staying longer, having just turned down a good newspaper job in New Jersey. That summer I was in the throes of finishing a graduate writing program, and my mind was stuck on a looming thesis deadline. The radio was off, and as I drove I dictated ideas into a little recorder about how to finish that tome. As I entered Oakland, I didn’t know that a horrible murder had occurred an hour or so earlier just blocks away—a man had been gunned down on a busy city street by a masked killer.

I had worked for newspapers of various sizes since 1983, pulling myself upward from the traditional starting places of municipal-government and police beats, and now carried the somewhat overblown title of “investigative reporter.” I liked to dig, to get to the bottom of things, to find their roots, their causes. As sort of a subspecialty, I had also carved out a niche writing about the First Amendment, censorship, and press rights. People, I had come to believe, were often ignorant of journalists’ struggles to adequately serve them, the roadblocks we overcome, the daily fights to be watchdogs of the public interest. As I parked my car in the lot next to the long, flat, nearly windowless building that housed the Contra Costa Times, slung a bag over my shoulder, and grabbed my ubiquitous cup of black coffee, I had no idea that three booming reports of a shotgun in Oakland earlier that morning had signaled the convergence of many of my interests.

I walked into a newsroom in transition. The newspaper industry had not yet been rocked the way it would be a few years later, with massive layoffs and closures, but it was starting to tremble. The Contra Costa Times, once a part of the venerable Knight Ridder chain, had recently been put up for sale and bought by MediaNews, the same company that owned the nearby Oakland Tribune. A painful consolidation of news staffs that had competed for years was under way. Everyone, it seemed, was leery of losing their jobs.

As I entered, there was a commotion around the desks where the police reporters sat among an array of scanners and radios, a wall-mounted television dangling over their heads. Even to a skeptical veteran such as me, the buzz seemed different, a real story developing with a murmur of growing intensity about it.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Someone shot the editor of the Oakland Post,” a reporter told me.

“Dead?”

“Very,” she deadpanned, glancing up from a computer, a hand briefly covering the mic on her telephone headset.

A journalist? Really? I knew the Post was a small weekly that covered Oakland’s African American community, but I had no idea who was its editor.

“Chauncey Bailey,” the reporter told me and turned away to continue her call.

I knew the name, but only vaguely. Bailey had worked for the Tribune once and had gotten fired for some sort of ethical lapse. I asked an editor if anyone knew yet who had killed Bailey or why. He said no. I felt an immediate frustration. Before the merger, our newsroom would have mobilized to cover the story, but now Oakland was strictly the Tribune’s territory, and I could do nothing. And though I worked primarily on long investigative pieces that often took months, I wanted in on this breaking story. A journalist. Murdered. If someone had killed him over his work, then the implications were boundless.

A few minutes later my phone rang. It was a source I had developed in Oakland a few years earlier, a minor official who often proved helpful with information.

Two theories about the murder were raging across the city, he said, both fueled by rumors concerning Bailey’s personal life—he had been killed either by a jealous husband or boyfriend or by someone seeking retribution over an unpaid debt, a loan shark or shylock. My source had strong credibility, and his leads that Bailey’s slaying had to do with something other than journalism brought me a tinge of relief. It seemed overly dramatic anyway, I realized, to suggest that the editor of a weekly newspaper had been killed for reasons directly related to his job. The last local print reporter killed in the United States was Don Bolles of the Arizona Republic, who was investigating ties between business leaders in Phoenix and the Mafia in 1976 when he suffered fatal wounds in a car bombing. The little Oakland Post was not prone to the type of reportage that provoked anyone. I returned to an analysis of government pay data I’d been working on for months, thinking the Bailey story would blow over in a few days.

Half an hour later, my source called back.

“Bailey was working on a story about the Black Muslim Bakery,” he said.

“Holy shit,” I said out loud, as if I were playing a reporter in a B movie.

That phone call changed everything.

If a journalist was going to get killed in Northern California over any story, then Oakland’s Your Black Muslim Bakery, run by a defiant, violent, polygamous cult under the leadership of the Bey family, was a likely topic. A few years earlier, a gutsy reporter named Chris Thompson of the weekly East Bay Express, had written several long exposés about the Beys. Consequently, he received death threats, the windows of the Express’s office were smashed, and Thompson spent several weeks in hiding. The Beys were demonstratively dangerous people. Their belief system didn’t just approve of violence—it encouraged it as the default mode to deal with any and all problems they encountered.

Unconfirmed reports of a Bey connection to Bailey’s slaying soon overwhelmed the story. A colleague came to me and suggested what I was already thinking: If Bailey had been killed over a story, the journalistic community needed to rally the way it had following Bolles’s murder, by banding together to answer the assassination with a show of force in finishing his work. The response to Bolles’s death, known as the Arizona Project, was journalistic legend—two dozen reporters had descended on Phoenix and dug into the corruption Bolles had been investigating in a way that he never could have working alone. Their message was clear: A story could not be killed by killing a journalist.

A legendary investigative reporter for Newsday, Bob Greene, pitched the project to journalists around the country, writing that a communal response to Bolles’s death would cause “the community and other like communities [to] reflect on what has happened and hopefully would think twice about killing reporters. For all of us—particularly newspapers with high investigative profiles—this is eminently self-serving. As individuals we are buying life insurance on our own reporters. If we accomplish only this, we have succeeded.”

That a similar effort—eventually known as the Chauncey Bailey Project—would occur in this case became clear early the next morning, August 3, when police raided the Beys’ North Oakland compound, an operation planned for weeks in response to two other murders and the kidnapping and torture of a woman that cult members were suspected of committing months earlier. That raid had come too late to save Bailey’s life. In less than a day, a nineteen-year-old Bey “soldier” admitted to police he had killed Bailey to stop a story he was writing about the bakery.

The confession made clear that Bailey’s work had to be completed, that a clear message had to be sent by other journalists: Killing a reporter would result in far more journalistic scrutiny than a single reporter could have achieved. It didn’t matter that the Post was a small weekly on the margins of journalistic credibility, or that Bailey was, at fifty-seven years old, caught in a downward career spiral. What had happened to him was far bigger than that. The free press on which the public depends to keep it informed had been attacked. If Chauncey Bailey could get killed over a story, a reporter anywhere in the country could get killed over a story. A week after the murder, his former editor at the Detroit News, where Bailey had worked for many years, summed it up best: The assassination “was an attack on the American way of life.”

The Chauncey Bailey Project, born of newspapers, nonprofit journalism organizations, radio and television stations, freelance and retired reporters, and journalism students and professors at two universities, began a few weeks later through a series of chaotic gatherings. As my own company’s consolidation went forward, I moved to the Tribune’s office in Oakland, where much of the work was based. Along with a handful of other reporters who had to quickly learn to work together, trust one another, and share sources, I became part of a team that would investigate the Beys and Bailey’s murder for more than four years. We remained, over that time, driven by a common purpose—to get to the bottom of what happened.

To call Chauncey Bailey a flawed journalist is to imply that there is such a thing as an unflawed one. Journalism is an incredibly human endeavor. Bailey’s reputation, at the end of a career that had taken a long fall to the Oakland Post, was one of hasty reporting, poor writing, and questionable ethics. But none of those things made him less of a First Amendment martyr when he was killed because the subject of his story objected to its publication.

That subject was a young man named Yusuf Ali Bey IV, who had taken over leadership of the cult, which worshipped the teachings of Nation of Islam founder Elijah Muhammad. But while clinging to the Nation’s early dogma, the Beys had long since broken away, acting independently, answering to no one other than their leader and their God. Other than Chris Thompson’s extraordinary work in the Express, they had largely gone without scrutiny for decades. The Oakland Police Department’s indifference to—or outright fear of—the cult members was legendary. Politicians kowtowed to them, praised them, loaned them taxpayer money that went unrepaid. Even when the cult’s patriarch, Bey IV’s father, Yusuf Ali Bey, was found through DNA evidence to have raped girls as young as thirteen years old, he was still heralded as a community leader. That he died in 2003 before the charges were proven in court only added to his followers’ belief that he was a victim of persecution.

As the days following Bailey’s death turned into months and then years, questions about the Beys mounted. What did they really believe, and where did it come from? Was there any sincerity to their dogma about a desire to promote only African American self-help, or was it all hokum and exploitative self-aggrandizement meant only to enrich them? Were they true believers or hucksters who used religion to hide a criminal organization?

How did they manage to find an endless wellspring of converts to their hate-based cosmology? And how did they come to intersect so violently with Bailey, a minor journalist who always seemed to work on the edge of advocacy, who himself believed strongly in the self-determination of African Americans?

This book, a further endeavor to provide a full accounting of what happened, is an attempt to explore those and other questions.



part one

“You don’t know my name?”
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Your Black Muslim Bakery on San Pablo Avenue in North Oakland, the base of power for Yusuf Bey and, eventually, his sons Antar and Yusuf Bey IV. Photo by Bob Larson/Contra Costa Times, courtesy of the Bay Area News Group




PROLOGUE

That Will Teach Them …

Chauncey Bailey awoke near dawn that fateful Thursday summer morning. By six thirty he was hurrying around his little apartment near the western edge of Oakland’s Lake Merritt, folding a silver pocket square into a point before tucking it into his jacket, stuffing papers into the gym bag he used as a briefcase. Newspaper work was never much of an early-morning profession, at least for reporters, but a busy day lay ahead and Bailey wanted to get at it. He took a moment to check his suit—a suit he had bought in a thrift store because at fifty-seven, after spending his entire adulthood in journalism, he had long accepted the frugal realities of the news business. But in spite of his finances, he took great care in how he appeared, often lamenting to friends that too many African Americans dressed badly. “The only men a lot of Blacks see in ties are detectives and preachers,” he once told his brother. Throughout his career he had both witnessed and been the subject of constant racism inside and outside of newsrooms. To combat it, Bailey clung tightly to his self-respect, and that meant dressing well. He was by no means an overly talented reporter or writer, but he remained a hardened and gritty adherent to his basic craft—an editor once described his strength as the ability to “get it down and get it in.” He was good with the facts on deadline. Bailey dressed fancy. He wrote plainly.

Bailey knotted a gray tie and stuffed a jury summons in his pants pocket. He needed to mail it back; it was just one more bother. His civic duty wasn’t in a jury box; it was at his desk, putting out a newspaper. A few weeks earlier, Bailey had been named editor of the Oakland Post, a tiny, giveaway weekly that served the city’s African American community. It printed just about anything written by anyone—press releases, community notices, rambling columns. Its main source of income was competing pastors, who were always trying to outdraw each other on Sunday mornings—and thus fill their collection plates—by heralding their coming sermons in display ads. The paper even carried a biblical quote in its banner, Proverbs 29:18: “Where there is no vision, the people will perish …”

But Bailey had his own vision for the Post. He wanted to shape it to address minority issues head-on, with blunt, aggressive reportage in the long tradition of the Black press. That challenge, he’d confided to friends in recent weeks, had righted him after a time spent listing and being adrift. He was, quite simply, happy to be working and determined to turn the Post into an intricate slice of Oakland’s life. At the same time, Bailey’s often stormy personal life seemed to be calming. He had recently reunited with his father after a long estrangement. He had a young son in Southern California, Chauncey Wendell Bailey III, and despite the geographic distance, he was doing all he could to help raise him. His son’s visits to Oakland were nothing short of a joy for Bailey; people said the child brought out the best in him. Hidden behind his tough reporter persona was a soft spot for children. When he had lived in Detroit years earlier, he and his then wife had taken in and raised her sister’s two daughters, creating an instant family that Bailey loved. Although friends said he was loath to admit it, he wanted those closest to him to be proud of his new job title: editor.

But at a small paper like the Post, which ran on a thin budget, his assignment encompassed almost all editorial functions. He wrote stories, took photographs, laid out pages, sometimes even carried copies over to Oakland’s ornate city hall and handed them out.

The paper crammed Bailey’s days with meaningful work, and August 2, 2007, arrived as if it would be no different. First on his list that morning was to get downtown to the Post’s cramped offices in the old Financial Services Building at Fourteenth and Franklin streets and finish a story about an Oakland cult of Black Muslims with a long history of crimes and violence.

The story nagged at Bailey. He had written it—gotten it down, gotten it in—only to have the Post’s publisher, Paul Cobb, a longtime Oakland activist and politician, spike it. The Black Muslims that were the story’s subject—a sprawling family with the surname Bey—owned a business called Your Black Muslim Bakery in the North Oakland ghetto that served as a community center and makeshift mosque. Its founder and patriarch, Yusuf Ali Bey, had died four years earlier. A blood feud had followed for control of the strange business, which Oaklanders simply called “the bakery.” It was now in the control of one of Bey’s many children, twenty-one-year-old Yusuf Ali Bey IV, who was one of five sons upon whom Bey had bestowed his own name. Most people thought that because of the bakery’s name, the Beys were members of the Nation of Islam, the Black separatist sect of Elijah Muhammad, Malcolm X (before he rejected its teachings), and Louis Farrakhan. They weren’t, though. While the Beys preached with unrelenting zeal the Nation’s original dogma of Black racial superiority, hatred of inferior blue-eyed devils, and salvation though devotion and work, they and their followers were an independent sect. But despite their bombastic evangelism and frequent violence, the Beys were widely credited—even admired—for giving jobs to those others would not: ex-convicts, recovering drug addicts, the poor and uneducated, those with nowhere else to go.

Bailey had reported on the Beys for years, and he headed out the door that August morning wanting to tell another chapter about them. The previous month, he had run into a man who had been driven out of the bakery during the struggle for control of the business. Bailey—who had always admired the Beys’ arguments for African American self-determination—had listened to how the bakery had fallen into chaos and bankruptcy and recognized an important story in the man’s tale. Based on information from this single source, Bailey had hammered out a short piece. But Cobb had spiked it, saying it needed better attribution. Bailey had fumed, but Cobb had won the argument. The Beys were not to be treated lightly. If the Post was going to print a critical story about them, it needed better sourcing than one person with fears about his name being used. At least that’s what Cobb had insisted. Bailey, though, had confided to people that he thought Cobb was scared of the Beys and was just making up excuses.

But Bailey also knew well the level of violence that radicalized Black Muslims could commit. In 1974, as a young reporter for the San Francisco Sun Reporter, he’d written about a handful of Black Muslims who became known as both the Zebra Killers and the Death Angels. For months they terrorized San Francisco, randomly shooting whites, justifying killings through the sect’s early teachings that salvation could be achieved by the slaying of “white devils.” Bailey had been one of the first journalists to report—weeks before arrests—that those gunmen were likely Black Muslims. He also made a provocative link between the San Francisco slayings and similar shootings in Oakland and other East Bay cities, suggesting a connection. But before he could probe any deeper, he left the Bay Area for the East Coast and a new job. The nexus between the San Francisco murders and those across the bay remained largely ignored.

The sun had barely peeked above the brown Oakland hills when Bailey stepped outside, the bag slung over his left shoulder. Atop the peaked roof of his gray stucco building, someone had stationed a pair of plastic owls to scare away the Lake Merritt seagulls that were the neighborhood’s bane. But they didn’t work: The winged pests were everywhere, doing whatever they wanted, sometimes even sitting atop the fake owls’ heads.

Bailey headed downtown.

During the past thirty-five years, Oakland had grown both numb to and afraid of the Beys. Their bakery was part health-food store, part ministry, and part front for wide-ranging criminal enterprises run by its patriarch, a former hairdresser born Joseph Stephens who had reinvented himself as Dr. Yusuf Ali Bey. The surname was one that followers of a 1920s Chicago-based sect, the Moorish Science Temple of America, which practiced a fictive version of Islam, had used as a suffix. But rather than be Stephens-Bey in the Moorish tradition, he was just Bey, a title once used by Egyptian and Turkish dignitaries.

Bey was blessed with the quicksilver tongue of a natural minister. He also possessed a predator’s ruthless soul. To many of his followers and children he was godlike; to an objective observer of his organization, he was a cult leader that Oakland had let flourish in its midst. Each week, on a television show called True Solutions, which he paid to have broadcast on local cable stations, Bey repeated the Black Muslims’ basic beliefs: In 1930, Allah, in the person of a man named W. D. Fard, traveled from the Holy City of Mecca to Detroit, arriving on July 4 and announcing that he had come to find what he called the Lost Tribe of Shabazz in the wilderness of North America and lead its members to salvation through their true religion, Islam. Fard’s messenger was the Honorable Elijah Muhammad, who led the Nation of Islam for forty-one years, demanding complete segregation of the “so-called Negroes” from the rest of American society.

With images of Fard and Elijah behind him and stoic young men in dark suits and bow ties standing rigidly at his side, Bey railed against “tricknology,” which Black Muslims defined as a science of deception whites used to deceive and suppress people of other races. He referred to people of color collectively as “Asiatics,” a group that included Native Americans, Africans, and Asians. He spewed anti-Semitism and claimed the Holocaust paled when compared to the treatment of African slaves and their descendants in the Americas. Christianity, he said, was nonsense, a “spook religion.”

Like Elijah Muhammad before him, Bey often babbled about a mad scientist named Big-Headed Yakub who created the devils—Caucasians and Jews—through a series of grafting experiments 6,600 years earlier, or how a mile-wide “mother plane” orbited the earth, forever preparing to annihilate the devils in an apocalypse that would restore Asiatics to their rightful place as humankind’s masters. The devils were “snakes of the grafted type,” or skunks, or “cavies,” short for cavemen.

Bey was also unambiguous about his willingness to employ violence to enforce his will or retaliate against those who crossed him, positions he articulated weekly on television.

“We don’t turn no other cheek. You turn a fire hose on my mother, I will kill you ’til I die. If you think I am going to let you put a hose on my mother, put dogs on my mother, so I can sit in a toilet next to you, you are out of your cotton-picking mind,” he said in a 2002 sermon. “You’re not just ordinary people. Black is dominant. The Caucasian is the scientist for evil.”

Bey had never really moved beyond the rigid Black Muslim dogma of the early 1960s, and much of what he preached was rhetoric long dismissed as ignorant fables from another age. Although he wasn’t part of the Nation of Islam, Bey was among the last true believers in its original, racist message that was, itself, a backlash to centuries of white oppression.

Thousands of African Americans had migrated to Oakland during World War II for shipyard jobs, and they found in the ensuing decades that the deed covenants that kept them segregated in ghettos were as much a part of racism in California as the Klan was in the South. They found, too, that suburban flight and lack of postwar jobs had slipped an economic noose around their necks. It was Oakland where the Black Power movement took root, where screeds seemed to forever blare from scores of storefront churches of thin repute, and where Bey hacked out a niche.

When he started in the early seventies, attention was focused on the gun-toting Black Panthers, not the little baker in a kufi hawking banana cakes and fish sandwiches. Panther leader Bobby Seale twice ran for mayor of Oakland and Bey supported him, but he was more concerned at the time about his own business ascent than about elective politics. That would come. Attention paid to the Panthers gave Bey the cover to establish his business largely unnoticed, and the enabling environment of the Black Power movement made him seem like just one more minority trying to get ahead. By the time the Panthers flamed out a few years later, Bey was entrenched in North Oakland, his bakery an institution.

Parroting Elijah Muhammad, he sought out poor, uneducated African Americans, most of them male ex-offenders eager to hear they were not inferior, as paternalistic, racist America insisted, but were in fact superior beings with larger brains and God-given righteousness. Bey converted the weak and vulnerable into indentured servants, the angry into his warriors. He gave them bakers’ aprons and beds and preached self-respect and self-sufficiency. They returned unwavering loyalty. Bey also built his own version of the Nation’s shadowy paramilitary, the Fruit of Islam, calling his men soldiers, drilling them relentlessly. To those who pleased him, worshipped him, and did his bidding without question, he was a benevolent yet stern father. To become a spiritually adopted son of Yusuf Bey, to shed one’s “slave name” and take his surname in exchange for idolatry, was the status to which all his male followers aspired.

Bey also capitalized on public ignorance about who the Blacks Muslims were and what they believed. Few seemed to fully understand that there was little correlation between the kind of Islam that he practiced—it is best called Fardian Islam—and the teachings of the Prophet Muhammad. Orthodox Muslims do not profess racial superiority or larger brains or believe a mad scientist created Caucasians and Jews. Following Elijah Muhammad’s death in 1975, most African American Muslims denounced his teachings and joined Orthodox Muslim communities. But not Bey. He continued to preach that Fard was God in the flesh and that God is thus a man, which Orthodox Muslims consider blasphemy. Bey, like Elijah Muhammad, created a false legitimacy based on the illusion that the Black Muslim and Orthodox Muslim faiths were much more similar than they are.

There is no question that Yusuf Bey sometimes helped people. He employed and sheltered men fresh from prison whom others shunned. He counseled them that they mattered, that to find themselves they had to shed the ugly vestiges of four hundred years of stereotypes and live virtuous lives free of alcohol, drugs, and slothfulness, that they could manifest their own destiny with the very hands that they extended, palms upward, to Allah in prayer.

If only he had stopped there.

While a large majority of people rejected Bey’s rants, few actually challenged him, and even detractors bought his food. Police saw that crime around the bakery was significantly lower than elsewhere in Oakland and left Bey’s soldiers to patrol the neighborhood, enforcing their own brand of justice. (Bey often touted the fact that the bakery had never been robbed or burglarized as a sign of how much respect he had in the area. That his men would have killed anyone foolish enough to try such a thing remained unsaid.) He railed against drugs and alcohol enough to be considered a community leader.

Even those who kept their distance admired how he drove new luxury cars and how he seemed to have no end of solemn young men in suits and bow ties at his side. Bey’s followers called him Dr. Bey, adding to his mystique the allure of educational credentials—and a title of high honor in African American culture—where none existed. It stuck. Even though Bey’s highest educational achievement was a cosmetology certificate, all of Oakland called him Dr. Bey.

When the Oakland Tribune hired him to cover African American affairs in 1992, Chauncey Bailey soon found that Yusuf Bey made good copy. Bailey wrote positively about the mini empire Bey had built in the name of self-determination. If Bailey noticed that Bey used his platoons of young men for intimidation, that he was, by nearly any definition, a thuggish charlatan with a goon squad, he chose to ignore it. Bailey sometimes confided to friends that he found it difficult to write what he deemed “negative” stories about those he commonly called “Black folks.”

But in East Bay Express stories on the Beys, Chris Thompson had raised the truths that Bailey and others largely ignored: that Bey was a psychopath and that his followers were, by any applicable definition of the word, a “cult.” Bey’s men used violence and torture to enforce their agenda, which largely consisted of acquiring wealth. Dozens of women around the bakery, their heads wrapped in colored scarves, their eyes always averted downward, openly referred to themselves as Bey’s wives. Bruises and cuts frequently appeared on their faces. Fists, feet, telephones, pans, plates, even sidewalk concrete were used to batter them. The women all had multiple children whom Bey embraced as his own, despite the fact that no father was identified on their birth certificates. The women, despite living in his compound and working in his bakery, all received public assistance.

For four years following Bey’s 2003 death, his followers engaged in a battle for control of his empire. The victor was Bey IV, known as “Fourth,” who promised a new regime of Black Muslim activism in his father’s name.

In the summer of 2007, when Chauncey Bailey ran into the man who would eventually be his anonymous source for a story about the bakery, most of what he had to say was about Fourth. What he told Bailey was a frightening truth for Oakland: All that the city had tolerated and ignored from Yusuf Bey and his minions for the past three and a half decades in the name of religious freedom and self-determination had been but a haunting prologue for what had come under Fourth’s leadership.

Several buses ran past Bailey’s building. He sometimes jumped on the AC Transit 40 line to get downtown. But August 2, 2007, was emerging as a thing of beauty, the cloudless sky matching Bailey’s powder-blue shirt. He had worked for a decade in Detroit and had grown to hate the winters there, how people bundled up and ignored one another on the frigid streets. He never grew tired of California sunshine. Even though he was in a rush, he decided to walk. On such a splendid day, he never knew whom he might meet on the way to work.

Bailey hurried around the corner to the northern edge of central Oakland’s finest attribute, Lake Merritt, which had been created from a drained swamp in the 1860s. Jogging trails ringed its 155 acres; to the east, luxury homes dappled the hills. From the corner of Lakeshore and First avenues, Bailey looked out over the water rippling in the morning breeze. The sun was above the hills now, joggers and dog walkers squinting in its light. Soon, small sailboats would be out on the water and the oars of a crew or two would slice at the surface. At moments like these, Oakland could fool one into thinking it was a bursting metropolis, clean and bright and pointed forward.

But Lake Merritt’s flaws, like the rest of the city’s, were easily seen. Bailey crossed a culvert through which water flowed out toward San Francisco Bay. At low tide, the spot reeked of rotting mussels ripped open by hungry gulls. The concrete walkway on which Bailey hurried was faded and decaying, chunks of it falling away and lying in the brown mud below. He passed a large wooden sign describing lakeshore improvement projects under way. It was covered with a thick, curling tangle of black graffiti, the symbols unintelligible to all but those who knew the language of the gang that marked its territory. A long line of four-foot-high orange plastic blocks that created a bike lane along the lake’s edge was tagged with similar markings. Even the asphalt was graffitied every few feet. The streets around the western end of the lake divided central and East Oakland and formed a half oval, with lanes crossing one another on short overpasses. Eastbound Fourteenth Street dipped below the westbound lanes, a poorly kept median dividing them.* It proved a perfect place for a homeless encampment, filled with old furniture, shopping carts, even a couple of grills that were often aflame. Underground walkways had been built to give people in East Oakland easy access to Lake Merritt, but they were chained shut, garbage littering their steps.

Oakland is an old city. Its three major highways, the Nimitz, the MacArthur, and the Warren, are named for past heroes most residents probably couldn’t identify. Its civic infrastructure is antiquated, perhaps none more so than the Rene C. Davidson Courthouse looming in front of Bailey as he hugged the lakeshore, its white concrete walls awash in sunlight. Bailey rarely went into the courthouse. There was always too much else for him to do, and he was not the type of reporter to spend time digging and researching. Yet if he had looked at the ever-growing files of criminal allegations against Bey IV, Bailey would have found plenty of documentation to appease Paul Cobb’s desire for attribution. But Bailey didn’t have the patience to read through stacks of legal papers.

Bailey stopped for coffee at a McDonald’s, then hurried up Fourteenth Street. He was just three blocks from the Post with plenty of time to take another pass at the bakery story before his deadline.

Somewhere along the way a battered white minivan passed him.

Suddenly a tall, lean man dressed in a black sweatshirt and pants ran across the street toward Bailey, a ski mask covering his face. His gloved hands were wrapped around a pistol-grip, 12-gauge shotgun, its barrel only eighteen inches long, tilted to port arms. Bailey turned to his right, the masked gunman right on top of him, leveling the weapon just before it erupted.

A few hours later, a young man more certain of his power and destiny than ever before watched a television news report about the murder, the victim identified only as a prominent Oaklander. The young man beamed and laughed, as if a huge burden had been lifted from him. Mission accomplished. He didn’t need a newscaster to tell him who was dead. Another of the enemies and devils was gone. He was certain there would be no public accountability for what his soldiers had carried out on his order. His father had killed with impunity for nearly forty years. So would he. There was no question now of his omnipotence. Oakland was his city, and anyone who challenged that fact would die.

The man called Fourth summoned a young woman to a television set in his bathroom above Your Black Muslim Bakery. On the screen a solemn reporter stood just outside the cordoned-off crime scene. Fourth pointed at the picture and loudly proclaimed words that surely would have made his late father proud: “That will teach them to fuck with me.”




*A large reconstruction of the area began in 2009, greatly altering it.
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There Goes Lucifer


“Why do I recall, instead of the order of seed bursting in springtime, only the yellow contents of the cistern spread over the lawn’s dead grass? Why? And how? How and why?”
—RALPH ELLISON, Invisible Man



Several times a day, Yusuf Bey IV would make a hard U-turn on San Pablo Avenue at Fifty-ninth Street and gun his black BMW 745i toward downtown Oakland. He drove by no known rules, swinging in and out of lanes, accelerating, ignoring red lights, other cars, whatever stood in his way. He couldn’t go anywhere without scaring people, and he was always going somewhere, a cell phone pressed to his ear as the BMW coursed through the city’s streets, three or four impassive young men whom he called his soldiers dressed in cheap dark suits piled in with him. He’d speed away from the fading red and black brick walls of the compound that housed Your Black Muslim Bakery, away from the frenzied pit bull and mastiffs that guarded it, away from the steaming industrial ovens, assault rifles leaning against them, spent cartridges and banana clips scattered on the rat shit–flecked kitchen floor.

Beneath the bakery’s signature black star-and-crescent sign looming over the street was an awning with words printed on it in block letters: TASTE OF … THE HEREAFTER. That the kind of Islam—or what they called Islam—that the Beys and their followers practiced was based on teachings that rejected belief in an afterlife escaped most passersby. Despite those words, Black Muslims didn’t believe in heaven. “I have no alternative than to tell you that there is no life beyond the grave,” Elijah Muhammad once wrote. “There is no justice in the sweet bye and bye. Immortality is NOW, HERE. We are the blessed of God and we must exert every means to protect ourselves.”

The now, here for Yusuf Bey IV was the sagging, blood-splattered ghetto.

Fourth referred to himself as the bakery’s chief executive officer, as if that meant much for someone who had barely graduated from high school thanks only to social promotion and administrators’ unrelenting desire that he be gone. He lacked even basic business skills. But as prosecutors would one day lean over lecterns and impress upon jurors, the bakery was much more than a bakery, so he had much more to do than just keep shop anyway. Sure, the Beys churned out sugarless cakes and sold tofu burgers on whole-grain buns. But they also churned out scores of converts to their cause who helped them run innumerable criminal enterprises. Many of those people had worshipped Fourth’s father, Yusuf Bey, as God, and those who remained were ready to follow his son’s commands to their deaths.

By late 2005, a few months before his twentieth birthday, Fourth stood at the head of the remnants of his father’s cult. He claimed that his ascension to leadership and greatness at such a young age had been prophesied in the book of Genesis. Allah had chosen him—and him alone—for greatness. The correct interpretations of the Bible and the Holy Qur’an made plain his destiny.

The facts of his life, though, seemed to destine him for something else.

Fourth grew up as one of the last believers in W. D. Fard’s divinity. Despite claims dating to 1930 that followers of Fard and the man who claimed to be his messenger, Elijah Muhammad, simply sought freedom, justice, and equality, the Nation of Islam they founded had largely collapsed under the weight of hate and violence that equaled those of Klansmen and Fascists. Its more well-known members, Malcolm X, Muhammad Ali, and Elijah’s son, Wallace Muhammad, had renounced and abandoned its rhetoric for Orthodox Islam. The Nation had been left, since 1980, under the leadership of Louis Farrakhan, a man of frequent, incoherent rants whose former spokesman, Khalid Abdul Muhammad, had called for Hitleresque mass slaughters of whites and Jews. But despite Farrakhan’s occasional feints toward moderation, the Black Muslims had, by the end of the twentieth century, become an afterthought, a bizarre, fading fringe group.

Yet in Oakland, Yusuf Bey had clung to their rhetoric and preached their radical faith to his breakaway sect. From behind brick redoubts at his compound in the city’s northwest corner, he ruled a small, cloistered cadre of believers with inviolable authority.

Fourth, the third-oldest child and second son of a woman who had borne Yusuf Bey eight children, had grown up in a compound where his father bellowed about self-determination yet held absolute power over his followers, controlling when they worked, ate, and spoke, when and where they slept, what they wore, where they went. Through ridicule and beatings or pretenses of love and praise, he convinced them to give themselves totally to him. Many were but indentured servants, working only for room and board. In that compound, on any given day, Bey could point to a dozen or more women and say that each, under his fictive version of Islam, was his wife; those women were taught that their lives were but the floor upon which their leader walked. In that compound children were forced to work endlessly; some were kept from school and lived in constant terror of what Bey did to them when he got them alone. Guns were omnipresent and violence was the routine way to deal with even the most minor transgression; hate was preached continuously, as was the inferiority of other races, especially whites and Jews, who were devils created by the mad scientist Big-Headed Yakub. So was the idea that the mother plane was always on the brink of launching Armageddon.

As his father’s son, Fourth was raised to believe that he was among the last true Black Muslims. He was told he was entitled to whatever he wanted and should obtain it by any means necessary, that his value was based upon how much money he had in his pocket at any moment and what he could make others do for it. It was instilled in him that his father was a God-king, and so he called himself “the prince of the bakery.”

Those who feared Fourth called him something else.

When he drove away from the compound, he sometimes banged a quick left or right from San Pablo and cruised along residential streets, passing a mishmash of yardless, vinyl-sided houses that made up North Oakland, iron grates covering nearly every window and door. When he wasn’t on the phone, music thumped from the car, Usher, Tupac, 50 Cent. People had long since accepted that living near the bakery meant being under the constant dint of vigilantism and terror. They would hear the blaring hip-hop, inch curtains aside, recognize the BMW’s twenty-two-inch, five-thousand-dollar rims, and mutter the name no one dared call Fourth to his face. “There goes Lucifer,” they’d say.

When Fourth stayed on San Pablo Avenue, North Oakland’s main drag, he rolled past coin laundries, check-cashing joints, and neon-glowing liquor stores, street-corner drug hawkers and prostitutes scurrying into the darkness when they saw or heard the BMW approach. It would be just like Fourth to swing sharply to the curb, doors flying open before the car stopped, his soldiers swarming, kicking, beating, filling their pockets with money, sometimes tossing tiny glass vials of rock cocaine or heroin in the gutter and grinding their feet over them, sometimes, depending on Fourth’s whim and the girth of his own roll of bills, stealing them so they could be sold elsewhere.

Railing about drugs—they were but the devil’s way of suppressing and destroying Blacks—had always been a cornerstone of the mantra that enabled the Beys to control North Oakland. It was Hoover, Fourth’s father would preach, that motherfucking devil J. Edgar Hoover and his motherfucking FBI, who first enabled the flow of heroin (he pronounced it “hair-on”) into Black communities to push them further toward destruction, knowing that the already hopeless conditions that African Americans faced made narcotics a desperate form of escapism. Regardless of his theories (and history has proven that Hoover’s clandestine campaigns had few limits), Bey’s antidrug screeds helped bolster his image as an iron-willed civic reformer.

Bey’s soldiers frequently attacked drug sellers, beating them senseless in the name of Allah. They were unlikely to steal their wares, though. To them, it was about righteousness: They would leave cheap, clip-on bow ties on the blood-speckled cement as calling cards: The Beys were here.

Fourth aspired to that same image, but if he had a chance to sell drugs stolen on the street, or to dispatch his soldiers to do muscle work for those who sold them wholesale, he would sidestep his self-righteous spiels in favor of what mattered most to him: money.

Fourth drew his superbia from the fealty of the grim-faced young men, their suits freshly pressed, their hair shaved in military crops, who flanked him at every turn. They lived on his largesse, nearly begging for his attention and approval. Inside the bakery, he ordered them to salute him like privates passing a general. They did little without his authority. If a drug dealer was beaten and robbed, it was because Fourth wanted that drug dealer beaten and robbed. Soldiers follow orders. Yet Fourth knew that keeping his charges close to him meant his own conduct stood under constant scrutiny. The highest disgrace a Black Muslim could face was being labeled a hypocrite. Fourth had to be careful about who was around when he ordered drugs stolen. He needed his men as close to him as intimate brothers, but he couldn’t let the exposure corrode his authority, lest his followers learn his true nature: Just like his father, Fourth falsely claimed to be motivated only by a desire to help his people, when his true obsessions were greed and power.

Fourth and his men had little to fear from police. If an officer happened past and saw Fourth’s men blitzing a corner, that officer was likely to keep driving. If the cocaine or heroin being stolen ended up being sold elsewhere, it would probably be way out in East Oakland, where it became another officer’s problem. To the cops, they were just punks beating up other punks. Maybe luck would prevail and someone would get shot; one less scumbag to worry about.

Oakland’s police department was chronically understaffed despite the city’s soaring crime rates—higher per capita than Detroit, New York, or Los Angeles—mostly because voters rejected property-tax levies to pay for more cops, landing the department in a perpetual catch-22: It needed more money for additional officers and better equipment with which to fight crime, but because it did a poor job of fighting crime in the first place, voters lacked the faith to provide more resources.

To many cops, the job was simply about racking up overtime, collecting paychecks, and surviving. In 1999, then-governor Gray Davis signed laws that doled out the most lucrative law-enforcement pensions in the country to California’s police officers and prison guards. Ostensibly, Davis’s plan was designed to attract and retain better-qualified and better-educated applicants to law-enforcement by providing a back-loaded incentive. A cop who retired at fifty could then embark on a second career knowing that hefty government checks were a monthly certainty for life. But, as in nearly all of his dealings, Davis was mostly motivated by the quid pro quo of campaign cash and union endorsements.

In urban areas with soaring crime and diminishing police resources, such as Oakland, the golden pension plan simply encased many officers’ feet in clay. Most cops could recite the exact number of years, months, and days to retirement, even if it was more than a decade away. As a result, many Oakland cops didn’t act unless they had no choice. The department investigated public crimes and responded to most calls for service, but initiative on the street wasn’t just frowned upon, it was considered suicidal. If a cop saw Fourth and his henchmen, the assumption was that they were armed, that a shotgun, a high-caliber pistol, or an assault rifle was stashed in the BMW. Police can find probable cause to stop and search a vehicle for almost any reason—rolling through a stop sign, having a busted taillight, not signaling a lane change—but Oakland cops employed a “don’t search, don’t find” policy when it came to the Beys because finding something meant nothing but trouble. Where the Beys were concerned, unless a gun was in plain sight, unless someone had been shot, there was no reason to act. The unwritten department policy on the Beys was nonconfrontation, an officer would eventually testify, and a senior commander would say, “Everything related to the bakery was handled differently. Everything.”

So rather than flinch when a patrol car approached, Fourth became emboldened, growing more demonstrative. If anything, a passing cop simply increased Fourth’s magnetism to his men. Look how scared those motherfuckers are. Sometimes a cop might shine a searchlight over a corner before moving on. Fourth would turn away if it illuminated his face, not from fear but because he loathed the acne that covered his cheeks. Tall, lean, and otherwise good-looking, Fourth was embarrassed by his pubescent pimples.

But other than the whiteheads and pocks, he believed himself flawless. He did what he wanted when he wanted with no fear of reprisal or accountability. He was the scion of a great man. Such was the weight of his name in Oakland.

Like his siblings and half siblings, Fourth had called his father Daddy. And there was no question that Daddy had been strong, righteous, and infallible. If he wasn’t, why did the devils seek his favor? As Fourth grew up, he had seen the politicians come, both African American and white, asking for Daddy’s blessing—even a former governor who had twice contended for president of the United States climbed the stairs to Yusuf Bey’s private study seeking approval.

In 1998, Jerry Brown, who had sought the Democratic presidential nomination in 1976 and 1992, wanted to become Oakland’s mayor. He was fifteen years removed from the governor’s office, but Brown had mapped out a route to recapturing California’s leadership—two terms as mayor, one as state attorney general, and a successful gubernatorial bid in 2010. But first he needed to win in Oakland. By 1998, Yusuf Bey’s beliefs—white devils, mad scientists, bloodsucking Jews—were well exposed. But politicians called him Dr. Bey anyway. Brown knew his path was more easily navigated if Bey, who had run for mayor himself in 1994, didn’t oppose him. So Brown paid a visit to Your Black Muslim Bakery. Bey, despite labeling Caucasians as his oppressors, took the meeting and later invited Brown back to give a stump speech.

If Brown saw the children in bakers’ whites laboring in Bey’s industrial kitchen in violation of the law, he said nothing, at least not officially, and ordered no investigation when he easily became mayor months later. If Brown saw women with faces full of bruises or young girls swollen with pregnancy, he said nothing publicly and took no action. If Brown learned as mayor that Bey had defaulted on a city loan of one million dollars, there is no record he did anything to recover the money.

As a youngster watching the politicians come and go, Fourth looked smart and tidy in his after-school kitchen whites, a red bow tie peeking out above his apron as he tended to trays of cookies and muffins. When he wasn’t learning to bake, Fourth spent his youth in his father’s Sunday and Wednesday meetings, listening as Daddy deconstructed tricknology and boasted of superiority.

“You have a God in you, a natural God that no other people have,” his father preached. “You have to understand who you are. You are not ordinary people. You are superior.”

When he urged them to use violence to attain their ends, his eyes often fell on his attentive, doting sons. “If you don’t have a gun, get a chair. If you don’t have a chair, use your fingernails.”

Fourth watched as his Daddy built a small empire. Bey won government deals to sell food at Oakland’s sports stadium and airport and rented stores across the bay in San Francisco, the stoners and hippies in the Haight-Ashbury district lining up daily to buy bean pies. But Bey also propped up his businesses and legitimacy with vast frauds, exploiting government programs, dodging bills, cheating wherever and whomever he could. His sons were learning all about that too.

They also observed how their father radiated power wherever he went. On Saturdays, Yusuf Bey made a show of visiting his retail stores like a king or president inspecting an embassy in some far-flung place. A motorcade of dark cars would speed across the San Francisco Bay Bridge, little star-and-crescent flags snapping above the doors. They raced from store to store, skidding to stops, double-parking, bodyguards surrounding Daddy like Secret Service agents, soldiers spilling out onto crowded sidewalks, captains and lieutenants ordering them to attention and then barking out drill commands, the men putting on bizarre displays of discipline and physical skill. Fourth and his brothers, in suits they would soon outgrow, did their best to keep up. Back in Oakland after such a day, Yusuf Bey would sometimes invite his sons into his study in the afternoon as he counted endless bags of money and jotted down notes for his next sermon, reminding himself what he wanted to say about devils, those “damn Jews and faggots,” and especially those “weak-hearted, turn-the-other-cheek so-called Negro Christians,” the people who would only find salvation when they awoke and listened to him. Daddy told his sons that they, like him, would grow to be infallible. This was especially true, he taught them, when it came to women, who were preordained by God to submit to whatever demands a man made of them.

[image: ]

On the night of April 28, 2006, Fourth rounded up his best soldiers, ordered them into the BMW, and sped into the darkness. Much blood had spilled at Your Black Muslim Bakery in the two and a half years since Yusuf Bey had died, and Fourth was now in charge. The heavy mantle of leadership bore down upon him, the constant pressure to live up to his name. While prophecy dictated his divinity, how he ruled was up to him. And so he intended to lead not just the bakery and his family but all of Oakland. He would be its savior, a figure so young yet so strong and absolute in his authority and belief in his own abilities that he would convince scores of Blacks to abandon their “spooky” Christian beliefs and join him. If he had to break laws to do it, they were just the devil’s laws, meant only to suppress him. If he stole, it would be the devil’s money he stole. If he killed, it would only be devils and their “house niggers”—those too weak to ever find salvation in themselves—who died.

The Honorable Elijah Muhammad, messenger of Allah in the person of W. D. Fard, had prophesied several dates when the mother plane would launch its bombers to destroy the devils in Armageddon’s fires. Those dates had passed uneventfully every decade or so beginning in 1934. But Fourth was beginning to understand why those days had come and gone with no hellfire. It was so he could live his very destiny. Daddy hadn’t wavered over or liberalized the words of W. D. Fard or the messenger; he hadn’t become a heretic like that hypocrite Malcolm, and neither would Fourth. Those who attempted to move Black Muslims toward Orthodox Islam were weak, victims of tricknology. It was one of the reasons Daddy had shunned the Nation in favor of his independence. It had become soft; hands were wrung rather than fists clenched. He, Fourth, was the strong one, the natural one. Perhaps it was even in Allah’s plans for him to become a national—or, better yet, international—leader of his people.

The young men with him in the car were among his most loyal followers. As the city raced by the windows, they would follow him anywhere, go anywhere he wanted, do anything he asked. They knew he would conquer Oakland and more. Fourth was virtuous; he would destroy those who opposed him. And those who followed him would live in salvation when the Apocalypse eventually wiped the devils from the earth as the Honorable Elijah Muhammad had said it would.

As the BMW sped on, none of the young men inside could have suspected that the next few hours would alter the course of Fourth’s life and the lives of others. It was just a night out, a chance to relax, to be among men. Fourth deserved a diversion. So much of his time was focused on prophecy and what Allah meant for him to achieve.

The BMW streaked through the approaches to the Bay Bridge and began the long ascent up its skyway and into a night that would set in motion the events that would eventually define Fourth. But Fourth just wanted what was across the bay, what they all had talked about incessantly since he told them where they were headed. They were after the one thing so primal that it could make a man forget Allah and act in implosive, desultory ways, no matter what prophecy held for him: sex.
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You’re a Baker?


“Nothing is more despicable than respect based on fear.”
—ALBERT CAMUS



The Tenderloin and Polk Gulch weren’t the best districts in San Francisco to leave a $75,000 BMW, but what could a man and his posse do when they wanted white stripers? Besides, Fourth knew no one would mess with his ride, not with its DR BEY custom license plates letting the world know who he was. Or so he thought.

Some called the Tenderloin “the wine country” for all the empty Thunderbird bottles broken in its gutters; it was San Francisco’s skid row, a downtown slum of residential hotels, flophouses, old speakeasies and dives, liquor stores on every corner, streetwalkers milling around in miniskirts. In another time, Dashiell Hammett made it Sam Spade’s neighborhood in The Maltese Falcon. Yusuf Bey had briefly opened a Tenderloin storefront in the 1990s, but the drunks and junkies didn’t make good customers for wholesome cookies or incendiary rhetoric.

On its western edge, the Tenderloin ran up against Polk Gulch, the city’s first gay quarter. Long after that scene had moved to the Castro, the neighborhood remained sketchy and threadbare, home to hipsters, toothless meth heads, the occasional hustler still trolling for johns. Strip clubs and peep shows had been ensconced in the area for decades.

Fourth and his crew walked by a bar and a hookah lounge and down Larkin Street past a Motel 6. They had shed their suits for casual attire, Fourth in designer blue jeans, a white
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