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Preface

 


 


According to information published on the
Internet, many street gangs have plagued the streets of Detroit
over many years, being precipitated out of racial and economic
unrest transforming Detroit in the 1960’s and 70’s.

As people and capital left Detroit for
suburban communities, the city’s social and economic infrastructure
buckled, leaving many communities fractured and impoverished. The
murder rate soaring to become the highest in the United States, the
city, then viewed as dangerous and rapidly declining, set the stage
for the precipitation of the gangs and their illegal
activities.

Detroit underwent a dramatic shift in
demographics, known as white flight, reaching the pinnacle in the
70’s. In a few short years, housing projects such as Herman
Gardens, went from a racially diverse cooperative to an entirely
black community. Racial strife and intolerance plaguing the city,
the gangs appealed to racial unity and pride.

The Earl Flynn’s evolved, like other Detroit
street gangs such as their westside of Detroit counterparts, The
Nasty Flynns, later the NF Bangers. Other gangs such as The Black
Killers, or drug consortiums such as Young Boys Inc. — Poney Down —
Best Friends — Black Mafia Family, and The Chambers Brothers,
emerged and transformed Detroit in the late 1960’s and 1970’s.

The Earl Flynn’s, and the Black Mafia Family,
are considered the most notorious of the groups. Starting on the
south-west side of Detroit, they spread over the country, growing
in leaps and bounds as they spread. They became very wealthy
organizations, amassing hundreds of millions of dollars. They took
great pride in their physical appearance and style, which attracted
many young people to their parties and ranks. They monopolized many
criminal rackets, including extortion, robbery, and drug
trafficking. Accordingly, the gangs grew to include almost four
hundred members in Detroit alone. Their prominence brought police,
public and political attention, and many gang members were
eventually jailed.

The Earl Flynn’s gang eventually collapsed in
the 1980’s, partially because of the rise of crack cocaine, which
undermined the Flynns Heroin trade, as well as the successful
prosecution of many gang leaders who remain incarcerated today. One
member who made a successful transition from thug life to honest
citizen, was Greg Mathis, a lawyer and retired Michigan judge who
has his own television show — Judge Mathis.

He published an insightful memoir — Inner
City Miracle, in 2002, which partially chronicling his time in a
gang. Inner City Miracle illustrates how a life of youthful
mistakes can be overcome, and is recommend reading for anyone
considering becoming involved in, or who is already involved in
gang life.

The Errol Flynn’s are recognized as the
precursors to every gang that followed. Other notable gangs of
substantial size and heavily involved in drug dealing from the 70’s
and 80’s and early 90’s are the “Be Like Boys” — Dexter Boys (an
offshoot of the YBI) — “Schoolcraft Boys or SCB’s” — “Fenkell Boys”
— “7 Mile Boys” — “Jeffies Boys,” and “8 Mile Boys.” All, except
the “Be Like Boys, are named after Detroit City streets or housing
projects and some still exist as new generations, and have emerged
to take over.

There is a new gang from Detroit modeled
after “The Errol Flynn’s” called the LVC crew. Inside sources say
the gang was founded by some disgruntled call center employee’s.
They are based out of the Southwest Detroit / Dearborn areas. Their
intentions are unknown at this time.

The small group / gang represented in this
novel, although small in numbers in comparison to the many gangs
referenced above, serve to illustrate how a larger gang might
begin.

 


 



Prologue

 


 


…“Now... Now... Shoot
now,” Dawg told Blade as they passed the men, the loud engine of
his old car trying to pick up speed, but creating more noise than
acceleration.

As they came abreast of the men, Blade, with
his eyes closed, poked the gun from the passenger side window and
began firing. The quiet of the early morning was chased away by the
sound of multiple gunshots. Hot burning gunpowder sprayed from the
gap between the front of the cylinder and the barrel breach of the
old revolver. It peppered Blades hand and stung a little. Blade
only had four rounds in the vintage revolver, and he fired all four
in quick succession without aiming.

Blade was surprised at the way the gunpowder
stung him. He’d never fired a revolver before, especially one as
old as this, but with adrenaline flowing through his veins, he kept
pulling the trigger until the hammer fell on an empty cylinder, and
then a couple times after that. He flinched with each pull of the
trigger, and by the time he opened his eyes, he and Dawg were well
passed the gang he was shooting at. He looked over his shoulder to
see the men getting back to their feet from off the ground, and
looking intently in his direction. He hoped Dawg didn’t stop now.
He could see the big man pull his gun from his waistband, and point
it in his direction.

Blade never saw where his shots landed. He
hit Boom-Boom’s car with two rounds, knocking out two drivers side
windows. Another slug hit the front of the building behind the
gang, dislodging a half-dollar sized chunk of brick from the
façade. The last went through the window of a young couple’s
apartment on the first floor, under Dawg’s sister’s apartment.

The young couple on the first floor had just
moved into the building, and thought their new home would be safe.
Except for the young men coming and going upstairs, the building
was quiet. Well except for the occasional banging of the bed of the
woman who lived above them. Sam’s bed, when she was turning a
trick. They’d often lay in bed and listen to the partying going on
up there and snicker. Sometimes the noises would turn on the young
man below, and he would get busy with his wife. They being newly
wed, his wife had no complaints.

 


The low powered round from the ancient .38
Blade was firing, lodged in the ceiling of the young couples
apartment, knocking a large chunk of plaster loose that landed on
the sofa. They didn’t know what to think. Hearing the window break
and the plaster falling, they thought someone was shooting at them.
They both rolled out of bed while looking it at each other under it
as they laid on the floor, flinching with each shot. They’d heard,
what sounded like, a gun going off upstairs a few days ago. It
wasn’t loud so they thought nothing of it. But a bullet coming
through their window was a different story. Now they were
rethinking their decision of moving into the building. One more
incident such as this and they’d move.

 


Boom-Boom and his boys all ducked and laid
down on the ground when the shooting began. It happened so quickly
they didn’t have a chance to return fire. They heard the noisy car
accelerating towards them, but their backs were turned and didn’t
have a chance to see the old gun pointing from the window.

After the shooting stopped, Boom-Boom, the
first to regain his composure, stood up and pulled his .45 Colt
semi auto. Holding the gun with both hands he fired two shots at
the departing Dawg’ car. Both shots missed, hitting the pavement
behind Dawg’s fast moving car as its tail pipe belched a wisp of
white smoke. The bullets bounced off the pavement and into a newer
car parked down and across the street, leaving two dents in the
side.

 


Dawg heard the shots being fired at his car,
and kept driving. Blade brought his pistol back in and laid the gun
on his lap. The hot barrel burned his thigh. He wasn’t aware how
hot the barrel of a gun can get after a few shots. He flinched at
each return shot and ducked down in his seat. This was his first
drive-by and he was scared.

Dawg kept accelerating, and made a left turn
two blocks down, his tires screaming as they tried to maintain
traction. He glanced over his shoulder to see if the gang was close
behind. So far the men hadn’t given chase. Looking back in the
direction he was speeding, he was surprised to see someone getting
out of their car, their door open in his path. He had no time to
react. He closed his eyes and kept going. He knew he was going to
take the other car’s door off at the hinges. To his surprise, the
expected crash never happened.

Opening his eyes, he saw he’d passed the
offending door. Apparently, whoever was getting out of their car,
saw them coming and got back in while closing their door before it
was hit. But now, on the narrow street, he was dangerously close to
the cars on his right. Overreacting, he snatched the steering wheel
hard to his left. He over-steered and brushed a car on his left. It
wasn’t a loud crash as the cars met — only a long crumpling sound.
He left a long crease in the car he hit, breaking the drivers side
windows, front and back, as well as both drivers side mirrors on
both cars were wiped off. The collision also caused the alarm on
the hit car to begin blaring, but Dawg, a little shaken by the near
collision, kept going.

Blade kept looking back to see if the gang
was behind them. He could care less about whoes car they hit while
getting away. A few seconds after the glancing collision, the gang,
in a following car, turned the corner and were coming fast. They
seemed to be gaining on he and Dawg…

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


Dawg, while down on one knee, after shaking
the dice in his hand and blowing on them, rolled the two bones
while snapping his fingers after their release, and grunting
audibly. He watched the well worn white dice with fading black
dots, as they clicked on the concrete — bouncing high and spinning
wildly as they attempted to come to rest on the bits of gravel and
broken glass littering the cracking alley pavement.

Blade, one of Dawg’s younger companions,
could be heard saying under his breath, “come on duce, come on duce
— get him snake eyes.”

He desperately wanted Dawg to crap out, to
loose this one toss. He was running out of cash, and the hot
rolling Dawg had already hit several passes in a row. The four
boys, Dawg, Blade, Horse, and Gadget, watched intently, each hoping
for a different number when the dice stopped their gyrations,
especially Blade, who was on his last five-dollars. Horse and
Gadget just wanted Dawg to loose this pass. The dice weren’t good
to them this day, either.

One of the dice came to rest while showing
six black dots. The other die rolled under one of the five-dollar
bills lying on the alley pavement. Dawg looked up — waiting for
someone to move the money. He knew if he uncovered the die, someone
would call some kind of tech on him. He seemed to have the magic
touch, having hit four passes in a row, and the six on the visible
die, put him halfway to a fifth. If Dawg had hit seven again, he
would be up by a cool seventy-five dollars — a lot of money for the
un-employed young men.

With no one else making a move, Dawg reached
down to move the five-dollar bill to expose the number on the
hidden die. It showed a single black dot, which was covered by a
large black ant. The ant took off after being uncovered, and ran
for the cover of the other money lying on the ground.

"Hell yeah, seven. Come to sweet rolling
Dawg," Dawg said, and moved to pick up the twenty-dollars lying on
the pavement.

Blade, who was standing and watching the
throw of the dice, while flipping the blade of his ever present
pocket knife open and then closed repeatedly, and just as Dawg
expected, stepped forward and put his foot on the money before Dawg
could pick it up.

"What the hell you doing, Dawg? That's no
dice," he said, as he kicked the dice back to Dawg.

"Damn, Blade, don't start this crap again,"
Dawg said, "Every time you loose more than five dollars, you wants
to catch the dice, or call some kind of technical crap. You need to
quit the bullshit, or quit gambling."

Dawg, not wanting to argue with the stubborn
Blade, picked the two dice from off the crumbling pavement and
stood up. He was about to throw the bones again, this time
standing, when a police cruiser slowly passing the alley, stopped.
The drivers side window came down, and the two cops inside could
clearly be seen to be watching the boys. One of the cops watching,
turned his head and said something to his partner.

Dawg was the only one of the four to see the
cruiser and the exchange between the two officers. He was peering
over the shoulders of his companions who were facing him, with
their backs to the car. He and the officers stared at each other
for a few seconds. Dawg didn’t want them to come to investigate —
didn’t want them to ask for ID, which neither he, nor any of the
boys had on them, and which could be provocation for arrest if the
cops took a mind too.

The cops were about to move on, when they saw
the money on the ground. The driver, rolling the window back up,
backed the car, and slowly pulled into the alley. The officers knew
what the boys were doing. Their intention was to tell the boys to
break up and go gamble somewhere out of the public view. They were
far too busy to hassle the young men about a minor public gambling
violation.

The car moved slowly through the alley, its
tires making popping sounds as it rolled over the broken glass and
all manner of debris strewn over the littered pavement. They drove
around a discarded, weather-beaten couch tip over on its back, the
bottom torn out by someone long ago, who was looking for lost
change. As the car passed the couch, a mangy dog, looking like a
ghost of its former self with its ribs showing, came out of the
couch to watch the car pass, its eyes looking for a handout.

Further down the alley, another dog came
around a wooden fence that had several slats missing, and froze. He
zeroed in on a fat cat, which saw him at the same time. Both
animals eyed each other for a moment with their heads down and
tails tucked, ready for action. The dog seemed to be making up its
mind as to whether or not to chase the quicker cat.

The obviously stray dog looked up at the
approaching police car, and then back to the low lying cat who had
its ears back, and was growling lowly. Giving the car another
glance, the dog bolted toward the alert cat. For a moment, the cat
seemed to want to stand its ground, but lost it nerve, and streaked
straight for a telephone pole with the dog hot on it’s heels. The
cat hit the wooden pole about four feet off the ground and
effortlessly climbed it halfway up.

The dog ran up to the pole, and putting its
two front paws on it, barked at the out of reach cat. The cat only
held on, and casually looking down over its back at the befuddled
dog — seeming to laugh at it while making meow sounds. The dog
barked a few more times, and then giving up the chase, walked back
to the broken wooden fence he emerged from while looking back at
the cat in frustration. As the dog disappeared around the ragged
fence, a squirrel scampered along the heavy telephone line at the
top of the pole. About half way between the two poles, the squirrel
saw the cat on the pole he was headed for, froze, and doing an
impossible U-turn, which defied gravity, ran back to the pole it
had just left.

The cat saw the squirrel, and what was
probably its dinner running away, but looking toward the fence, was
more interested in where the mangy dog went. Eventually the cat
felt safe enough to climb down the pole and begin walking down the
alley, while looking up at the path the squirrel took back to
safety. Despite almost becoming a play thing for the dog’s blood
lust, he was still hungry.

 


******

 


This alley, like many in the depressed
neighborhoods throughout Detroit, ran behind several blocks of fire
scarred, vandalized, abandoned, decaying, houses, most of which
were almost completely concealed by the fast sprouting weed trees.
The only time the alley was used was by people taking a shortcut to
the several dope houses on the block, or by car thieves who wanted
to get to one of the forsaken garages, and by wild cats, dogs, and
squirrels, of course.

The neighborhood would never return to a time
when it was kept clean by the proud owners of the once well
maintained houses of the past. They were now replaced by drug dens,
some burned out by, it’s said, the police, to keep from having to
raid them time and time, again. A collapsing economy, prompting
white flight, followed by the sharp increase in crime, had
devastated many Detroit neighborhoods such as this, and the sad
thing is there wasn’t a plan in the works to reverse the city’s
slide towards desolation and decay.

 


******

 


The police car, continuing its advance, had
to pull to one side of the alley, as it passed a fallen wooden
fence which was no longer held up by its rotten post, and around an
overgrown weed tree partially blocked the path. The car paused at
the opening of a rejected, decaying, garage, the same as the house
it sat behind. They were looking for any possible stolen vehicles
concealed in it.

 


******

 


This neighborhood, like many over the city,
has over the years of neglect, seen many stolen cars hidden in
these garages. The thieves used the empty enclosures to strip the
cars while leaving them on blocks with the wheels missing along
with anything else that could be taken off quickly, and easily
sold. On more than one occasion, a body had been found in the
discarded buildings. On another, not only was a body found, but the
body was found inside a stolen car. As it turned out, the body was
the owner of the car he was found in, and apparently shot during
the car-jacking. He’d been missing for a couple weeks, and if the
garage he was concealed in happen to have a door, probably wouldn’t
have been found for much longer.

The lack of residential traffic, and night
lighting in the neighborhood, as well as the many alleys, provided
perfect cover for all kinds of nefarious activities in the desolate
area.

If the deserted houses, along with their
garages were torn down, the policing of the neighborhood would
become much easier, but the city was broke, and not likely to
happen soon, even though, every person that runs for the office of
mayor always promises he’ll clean up the neighborhoods while
demolishing x-number of abandoned homes, but it never happens. Some
make a valiant attempt to tear down a few buildings, but soon runs
into the lack of funding caused by the shrinking tax revenues, and
judging by the continuation in the decline of the city’s
population, was not likely to change in the near future.

 


******

 


Seeing there was nothing to investigate in
the empty garage, the cops resumed their mission of breaking up the
crap game. As the cops drove, the cruiser’s radio squawked one call
after another, way more than the under staffed police department
could handle. None of the calls being in their immediate area, the
cops continued toward the boys.

The other three men, seeing the expression on
Dawg's face, all turned to see what he was staring at.

"Damn," exclaimed Horse. "What the hell does
popo want now? A mutha can't have a friendly crap game without them
bitches messing with you," he said, as he reached down to pick up
his five-dollar bill — the other thugs doing the same.

Standing in a line, shoulder to shoulder,
they waited for the police car to pull along side them. Horse
crossed his arms with a defiant expression on his face. Blade
tossed his illegal pocketknife into some weeds at the base of the
deteriorating fence behind him. Dawg dropped the dice to the ground
and kicked them behind him with his foot.

Judging by the leisurely pace the cops
approached, Dawg had a feeling they wouldn't make too much of a
deal out of this — at least he hoped so. At that moment, he
remembered something.

Crap, I got that damn gun on me, he
thought. Please don’t let them ask for ID. I might have to run
and try to get rid of my burner, he thought.

He had his small .25 cal. pistol in his front
pants pocket, the same automatic pistol he always had on him. When
getting dressed in the morning, he would pocket the gun before he
picked up a wallet with identification. That was the way of the
streets.

"Be cool, they just want to tell us to move
on,” Dawg whispered, to his followers. “Horse, no smart mouthing,”
he warned. “Gadget, take them earphones out of your head and at
least pretend you're interested in what they might say."

Be cool Dawg, be cool — they only wants us
to stop gambling, he thought, as the marked
car got closer, and seeing the two officers watching them
intently.

 


******

 


Dawg, Horse, Gadget, and Blade were members
of a smalltime, East Detroit, street gang. They, jokingly, called
themselves, The Eastside Four, or TEF.

Dawg, a tall, at just over six-foot, caramel
completed, handsome young man, with a head full of shinny, black,
curly, hair, received his nickname because of the way he treated
his girlfriends. He, deserved the moniker behind the way he
frequently tricked the young girls into having sex with him, while
promising eternal commitment and fidelity, and after getting what
he wanted, dumped them. He, also, being the largest and oldest of
the four, at twenty-five, was the unofficial leader of the tiny
gang of four.

Despite his intelligence, he was led to the
streets and gang life through an all too common corridor. The walls
of this circumstantial corridor were constructed of much too
prevalent economic and sociological circumstances in the black
community.

The most prevalent of chains that bound a
great many young black individuals were constructed of the
unfortunate sociological links of a broken home — no parental
controls or guidance — no education, and no ability to take
advantage of any opportunity presenting itself.

There were several exits along the
metaphorical hallway, but not having the inspiration or guidance to
open one of the many doors to becoming a productive citizen, he,
like his friends, were trapped, and going in the wrong direction as
sure as if they were in a one way tunnel leading to nowhere other
than a life of crime seeming to be the only way they could
survive.

After both his parents were jailed for
growing and selling Marijuana in Alabama, and at the tender age of
five, he was sent by an aunt to Detroit to live with his older
sister, Samantha. She didn’t want too, nor, could care for him, but
at least she tried. The move seemed to be no more beneficial to him
than staying with his neglectful parents, or unwilling, alcoholic,
aunt, but it was, either, move with the sister, or become a ward of
the state. At least the drunken aunt sobered enough to get the boy
on a buss where he might find a home with the sister.

It wasn’t as if Samantha wanted the
responsibility, either. She, being an addict, had enough problems
taking care of herself, let alone a dependent little brother. She,
while calling herself running away from that home in Alabama,
managed to make it to Detroit at the tender age of sixteen. She
moved in with an older cousin, who took her in and provided not
much more than a roof over her head. While staying with the cousin,
Samantha never attended school, and got hooked up with a
nineteen-year-old, no good, dope dealing, suitor, who turned her on
to crack as a way of controlling her, while at the same time
attempting to get her to turn tricks, which she tried a few times,
but had her money taken by him.

When Samantha became too strung out for the
boyfriend to use or handle, he dumped her, leaving her alone in the
east side apartment they shared. Being the independent type, but
unable to work, and being attractive, she turned to tricking — the
only skill she had to halfway support herself and her habit — this
time keeping the money she earned.

She was eighteen when Dawg was dropped into
her life, and as much as she hated it, the appearance of Dawg saved
her life. She had to straighten up a little to take care of him.
She still did her drugs, and turned her tricks, but not as much.
And to keep an eye on Dawg, she worked her dates mostly from her
apartment, and not on the streets. As his guardian, she enrolled
him into school, and not much more. Yes, she minimally fed and
dressed him, and gave him a place to sleep, but the rest of the
time he was pretty much on his own.

Almost from the beginning, Dawg learned how
to do things for himself. His sister would tell him, "Okay, baby,
you got to learn how to heat your hot dogs and Ramen noodles, or
run your own bath, or dress yourself. I'm kind of sick right now
and can't do it," she explained, while in a hurry to get back to a
date, or her crack stem. She showed him the basics, and left it up
to him to fill in the rest. He stayed up nights, watching the
little 5-inch TV she supplied for him, but she always made sure he
got up to go to school. She knew the school would send the truancy
officer to her place, the last thing she wanted. He went to school
whether he was sleepy or not. How well he did in school was of no
concern of hers. It wasn’t that she didn’t care, she did, but the
drugs demanded more of her attention. The addiction was much
stronger than her, and always won.

Once Dawg realized he could fail in school
without much in the way of consequences, he did little or no
studying, which he hated anyway. Besides, he was half-asleep in
most of the morning classes. He failed his way through school until
he reached the age of sixteen, at which time he dropped out. He
never made it to the ninth grade. The only way he made it as far as
he did, was because the schools pushed failing students through the
system even though they didn’t meet the minimal standards of
education. Room for students who were coming up from the lower
grades had to be made.

Being large for his age, he was able to join
with other boys, who were a bit older, and become a member of their
group or gang. Not being the type to be told what to do, he never
liked following others, so he decided to quit the gang he was in to
form one his own from boys who were younger than he, and who came
from similar circumstances.

His first recruit was Blade, a slender, dark
skinned man of average height, who whore his baseball cap tilted
and askew on his head, covering a black du-rag, the flap hanging
down in the back. He had a slender face and piercing eyes giving
him the appearance of always being angry. His sagging jeans were
worn bunched atop his popular, beige, Timberlands, made his legs
seem shorter than they were, but was the style of the streets even
though he had to keep reaching down to pull them up when he walked.
An, overlong, white T-shirt helped to complete the allusion of he
being a street thug, which he actually wasn’t.

He and Dawg met at a house party given to
celebrate the birthday of Jaleese, one of Dawg’s girlfriends. It
was called a house party because no self-respecting late teen would
own up to a birthday party being given for them. Blade, who was not
an official invitee to the party, was standing on the porch of the
house, repeatedly flipping the blade of his pocket knife open and
closed, as he often did when he was nervous or uncomfortable. He
was barely conscious he was manipulating the knife, or to the fact
he made others he was around uncomfortable with his habit.

"Wha-up?" Dawg said, as he came up the steps
to the front porch, and stood by the nervous Blade.

Blade, who most people avoided because of his
need to play with his knife, was happy an older man had spoke to
him, and responded, "you, player," as he held his right hand
extended at head level, signaling a hand shake.

The young men clapped hands together, fingers
crooked in a hand shake, pulling themselves together in a hug
(called a soul hug) and giving each other a pat on the upper back,
just as if they had known each other for years. They separated and
stepped back, while pulling their hands apart and simultaneously
snapping their fingers.

"How's the set?" Dawg asked.

"Don't know, ain’t been inside yet. Actually
I wasn't invited and I'm a little nervous about going in. A friend
of a friend told me about the set, and I kind of followed him
here," Blade replied.

"Word, player. You cool, you cool. This
thing’s for my old lady. Don't want to go in myself. I know they
ain’t got nothing to drink or smoke. Just a bunch of squares
standing around, trying to be cool, and there might be a couple
other bitches I screwed in there, too.”

“Yeah, I feel you,” cosigned Blade.

“I don't want no crap,” Dawg continued,
“besides, the tunes ain’t even popping. You got any money, want to
split a 40?" Dawg asked, referring to a 40-ounce bottle of
beer.

"Yeah, I got a couple. I'm with you. Can you
cop?" Blade responded.

"Word," responded Dawg as they set out for
the near by liquor store while walking. Dawg left his car parked in
front of the house. It was a warm summer night and Dawg didn’t mind
walking the short distance to the store. he might meet another fine
honey to tap, and it was easier to approach them when walking.

 


As they came around the corner of the street
the Beer and Wine store was on, Dawg froze in his tracks. Pushing
Blade back, as he ducked back around the corner building. He peeped
around the corner, and quickly ducked back again, while cursing
under his breath.

"Hey, dude, what's up, you dodging somebody?"
Blade asked.

"Yeah, man — take a quick look around the
corner and tell me what you see," Dawg instructed.

Blade went around the corner and leaned
against the building, while looking in the direction of the liquor
store, and flipping the blade of his ever present knife.

"What you see?" asked Dawg, from the cover of
the corner.

"Not much, just a middle aged woman and a
rather large niggro going into the store, nothing else," responded
Blade.

The woman stepped back to let a customer exit
the store, while her son
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