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Preface

Dancing, always dancing.

It was always a special day when Mum brought home a new record. Music, especially reggae, was the soundtrack of my childhood. If the record player wasn’t on, it was the pirate radio station. If it wasn’t the pirate radio station, it was a cassette tape spooling round on a stereo or a ghetto blaster.

Mum was back from Brixton Market, the bulging plastic bags of food left forgotten by the front door. It was her new record that we all wanted to hear – me, my sisters Lisa, Sharon and Rose. Mum slipped the single out of its sleeve, gave it a twirl in the sunlight streaming through the front sash of the living room. As she put the record on the player and lowered the needle, I heard the tell-tale crackle that the record was about to begin.

A short opening roll of drums. Then clipped stabs of guitar against an endless bass that seemed to rise and fall with hypnotic, laid-back precision. Floating over the top, the featherlight female vocals began: ‘I want to share your life …’

I looked at my sisters and grinned. ‘Someone Loves You Honey’ by J.C. Lodge was one of the records of the summer of 1982. Number one back in Jamaica, every time you turned on a radio in Brixton it seemed as though the same sweet lyrics and pulsating bass were there waiting for you. Transporting you for a few fleeting moments away from south London towards sunnier climes.

In front of the record player, Mum was starting to move. It was as though the richness of the reggae beat was rippling through her. Some people are born with a natural sense of rhythm. Mum was one of them. As she turned around, she gestured for the rest of us to join her. We didn’t need a second invitation. Everyone was up on their feet, swaying and swinging in a circle around the coffee table.

As the song reached the chorus we all knew so well, everyone started to sing along. The louder I sang, the more Mum smiled.




After




One

It was a few days after my mum passed away in 2011 that my life was turned on its head for a second time. The first time had been in 1985, when I was eleven, and a dawn raid on our house in Brixton left her shot by the police and fighting for her life. That incident had triggered the second Brixton uprising. After the debris and destruction of that weekend had been cleared away, my family were left to pick up the pieces of our lives. For my mum, Cherry Groce, it was coming to terms with the fact that the shooting had left her paralysed, and facing the rest of her life in a wheelchair.

The second time began not with a bang, but with a whisper. I was back at King’s College Hospital in south London, where Mum had passed away, to collect some paperwork. In a strange way, I was grateful for the bureaucracy that follows on from when somebody dies. It gave me something to do while I was still making sense of it all. I was thinking about the arrangements for the funeral and needed to get hold of the death certificate to set that up. There was a paper trail to follow – get something from the hospital, take that to someone else at the council, and then get the death certificate.

I was in the early days of grief, still coming to terms with the fact that Mum was no longer around. It was odd being in the hospital without her there; it felt that little bit different, that little bit emptier. I’d been so many times to visit Mum I knew the way to the ward by muscle memory. But this time, I headed in the opposite direction, downstairs, in search of a small office in the basement. I explained to the woman behind the desk who I was and what I needed. She gave me a small smile of sympathy and disappeared to look through the files. I waited. The fluorescent strip light hummed.

OK, she said, returning. Here you go. But she didn’t hand anything over. Instead, she continued to read. Then she whispered, more to herself than to me: Oh, hang on.

She looked up. She said: There’s a comment here. The doctor has written something. I’m sorry, but I can’t give you these at the moment. He thinks this might need to go to an inquest.

An inquest? I didn’t know what that was.

It looks like the doctor is asking for a post-mortem to be done, the woman explained. And then this will need to be referred to the coroner’s office to decide how to proceed. I’m sorry. These sorts of complications are probably the last thing you want.

She tilted her head to one side and gave me another sympathetic smile.

There was plenty I had wanted to happen in my life; this really wasn’t up there with them.

It turned out that my mum’s doctor wasn’t certain about what the cause of death was. Or rather, he was clear on the medical reasons why Mum died, but wasn’t completely certain about what had caused them. The post-mortem was done by a forensic pathologist called Dr Robert Chapman and took place a couple of weeks later. When I got sent the findings, I read it at my kitchen table in fits and starts; a paragraph or two, then flicking forward desperately, hoping that my brain would soak all the information up without me having to properly digest it. Mums aren’t bodies to be dissected. As part of the process, the pathologist removed a section of her spine to take away and analyse. As far as I know, that’s still in a lab somewhere, gathering dust on a white shelf.

Reading the report was hard going. Chapman described how he found a succession of metallic fragments lodged in my mum’s spine. These were fragments from the bullet fired by DS Lovelock back in 1985, which had become embedded. That wasn’t a surprise: from the start, the medical advice when Mum had gone to hospital was that it was simply too dangerous to try and remove them all – any attempt to do so could cause further damage. The doctors took out what they could. The fragments that remained caused my mum pain throughout the rest of her life. A recurring, sharp, stabbing reminder of what had happened one September morning.

But what was a surprise was Chapman’s conclusion. It was those fragments, he said, that killed her. It was those fragments that had caused her paralysis and paraplegia, and it was the paralysis and paraplegia that caused a urinary tract infection and bronchial pneumonia, and it had been the urinary tract infection and bronchial pneumonia that had caused more infection and acute renal failure that was the last straw. I had it in my hands: incontrovertible proof that, over two and a half decades after my mum had been shot by a policeman, his bullet had resulted in the end of her life. The pent-up need for action sat in my throat like a stone that was on fire.

He thinks it might have to go to an inquest, the woman in the hospital basement had said.

I didn’t know how an inquest worked or what it could do, but I knew that I wanted it. The first Brixton uprising in 1981, the murder of Stephen Lawrence in 1993 – they’d both resulted in public inquiries. After my mum had been shot, there had been an internal police investigation, which led to charges being brought against the officer who fired the gun. But he’d been found not guilty, and no public inquiry had followed. Public inquiries have a habit of asking awkward questions that authority figures don’t want to find themselves answering. As a family, we’d never had a chance to find out what really happened that morning all our lives were turned upside down. Would the inquest give us an opportunity to do so?

I had a friend called Anthony, who was a solicitor. Without him, I don’t know how I’d have found out what I needed to do; how many other people have wasted chances because they didn’t know the right person to explain that the chance exists? My solicitor friend put me in touch with a guy called Evans Amoah-Nyamekye, a lawyer who specialised in inquests. He told me that inquests are required by law if a death is unnatural or caused by violence. They are a fact-finding process to clarify four questions: who died, where, when and, most crucially, how. If the death is as the result of an action by a police officer, then a jury is required. It wouldn’t be a court case – the jury wouldn’t be able to find someone guilty; instead they’d have to answer the questions set out by the coroner. The role of the coroner, Evans explained, was crucial. As well as deciding on the questions the jury would need to find on, they decide the witnesses the inquest would call. Essentially, they were in charge of the whole thing.

I needed to find a way to convince the coroner to follow the agenda I thought the inquest should follow. As Evans described how that worked, I realised that this was not going to be simple or easy. But it was a chance to find out exactly what happened leading up to the moment that had changed all our lives. My chance to get Lovelock in the witness box. To get people to listen to what took place. To get Lovelock and the Metropolitan Police to finally face up to and accept responsibility for what they had done all those years ago.

I’d been waiting for over twenty-five years for that moment, without even realising it. The time was now.




Before




Two

If you arrived at Brixton by Tube in the mid-1980s, the first thing you’d hear was music. There was a record shop, Solo Records, nestled in a corner of the ticket hall in the Underground station. As you came up the escalator, you’d hear the thump and beat of the bass and drums. Welcome to Brixton. Even before you climbed the stairs out onto the street, you knew you were somewhere different, somewhere special. Somewhere I called home.

Like today, the high street was a wide, two-way thoroughfare called Brixton Road, which actually starts a mile and a half away to the north, at Oval, and stretches all the way to the heart of Brixton, where it meets Lambeth town hall. The town hall is a large red brick building wedged on one corner of a crossroads, with a white pillared entrance like an old-fashioned bank, and a long neck of a clocktower that casts shadows throughout the day over the residential and shop-lined Acre Lane to the west, the high street to the north and the Tate Library Garden – one day to be rebuilt and renamed Windrush Square – to the east.

If you turn your back on the town hall, you can walk down the high street, a row of shops housed in more tall red brick buildings, studded with white-framed windows, and incense sellers and socialist speakers and steel-drum players wave at you on the pavement. Back in the 80s, Ford Capris, Ford Cortinas, milk floats and red buses with the numbers and destinations on black screens at the front spluttered down the road, yet the noise of the market on your right would still hit you before you saw it. The world-famous Electric Avenue bent round to the left like a banana between the colourful awnings of home furnishing shops, and there you could buy yams, oxtail and saltfish – you still can today. In 1985, when I was eleven, I’d move through it with my mum, weighed down with bags, being stopped every five minutes by Kitty and Dawn and Delores.

How are the girls getting on? Kitty said to Mum. Turning to me, Lee, you’re getting big now! as she ruffled my head.

Would you look after Lisa for me tomorrow night? Mum asked tentatively.

The shouts of the market traders would rumble over the rustle of plastic bags and the scuffs of shoes on tarmac covered in the city debris of newspaper leaves and cigarette butts. At the end of the avenue is a road running perpendicular, where you’ll find the train station. On the Electric Avenue side were plenty of butchers with red puddles pooling along the pavement, and fishmongers pumping out smells of the sea, and on the opposite side were the arches, housing shoe shops, wig shops and record shops blasting out their tunes.

If you google Brixton, you might think the area marked on the map looks a bit like a human heart. There was a perception back then, particularly from people who’d never been to Brixton, that it was dangerous, but that was never my experience at all. It wasn’t a suburb with white picket fences, for sure; you had to have your wits about you and there was gang culture – but it’s easy to judge gang culture when you’re in a world where you’re respected and have easy access to opportunities.

What Brixton had when I was growing up, was community spirit. It takes a village to raise a child, and Brixton was the village that raised me. It was a culture infused with a Rastafarian influence. Bob Marley was a voice on the record players of most households, but the ideas behind his songs spread well beyond the music. People would greet each other by saying ‘brother and sister’. We’d go in and out of each other’s houses; your mum was just as likely to feed me and ask me what I was doing and where I was going as my mum was to you. Helping each other out was how it worked. When our telly wasn’t working, we’d borrow one: Reggie was a family friend, a little old guy in glasses in his seventies, who lived on the nearby Cowley estate. We’d be sent round to his flat and come back with his black-and-white TV until ours was mended.

We moved to Brixton when I was seven: me, my mum, my older sisters Juliet, Rose and Sharon, and my younger sister Lisa. We lived at 22 Normandy Road, a brown-bricked terraced house that to a seven-year-old kid looked like something out of Coronation Street – a world away from the fourth-floor flat we’d been living in down the road in Vauxhall. We’d been moved on because the flats were being knocked down. There was a lot of redevelopment going on at the time. It felt like such a jump to be in a house – with two floors and a garden and our own front door, black in a white frame with a half-moon window above it – and my mum filled it with music.

As you went in through the front door, the living room was on the left. It was a through lounge. On the right was my mum’s bedroom and next to that was the kitchen. We had dark burgundy carpets and magnolia walls. We had this sofa we’d squish on together to watch TV: a multicoloured fabric one, of reds, yellows and creams. A coffee table in dark brown wood with a burgundy leather trim. In the far corner was the dining table. The tabletop was glass; it was a bit loose, so if you weren’t careful when you were eating, it could slide.

Mum smoked, as did my dad. Benson & Hedges and Embassy. Even with the sash window at the front open, there was always that faint tang of cigarettes. That and music. Mum had a lot of vinyl and tapes, and there’d be records on the whole time, playing away in the background even while you were going to sleep. She loved reggae and soul: Al Green, Percy Sledge, Randy Crawford, Aretha Franklin, Marcia Griffiths, Bob Marley, John Holt. They seeped into the walls.

Mum was very much in charge of the household: she cooked, cleaned and made all the decisions. Mine and Lisa’s dad lived with his brother, also in Brixton, but we only saw him on weekends. Every Friday at six he’d appear at the door – sweets, crisps or fruit in hand – and stay until Sunday. He’d cook us a traditional West Indian Sunday meal before he left. A cooked-down stewed chicken, curried goat or some sort of beef, like oxtail. Every pocket of the house would fill with the smell of it, my mouth would be wet before I got to the table. Our week’s food was defined by Mum’s benefits. She got them on a Monday, so by Saturday we’d be on corned beef, liver or soup.

Dad had been in the army when he was younger, and now he was a security guard, but ‘Dad’ was never really a role he settled into. He made us call him by his name: Leo. One night, when we were still living in Vauxhall, Lisa and I stood giggling waiting for him to arrive, determined we could change his mind just by doing it.

Today, when he comes, I said to Lisa, we’re just going to call him Dad.

I remember watching the clock tick down, the anticipation as six o’clock approached.

Right on time, he walked through the door and we jumped on him.

Dad! I shouted.

Dad! Lisa repeated as we hugged him. He put us down.

Oh, no. No, no, no. Just call me Leo.

I’ve never forgotten how that felt. I was heartbroken. He didn’t want to be the person I wanted him to be. Later, my mum sometimes hinted that he had never really wanted children. It was something that had happened, but not something that he actually chose. Maybe his attitude followed on from that. He hadn’t wanted to be a father, and so wasn’t going to behave like one now.

Each Monday at school, we’d sit at our desks and the teacher would get us to do a writing exercise called ‘Weekend News’. You took a piece of paper, you folded it into three, and in each section you wrote about Friday, Saturday or Sunday. And every Monday I would make up something that I wished my dad had done with me: taken me and Lisa out or built something or played a game with us. Because he never took us out, not once. Not even down to the park. My main memories of him are reading the newspaper, watching the television or drinking. Sometimes he’d turn up drunk on those Fridays me and Lisa waited so hungrily for, and you never knew who he was going to be when that happened. I don’t remember seeing him hit my mum, but he could be physically aggressive, and sometimes she would get frightened. She’d pull us all out of the house and we’d have to stay with a friend until he’d calmed down. He often talked about the army when he was drunk – looking back, I wonder if he was suffering from a sort of PTSD.

After Mum died, he said to me, Your mum saved my life.

I asked him what he meant by that.

What woman would be in bed with a man, hear a noise and not nudge the man to get up and see what it was?

He knew that if he’d been the one to get up, he’d have been the one to get shot. He knew that because he was a Black man, and the police were looking for a Black man, he could quite easily have ended up dead.

*

Once, when I was about eight, I was asleep in bed when my brother Michael came over to Normandy Road. He prodded me awake and told me to come with him. It wasn’t late, maybe nine or so. Mum wasn’t there, but over at her friend Kitty’s house; my sisters would have been watching me.

I don’t have any shoes on, I remember saying sleepily.

He ignored that and gestured for me to follow him. He took me joyriding. I later found out the car had been stolen, but at the time I was so excited by it all, by the attention he’d given me. Michael was nineteen: he was eleven years older than me. He dressed different – he was hanging out with a group of white boys and tried to mimic their style in how he looked: Wrangler jeans, T-shirts, Gola trainers. Probably part of me being excited by that attention was because, like my dad, he was never around much. When we’d lived up in Vauxhall he’d been in borstal for most of the time, and, even though Mum kept a bedroom for him at 22 Normandy Road, the only memory I have of him in Brixton was him helping us to move there from Vauxhall.

I don’t remember the last time I saw him before 28 September 1985, but it could have been months.
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I had a sheriff’s badge, a toy gun and a holster. Starsky and Hutch, Kojak, CHiPs, Hawaii Five-O was my world. The Professionals had finished a couple of years before but that had been the best of the lot: a young Martin Shaw with a perm as the thoughtful but hot-tempered Raymond Doyle, and Lewis Collins as the confident tough guy William Bodie, solving crimes as they drove around in their silver and gold Ford Capris.

I could twirl my gun on my finger. I could run around the house, playing make-believe, catching the bad guys.

What do you want to be when you grow up, Lee? the adults would ask.

I want to be a police officer, I would say.

In September 1985, I’d just started secondary school and boy, had I been excited. Primary school had sometimes been tough. When we’d moved from Vauxhall to Brixton I’d had to change schools, and it was hard to fit in with the friendship groups that had already formed. There was a group of boys who called themselves the Panthers that I was desperate to get in with. The leader was a guy called Jimmy T: he was tall for his age, with a chipped front tooth and an afro. He’d always have a couple of afro combs with him, one with a pair of red and green handles you squeezed together, the other with a handle in the shape of a fist. Black Power.

You had to do initiation tasks before the Panthers let you in. If you want to join our gang, then you have to look at the sun until it burns your eyes, they told me.

The boys called themselves the Panthers because they all wore the same black Panthers trainers. Panthers were similar to Adidas, but while Adidas trainers had three stripes, Panthers had four. I begged my mum to get me a pair, so I could fit in, but when she finally relented and had saved up the money, the ones she got me were blue rather than black, and had Velcro rather than laces. The boys took one look at them and laughed at me. They told me they were the wrong sort of Panthers. That was how it was. I didn’t get in.

Secondary school would be different. Stockwell Park was a huge school – about a thousand kids – and it didn’t have a great reputation, but I had a couple of friends from primary school who were going as well, and I couldn’t wait to wear the uniform. I know. That sounds a strange thing to say. What was even stranger was that the school didn’t actually have a proper uniform. In the first few years, you just had to wear clothes in the school colours – lots of grey and blue. By the time I was fourteen, I was wearing whatever I wanted. I went to school in baggy jeans and a yellow padded jacket.

But when I started, I was keen to wear the full kit because I liked the idea of being smart. My dad had this black clip-on tie, so I borrowed that and wore it to school! I must have been one of the few kids there bothering. But it made me feel big and grown up, and so that’s what I wore.

By Friday 27 September, I was beginning to settle in. I can’t remember much of those first couple of weeks, to be honest. Everything that happened afterwards has left that a bit of a blur. But I think I was getting my head round being somewhere new, somewhere different. I’d gone from being in the top year at primary school to being the youngest kid in the entire secondary school, because of my late-August birthday. It was all quite tiring and I was ready for the weekend.

In the early 80s, you only needed one thing to be cool: a BMX. They were expensive, so at first I’d tried to build myself one from bits of scrap bikes and broken parts I’d found. I had a frame from one bike, handlebars from another, a wheel from somewhere else. I fitted it all together but I didn’t have any tyres so I was just riding on the rims – you could hear me coming a mile off.

Mum felt sorry for me, so she’d begged my dad to buy me one for my tenth birthday. He just said, When I was in Jamaica, we were riding donkeys.

But my mum persisted and eventually he gave her the money – £25 to buy a second-hand BMX from my sister’s friend. For all my dad’s protestations, my mum once caught him riding it himself.

See? she said. You didn’t want to buy the boy the bike and now look at you, riding on it like a big kid.

I loved that bike. It was a Super Burner, which at the time were usually gold in colour, but you’d strip that back to the chrome. I had these yellow Skyway Mags wheels. I customised it, put a number plate on it, these little mushroom-like grips as well (for those who don’t know their BMXs, these were a thinly ribbed, plastic design that you put on your handlebars, giving you a bit more grip and making them easier to hold).

I’d spent the summer of ’85 at the bowlers, as we called them, five minutes from our house, round the back of the nearby community centre. Everyone on their skateboards, rollerskates and BMXs would go there to try out tricks. I wasn’t the best, but I was pretty good: I could jump over a stack of tyres if I’d built up enough speed from starting at the top of the track. I’d nailed bunny hops, 180 spins, riding backwards. That’s what I was going to do all weekend; take my bike to the bowlers, or up to the ones in Stockwell a mile down the road, and try out something new.

At six, my dad arrived as usual. Mum’s friend Jennifer stopped by – she was going out and Mum said she’d watch Jennifer’s two children, Shane age two and Sabrina age seven. It was a typical Friday night of music and TV. There was Soul Train on Channel 4, game shows like Play Your Cards Right and dramas like Dynasty. We used to watch the TV until closedown. In those days, TV didn’t run through the night but would stop about midnight. They’d play the national anthem, and then you’d get this white dot on a black screen, a loud, high-pitched ‘eeee’ to remind anyone who’d fallen asleep to switch the television off. Lisa and Jennifer’s kids had nodded off, so we left them there on the sofa. The rest of us went to our beds.

Mum, my dad, Sharon and me all shared the same bedroom downstairs. That was off to the right as you came into the house. It had been that way when we’d had less rooms back in Vauxhall and so we were used to sharing. Mum had let my sisters have the other bedrooms upstairs, and kept one spare for Michael in the hope he’d visit. I liked us all being in the same room; it felt safe, like something from Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. My older sister Juliet, who was six months pregnant at the time, was upstairs in her room.

We were having a bit of an Indian summer. It was a warm night. Everything was still.

Mum, my dad, Juliet, Sharon, Lisa, me, the two kids. There were eight of us in the house. My sister was pregnant. Five of us were children.
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Bang.

I didn’t open my eyes, but my ears woke up. There had been a thump, a jolt. One of those quiet, early morning moments where any sound at all echoes out.

I felt Mum peel back the covers next to me. Semi-conscious, I thought it was probably Juliet doing something or other. Mum would find out. She was the lioness; we were her cubs.

BANG.

This noise was different. Louder, closer, sharper – I sat up, jumped up. I knew what that one was. A gunshot.

The door to the hallway was open and my mum was lying on the floor, a white man I didn’t know towering over her, a gun in his hand. Her body was turned; she was faced more towards us than to him – she’d seen the man and tried to turn around to come back into the bedroom.

My instinct was fury. I jumped out of the bed, I screamed, over and over, What the fuck have you done? You shot my mum! You fucking shoot my mum again and I’m going to kill you!

Somebody had better shut this fucking kid up, the man with the gun said.

My dad was next to me. In a quiet, calm voice he said, Lee. Lee, calm down.

I looked up at him. In the blue light of the morning I saw fear on his face. He looked terrified. My dad, my dad – someone who’d been in the army, someone who worked as a security guard – was scared.

Noise suddenly rushed in everywhere, as if someone had unmuted a TV. More voices, dogs, more armed men appearing. Someone was shouting, Where’s Michael Groce?

And then it struck me. In the middle of that hot pot of boiling-over rage, terror, confusion and noise, I realised they were police officers. The man who’d shot my mum was a policeman. It didn’t make sense, none of it did. I was fully awake and in a dream at the same time. Is this for real? Is this actually happening?

Mum was wheezing on the floor, her face creased with pain, with worry. I can’t breathe, she kept saying. I think I’m going to die. I can’t feel my legs.

The bullet had gone through her shoulder, travelled down into her back, hit her spine, and come out the other side. But we didn’t know this at the time.

I’d been ushered out of the room after my dad told me to calm down. But I’d fought my way back in. I wanted to go over to her. But with the policeman there, I couldn’t.

It’s just a graze, the policeman said. She’s just got a graze, that’s all.

I pointed to the dark patch of blood that had appeared out of her side.

So why is she bleeding? I asked.




After
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In the months after the death of my mum in 2011, there were various meetings between all the involved parties regarding the set-up of the inquest. Both the inquest and the meetings took place at Southwark Coroner’s Court, which deals with cases across south London. It’s nestled away behind Borough High Street, not far from the Thames. The Coroner’s Court looks modern, with its timber-clad front, but has a history that goes way back.

I was in a grey suit with a white shirt. I’d driven my cab there and parked up in a taxi rank, shaking my head when someone asked for a ride. My heart was drumming a fast and hard beat. I was nervous.

The meeting room was a big boardroom, sliced down the middle by a large table where everyone else was already sitting. Between the coroner and the separate barristers representing the police forces involved – the Metropolitan Police, Hertfordshire Police Force – and those representing Inspector Lovelock, there were a lot of people. Thick files of notes sat in front of each of them, all primed to fight their particular corner.

And then there was me.

I couldn’t persuade any of my family to come with me. I’d desperately wanted my mum’s brother Danny to come, but he said to me, You know what, Lee? Your problem is that you’ve got expectations. You shouldn’t have expectations, just intentions.

My brother’s response was, You know you’re not going to get legal aid, don’t you? For cases like this, for people like us, it’s just not going to happen.

It felt like a kick in the stomach. But that sense of disillusionment had precedent. Back in August 2008, musician Sean Rigg had died in police custody at Brixton Police Station. Rigg had mental health issues and, having been arrested, was restrained by a number of officers, later dying of a cardiac arrest. In March 2011, the DJ and singer Smiley Culture died during a police raid at his home – a ‘self-inflicted stab wound’ was the official cause of death. In Tottenham in August 2011, Mark Duggan was shot and killed by police on the grounds he was carrying a gun and was a threat. Duggan was not holding a weapon at the time of the shooting.

In each incident, the inquest process had proved inconclusive. To those of us in the community, the cases felt self-evident, the police behaviour damning, and yet nothing seemed to happen. Injustice after injustice. It was the same old story.

After Mum died, my Aunt Julie and my wife, Gem, went to the hospital to help dress her and prepare her body. I asked Gem to bring me back Mum’s hospital wristband and a lock of her hair. I kept them in a small, sealed plastic bag, and I took them with me to the meeting. I couldn’t blame my family for not having faith in the system, but I refused to
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