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RASUL

By Don Shaze

Before the suits.

Before the boardrooms. Before Status.

Before the empire.

There was just Rasul.

Raised in the unforgiving streets surrounding Erie Avenue in North Philadelphia, Rasul learned early that survival belonged to the thinkers, not the toughest. At thirteen years old, while other kids worried about homework, he was already mastering the art of disguise—switching outfits four times a day, wearing clear-lens glasses, carrying schoolbooks as props, and moving through the neighborhood unseen by the police who were hunting older, more obvious hustlers. The streets taught him mathematics before school ever could. Risk versus reward.

Loyalty versus betrayal. Freedom versus prison. For years, Rasul stayed ahead of everyone around him until a gun charge at twenty years old landed him behind bars. After serving two years, he returned home determined to change his life. Six months later, a shooting changed everything.

One violent moment.

One family betrayal.

One cousin.

One decision that would cost him seven years of his life.

Locked away while the world moved on without him, Rasul discovered something few prisoners ever realize: prison wasn't his ending—it was his beginning.

Inside those walls, men twice his age sought his advice. Crews followed his lead. Conflicts ended when he spoke. Even at twenty-three, he possessed a vision most men never develop in a lifetime.

While others counted days, Rasul built blueprints.

While others dreamed about freedom, he designed a dynasty. He studied power.

He studied influence.

He studied legacy.

He understood that true kings rarely stand in the spotlight.

They build it.

From the loss of Jess—the woman who loved him before the money and the streets—to the heartbreak of watching his daughter grow up without him, Rasul confronts the painful mistakes that shaped him.

He reveals how he nearly destroyed the people closest to him.

How he learned to move strategically instead of emotionally.

How he courted Nyazia Alvarez, daughter of one of the most powerful coalition bosses in the game, not merely out of love but because he recognized a woman capable of helping him build something larger than either of them.

He details the calculated moves that took him from North Philadelphia corners to Georgia opportunities. The birth of a clothing brand. The cultivation of powerful alliances. The positioning of key players. The foundation of what would eventually become the legendary Status empire.

Told entirely in Rasul's own voice, RASUL is a raw, unfiltered confession from a man who transformed prison time into preparation, setbacks into strategy, and street intelligence into a blueprint for power.

This is not the story of Status. This is the story of the man who created it.

The mistakes.

The sacrifices.

The betrayals.

The vision.

The legend before the empire. Tagline

Before Status Had A King... The Streets Created Rasul.

Back Cover Blurb

I wasn't the biggest hustler on Erie Avenue.

I wasn't the toughest.

I wasn't the richest.

I was the smartest.

At thirteen years old I learned something most men never understand: people only see what you show them. One outfit for school.

One outfit for the block. One outfit for the police. One outfit for survival.

For years I stayed invisible. Until prison made me visible. A gun charge gave me two years. A family war gave me seven more. Everybody thought prison was punishment.

For me, it became preparation. Inside those walls I stopped thinking about surviving and started thinking about legacy.

I learned how power moves. How organizations are built. How leaders are created. How empires survive long after the king is gone.

This is my story.

Not the version people heard. Not the rumors.




Not the mythology.

The truth.

The losses.

The women.

The prison years.

The strategy.

The foundation of everything that came later.

My name is Rasul.

And before I built Status... I had to build myself.
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Epilogue

The Empire Begins

Opening Lines (Chapter 1) Most people know me as the man who built Status.

That's the version they celebrate. The businessman.

The strategist.

The empire builder.

What they don't know is that before the suits, before the meetings, before the money became legal, I was a thirteen-year-old kid standing on Erie Avenue trying to figure out how to survive without becoming another statistic. And if I'm going to tell this story... I'm going to tell the whole truth.
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Chapter 1

The Young Boy on the Corner I was thirteen years old when I realized adults 

lied.

Not about Santa Claus. Not about the Easter Bunny. I'm talking about the lies they told us every day.

Go to school.

Work hard.

Stay out the streets.

Do the right thing.

I watched men do the right thing every day and still struggle to pay bills. I watched mothers work double shifts and still have lights cut off. I watched good people lose. Meanwhile the hustlers on Erie Avenue always seemed to be winning.

At thirteen years old, I wasn't looking for riches.

I was looking for answers. And the streets always had answers. Even when they were the wrong ones. North Philadelphia was different back then.

No social media.

No cameras everywhere. No internet exposing everybody's business.

The block belonged to the block. What happened on Erie Avenue stayed on Erie Avenue.

The old heads controlled information the same way they controlled territory. Knowledge was currency. Silence was survival.

I learned both early.

My mother thought I was headed to school that morning.

Bookbag on my back.

Notebook in my hand.

White T-shirt.

Blue jeans.

Clean sneakers.

The perfect student.

The second I turned the corner, I ducked into an abandoned lot. Inside a black trash bag hidden beneath broken plywood was another outfit. Black hoodie.

Dark jeans.

Different sneakers.

Different hat.

Different version of Rasul. I changed clothes in less than two minutes.

Then I walked toward Erie Avenue. Toward my future.

Toward my mistakes.

Toward my destiny.

The avenue was already alive. Dice games.

Music blasting.

Older hustlers posted on corners. People moving product. People moving money. People moving lies.

Everything looked normal. Everything was business. That's when I spotted Zo. He was a year older than me. Always laughing.

Always talking.

Always knew everybody. "Look at you," he laughed. "You got another disguise on?" I grinned.

"You never know who's watching." Zo shook his head.

"You think too much."

That was something people would tell me for the next thirty years. You think too much.

The truth was I thought ahead. Way ahead.

Even then.

While other kids were thinking about today, I was thinking about next month. While they were spending money, I was figuring out how to make more. That's what separated me. Not toughness.

Vision.

A few minutes later J-Rock showed up. Then Yard.

Then Rich.

Then Gucci.

We were kids.

But we weren't kids.

Not where we came from. Everybody had responsibilities. Everybody had pressure. Everybody had dreams bigger than the neighborhood.

We just didn't know how to reach them yet.

"Where Kels at?" I asked. "He coming," Rich said. "He with AR."

I nodded.

Those names would become important later.

At thirteen years old, none of us knew that.

We were just friends from the same environment.

The same struggle.

The same streets.

The same ambitions.

The avenue raised us together. For better and worse.

Around noon I changed clothes again. Second outfit of


































