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DEDICATION
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To God, my Creator, I love you.

To my amazing and beautiful wife, Renee. I love you and I thank God for every moment we spend together. You will forever be my happiness, my inspiration, and soulmate.

To my parents, William and Linda Watson. My sisters, Tonya and Tracy. My brother, JR Watson. My kids, Shaquana, Shaniqua, Omari, Dorian, Shamiraqal, Jalen, Isabelle, and Nia. To all my grandkids – love y’all forever.
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Chapter 1


[image: image]


I was born in 1971 in the projects in the small town of Rocky Mount, North Carolina. My family stayed in the projects during my entire childhood. My parents were married, but my dad drank a lot and there was constant arguing between them. I don't have too many memories of my parents being together like other families I knew. I do remember going to the county fair and to the liquor house. I practically grew up in the liquor house, which was my dad's playhouse and personal club. 

During our bedtime, my dad would always pull the steps down from the attic and we would sleep in there until late at night. Once it got late, he would open the attic and bring my brother, my sister, and me downstairs to dance for everyone. They would throw pennies and dimes to us for dancing. That's how I became a dancer.

One thing about growing up in the projects, you had a lot of friends, and I was given a lot of freedom. You grow up very quickly and you learn the street life. We all shared what we knew and taught each other. The older guys would teach the younger crew what to do and how to do it. You learned how to fight, swim, run, ride a bike, curse, play sports, and many other things before you even turned seven years old. We also had our first girlfriends and got our first kisses. I had a crush on all the older girls. Growing up in the projects was fun. 

I had an older brother and two older sisters. Being the youngest, I got away with a lot of bad things. I wasn't really a bad kid. I just followed my brother around and whatever he did, I did.

I can recall my first test of bravery. I was a daredevil, and I was fearless. We all got bikes for Christmas one year and one thing we all loved to do was ride our bikes up the ramp to jump the ditch, a deep ditch that ran through the projects. In the early 1970s, Evel Knievel, a famous motorcyclist and daredevil, captivated us all. I had just gotten my bike for Christmas, and I was excited and ready to prove to all my friends that I could jump that formidable ditch. 

The crazy fact was that nobody had ever cleared this fearsome jump before. I was around six years old when I tried this jump, and all my friends came together on this Christmas morning to see my spectacular performance. I took off for the jump and peddled as fast as I possibly could. When I got to the edge of ditch, I pulled up on my handlebars to gain some altitude, but once I got in the air, I knew I wasn't going to make it. At my age, I just couldn't pedal hard enough to gain the speed I needed to complete the jump. I never made it. I landed in the middle of the ditch. I cracked my brand-new bike in half and almost broke my back, plus got wet from all the water and mud lying in the bottom of the ditch. 

Everybody laughed, but I was crying. I wasn't crying because of not making the jump or feeling pain from my crash. I was crying because I knew when my mother found out about what I did to my new bike she was going to tear my young ass up. Once I got home and told her what happened, she did exactly what I thought she was going to do. 

I lost my bike and got a grade-A whipping. That was the last time I wanted to be Evel Knievel.

We moved out of one project and into another one when I was around seven years old. My mother never liked to stay in one neighborhood too long. These new projects were called Greenfield Apartments. We met new friends, but one thing I remember so well about these projects was that I walked to school for the first time. In those days walking to school was a big hell no. There was a major highway you had to cross to get to school. One day my two friends and I decided to miss the bus on purpose so we could walk together to school. I wanted to prove to my friends that I could cross that busy highway by myself. They said they could also cross it alone. This was a very heavy volume of traffic flying by at raceway speeds. It was more than challenging and scary for three eight-year-old boys to attempt to cross. 

Two of us made it across, but one friend did not. He was hit by a car. I remember running to school to tell my teacher that my friend got hit. The car had struck him, and he went flying into the air and landed in the middle of the roadway. 

[image: image]That was the last time I ever saw him. We never found out if he lived or not because, right afterward, his family moved away.
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Chapter 2
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First Hustle/ The Newspapers

Not too long after seeing my friend got hit by a car, we moved again. These were not only the best years, but because of my hustling motivation, my time and desire to make money had begun. 

In the 1970s Michael Jackson was the hottest singer on the planet and dancing to pop music like his was what I loved doing. 

Around this time, we had left the projects, and my mother got married so we moved again to a single-family home. One day I woke up and noticed somebody had dropped a newspaper at our house. I am not sure who stayed in the house before us, or if some kid living there delivered newspapers, but the city kept dropping off large bundles of papers at my front door each morning. So, I started delivering the papers to each house in the area. They had left the addresses of the subscribers in an envelope, so I had my first job. I was the neighborhood paperboy. 

I found out that each house paid $5.00 per month to get their paper delivered every day. The daily newspapers back in the early 1980s were like our computers today. The newspaper information then was a day behind compared to the real time information we receive now on television and the Internet. I had at least 50 houses on my route. Once a month I collected either $5.00 in cash or a check made out to the Evening Telegram. At the end of the first month, I took my cash and the checks downtown on my bike to give the city their money and ask about my cut. The lady told me if the city doesn't send a bill to your house, just keep the cash. I threw the checks away. And that's exactly what I did for the next two years. I was making more than a hundred dollars a month as a 13-year-old teenager.

Once again, we moved. My mother always stayed true to moving around. I was breakdancing then and performing in front of thousands of my friends. Life was good and females were everywhere. I had a lot of good friends, but by the time I hit high school all hell broke loose.

The First Crime & The First Charge

[image: image]The first police charge I ever had held against me in my entire life was when I was eleven years old. That was in 1982, and I lived on Planter Street. This was probably one time when I really saw life for the first time. Here I was, eleven years old and from the projects. My mother met my stepdad, who worked for the railroad and made good money. My mom was a cosmetologist, and my stepdad sold weed as a second hustle. 

The first time I ever got into trouble was when my friends and I were going to the movies one night. It was 1982 and break dancing had just caught on in popularity. We had a break-dancing crew called
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