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      Change Is Possible

      When We Do The Footwork

      

      A Prayer For Everyone

      Trust in the Lord with all thine heart and lean not on your own understanding.

      

      In all thy ways acknowledge him and he shall direct your path.
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            BORN INTO THIS WORLD

          

        

      

    

    
      I was born August 17th, 1970 in Philadelphia, PA. at Albert Einstein hospital. The City of Brotherly Love is known for the world-famous cheesesteak sandwiches, The Liberty Bell, Independence Hall, Benjamin Franklin, Philly Soul Music, and sports teams. It is also known for drugs, violence and crime in neighborhoods with graffiti murals along the long city blocks of row houses.

      Growing up in Philly is not easy. You had to know how to do something or be good at something to survive. A lot of people learned how to fight and got into boxing. Some got into sports and playing basketball, which I was pretty good at. However, I know that because of the environment around me and being exposed to the drug and criminal lifestyle early in my life, I chose the drug and criminal lifestyle. In spite of my Grandparents intervention and strong faith in God, I chose to go the other way. One of the lessons I learned about this lifestyle is it takes you places you don’t want to go and keeps you longer than you want to stay.

      My Mother was separated from her first husband when she met my Father. She was a back-up singer for his R&B soul music group. My Father was the drummer. They dated for a short time. She then divorced her first husband and began a serious relationship with my Father. My Mother became pregnant with me when she was 20 years old.

      As far as I can remember, I was always getting in to things. My Father said I picked up his gun when he was selling weed. Someone had knocked at the door and I opened the door with the gun in my hand at 2 years old. At 3 years old, I got hungry and grabbed a pan of bacon cooking on the stove with hot grease. It poured all over me. I was burned at the top part of my body and my arms. I still have the mark on my left hand from that accident.

      I was given love and nurturing from My Mother and My Grandparents. My Mother was going through a phase of getting her life together. I suffered emotionally, mentally, and physically because of her choices in men. It’s really hard for a young black male to have an identity when you call another man Daddy that’s not your real Father. Especially when their focus is not on you, but on sleeping with your Mother. My Father was a Philadelphia street hustler and Old School Dope fiend. He struggled with drug addiction and a life of crime, writing bad checks and fraud. All of my childhood he was in and out of prison. He was a disciplinarian who liked jazz and played chess. I remember his G.E. Transistor Radio had one station marked with yellow masking tape. He knew if you messed with his station if the radio dial was moved off the mark. My Father was also Muslim. First The Fruit of Islam then he converted to The Sunnah.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            THANK GOD FOR GRANDPARENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      My Grandfather and Grandmother were from the Old School. They married right after High School in the 1930s. They went to college and understood the value of getting an education. Both of them were brought up in the Baptist Church. They were very strong in Christ.

      Only by the Grace of God, I truly believe is the one reason why I made it through the tragic experiences in my life. I know for a fact that my Mother and Grandmother were always praying for me. I’m so grateful I had great women of faith who loved me and prayed for me. I’m blessed to have come from a home of spiritual background. A strong faith in Jesus Christ had a very strong impact on my life. In spite of all the bad decisions I made in my life, the faith and upbringing sustained me. I was taught right and wrong at an early age. My Grandparents taught me how to pray and read the bible. I went to Church on Sunday, sometimes all day on Sunday. My Grandfather, Eugene Bervine, was the Pastor of the Tasker St. Missionary Baptist Church. My Grandmother, Virginia Hansford, was not only the Pastors wife. She was my Sunday school teacher and President of the Woman’s Missionary Board. I remember being in church all day on Sunday growing up. I was in church so much, I knew every part of that building. I even imitated my Grandfather preaching in the pulpit.

      My Grandmother told me always tell the truth no matter. By telling the truth we can fix the problem or the situation and make it right. But if you continue to lie, you make it worse and you have to continue to lie.

      My Grandmother raised us with doing chores. We cleaned floors with Murphy’s oil soap. She used vinegar and water in a spray bottle with newspaper to clean glass and windows. On Saturday mornings, we got up early, did our chores, and went outside to sweep the porch and the sidewalk. In her household, nothing was given, everything was earned. She established discipline, respect, and gratitude for what we had, which was a roof over our head, clothes on our back and food to eat.

      I Thank God He put them in my life because they planted the seed of righteousness and faith in me early. I can remember them praying together with outstretched arms and holding hands on the bed. They did their bills together and their income became as one. Even at our meal times it was a scripture verse quoted and grace was given.

      After 30 Years of Marriage, my Grandfather passed away preaching in the pulpit in 1977. It was a sad moment in our lives. It was a great loss. I remember the funeral motorcade was as long as I could see it. A very memorable day.

      My Father tried to convert me to Islam and taught me the Salat and rituals. But Grandmom was not having that and raised me in the church.
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            I’M NOT THE ONLY CHILD

          

        

      

    

    
      On my 8th birthday I put on my new birthday clothes my mother bought me. I went outside to play in a wooded area near our apartment. I got into a fight with a neighborhood bully and he pushed me into a big puddle of mud. My clothes were all messed up. I tried to hide it and clean up my clothes in the sink. My mother woke up from a nap and seen my clothes. She went berserk and made me change my clothes. Like I said I was always getting into something.

      I moved around a lot as a child. Mostly on the outskirts of Philly. I changed schools and friends a lot. As we moved closer to the inner city we ended up on Summerdale Ave. I made friends black and white. I still have a mark on my left wrist from playing a game. I got stitches and got a girlfriend. She came to see me after I got out of the hospital. I experienced a lot on Summerdale Ave. Racism, liking girls, getting into fights with the neighborhood kids. It wasn’t until I was about 9 years old that I found out I had a brother and sister. Both older than me. We had the same Mother, but different Dads. They had the same father. My Father at that time was non-existent. I had feelings of resentment towards them. Their father spent time with them and took them places. My father didn’t. Their father treated me different and I felt like an outsider. They even teased me about me not having my father in my life. I felt angry and it was like I had to compete with them. It felt like my space was invaded and I had to share my mother’s love and time with them when I was used to having all that to myself. My Mother decided to have all her kids when I was 9 years old. So making that adjustment to my new siblings took years to accept. We moved around the Northeast part of Philly a lot until the age of 10. It was then that everything would change.
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            THE HOOD HEISKILL ST

          

        

      

    

    
      We moved to Germantown on a little street called Heiskell St. This was the hood. The ghetto. There was graffiti on the walls. The bar was at the end of the street. We were scared to go outside at first because there were more black kids than we were used to. The name of our neighborhood was Alkies. It got that name because everybody could drink and hold their liquor in our neighborhood. There were other names like Brickyard, Haines St, Sommerville, Pulaski Town and Dog Town that made Germantown. When we went to middle school and high school you had to go as a group because of the fights or getting jumped. Everybody had a name in our neighborhood. Everybody had a reputation and a game. We had pimps, dealers, crooks, prostitutes and dope fiends. Our neighborhood was a mixture of old people, young people, blacks, whites, Italians and Germans. There was even a mentally ill man we called Crazy Larry. He lived in this spooky looking house on the middle of the street. His wife and kids left him and it drove him crazy.

      Everybody had a name. Man, Spot, Booty, Monster, Black, Pillsbury, Ace Deuce, Burger, Hock, Buddha, Black, Missa Hollywood, and Tuga just to name a few. They even gave my sister a name and called her Hooty. They called me Baby Huey and Tray. This contributed to my identity crisis, combined with not having my father in my life and wanting to be accepted. Having those issues caused me to act out with destructive behaviors. Fighting, getting high, and chasing girls were my new behaviors. Trying to fit in and trying to make a name for myself. This is the beginning. This is a where it all started. The beginning of the long journey to find myself, find my identity, understand God’s purpose for my life and be the man that I am today.

      At First it seemed like the typical childhood. After getting the courage to go outside we started making friends. Tuga would knock on the door with a football or basketball ready to play. We played basketball with a milk crate on the street pole with the bottom cut out of it. Football was two hand touch with the end zone being from the end of one street pole to the other end of another pole. On a good day we would go to Skully’s the Old Seminary and play tackle on their grass. One day the whole neighborhood got together and decided to go to Wissahickon Creek to go swimming. We had fun and I felt a part of something that day.

      Growing up in Philly was an experience all in its own. From the Philly cheesesteaks, to the Music, and the sports teams all had a part in the History and culture of My City. Heiskell St. had a lot of history too. My Grandfather lived in our house before we moved into it and gave it to my Mother. My Great Aunt Bert and Aunt Jane live 4 houses apart around the corner on Armat St. My Grandmother had a house across the street from my Grandfather so I had plenty of family elders around to give me guidance. My Aunt Bert would send me to the Farmers Market every Saturday to pick up scraps from the meat man and then the local church for the government cheese and bread. She would pay me out of her little black change purse whatever change she had. I would take that money and go to the Penny candy store. My Mother was a single parent raising us on her own. She did the best she could and worked hard to take care of us. She would drink on the weekends and she smoked Kool cigarettes. Sometimes she would go to the bar and get tipsy after working all week. I would peak in the bar to see what the grownups were doing. Watching the hustlers and dealers shoot craps was hypnotizing. All the big names in the neighborhood were in the game. Money was all over the sidewalk. They would be cussing and hollering out numbers, kicking the dice and make the player roll again. It looked like Atlantic City Casino. Sometimes it would be a fight because somebody lost all their money. I was exposed to a lot of street life early in my childhood. My Father even took me to the bar with him and would sit me up front on the stool with a Coke when I was 4 to 9 years old. Heiskell St. made me grow up fast. I was exposed to a lot early on. By age 14 I was smoking cigarettes and weed and drinking. I was even smooth with the girls, so I thought. I had my first kiss at 10 and I was in love with Michele Glover. I was always ahead of the time.
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