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Preface

There are millions of loving mothers, across racially marked divides, of Black sons who
are painfully aware of what it means to give birth to and raise Black sons in a world that marks
their sons from birth as “unwanted,” as “problems” who are already so-called criminals,
uneducable thugs, and surplus bodies.

— George Yancy

Reflections of the Past
I chose “the talk” as the topic and title for my prose manuscript because it provides the most
accurate representation of the harsh realities faced in my own childhood. The subject also bear
witness to subtler versions of those preventive discussions passed down through generations. Such
reflections led me to the point of connecting the dots of systemic racism and the protective measures
taken by our relatives, even back then. Perhaps Ta-Nehisi Coates opined it best when he wrote:
Now at night, I held you in a great fear, wide as all our American generations, took me. Now
I personally understood my father and the old mantra— 'Either I can beat him or the police
[can brutalize him].” I understood it all — the cable wires, the extension cords, the ritual
switch. Black people love their children with a kind of obsession. You are all we have, and
you come to us endangered. I think we would like to kill you ourselves before seeing you
killed by the streets that America made (Coates, 82).
To this end, I credit more than just my late mother for taking on the role of raising me. There was
my stern, evangelical grandmother, who helped to guide my path. In keeping with the “village
mentality,” many in our community also had a hand in my upbringing. For the most part, my siblings
and I were sheltered, kept at a distance from the “disorderly bunch.” My mother would often swear
she could see straight through those “unruly rascals” who seemingly were always up to no good. It
seemed her mission in life was keeping us way at a distance from them. Thus, any mischiefs in which

we dared to engage were short lived.
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For her own part, if my grandmother could have kept us forever confined in that modest little
house, immersed in scriptures and spiritual hymns, she would have done so. She already had a plan
in place to ensure that none of her grandchildren would ever find trouble and likewise, trouble, would
never find them. The plan involved: church all day on Sunday, revival meetings four times a week,
and preparation for Sunday school, at least four hours on Saturdays. In her mind, this rigorous
schedule left little time for idol mischief and would presumably keep us out of the ensnaring grasp
of law enforcement.

While back then, I was ill-informed about their rationales, their homegrown tutorials about the
oppressive ways of the white-world, nor able to assimilate their versions of lynching with today’s
lethal use of force against Black people, I am now better able to see that the reason our parents and
grandparents parented so hard was to prevent a foregone conclusion. I now understand that their
harsh parenting was a proactive effort to protect us from a cruel future fate.

But for all their good intentions, such awareness came with new revelations that cannot go
unnoticed. For all this obedience, they, and we, were no better off. Not much has improved over the
years except more clever ways of shielding the obvious. Black men die whether they submit or resist,
whether they are hoodlums or pillars of the community, whether they adhere to the talk, or turn a
deaf ear. In no small measure, those informative years played a vital role in writing my prose
manuscript, The Talk. Reflections of the past, its correlation to modern day, and the profiles befitting
those who would oppress and continue to dominate proved an invaluable resource and basis for my

story.

Story Synopsis
The Talk, is the story about a determined mother, Detective Anjanae Bridges, who like

most mothers, must go to great lengths to protect her son, Broderick Bridges, from a bad police
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encounter. It is Independence Day, 2014 and Broderick is with friends in Virginia and Otis Cobb
Memorial Park. Three other young men have robbed a liquor store in another part of the city,
several miles away. It is an obvious case of mistaken identity. But that matters none to Paterson
PD’s fiercest law man, Max Judah Kane. Kane’s daughter, Jada, was brutally murdered in 2012.
The perpetrator who caused her death was a notorious drug dealer, Cevonté Anthony, of African
American descent. Never relinquishing the fact that someone must pay brutally with a life of their
own, the 22-year veteran vowed the shade of revenge must reflect the color of his daughter's killer.

Having had the tumultuous talk earlier that day, Anjanae later finds herself having to swoop
in to protect her innocent son from the long arm of the law. Seven cops and six police cars have
him cornered at her doorstep, with guns drawn. Earlier, Broderick, who had been cleared of any
outstanding warrants, took off running. Paterson PD’s fiercest law man, Max Judah Kane, had
come to collect. Make good on the retribution he had promised himself years ago. In effort to
deescalate the situation, Anjanae makes a fatal attempt to reveal her badge. In the process, she is
gunned down, and Broderick severely maimed.

The Talk, purposely has a few twists and turns, contradictions, and a fair share of exhilarating
themes. Namely, Anjanae herself is a detective. Additionally, while mostly we see young Black men
falling prey to police force, unexpectedly, this time it is the mother who is the victim — a sign to a
Black community that not even Black mothers are safe.

Another contradiction is the fact that Independence Day is being celebrated by three young
Black men, who are skeptical of a nation that has excluded Black people from society’s largesse.
Other themes reflected are healing, forgiveness and devotion, amends and understanding, sorrow and
repentance, social injustice, exhaustive police brutality, and seemingly a world that is on a bad

trajectory course.
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Writing Process & Framework

I have never been a fan of placing limits on creativity. When I write, I try to be honest and open with
myself, no matter what is going through my head. I embrace the ugliness of the present and the past,
and don't shy away from challenging topics. But at the same time, I strive to find that silver lining
even in the darkest moments. I aspire to give hope to people who feel oppressed, and to encourage
even more people to stand up for truth and justice.

I write because it's a form of catharsis for me, and I believe in the power of words to connect
us and create understanding. There are also times, I tune out the outside world and just let the words
lead me. It's a magnificent journey, and if I can do my part to make the world a better place in the
process, then all the better.

But notwithstanding such aspirations, factored into my writing process was the prevailing
question, “Who am I writing to?”” With this inquiry in mind, I had to reconcile that not every reader
would or even could relate. Not all believe systemic racism is a pervasive problem. Some even
carelessly suppose that more Black men are dying simply because they commit more crimes. While
others yet believe there is only one America, and it embraces the mantra of equal liberty and justice
for all. This insight notwithstanding, my goal as a writer is to remain openminded so that my own
biases does not cloud my judgment or disallow my imagining what that conversation would sound
like in its purest form—stripped away from any of the fear-mongering or political rhetoric.

Throughout my journey through UTEP’s Creative Writing program, I have had the fortune
of reading a variety of fiction, from hard-hitting classics like Ta-Nehisi Coates’ Between the world
and me; contemporary models like Percival Everett’s Erasure, Carl Upchurch’s, Convicted in the
Womb, and Mumia Abu-Jamal’s, Have Black Lives Ever Mattered? Along with these, Gregory
Pardlo’s Air Traffic, and Claudia Rankine’s Citizen: An American Lyric, ably informed the writing

of my prose manuscript. I quickly concluded that The Talk was a composite of Coates, et al.’s
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descriptions of Black people’s struggles with otherness, and their quest to find solidarity in a white-
dominated society.

What seems repetitive throughout Coate’s et al.’s, body of work and is so reflected in my
prose manuscript, is this intense need for preservation of the body. It proliferates itself in a prevailing
theme. “So I fear not just the violence of this world but the rules design to protect you from it, the
rules they would have you contort your body to address the block, and contort it again to be taken
seriously...and contort it again so as not to give the police a reason” (Coates, 90).

Schenwar, et al., induces a slightly different spin, coupling preservation of the body with
breathing: “My child’s breath is a freedom song. In. Out. In. Out. In. Out. The rhythmic pulse of air
he powers is love, is life, is liberation. In. Out. In. Out. My child is breath. Each breath is a life force
and each life force is a gift, is Holy. He is Divine” (Schenwar, et al., 16).

From Coates' words to Schenwar and others’ expressions, it feels like a call to action. The
breath itself can be viewed as a form of liberation; preservation of the body, an act of defiance against
the forces that would try to subdue it. Coupled together, they serve as a reminder that collectively,
both are inextricably linked to freedom.

Simultaneously, such illustrations are propagated with the message of the harsh reality facing
many Black men: too often they exist in a dream state, telling themselves this deadly thing can’t be
happening, in so many variations, so frequently. Nor can this fear of upstanding older Black men
persist, causing them to repeatedly look over their shoulders for that unscrupulous cop or those self-
appointed civilian vigilantes.

In a manner similar to the sources above, I also wanted to show how a nation habitually
analyzes each killing, labeling the decedent as “unarmed,” “innocent,” and “black.” This implies that
the typical criminal is usually “armed,” “guilty,” and likely “black.” Its pervasiveness 1is just as

Percival Everett stated, almost to the point of mocking, “I have dark brown skin, curly hair, a broad
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nose, some of my ancestors were slaves and I have been detained by pasty white policemen in New
Hampshire, Arizona and Georgia and so the society in which I live tells me I am black; that is my
race” (Everett, 1).

There’s almost a cueing that the same specificity is not given to tagging the badged shooter

99 ¢¢ 99 ¢

as “white,” “aggressive,” “corrupt,” or himself likely to commit crimes. Equally noticeable, is the
implication that countless number of Black men who have been killed unjustly by corrupt cops, and
the real prejudice from one Black community to the next, did not exist.

Owing to this fact, The Talk reflects Gregory Pardlo’s powerful exploration of the
consequences of living in a society where inequality is pervasive. So pervasive, that a stern faith is
relied upon in order to cope. Be it an unwavering faith, a strong conviction in the everlasting, or
simply a way for Black people to make sense of the pervasive inequities, and mothers to grin and
bear the repetition of their son's death, Black people have long held fast to the belief in a higher
power. Gregory Pardlo's Air Traffic captures this sentiment by noting “[T]he story of the black
American, because it has an identifiable originating event...is difficult to spin as inspiring or
promising...the suffering endured by the meek is given a purpose: the meek must nobly endure,
anticipating their inheritance” (Pardlo, 165, 166) in the afterlife.

Striving to adopt a similar style of such prolific writers, I found that reducing my thoughts
to paper was how I could best give a voice to all the human suffering forced upon Black and Brown
communities. Also, because I had discovered some veracities about my fitness — or lack thereof —
for protest rallies and marches. When it all died down, when everyone went back to neutral corners,
there was that deafening silence.

Nothing more was heard until the next unjustified deadly use of force incident. Those with

bullhorns, and others raising, "no justice, no peace" signs suddenly seemed at a lost for keeping the

movement alive when the crisis had settled. In other words, the response seemed more reactionary
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than proactive. I noticed too, that there seldom was a plan for long-term reform. Plainly speaking,
while I did sense that many desired to join hand in solidarity, address social issues head on, not
many seem to know how to formulate an agenda, state what changes were desired, and few had
effective strategies for bringing these issues into the public consciousness.

Admittedly, I was a part of the above-mentioned groups and no less guilty of complacency.
Often at a loss for what next to do, how to keep the movement alive. I concluded that if I couldn’t be
a part of the solution, I certainly did not want to be a part of the problem. I wanted to stay in my lane;
grow where I was planted. With energy waning, especially as I got older, and less likely to be as
active a participant in marches and protests for social justice, I found that I was not without that one
vital resource - writing.

Above all else, I now view my greatest weapon is using my writing to its full potential. This
means utilizing my skills and creativity to educate others on issues related to social justice through
various means: persuasive articles, thought-provoking essays, editorials, powerful opinion pieces,
hard hitting stories, and much more.

As vital as the decision to choose such a weighty topic, was finding the most appropriate
means of conveying the message. I endeavored to use vivid descriptions and powerful dialogues to
make the scenes feel real and immediate—to put readers in the shoes of both mother and son, and
even law enforcement during this critical exchange. The goal was to ensure The Talk encompassed
all the standard components of a story: characters, plotline, setting, theme, and point of view. In
addition, a variety of literary techniques were utilized to enhance The Talk and give the story greater
depth. These included flashbacks, imagery, dreams, foreshadowing, similes, metaphors, alliteration,
personification, and symbolism.

Hot weather was used to symbolize the racial tension in Paterson, New Jersey. With phrases

like “fortifying death’s icy touch within its walls” and the introduction of a dead baby raven in the
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first chapter, foreshadowing was used to hint at Kane's daughter's demise. Additionally, I used
pairing of words such as ‘raging rain’ and ‘deadly desecrations’ to create an alliterating effect.
Imagery was employed to produce an even more vivid atmosphere; for example, sensory phrases like
“nasal passages succumbing to a thick acrid smell of singed flesh” and “blistering effects that clung
to the skin like hot steam.” In addition, a myriad of metaphors, similes, and analogies were used
throughout The Talk to create vivid and engaging visualizations.

My intention is that The Talk and stories like it, would dismantle the barriers between
different ethnicities, cultures, and backgrounds. Correspondingly, I aspire that The Talk would foster
better consciousness among those who may never have experienced the Black struggle. We saw a
collective response from around the world when George Floyd was killed in 2020--the unified outcry
concerning his death demonstrated that we are indeed all connected by something much greater than
who we are. If effective enough, The Talk would have achieved another objective, a confirmation
that storytelling has the power to broaden our perspectives and help bridge divides. Simultaneously,
its value would have been established if we are better able to recognize how we are all bound together
by humanity's ties, a connection that is not diminished by something as outward and trivial as skin

color.

Characterizing the Talk

Resentfully, Black mothers feel that solemn obligation to discuss difficult topics with their
sons about how racism and police brutality has been prevalent in Black communities for centuries
long. It's an ever-evolving lesson, passed down through generations, designed to instruct young Black
men about how to conduct themselves in a police encounter, and stay alive. This is known as the
talk. In her Essence article, “What Do We Tell Our Sons About Interacting With Police?”” Melba

Pierce asserts that, “The goal here is to prevent an unnecessary escalation of a police encounter. If
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we tell our children (and follow) some simple rules, hopefully senseless deaths will be reduced, while
shining a spotlight on bad officers who behave in a wrongful manner” (Pearson, 4).

This crucial piece of advice notwithstanding, unsettlingly, within the backdrop of every
conversation is that agonizing image of a mother’s young Black son, standing unarmed before an
officer, staring in fear and desperation, begging for his life, and sees utter hatred staring back at him.
Only to hear the commanding words: ‘Put your F-ing hands up where I can see them. Do it now or
I’1ll blow you away!’

Every second of hesitation brings the possibility of a terrible outcome closer to reality. The
fear that weighs heavily in mother’s hearts is enough to tighten their throats in the utterance of each
word. The skepticisms and uncertainties that the talk would save their son’s life is no less daunting.
Says CNN'’s John Blake:

You say, “Don’t resist police. That advice didn’t appear to help...[a] black man in

Minneapolis who died...while a white police officer put his feet on his neck while arresting

him. Avoid confrontations with white men. That didn’t save the 25-year-old unarmed Black

man who was fatally shot while taking a jog in rural Georgia...followed by two armed white
men in a truck who later said he looked like a suspect in a string of local burglaries. Be
respectful when you talk to white folks. That didn’t seem to help...the Ivy League-educated
black man...bird-watching in New York’s Central Park...when a white woman threatened to
call the police on him after he confronted her about not leashing her dog (Blake).
I suspect too, that for Black mothers, the elation of their son’s existence is accompanied by a
heartbreaking understanding that no amount of intelligence, kindness, or good looks can change how
others may view them. Malone Gonzales best illustrates this veracity by introducing the unique
term called “double consciousness” wherein she expresses “I consider how double consciousness—

seen here as mothers’ use of controlling images of criminality held by dominant society—influences
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how mothers think about children’s gendered racial vulnerability to police violence” (Gonzales, 365).
In simpler terms, a Black mother's tendency is to look at her son through the lens of how
other people would perceive him. Whether she is aware of it or not, this observation is done as a

13

precautionary measure. Gonzales further characterizes it as the “...mechanisms through which
dominant culture perpetuates oppressive narratives based on race...” (365).

The talk between mother and son also encompasses a discussion of certain societal norms,
such as dress code expectations of African Americans that can be deemed suspicious or criminal by
law enforcement. Mothers are thus left with no choice but to lecture their sons on the importance of
maintaining an “immaculate appearance.” Anything less than impeccable dress would have them
viewed as hoodlums rather than upstanding members of their community.

In a particular passage, Anjanae stops her son cold in his tracks and demands, “Let me see
what you're wearing out this house today.” Forcing him to turn around and face her, her words are
measured and firm but carry the weight of survival: “You already know my pet peeves Broderick;
no hoodies, sagging, piercings or tattoos; not so much as a pocketknife, toenail clipper, or a fingernail
file. And for God sakes, don't make a lot of unnecessary movements either. They get antsy about that
t00.”

With this in mind, 7The Talk aspires to draw attention to that nauseating line of reasoning,
which deepen the suffering of young African American men—and the mothers left to mourn them.
That is, the insistence that a seventeen year old deserved death simply because he was sagging,
wearing a hoodie, looking thuggish, or carrying a cellphone that resembled a gun. Or, that the so-
call eighteen year old “menace” deserve to be mowed down simply because his perceived larger than
average frame, made him a threat.

I attempted to portray this salient point in the scene whereupon the reader gains insight into

Detective Anjanae Bridges’s fears. Specifically, that her son’s lankiness made him a worthy target

XV1



for cops’ rash equating of the average young Black man with big cats and apes, or humanoids with
formidable strength and magical powers. Moreover, that such crazed notions meant young Black
men could feel no pain, and thus it took more fire power to bring them down.

On top of it all, Broderick at some point raises a pivotal question, “Is this what white kids
have to do?” The inference makes it clear that there is a prejudiced distinction between how Black
kids are viewed and treated compared to those of a different skin color. Snappily, Anjanae responds,
“I am not their mother, am I? And you, are not white.” Though her retort had a tinge of sarcasm,
Anjanae - like many mothers - is not unmindful that their son(s) eventually would come justifiably
questioning why they must have this conversation when it is already established that innately, police
have an innate dislike for them without being prompted by any actual threat.

Key elements from The Talk shed light on how rational, or otherwise, mothers are compelled
to caution their sons that offending an unethical, delicate officer can lead to death, a bleak reality that
no mother should have to contemplate. I envision a mother’s admonishments as being synonymous
to that passage in Between the World and me. Author Ta-Nehisi Coates writes, “You preserved your
life because your life, your body, was as good as anyone’s, because your blood was as precious as
jewels...You do not give your precious body to the Billy clubs of Birmingham sheriffs nor to the
insidious gravity of the streets” (Coates, 35).

In a manner befitting Coates’ urgings, mothers are equally duty-bound to preserve their son’s
self-esteem despite their sons being faced with degrading images or theories. That is to say, bolster
their sons awareness about truths that should have been obvious. The key objective here is to ensure
their sons remain aware that the fear felt by corrupt cops was created by them, and their offensive
language, preconceived notions, and demoralizing behaviors was not a reflection of his inherent
worth as a human being.

Another powerful theme that emerges in The Talk is the prospect of a mother outliving her
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own son, a tormented anguish of which I suspect many would agree, no mother should have to
endure. Seeing it through the eyes of a targeted child, George Yancy prefaced it this way: “Imagine
the reaction, the pain and sorrow, the rapid heart-beat, the struggle to breathe, the hopelessness that
my loving mother would have felt upon finding out that her Black son had been killed” (Yancy, et

al., 2).

The Self-Contrived Threat

It’s also worth mentioning that oftentimes, the so called weapon was a selfie stick, a cell phone,
a wallet, a Wii Controller, a cane, a spray nozzle, or an iPod—a list seemingly as endless, as it is,
phantastic, given their low risk of lethality and their inconceivability to cause legitimate fear, let
along death.

To further drive the point home, in April 2021, Isaiah Brown was shot to death when a Virginia
deputy mistook his cordless house phone for a gun; in May 2022, Donovan Lewis was shot, his vape
machine mistaken for a weapon. Worst more, on the night of September 6, 2018, an unarmed Botham
Jean was sitting on his own couch, in his own apartment eating ice cream, when Amber Guyer shot
him, later claiming she was exhausted and thought she was facing an intruder in her own apartment.
Likewise, a defenseless Breanna Taylor was innocently asleep in her bed, yet, still the victim of a
“no-knock warrant” served in error at her home address.

Undeniably speaking, no danger was imposed upon the cop by either of these decedents. The
lethal use of force incident having occurred without cause, begs the question of, “What possible
purpose would a preliminary talk have served?” Evidently, it had no impact in preventing the
aforementioned deaths and many more like them where young Black men were unarmed, a victim
of mistaken identity, doing the things of everyday citizens, even those where there were actually no

encounters or need for law enforcement involvement.
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I endeavored to portray some semblance of these warrantless deaths in The Talk’s depiction of
the 2010 murder of a 16-year-old character, Kareem Marquis Tyson, whose selfie stick was allegedly
mistaken for a weapon. I also aspired to illustrate the brazenness of a cop (Max Kane), who had
hounded Tyson, minutes before and upon determining the kill was unjustified, showed little remorse
and even had the temerity to attempt to cover his tracks by planting a weapon next to the victim's
corpse. As well as force the issue later in the Virginia and Otis Cobb Park scene where three
innocent, unarmed, young Black men were victims of mistaken identity, though guns were brazenly

drawn and pointed at them.

Lack of Measurable Gain & Accountability

Such tragic events have painted such an abominably consistent picture of inhumanity, colored
with such blatant dispassion of the surrounding world. There seems to have been no measurable
reductions in the number of Black men who are harassed, shamed, stopped, frisked, roughed
up, stopped without probable cause, and little to no decline in the number of young Black men who
are dying. Instead, it seems each year, the death toll of young, Black men reaches a new high. And,
in far too many instances, the murder had nothing to do with legitimate cop fear. Moreover, the so
called crime is often petty or comprise the activities of daily living: banking while black,
birdwatching while black, or lodging while black.

In Citizen: An American Lyric, New York Times Bestseller Claudia Rankine, in one of her
poetry piece wrote, “The charge the officer decided on was exhibition of speed. I was told, after the
fingerprinting, to stand naked. I stood naked. It was only then I was instructed to dress, to leave, to
walk all those miles back home” (Rankine, 109). In the forgoing passage, Rankine drives home the
poignant fact that we are always made to bare our soul. But more than that, dark skin color and a

cop’s badge is the only authorization required for harassment, humiliation, or much worst. In a
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subsequent passage, Rankine writes, “And still you are not the guy and still you fit the description
because there is only one guy who is always the guy fitting the description” (109).

Many of these supposed life-saving discussions often seems a band-aid without measurable
gain or guaranty that they actually saved lives. In many instances, lethal use of force and the grave
injustices leveled upon our nation’s young Black brothers seem to continue despite the explicit
discussion.

In his 2021 article, “Police Are Killing Fewer People in Big Cities, But More In Suburban
and Rural America,” Samuel Sinyangwe asserted that “Six years after nationwide protests against
police violence captured the country’s attention, [additional killings]...have put the issue of police
violence back into national focus. Many are left asking what, if anything, has really changed”
(Sinyangwe, 1). Sinyangwe was referring to the deaths of Breonna Taylor, George Floyd, and I
suspect too, the other 201 African Americans who died by lethal force in 2021. He did concede
however, that “the numbers have dropped significantly in America’s largest cities, but [were] likely
due to reforms to use-of-force policies implemented in the wake of high-profile deaths” (1) and
without any reported correlation to the effectiveness of these conversations.

I likewise find myself constrained to ask, “Are young, Black men complying with their
mother’s desperate urgings or are they growing intensely bitter at the normalizing of police brutality
and defiance, their above-the-law mentalities, often exuded despite the proper decorum of well-
behaved Black men? More explicitly, are they viewing the talk as a total no-win situation; the
withering consequences of both decisions displayed in crystal clarity?”

Much of this anguish is on display in the tense dialogues between a more tolerant Detective
Anjanae Bridges and her son Broderick who is more adverse to law enforcements unsavory tactics.
Impatient with his mother’s naiveté, Broderick becomes consumed with anger and lashes out with,

“And they say Niggahs supposed to be free.” Not unwise to the flagrant inequities, Broderick puts
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forth his own indictment of a double standard America and its justice system by raising a poignant
question, “All I wanna know, is this what White people’s kids have to do to stay alive? Kiss-up to
prejudice-assed cops?”

Echoing these sentiments, Alexandra Natapoff, in his 2018 book, Punishment Without Crime...
wrote, “As a way of protesting racial disparities, White people confessed to minor crimes that police
let them get away with. Reviewing the confessions, CNN concluded, “If you're white, you may be
able to shoplift, drive drunk, even shove a police officer- and not suffer the same consequences a
black person might” (Natapoff, 136).

Natapoff further conveyed that, “A study of Dane County, Wisconsin showed that prosecutors
charge African Americans more harshly than whites for the same low-level crimes. Whites charged
with misdemeanors are 45 percent more likely than Black people to receive reduced charges or to
have their sentences dismissed entirely” (136).

Recognizing the rising death toll of unarmed Black man and despite his mother’s “glass is half
full” outlook, Broderick is no less dialed-in to the conflicting and controversial ideologies that seem
to divide America concerning the integrity of cops—ninety nine percent good and only one percent
bad. This skepticism is vociferously portrayed in his retort, “Good cops don’t shoot innocent,
unarmed people or try to make them hate themselves for being who they are.”

Too often, the outcry of African American communities in response to law enforcement
mistreatment of young Black men has been immediately drowned out by an insistence that most cops
are honorable and trustworthy. This simplistic view has proven ineffective and has done nothing but
lessen accountability and fostered distrust between police forces and Black communities. Moreover,
it raises a paramount question: “Why a police force purportedly comprised of 99% decent officers
can't manage to overpower the negative impact of the bad ones? In other words, how is it that 1% of

bad cops are overshadowing the efforts of the 99% of good cops?”
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In his 2004 Journal of Police and Criminal Psychology article, “Good Cop —Bad Cop: Problem
Officers, Law Enforcement Culture, and Strategies for Success,” Laurence Miller wrote, “Citizens
who grew up in America a generation ago recall being taught that “the policeman is your friend, the
one person you could go to if you were lost or in trouble.” (Miller, 30). But Miller later imparts that
“This perception began to change in the last 30 years as law enforcement officers increasingly found
themselves on the wrong end of civil disturbances and investigations into violations of civil rights
and police procedures” (30). Miller also points out that “... in the last decade, we have seen an
increasing number of news stories involving “bad cops” involved in isolated or repeated acts of abuse
and corruption at levels ranging from individual infractions to department-wide scandals” (30).

Without any conclusive evidence from law enforcement or research data from outside sources,
I contend that it is difficult to determine whether there are more good cops or bad cops. In the absence
of such studies, it would appear the only fair and honest assessment is to concede that there are both
good and bad police officers on the force, and leave it at that. One might otherwise conclude that
anything else is a deception purposefully aimed at subverting public scrutiny.

At the same time, there is this flawed expectation - just as disconcerting - that mothers should
deceive their sons that unsavory, questionable law enforcement tactics can be swiftly and amicably
dealt with after the fact. The notion that a wrongly accused Black teen (or his mother) can approach
law enforcement authorities afterward, complain about the bad actions of cops, and immediately
receive justice for any wrongs committed by officers seems nothing short of an illusion.

In his article “Sworn to Protect: Police Brutality — A Dilemma for America’s Police.” Race,
Gender & Class,” Lyle Perry writes “When a crime is committed by a law enforcement officer, it is
hard to report and even harder to press charges” (Perry, 159).

Additionally, a Human Rights Watch article: “Shielded from Justice: Police Brutality and

Accountability in the United States,” asserts that “Police internal affairs units, the principal
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departmental investigators of physical abuse allegations, operate as a rule with excessive secrecy.
The public, to whom police departments should be accountable, thus cannot ascertain whether, in
fact, the police are policing themselves” (Shielded).

“The excessive use of force by police officers...persists because of overwhelming barriers to
accountability. Police or public officials greet each new report of brutality with denials or explain
that the act was an aberration, while the administrative and criminal systems that should deter these

abuses by holding officers accountable instead virtually guarantee them impunity” (Shielded).

Owing Nothing to the Deceased

In direct contradiction to Voltaire’s famous opining, “To the living we owe respect, but to the
dead we owe only the truth” (Moffat, 261), it seems those in Black communities are often the
observers of a fundamentally flawed nature of policing. Likewise, The Talk explores the angst
spurred by America's willingness to continue making excuses or preferring to look the other way,
even though these heinous acts against Black people are repetitive, with no end in sight.

No less flagrant, is law enforcement departments turning against the dead victim, blaming the
decedent—his so-called threatening actions and his enormous size—for his own death. Such
outlandish notions manifests itself in dressing the cop up and the decedent down, making the cop
smaller than his actual height, younger, nobler, and the decedent older, rougher, more ominous, more
criminally inclined. John Wilson, in the following passage of “Racial Bias in Judgments of Physical
Size and Formidability: From Size to Threat” illustrates this deception:

On April 30th, 2014, an unarmed Black man named Dontre Hamilton was shot 14 times and
killed by a White police officer in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. The officer later testified that
Hamilton had a “muscular build” and “most definitely would have overpowered...me or

pretty much any officer I can think of, to tell you the truth. He was just that big, that
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muscular...This account is contradicted by the autopsy, in which the medical examiner
reported that Hamilton was 5°7” and 169 pounds (Wilson, et al., 3).
The aforementioned tragedies are made even worse by an abject indifference towards their needless
and heinously lost lives. Too often, young Black men's lifeless bodies are left to decompose in the
streets, neglected and forgotten until a coroner finally arrives to take them away; leaving behind a

haunting reminder of the degradation of a worthwhile human being who was once so full of life.

Healing of America

Amidst broadcasting the controversial mistreatment and deadly force deployed against young
Black men, The Talk, aspires to focus on a world that is in much need of that healing touch, far more
love, the extinguishing of hate, and a realization that to do otherwise inevitably would lead to the
undoing of mankind as a whole. In her memoir, See No Strangers, Valerie Kaur writes, “I see no
stranger...I see no enemy. There is a voice inside each of us called Haumai, the 7 that names itself as
separate from You. It resides in the bowl that holds our individual consciousness...” (Kaur, 9).

Few would discount the current and past displays of solidary between Black people and
their White counterparts or deem them as meaningless. No doubt, White people have turned out in
unprecedented numbers to unify in a Black cause. Waving “no justice, no peace” signs, joining forces
in toppling confederate statutes and monuments, lunchroom sit ins, their unified screams of “black
lives matter;” and passionate chants of, “I can’t breathe.”

Kaur especially brings such revelations to the forefront by concluding this particular passage
by stating “The bowl breaks. For a moment, we taste the truth, sweet as nectar—we are part of one
another...we can choose to remember the truth of our interconnectedness, that we belong to one
another, we can choose to “see no stranger” (9).

At times, this need for truth and oneness is as palpable for White people as it has been for
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their Black counterparts. One can readily sense, the need for forgiveness, a want for relief from guilt
and remorse for American greatest sin and continued oppression, even if there yet exist that ever
imposing force for continued denial.

I sought to portray aspects of this necessity for healing and unity earlier on in the opening
lines with a daughter (Jada Kane) stating to her father ‘No matter what happens Dad, no more
bloodshed. Should I succumb to this assassin’s bullets, spilling the blood of another innocent Black
man, out of revenge, will not bring me back. Nor, will it ease your pain Dad.' In subsequent passages,
a mother (Anjanae Bridges) likewise admonishes hers son ‘Do not harm a single hair on that man’s
head. It won't bring me back. Nor will it bring the peace you yearn.’

My goal was to depict healing also in the closing chapter, Coming to Terms. Max Judah
Kane, exonerated from Kkilling Anjanae Bridges, triggers a plan of vengeance to be exacted by
Broderick and his compadres. Disrupting this plan of attack, Anjanae appears to her son in a vision,
urging him against taking matters into his own hands but also imploring him to “Release him,” not
just physically from the zip ties that bound him, but also with forgiveness. Taking it a step further,
she insisted upon Broderick’s indulgence of Kane’s own tragedies, inner turmoil, and emotional hell.

Later on, it comes full circle the two (Broderick and Kane) share something in common: that
is to say, their tragic losses. Anjanae's death, for which both were in some way responsible (Kane's
deadly bullet piercing her body and Broderick for bringing the trouble to his mother's doorstep;
allowing her to serve as his bulletproof vest. Simultaneously, there was Kane’s angst over the
possibility that Jada was struck by one of his bullets during his face-off with the drug-dealing
Cevonté Anthony, who had abducted Jada days before. Here, it was crucial to portray how the two
opposing characters were inextricably bound.

Having arrived within an hour of his sidekick's returning, Broderick releases Kane, and

directs him to an escape hatch, the pathway towards freedom. A month later, Broderick visits
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Anjanae's grave and finds a condolence card where Kane has inscribed Jada’s last plea. Along with
it, an array of daffodils, blue irises, and ferns placed beside the wreath. Each flower had a symbolic
tag: forgiveness and devotion, amends and understanding, sorrow and repentance. With a knowing
smile, Broderick twirls the burnt-red yarn also left by Kane, around his fingers. It was Kane’s
memorabilia from the bloody knit shirt Jada wore the night of her murder and as Kane stated, “The
ties that bind us.”

In time, Broderick gazed from Kane's transcriptions back to Anjanae’s grave. Then
impulsively, a brisk wind rose in the north. Subsequently, it died down to a gentle breeze. As though
apprehending he was expected to emulate its patterns, Broderick inhaled and exhaled slowly, letting
go of his grief.

Without question, I viewed the aforementioned measures as a sign of healing and even
atonement. But as much as [ realize this need for curative measures, I am also compelled to
underscore a fact which is no less important. That is, the realization of exactly who, needs to lead
the charge. That means law enforcement, public officials, members of the presumed “elite”
community and a broader society.

It is safe to conclude that the healing process involves apologies, expressions of regret; the
willingness to right wrongs. But far too often, Black people are looked upon to spearhead this march.
I likened the irrationality of requiring Black people to adjudicate the wrongs imposed by a privileged
people and an oppressive regime, to the riveting stanza of Autumn Redcross’s poem, Death Passes
Twice, wherein she writes “In this historic moment, our Black sons can be beaten/Maimed, shot and
left for dead—/To no serious consequence for the murderous/Bureaucracy offering too few
indictments/...and no regret” (Yancy, 151).

That aside, I think too, that Black people are the last ones in need of encouragement to love

and embrace healing. It is no secret that in many circles, Black people yet joke about the fact that
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Amber Guyer, the former police officer guilty of killing Botham Jean, was given a bible by Judge
Tammy Kemp, and asked for a hugged by Botham Jean‘s brother, Brandt Jean. It almost seems
inherent that this notion of caring more about people than we do about ourselves is ingrained.
Perhaps it stems from those inglorious days of America’s greatest sins, when certain Black people
controversially loved their slaveowners more than they loved themselves.

I believe it is worth noting too, that the talk and any notion of healing is futile in the absence
of viewing each alleged Black suspects, whether culpable or wrongly accused, as though they could
have been our own child. Allowances must be made for the fact that the kid may have been a victim
of undesirable circumstances. Likewise, an understanding of the trials that any child might face
with so limited knowledge of life or the bad circumstances by which they were predisposed.

I believe Carl Upchurch, author of Convicted in the Womb, puts it best wherein he opined,
“Patterns of social and economic and political immorality produced the environment that spawned
me, [ now know, and I'm mad as hell about what was done to that little boy and to millions of kids

like him before and since” (Carl Upchurch, XIX).

Bearing Witness

As I was constructing the framework for 7The Talk, and reflecting upon all the key teachable
moments from my two-plus years of studying creative writing, my memory backtracked to some of
the most invaluable lessons I had learned about writing poetry and prose manuscripts. Chief among
them, was the goal of effectively bearing witness, documenting the perils of others in a way that
ably reflect the extremity of their suffering—that is to say, the ills of war, slavery, domestic violence,
hunger, mass incarceration, unjustified lethal use of force or other means of inhumanity.

I believe Robyn Creswell’s February 2014, article in the New Yorker, ably expresses my

sentiments when she writes that “The Poetry of Witness” includes many works by...women’s-rights
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advocates and critics of slavery, “motivated by their willingness to denounce religious or political
injustice” (Creswell, 3).

Sequentially, this unique form of writing triggered a reflection upon two occurrences in
ancient history; specifically, the expressions of two key figures, a notorious Spartan king and an
esteemed wartime colonel. At the battle of Thermopylae (480 BC), King Leonidas instructed one of
his captains to deliver his final orders to the counsel. “Tell them our story. Make every Greek know
what happened here” (Gordon, 85). Over 2000 years later, in a similar fashion, Colonel Robert Gould
Shaw, at the battle of Fort Wagner, SC, (1863), would turn over his letters to a war journalist with
the instructions, “If I should fall, remember what you see here”(Ayubsalim, 2016).

The idea is that if recorded effectively, something quite remarkable should transpire. To be
more precise, rather it is poetry or in this case, a prose manuscript, whatever body of work that we
writers pen, should ably serve as a tool for bearing witness. More than just words on a page, it should
move our readership with its captivating power, awakening and eliciting an emotional response that
calls out to a myriad of consciences to rise up and take action.

I aspire that The Talk achieves such intensity, that it compels its readers to strive for
transformation not only within themselves but also in the world around them, that it becomes
nothing short of a radical body of work, a form of bearing witness in such an extreme way that it

changes lives by exposing injustice and inspiring collective activism.
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Prologue

Glenrock’s searing heat, the night of July 4, 2012, draped across the atmosphere like a leaden
curtain, stiffly creased, downward drawn. Not even a torrential downpour could provide blessed
relief. Raging rain, only seemed to amplify the blistering effects that clung to the skin like hot steam.
In the distance, an intermittent burst of fireworks lit up Paterson’s black sky; vivid streaks of red,
white, and blue. But even such colorful explosions were lost in the oppressive summer heat.

Every protracted breath felt like inhaling through a blowtorch, scorching air burning the
lungs; nasal passages succumbing to a thick acrid smell of singed flesh. The wet, torrid night was a
harbinger of what was to come; a portent of oppressed people pushed beyond their breaking point,
lifeblood slowly siphoned away. Entire lives lived under pressure powerful enough to crack even the
sturdiest of resolves. Bodies thrashed by corrupt cops, motionless shells of sons and daughters'
corpses strewn about Paterson’s streets. Lives ended with little more than fabricated proclamations
of “I was in fear for my life” and Paterson’s corrupt cops expeditiously acquitted by juries full of old
white men in tailored suits. Among those staunchly exonerated, was Paterson's Police Department's
fiercest enforcer, who had seen and done more than his share of dirty deeds.

Glenrock was his home, Paterson - his beat. He'd be damned if any of the cockroaches from
Paterson’s slummy high-rises or hooligans roaming its drug-addled ghettos would ever invade his
pristine suburb. Only way he saw fit to thwart any such infiltration, was to don the uniform of a
Patterson cop, patrol its borders with an eagle eye.

Just a week ago, his ire and call-to-duty was leveled upon the few scoundrels from South
Paterson's famous Little Istanbul District, loitering in the streets in one of Glenborough’s subdivision,
smoking their blunts like typical base-heads. Pants sagging on their hips, some even low enough to

show their dingy drawers. Already upon them, he yelled to the three black boys, “Get your asses on



the sidewalk!” They weren’t moving fast enough, so he unholstered, waved his gun in a sweeping
motion. ‘“That means, now!”

“Man, fuck that pig!” One of them whispered under his breath.

“The fuck you say to me?” It was all over in a flash, the rough hand of his brutal grip
stapled to the boy’s throat like it was riveted there; released only when the kid’s eyes began to roll.

“I catch you around here again, I'm gonna beat the black off of your asses!”

This was reticent of his modus operandi. Countless black voices rendered useless up against
his clenched jaws; his unmitigated gall, his iron fist, his imbalanced reign over law-and-order,
looming above them like an unforgiving god.

There was a need for a smoldering heatwave, brimstony embers that glow in darkness,
desperation for a combustible fury that shook the very foundation of New Jersey. A rallying call for
justice rippling through Paterson like unstoppable wildfires, eventually reaching Glenrock,
entrenching death's icy touch within its fortified walls. An expediency for turning up the heat on
unchecked trespasses; a sense of urgency for revelations that acts committed by sinister characters
reverberated through the universe and left its mark on their future - balancing debts either in this life,
or the next.

But July’s suffocating heat wasn’t just about weather, it was about its prophetic ability to
subsidize the deadly desecrations of a dark-skinned people squeezed to the N™ degree. At long last,
an eviscerated race had witnessed a twenty-year veteran cop reap what he had sewn. Alas, with a
bitter twist of irony, it was a notorious drug-dealer - a black man’s equally sadistic disposition - who
delivered the final deathblow to the cop's most prized possession, his 16-year-old child. Indisputably,
in that singular occurrence, a cop had justification, a worthier cause for exterminating a brother; no
doubt, an entitled reciprocity that was due him. A black community would never begrudge him that,

even if there was no room for leeway on his other misdeeds.
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There was also the perception that two truths could coexist, the gnawing pain within a black
community that comes with a conviction that certain monstrosities are never permissible, most of all,
the death of an innocent 16-year-old child. A reality exasperated by the aching realness that at times,
innocent children pay the ultimate price for the sins of their henchman fathers. At the same time,
none of it negated a staunch belief that Black people were so deserving of that one wrinkle in time,
that reciprocal turn of event, forcing the arc of justice to bend in their favor.

Officer Max Judah Kane, perceived this veracity, as much as he had fathomed the
unalterableness of the grisly scene before him; a scene of utter desolation, a collage of unspeakable
savagery. As though he had known all along, a reciprocal fate would eventually befall him, pierce
the outer layers of his thick skin, bludgeon his cold-blooded demeanor with the fiercest of
reckoning. The sight of his little girl's broken body - so still, so violated - brought to fruition the
terrible veracity that he had sensed all along; suspected but demeaned. An intense foreboding
echoed through his subconscious, acidic bile welled up inside him, threatening to spill out, torture
everything in its path. He bellowed into the night, “Just look what that MOTHERFUCKER did to
my baby girl!”

Pausing a beat, he stumbled through his monologue between Jada, God, and himself. In a
voice trembling with regret, he managed to stammer out, “I'm sorry I couldn't save you. I really
TRIED!” He uttered feebly, “What am I gonna tell Rita? She gonna be mad at me. Maybe even,
mad at you!” He bit back a scream of anguish. “Maybe on my way home - I crash and die.”

He screamed at the all-powerful force in the sky, “YOU up there pulling all the strings!
Controlling the levers! HOW the fuck could you have allowed this BULLSHIT to happen?”’

A choked sob escaped him as he continued reluctantly to Jada, “I know you wish for me not
to despise that monster.” His voice grew louder in defiance, "You CANNOT ask that of me,

Babygirl. To not hate him? That, I CANNOT do!”
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Chapter 1. Daughter’s Demise

Wednesday, July fourth, 2012, 11:40 PM

‘No matter what happens Dad, no more bloodshed.'

Officer Max Judah Kane, glared through those icy-blue eyes. Expressions intense and
unwavering, almost like a predator staring down its prey. The partly soaked sheet of paper trembled
in his hands, threatened to dissolve beneath his touch. His counter-reaction to the whole damn scene,
the bloody mess of it all, was in major disarray. His mind veered into a tangled web of roles and
responses - be a father, be a cop, or be Kane. Lash out in indignation, drown in desolation, or remain
icy and aloof from it all.

Undeniably speaking, Paterson’s fiercest watchdog, all 6'4 of him, cut a tall and daunting
figure. His menacing authority commanded respect without the need for words. More than that, was
his salt 'n' pepper hair, slicked back like Jimmy Hoffa’s; his rain-slicked face a chiseled sculpture of
granite, with lines deeply etched into his skin. Instinctively, he had thrown on his usual getup - a
black windbreaker with "PNPD" stitched in gold letters, worn over dark grey trousers. The ensemble
featured a badge and gun glinting with an almost celestial aura against the darkness. His feet nestled
into the leather of ankle-high boots and his ball cap crowned him like an impenetrable helmet,
creating the image of a formidable, Billy Badass.

Everything about the veteran cop exuded a potent magnetism. The air around him, always
charged with electricity; one wrong move, could set off a dangerous spark. As if each syllable of his
own name were synonymous with 'Sir Charles-in-charge'. He had that kind of domino effect,
especially when he walked through the doors of any joint. So damn large and in charge, he filled it
up. No room left for anyone who didn't have half a brain to make room for themselves. People began
to fall away, disperse to their neutral corners.

Whispers of, “Oh shit! That's him—that’s motherfuckin' Max!” While other voices echoed
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in confirmation, “He ain't the one to be fucked with. He straight-up bad news man

Heretofore, the seasoned cop’s framework had been unbreakable. Like there was an alternate
version of all things in which he reigned supreme. Basically speaking, at 46 years of age, and 20-
years on the force, nothing had shaken his resolve. That all changed with the scene outside Shipley's
Auto & Appliance Warehouse. Around them, deep shadows coiled around the compound, winding
like serpents and blocking out what little light the night offered. Dirt and gravel, engrossed with an
oppressive amount of moisture due to heavy rain. The submerged landscape in front of them rivaled
the Nile, bloodied and ridden with dead fish. At the same time, it was coated with the metallic smell
of his 16-year-old daughter's blood.

In that one sudden moment, Kane’s shoulders sagged, knees buckled, eyes glazed over; an
unprecedented deportment pervaded itself as though he had been reduced, right there in that spot, to
half the man his size.

Once more, he ran his fingers along the note, battered by rain, and blood. So many creases
crisscrossing, all of them indicative of the many times the paper was folded and unfolded. Bracing
himself for the remaining bombshells, Kane’s eyes ran down the page, to the next line of rightward
slanting texts. It said:

'Should I succumb to this assassin’s bullets, spilling the blood of another innocent black man,
out of revenge, will not bring me back. Nor, will it ease your pain Dad.'

Words with gusto, and punctuation marks that packed a pummeling punch. Knowing the
personality behind those highly-flavored lines, Kane’s eyes shifted from the lifeless form cradled in
his arms, to the strokes of the pen. In certain places its blue ink had run but only slightly. In others,
there were unmistakable signs it’d intermittently exploded; a stark barometer of how Jada's blood
had likewise ebbed, and profusely flowed.

His face drained of its color like an invisible siphon had pulled all life away. Breath hitched
5



in his throat. Then came that low, grainy groan. A sound so faint, it was barely there. Time that
followed may have been seconds, minutes, or even hours. What felt like an eternity passed in the
blink of an eye. But then too, he had sequestered himself in a universe where time no longer mattered.
That would be the reason why, from that night forward, he would hate watches, an ever-present
reminder of time's grinding pace and relentless unpredictability. Its maddening rhythm, a never-
ending reminder of how easily life could change on a dime.

Had he to guess, he had been sitting there for what seemed like forever. In that cross-legged
position, Jada's body sagging, her lifeless limbs flopping over his own like a grotesque puppet. His
baby girl's fragile body ravaged by unspeakable violence; the rain hammering a staccato rhythm
against her broken, battered flesh. The crimson-red fluid pooled around them, mixed with the rain in
a sickening symbiosis, making it difficult to tell where one ended and the other began.

Checking her from head-to-toe, he ran his hands over her cold skin, futilely, for any sign, any
beat. He put his ear to her mouth, listening for that one last breath - nothing heard. He searched the
small of Jada's back, her armpits, everywhere he could think to check until finally coming up empty
handed. The wounds she had sustained had clearly done their damage. A bloody gash had left a
baseball-sized stain in the center of her cream-colored knitted summer blouse, dripping down to her
baggy blue jeans, trickling in thin streaks down both arms.

His mind back-tracked. The scene replayed in slow-mo, like a reoccurring nightmare,
climaxing to that moment it all went down. That fleeting fragment between seconds, unseen,
secretive, dim, and without form; in that pause between a thought and its denotation, nuzzled at the
precipice between life and death. An aura that something so astonishingly major in scale, so tragically
incisive in depth, was about to happen.

The sound of the blast had been deafening, ripped through Glenrock’s night air like a

cannonball, echoing through the darkness with the force of a stick of dynamite going off. The loud
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crack, was followed by a deep rumbling that felt like an earthquake beneath their feet. Max, Jada,
and the drug-dealing Cevonté Anthony cringed at the deafening sound; eyes wide, ears ringing.

The skies were ignited with a fiery rage creating an atmospheric pressure of indignation, one
of palpable hatred and dread. Scant light petered in and out; an explosion of inky-black feathers filled
the air, a flock of birds fleeing their perches in terror.

In cadence, the two startled men, Kane and Anthony, had reacted simultaneously with
gunshots. One shot was in desperation, the other, in defiance. Two casualties of their personal war,
lay dead. Bullet wounds had marked Jada’s skin - one from Kane’s Glock-22, another from
Anthony's sawed-off shotgun - both reckless, both lethal, both, premature. Whose bullet hit first was
unclear, which weapon delivered the fatal shot, unknown. The culminating outcome was death, an
irreversible change written in red on light and dark skins; the only silver lining being that Kane's
bullet also found its mark in Anthony’s forehead, killing him dead.

Mentally detached, Kane could neither move, think, or breathe. In this trance-like state, there
was a barrage of gunfire sounding in his eardrums—ryet, off in the distance, not a hair on Jada’s head
was harmed. Like she could walk through bullets as easily as those freaks in Sci-Fi movies passing
through raindrops without getting wet.

Subsequently, the sensation shifted; it was as if suffocating air was pushing up from a puddle
of scarlet sludge; Kane was stuck in a scorching desert of his own making. And that damn god-awful
cotton taste in his mouth. He spat. It lingered. The gooey texture, like licking the back of a stamp,
only more intensified.

Shaking off the trance, he gingerly eased Jada’s head onto his lap. He reached down, closed
her eyelids with a delicate stroke of his thumb. Moving his fingertips back upward, he brushed over
the tangled mess of her long, dark hair, noticeably matted with rain and blood. He took such care, as

though these small undertakings were final acts of mercy, culminating in that one act of kindness
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he could bestow upon her shattered soul.

Just minutes before, Kane had watched his daughter crash to the wet surface, face down.
Actually thought he heard the splash well before he saw her body in freefall motion. Recalled having
been startled by his own cries of pandemonium, spoken to Anthony’s dead body, “Motherfucker,

'7’

you shot my baby girl!” piercing through the night like a siren call. He had raced over to her. Slid
through the rivulet to her side. Rolled her lifeless body over until she was cradled in his arms.

He was thrown back to the night of Jada’s birth, and a day later, when he and his wife Rita
brought her home from the hospital. He relived the moment they crossed the threshold, Rita’s lullaby
to the newborn infant cradled in his arms. That evening seemed suspended in perfect stillness. He
marveled at life’s assorted mysteries. A tiny child wielding that much power over two imposing
forces. Who had enough control in her miniature pinky finger to alter the course of their lives.
Simply put, a life filled with promises.

At Rita’s command, he reluctantly placed her in her crib. Hesitant that it might be
insufficiently stocked with the necessities for survival and comfort, he added a care bear, a baby
rattle; pulled her blanket tighter. He gently caressed her warm forehead, watched her drift off to
sleep. Just knew, that no matter what happened, their daughter would be safe and sound.

Rita, his wife, had finally said, “All right, let's give her some peace and quiet.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said while still not moving.

“Don't worry,” Rita had reassured. “you'll have plenty of time with Little Ms. Sunshine. *

“You bet your sweet ass I will! She’ll never become one of those girls with an absentee
father. Not there to protect her when she most needs him.”

Rita knowingly warned, “Careful you don’t go making promises you can’t keep, Max Judah
Kane.”

“I’ll keep it alright.”



“Just don't forget that dedication when it comes time for...” Her voice drifted off into an eerie
quietness.

Rita looked him square in the eye, her jaw set tight. Cops’ kids are always a target, she
thought, and if he'd done something to cross ‘Johhny Scumbag,’ it would likely be Jada paying the
ultimate price. Her head pounded at the idea of all the psychos out there just waiting for a sweet little
Jada to dangle as a carrot.

Kane's dimwitted response came out in a stammer, “l...I know! Diaper duty, bo-bottle
washing, the whole nine!”

Rita Kane's eyes flared with impatience as she sneered, “Oh, wow. To you, the general
welfare of your kid really boils down to bottles and shitty diapers huh Max? How downright
heartwarming. Good for you. Now out ya go!”” Her words had seemed like a whip, striking him with
its severity.

Kane put his hands on his hips and gazed down at Jada once again. He finally turned, headed
for the door. Stopped dead in his tracks. Looked back at Jada with a contented yet hesitant smile.

Rita exclaimed insistently, “Do you comprehend, the words, I am saying? She needs, to, sleep
some.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re probably right about that.”

He said this last, easing from the room. The door having popped shut, he leaned against it.
Felt a smile spread across his mug. Through the walls, he imagined Jada curled up in a soft mass of
blankets. Eyes moving under the lids as she dreamed of something happy and peaceful.

Kane snapped back into the present, a chill running down his spine. Years of denial came
crashing down like lethal tumor cells, out from hiding. Each detail, the long before and short after,
ringing with the reverberations of former misdeeds coming back to haunt. Victim always paying the

ultimate price for the perpetrator's colossal fuckups, just as Rita had knowingly warned.
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Owing to this fact, were echoes of his past failings, foolish choices which caused a rift
between him and his baby girl. Painful pangs seized him as he remembered the unwisely chosen
personal battles; the savage fights; her identity and independence, at stake. He had tried to dictate it
all: her right to love whomever she chose regardless of gender or skin tone or sexual orientation.
Who she could include in her circle, or try to advocate for; which black causes she could champion,
those she had to oppose. It never ended well. Every confrontation felt like a world-war III, every
thoughtless word he said a dagger to her heart.

Jada usually never bit her tongue, but something about her 16-year-old insight had grown
tenfold, in the months prior to her demise. For reasons unknown, she had suddenly become all in
for “the brothers.” Didn't care who knew it either. And let Kane tell it, it wasn't just any old dark
chocolate in a black hoodie. Nuh-uh, she had a type. The bagboy type; the type that had more arrests
than birthdays. Had to be the kind of scoundrel who was in penal institutions so often they might as
well had of been on the payroll. The strong and arrogant type that exuded power and dominance,
with a cool, shit-eating grin, and bullshit dripping like honey from their lips.

Such allegiance threw Kane for a loop. Though, he swore the bad habit would be short-lived.
After all, he had insisted his kid was an exact replica of him through and through - although she
always denied it. He had often told her, “You're better than these jack-booted thugs out here! So
much more Jada, than these street-niggahs, whose case you’re always pleading. Face it baby girl,
you’re a chip off the old block.”

He had dismissed the snarky retort, “I am nothing like you!”

Though the words were spat out heatedly, meant to cut him to the quick, Kane was used to
this dance between them. Knew, it was fleeting, all kneejerk reaction fueled by anger and raw
emotion. A few benevolences here, some extra allowance there, another extension of curfew, here

and there, and her fatherly love would be restored, post haste and many times over.
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With a sigh, Kane heaved himself back to the present situation. Trying his damnedest to
suppress the unbridled guilt over forcing her to confront a darkness he, nor she could ever outrun,
Kane spewed the unthinkable.

“You were always one to follow dreams, stars, and spaceships, Jada. Now, if only those same
tenets could raise you from the dead.”

To his disappointment, the dark humor failed to disguise the cruel irrevocability of death.
Fate had already decided the course; it's foretelling, as precise as the line of tragic grief registered
across his face. With grief, came a press of guilt, prodding him to better enlighten his child’s dead
spirit.

“What I meant to say baby girl was, whereas you saw solidarity among races, | saw danger
in a world of lawlessness and my role in keeping you safe! Which apparently, I've fucked up.”

He hung his head, taking a deep breath before continuing, “I taught you in a perfect way, that
I was imperfect.”

With the weight of such confessions bearing down on him, Kane began to detest the sight
and touch of the paper, which struck division cold as death between him and his daughter. Jada’s
abhorrence to his brutal murder of one, Kareem Marquis Tyson, automatically swam back to his
mind. Two years to the day, he had chased the little punk for nearly a half-mile. From the Hess Mini-
Mart, down East 42" Street, onto Ellison Plaza. He remembered yelling out to the kid, at least a few
times, “Stop, or I’ll shoot your black ass!”

Over his shoulders, he had heard a barrage of interrogations from Tyson's cohorts. The
ringleader, a thick, dark-skinned girl, with purple hair, long, thick eyelashes, and “Call-Me-Nia”
tattooed across her breast had asked, “Why the fuck are you chasing him?”

Her sidekick, Jamal, wondered out loud, “Yeah, what'd he do?”

“Man, he probably ain’t do shit!” commented a thin boy sporting a thick Afro and a killer's
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scowl on his pale brown face.

“That’s fucked up though,” declared another of their homies, a much older-looking kid.

Nia finally asked her sidekicks, “Yo', I know y'all recording this shit right?”

Through wheezes and gasps, Kane had bellowed, “Better shut the fuck up; stay out of it or
you'll be next.”

“Next? Next for what exactly?” Nia demanded both not expecting or getting a response.

dkokok

Tyson eventually ran out of steam at Martin Luther King High, stumbling to a halt in the
shadow of its badly burnt grass, its patches overgrown by weeds, and faded red brick exterior tagged
with graffiti. To the boy’s left, a raggedy basketball hoop sagged on one post, the parking lot
surrounding it, littered with busted stones and shards of broken glass.

Completely depleted of all energy, Tyson’s dark skin stretched tight across his bones, his
deep-set eyes seemingly etched with years of toil and suffering, despite his youth. As Kane closed in
on him, Tyson glanced around and saw no escape route—not from the racist cop, no way to outrun
his own skin color, no means of dodging the inescapable wall of death coming right at him.

For his part, any empathy Kane might have summoned had already been spent on his last
three victims. It was no secret his bullet was the reason one black kid was now confined to a
wheelchair, and his unconventional chokehold, the cause of another being braindead from
asphyxiation. Nonetheless, their lives had been spared; albeit, not in its original form; or, with the
same functionalities.

Kane’s third victim came just two weeks shy of his dustup with Tyson, wherein Kane found
himself caught up in a peculiarly rare show of compassion--or maybe it was ulterior motives. That
was the day he cornered a little 14-year-old, saturnine youth; a lanky black kid who called himself

'Shadow,' so name, because his skin tone was the color of soot.
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Kane claimed he had the kid dead to rights on petty larceny, stealing cigarillos from Omars
Krazy Rilla Smokeshop, just up Main Street in Paterson's west side. After slamming Shadow’s face
up against the redbrick wall outside Krazy Rilla, Kane locked him in handcuffs with one click, held
them there for about 30 seconds with his hot , panting breath on the nape of the boys neck.

Then in a flash, and without raison d'étre, Kane loosened the restraints he had on him and
with an abrupt jerk, spun Shadow around. There was something in his eyes that made the kid think
the cop had plans bigger than just catching a little fish. The drastic change of direction was almost
freakish.

Kane sneered, “Now go on, get your fucking black ass out of here!”

“Wait, what? You lettin' me go cop?” Shadow asked nervously, squirming and rubbing
circulation back into his wrist.

Kane snatched the boy up by the caller of his sweats, pulled him close, forehead-to forehead.
He scoffed, “Letting you go? No, you little dumbfuck! I could give two shits about your black-ass’s
freedom!”

Setting his jaw in determination, he looked Shadow dead in the eye and said menacingly,
“See, the way I see it, the next little motherfucker like you I see doing wrong, is gonna pay double--
for your shit, and his too! And his slimy, stinking blood gonna be on your hands.” Kane paused for
dramatic effect before adding with a sneer, “Now, get the fuck outta here before I change my mind!”

That “empathetic” moment was more than could be said for what stood before him now.
Meaning, this sewer rat who was about to bestow upon him that one elusive notch on his belt. The
coveted trophy that came with peeling a Niggah's cap; singing him a lullaby, sending him to join the
whisperers.

Did not help matters that Tyson's scrawny black ass reeked of criminal mischief. He wore

prohibited gang wear—red hoodie pulled down tight and red sagging pants that showed his
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drawers—and radically amplified, the bullseye on his chest. What's worst, the ‘little mobster’ had
flipped the object sideways. Kane could see a glint of metal — it looked like a .38 revolver, but then
again it didn't. It mattered none though. The die had been cast.

“Wait!”

“Wait my ass Slick! It's too late! Now it's, bye-bye!

“How you gonna just up and shoot a kid? And my mama sick too. I’m all she got.”

“You should’ve thought of that before you decided to test the long arm of the law!”

“But this ain’t no gun Yo!” Tyson instinctively warned, skittishly displaying the gadget.

Kane sarcastically imitated a dialect he deemed to be blackish. “Like I said, Homey, ya’
should of seen this comin’! Least, ya mama, or trifling-ass daddy, or them shady busters down the
block, should of said somethin'. Given your ass “the talk!” he spat out in a patronizing voice, pointing
his finger and wagging it vehemently.

“Apparently, they didn't—just let yo bitch’ass run wild thinkin' that this world's not gonna
bite back. Well guess what Teapot? They were wrong! Ain't nobody out here gonna play babysitter
for a bunch ‘a ghettofabulous low lives. Yawl out here, livin' life on your own terms and sipping'
away at society's resources, like it ain't nothin' but a damn thing! Bottom line is that disrespectin' law
an' order ain't no game—should of recognized this before shit hit the fan!”

“Cop what da fuck is you talkin’ about? Look dude, I done told you, it’s a selfie...” Tyson
gestured to the object in his hand. Another flicker of bright light, another futile declaration of, “It
ain’t no...”

His voice trailed off at the sight of Kane's arm coiled to its apex for the draw. Tyson screamed,
this time his voice grainy, in do-or-die mode; adrenaline released in one loud, epic cry.

“Ya’ need, to calm, da fuck down man!”

Before the next syllable could leave Tyson's lips, the sound of Kane's Glock-22 had roared.
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A thick plume of smoke rose from its muzzle. With a flash of light, lead blazed through the air like
a supernova, releasing a flurry of bullets. Fragments tore through Tyson like an unstoppable force,
shredding flesh from bone, splintering marrow, and painting the scene red. A familiar stench of
gunpowder and death lingered in the air, mixed with the faint hint of sulfur and burnt tangerine.

Kane had achieved perfection. In his mind, he had reduced another tar baby down to nothing
more than a pile of bloodied flesh and bones. Told himself, he probably did the miscreant’s mother
a solid too.

Seconds later, the cop was kneeling beside what appeared to be Tyson’s lifeless body.
Eyeballing the selfie stick, Kane yelled, “Fuck me!” then instinctively patted the small of his back
for the unregistered firearm (the drop gun). He was easing the .38 out when the Motley Crew from
earlier resurfaced, out of nowhere, like a bad smell.

Nia, his thorn in his side, yelled, “Hell-to-the-no Dawg!” Patting her chest, and the sides of
her camouflaged pants, she blurted out aloud, “Fuck! Where my damn phone at?” Digging the device
out from deep in her top-heavy bosom, she threatened, “Go ahead, I dare you crooked-ass cop!”

“The shit you talking? See? Handcuffs,” Kane advised, dangling the restraints in midair.

“Cuffs? He dead ain't he? What the fuck you need cuffs for?”

Teed off at his archenemy espousing such pervasive factualities, Kane shot to his feet fast
and furious as if launched by a rocket; fist clenched, and knuckles whitened around his firearm.
When he did, Nia and friends, were staring down the barrel of a Glock-22 and no doubt a bullet with
their names written all over it. Sweeping the firearm from one to the next, he yell, “All of you,
fucking disperse, now!” The crew flitted like ants retreating to their mounds.

Reverencing the potential fallout of Nia's errant malice, Kane opted against the drop gun and
feigned compassion instead. Reassuming his kneeling position, he fingered Tyson's neck for a carotid

artery. He felt a pulse that was faint and threadys; little if any sign of life. And then.
15



As if confronted by a ghostly apparition, Kane unwound like a tightly coiled spring at the boy's deep
inhalation; his forcing that one last ounce of breath; the site of pale red blood bubbling between his

teeth; his final utterances, “You may have killed the body cop; but you ain't kilt my soul.”
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Later that day, Kane was matter-of-fact in his explanations to the IA Agent, Jameson Tubbs;
a frail-looking, beardless, pock-faced kid twenty years his junior, who had just rolled off the cop
assembly line just shy of a year ago.

“A cop has a split second to calculate the risks, him or me, that’s all. So it had to be him. That
was the most logical conclusion.”

Treading lightly, Tubbs asked, “Oh, it's like that?”

“Better to be judged by twelve, than carried by six,” Kane said matter-of-fact.

“Just that cut and dry, huh Sarge?”

“Yeah, it is. Besides, he ran! A black kid running from the long arm of the law spells trouble.
As you can see,” he said poking the photo of Tyson’s corpse, “the kind that's deadly.”

“Deadly, for whom? “Know what, no need to answer that. I think I got all I need.”

Though the unseasoned IA agent had begrudgingly acquiesced; hours later, Kane’s rationale
to his own kid had proven far less convincing. There was no sense of unrestrained relief that her old
man was still alive rather than some unlucky stiff, soon to be buried under 750 pounds of dirt. He
knew that with Jada, it was all about blame games and guilt trips. Her misguided devotion to what
her old man had dispassionately stereotyped as Spades and Jungle bunnies, came with the most
intense interrogations.

She was already riding his heels when he burst through the door, headed for the kitchen; the
Glock-22 in his shoulder holster; a .38 tucked into the small of his back. When he turned to face her,

there was that smug look on his face, which always invited trouble. Jada's gaze cut away; her attention
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drawn to something far more nerve-wracking than her father's all-too-familiar 'Do you know who I
am?' bravado. She swallowed hard, cringing at the splotches of dried blood that stained his badge,
smudges of it on his black and gold uniform t-shirt.

Taking a deep breath, she sighed, then poignantly asked, “Just wondering Dad. By any
chance, did you consider his mom before you shot him, six times?”

Kane stared at her incredulously, as if he'd never seen anything like her before. Hadn't crossed
his mind he had brought remnants of his most recent kill into their home; but it did occur to him that
the girl must be hammered on something illegal. Either that, or watched too much hyped-up news,
be it US Muslim Network, The World News Network (TWNN), or any other type of bullshit,
blacksplaining, anti-cop channel.

“Kid, what the hell are you talking about?” He said with that look of self-righteous
indignation.

Bullied by a quick flame that had leaped into her eyes, Kane fortified his response with, “It's
about self-preservation Jada, something you'd do well to learn.”

Amending his earlier rhetoric to IA, he repeated, “And I'd rather be judged by one than carried
by six.”

“So you really thought a kid holding a selfie stick posed that much of a threat. Enough to do
you in?”

Kane paused a beat. Reality of the situation aside, the inquiry had hit more like an
interrogation. As though, she had given him life, and not the other way around. Cold sweat trickled
down his face. Finally, he let out a deep, guttural breath. That was about all she was gonna get.

Snatching a metal basin from the cupboard, he lifted the lever on an adjacent faucet allowing
the swirling, cool stream to flow. With downcast eyes, the veteran cop examined his shaking hands

before easing them into the water as though he expected the presence of Tyson’s smeared blood to

17



still be there.

“You cannot just wash it off Dad, what’s done, is done!”

Kane quickly spun around to confront her, his movements frenzied and wild. He stepped
close enough to her face, that their noses almost touched. Baring his teeth, he snarled, “What’a
fuckedup and nasty thing to say! Not only is it asinine, but also incredibly stupid!”

Pouring himself a drink of Makers Mark, Kane took a gulp then asked, “And exactly whose
side are you on anyway?”

“The side of right and wrong Dad. Or, did they neglect to teach you that during your days at
the academy?”

“What they taught me young lady, is that risking my life is never an option, especially when
it’s a lowlife from some ghettofabulous hood.”

“Would it have been an option if he was white? What if that kid was me Dad?”

Suddenly then it hit him, the crude imageries of how Jada must have spent those final hours.
The dread of each passing second, every waking moment; that paralyzing sense of death looming
like a swinging pendulum. Above all else, her last-ditch effort to forewarn him of the reckoning that
comes with killing so promiscuously.

Seeing the marred, broken body of his lifeless sixteen year old, his mind was flooded with
the most strident, prophetic axioms: past actions dictating present consequences; echo responding to
the call; sowing the wind and reaping the whirlwind. Hearing that poignant question reverberate over
and over again, ‘What if that kid was me Dad?’ immobilized him where he sat, dripping wet with

rain and coated with his daughter’s blood.
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Chapter 2. Abandoned Warehouse

Wednesday, July fourth, 2012, 10:50 PM

The abandoned warehouse, formerly known as Shipley’s Parts and Appliance, stood off to
the left of CR 504, a two-lane road on the outskirts of New Jersey’s Glenrock Boroughs. Enclosed
within a rickety, chain-link fence which was as dry rotted and chapped as the thickets peeking out
from among a backdrop of trees, the rough-hewn reddened aluminum building fit the profile of a
relic—rusted, dank, and decaying from decades of neglect. Lone on a patch of dirt and gravel, its
reddened aluminum sidings jutted lazily towards the skyline like an embattled Goliath in solitary
confinement.

Closing in on the shadowy, run-down structure, Kane felt like a hovering spirit chauffeuring
himself to death’s door. He stopped. Killed the lights. Heaved a breath. Glimpsing upwards, he
traced the power lines which snaked across the building plugging into neighboring poles. Doubtingly,
he listened for a hum or buzz; anything to chase away the raw semblance of death; anything to
reassure that salvaging his daughter's life was yet possible.

Exiting the vehicle, slow and easy, he surveilled the surroundings, before making his way to
the other side. Sliding the flashlight beam up the side of the building, he noticed a dead baby raven,
under the roof’s peak. Laying limp and bendy, it practically dangled from its nest. There was a gash
to the right side of its head; a ring of blood pooling around its neck. The seasoned cop seem shaken
by the death of such a minuscule lifeform. He had seen, and actually caused, far worst in his time
on the force: disfigured bodies, castrated limbs, blown off heads. But never once pictured those kills
forecasting things to come, as this conquered game, did now.

Across the way, a streetlight was on, a bit diffused by the intermingling of light drizzle and
grey fog misting downward in front. It hummed a droning tune, flickered, went out, then snapped

back on.
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He made his way back to the SUV and awaited what seemed like the inevitable face off.
Seconds later, the double doors to the warehouse pushed open with a swooshing sound. Through it
emerged a giant-sized, scruffy looking dark-skin figure, in a long, black trench coat, skullcap, and
combat boots. In front of the man, a terrified Jada staggered, restrained by the weighted arm of the
ruthless force across her chest. The crass sound to his baritone voice reverberated, rolling like thunder
across the stormiest of nights.

“Muthafucka, you got my products!”

The booming voice matched the one he had heard two days earlier on the telephone.

“It’s in the vehicle!” Kane responded in a hoarse voice that could easily replicate the war-
ravaged intonation of army generals.

“Hell no dawg, I gotta see. Know what I’m sayin’?”

“First, you let her go!” Kane yelled, a bit mortified at how his futile command, though
forcefully released, sounded trite to his own ears.

“Nah fool, you know it don’t work like dat. Let me see my shit!”

In hesitant compliance, Kane turned, slow walked a few pace, jerked open the SUV’s door,
nearly tearing it off its hinges, retrieved two blocks of white powder Cocaine, and turned back toward
the abductor.

Lifting the packages above his head, he yelled, “Okay, now, release her!”

“Fool who you think yo’ bitch-ass talking to? You know good and goddamn well I’1l do dis’
bitch, sure as shit!”

In a jerking movement, Anthony pinned Jada closer, fortifying his grip; his brawny arms an
anaconda that could squeeze every bit of life out of her soul. Jada’s hair, wet and tangled below his
grasp, made Kane wonder about all the tight spots he was not there to get her out of. The bruised

knee from baseball the busted lip from soccer; the bout with pneumonia that almost ended it all for
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her at age ten. For all the good he could do here tonight, he might as well have absented himself from

this more pitiable scene.

skkok

At that point, the situation went off kilter. Witnessing the fear hovering in his little girl’s eyes
created in Kane a demented spirit. Worst more, was his sensing beyond Jada’s desolation, the
assurance that her dad would get her out of harm’s way.

Gripped with trepidation that he might fail to rescue her from yet another disparaging
moment; may again falter in awakening her from another nightmare, Kane snapped. The blocks of
cocaine fell to the ground causing a rippling splash in the water accumulating around his boots. He
bent down, simulating his retrieval of the dope, only to disguise his next move. Jerking the Glock-
22 from his side, he bolted upright, took aim at the transgressor, who now had repositioned the sawed
off shotgun to Jada’s temple.

“You let her go! Right now!” he yelled, sounding increasingly militant and less pedestrian in
his tone. Not one to fool himself, the twenty-year veteran cop recognized, resolutely, that it was the
gun doing the talking.

“Or what muthafucka? Fool, you must ‘of forgot who runn’n this shit! Now throw me dat
piece or Ah’ll off this bitch, sure as shit!”

Everything went still. At that moment there were no sounds. No movement. No onlookers.
None other than the three, Kane, Jada, and the outlaw, existing in that un-redemptive version of
hell. Even the rain had drifted into an ominous state of quietness. Then, unpredictably, the perp
pushed Jada toward the wet asphalt like she was a useless, worthless, rag doll. Miraculously, she
regained some semblance of balance. Staying upright, Jada ran toward her savior; her white light.

By that time, the sawed-off was aimed straight at her back. Its trigger cocked; its safety off; its

handler, resolute. The scene was horrifically daunting; two sides locked in an outsized battle of will,
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a campaign of life or death, the abductee, the unwilling participant, their casualty of war.

Unannounced, unexpectedly, and without preemptive warning came the element of surprise. At
that mind-blowing moment, that edge that separates the real from the unreal, a blast in the distance
with a ferocity beyond comprehension. Its deafening discharge rang through the night air.

The explosion, too powerful, too untimely; too deadly, to go unnoticed. In cadence the two
startled men fired their weapons; a red shell ejected from the sawed off; the Glock-22 recoiled,
expelling a round of its own.

“Jada!” Kane called out in distress; the melodious wind echoing his howling cry.

Jada’s eyes went wide in shock as she stumbled. Her pace slowed to a frail limp. Her cream-
colored knit shirt saturated with burnt orange blood ; the gaping hole in her chest; a blast to her back.
For a split second longer she dragged forward, toward her white light, and then collapsed, face down.

Sprinting toward her, Kane cried out to the dead assailant, “Motherfucker, you shot my
baby!”

The shriek of his voice, out of control; his obliviousness to his probable hand in his daughter’s
death, palpable. The terror in his eyes spelt revenge; the hatred in his scream, retribution; both
pledges stridently echoing in the night’s air. The surviving avenger was unconscious of his
inaudibility to the two dead corpses.

In the distance, his daughter’s captive lay sprawled on the ground; the slug having exited
Jada’s chest straight into his exploded head. Still, vengeance was not sufficiently exacted in his mind,
nor palatable in his mouth. His thirst had not been quenched; his ravenous appetite, unappeased. In
that instant Kane realized, it would be that way until all who bore his fellow assassins’ likeness, met
their violent end.

Clipping the strands from her knit shirt, Kane whispered, “Baby Girl, I beg your forgiveness.

Because I already know, keeping your last wishes is not a vow I can make, or even abide by.”
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Chapter 3. Staying Alive

Friday, July fourth, 2014, 9:00 AM

Detective Anjanae Bridges had been seeing pieces of the city from her apartment window;
the restored church of Saint Nicholas dating all the way back to the 17" century; a massive white
Cathedral, caddy corner to it, its stone a glinting mass of exuberance. She took in the dog walkers
and workout enthusiasts across the street at Bickford Park, the miniature safari just up the block with
an exotic bird exhibit featuring colorful avians. From that side of town, a distinctively sweet tincture
of Neem leaves drifts through the air.

She absorbed it all, knowing that for Black people, the ambiance comes with certain
conditions, and an invitation required to partake in the amenities, and a rigid philosophy which
covers many levels of black behavior. She shifted her focus a little further south, across a railroad
track, back to her modest neighborhood. The streets were dotted with potholes, broken 40 ounce
bottles, and used syringes. There was a distinct and unpleasant smell of stagnancy and dirty
ventilation, mixed with the faint odor of contaminated water, garbage and decay.

She inclined her head to the sound of hands shuffling through garbage, the sound of broken
glass crunching underfoot. Among the wreckage, stood downtrodden patrons, worn from hardship
and struggle, scuffling in the streets displacing their rage onto each other for lack of a more
appropriately aimed source.

She observed the beleaguered black-owned AME church a few blocks up Rutledge avenue
where hoodlums loiter, window washing and swapping prison stories and is convinced nothing is
ever quite as majestic for Black people; life happens to them while the esteemed comes up in the
world, are allowed to make and remake themselves. Something about the utter banality of the urban

experience humbled her. She swallowed it all.
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“Hey ma, don’t forget, ’'m gonna be out at the park, me, Tank, and Lloyd,” Broderick said.

Detective Anjanae Bridge’s nerves were shot! A frown of uncertainty squirmed across her
forehead. By park, her son meant the infamous Virginia and Otis Cobb Memorial Park on the
southside. Aka, where the average young black men go to die! And, it wasn’t that she didn't like his
friends, Tank and Lloyd, it's just their presentations were too cool and overtly ghettofabulous!
Whereas Tank was a legendary bad-ass with too much street cred and an unwavering swagger, Lloyd
was too flashy and blatantly animated. They were the quintessential magnets for racist cops.

“Wait. Not so fast youngster! That Tank boy has warrants, don’t he?”

Broderick sighed, quietly thinking, Here we go again, but gave no response.

“And that Neville boy, he has his own share of issues,” she said wondering to herself, Is this
boy trying to kill his mother, or what?

“Ma, kill all that noise! Ya really need to go easy on my homeboys, they mean well!”

dkkok

It had been many years since Detective Anjanae Bridges had put down the cancer sticks. She
needed them now. Gravely, the thought of the resurrected vice was bittersweet, and her relapse
worthwhile. She eyed the pack of Newport-menthol-100s with pure longing, salivating at the sweet
nicotine aroma, conceiving the long, purposeful drags, the exhilaration in how the thick streams of
smoke would full her lungs, savoring the Menthol residuals that would linger in her tastebuds, how
the receptors in her brain would mobilize, the release of endorphins, the flow of “feel good”
chemicals that would precipitate that enviable “runner's high.” She could lose herself!

What’s more—the bonus—the quieting of disjointed thoughts rifling through her mind. One
puff, could be that needed anesthetic for what was about to become—that nausea-inducing
discussion she had put off having with her son.

Sitting at the breakfast table, hands wringing, knees knocking, lips quivering, Bridges flipped
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through old photographs of her baby boy at different stages of his life. On the sly, she flashed quick,
furtive glances in Broderick’s direction, unknowing he had already peeped her once impenetrable
resolve crumbling to pieces, and was no less dumbfounded about his whacked-out mother resorting
to smokes.

She acquiesced. She would rather have proffered a kidney than drink of the bitter cup. But,
time mattered as much as black lives, did not matter. She had never entirely let go of the notion that
a young black man was killed by cops every 17 hours. Staring up at the clock, ticking off the
seconds, she swore her son had exactly 15 hours, 20 minutes, 30 seconds before his turn came up
again in the rotation. Each second wasted trying to forego giving it to him undistorted, was equated
to cutting years from his life. She told herself she had to act fast if her son had any chances of
avoiding “Operation Ghetto Storm,” aka, another of the death squad’s search and destroy mission,
another episode of badged abusers potentially binging on her son’s life!

In that instant of clarity, Bridges drifted off, her brown eyes flickering as a spur of some
undetectable phenomenon flashed across those cocoa-brown irises. Outside her 2™ story window,
four of Patterson, New Jersey’s “finest” had three young, black men in their crosshairs; one with a
cop’s arm locked around his neck, the other two sprawled face down on the pavement, guns pointed
to their heads.

“Goddamn bastards! Fuckin' worthless pieces of shit!” she seethed angrily. Then, “T'll be
damned if you ever try that shit on my kid,” she growled venomously.

Broderick asked, “Whatchoo over there cussing about?”

“Nuthin’,” she snapped grasping it all in the aftermath, regretting she’d just transposed her
ire onto her son.

Returning her focus to the street below, where the uniformed lynch monger’s faces were

flared and fuming, she could just about imagine their tacit and graphic vitriol, their rush to judgment,
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already having pegged the young men as criminals, a group of uneducable, dull-witted, indolent,
unaspiring thugs on a reign of terror.

A rare sense of urgency swooped in and emboldened the detective. She would have to pick
up the pieces of a broken spirit, remind her son of things that should have been obvious. To let no
one use their “white privilege” to define him, least of all, those select few blood-thirsty derelicts on
Patterson’s militarized police force, indoctrinated by their racist assumptions.

Intermittently, she would have to give her own self a pep talk into believing she had not
severely fucked-up her son’s parenting beyond recognition. Right about now, the only thing she was
sure of was that her conflicting roles of a well-regarded undercover narcotics officer, and her
occasional parental shortsightedness, did not make her a bad mother.

In fact, she prided herself in being well-versed about the particulars. She was not naive to
the fact that her son did not have a white-sounding name like Connor or Garrett. What’s more, it was
not lost on her that his lankiness made him a worthy contestant for their rash equating of the average
young black man with big cats and apes, or humanoids with formidable strength and magical powers.
She was aware that, to them, such crazed notions meant young black men could feel no pain, and
thus it took more fire power to bring them down.

And too, there was no discounting the fact that she had intimidated the most “thirsty”
gangster aspirant into running in the opposite direction, away from the vice grips of the most
notorious gangs. Terrorized the most notorious drug lord into giving up the drug trade, turning their
life over to God. But admittedly now, when it came to the more pressing matter of gaining her on
child’s buy-in, she was a lost cause for how best to drive home the sense of urgency by way of, “the
talk.”

Anjanae ambivalently flipped the new port back and forth through her fingers, thumped the

filter end on the table, scooped it back up, aimed it at her lips, then snatched it away. Not wishing
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to nosedive right into the matter, she finally began the discourse with, “I remember giving birth to
you like it was yesterday, even if, it was almost nineteen years ago.”

Big, fat, salty tears, and that taste of unfathomable exhilaration, were already welling in the
corners of the detective’s wide-set eyes, though she managed to contain them.

“And when they handed you to me, I saw the most beautiful sight in those puffy jaws and
tiny fingers; those warm, baby-brown eyes, and that beautiful birthmark under your right eye, which
set it all off. I knew then and there, my baby boy was a Godsend!”

From the opposite end of the table, Broderick looked on, absorbed in his mother’s trip down
memory lane. Her recounting was so vivid, he seem to instantly reconnect with his infancy, almost
to the point of traveling with her back in time. He could hear the sound of his first welching cry; feel
the baby-smooth sensation of his bare skin up against hers; conjure up the unrestrained exhilaration
bursting through his mother like painted finches, striped across clear blue skies.

At the risk of sounding too cheesy, Anjanae picked up a napkin, dabbed her wet eyes, and
inserted a sharp-witted punchline through intermittent sniffles. “And oh, dare I forget, that cute, little
cone head of yours.”

The wisecrack came with a satisfied smirk as she slid the photograph of him, fresh out of the
womb, across the table.

“Oh, I see how it is,” Broderick retorted. “We’re going to go there again huh, Ms. Christy
Love?”

That’s who his mom mostly reminded him of, the sassy, afro-flaunting, no-nonsense police
detective from the 70’s crime show, Get Christy Love. The epitome of Ms. Love, his mother was the
semblance of beauty, brains, a badge—and way too much tude!

“We ain’t even gonna talk about that prominent forehead of yours.”

Detective Bridges snickered then patted her bulging forehead, almost as if she was doing so
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in affirmation. It was her only imperfection. Truth is, nearly everyone considered the petite, five foot
four, cocoa-brown lily with an hourglass figure and a sensual mole just above her upper lip, to be a
gracefully divine and beautiful woman.

Anjanae Bridges’ eyes briefly held that twinkle of reminiscent pleasantry despite her son’s
quick-witted comeback. But what had not registered to Broderick before, was destined to come full
circle now. The fresh trembling to her voice preceding that one pertinent addendum to her
recollections.

“Knowing what I knew, I worried damn near every second of those nine months about
bringing a black child into this world.” With this last, Anjanae’s features became rigid and strained,
her gaze distant and resigned.

Hearing what he’d characterized as a hint of quiet regret, Broderick’s own eyes narrowed to
slits, his gaze hardened into granite, his mouth turned down into a paralyzing frown. The weight of
Anjanae’s nostalgic bemoaning, heavy and mournful, like a leaden fog, seemed to press down on
him with a crushing force. The utterances like a dread-filled prophecy, gaining weight and gravity,
the longer it hovered mid-air.

In response to the apparent second-guessing, Broderick asked, “Okay, so what’s that
supposed to mean mother?”

Then instantly, in that light-bulb moment, he began connecting the dots before she could even
respond. At least, to the extent that he gleaned her lamenting was not out of regret, and her angst was
suitably placed. Still, his intuitive mother reassured, hipping him to memories of another defining
moment, his sparsely developed mind was too young to preserve.

“When you were two, you came down with Kawasaki Disease, which is supposed to be a rare
condition but somehow it found its way into your little body. Spiking temperatures of 103 degrees,

swollen glands, your tiny body, weak and drained.”
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At the mere recollection, Anjanae felt her heart give a twist in her chest and a sense of utter
dread rolling thunderously through her stomach as she recalled Dr. Silas Kamal’s urgent ultimatum.

“When Dr. Kamal said, he had to admit you into the hospital because your little heart might
have been effected, I lost it! He urged that if they didn’t act fast, you could lose your life.”

Broderick listened in closely, reconciling the incredulousness of his probable death and its
lack of impact on his infantile mind back then, compared to his mother’s latest revelation.

“I thought I had done something wrong. Man I prayed like never before. I promised God, if
he healed you, I would go to the end of the earth to protect you. Live better. Do right.”

In that proudest, /’m invincible voice, Broderick reassured, ‘“Nothing was ever gonna happen
to me, ma.”

She gave him that bolstering smile stroking his little ego before saying, “I know, you got this.
Point is though, you don’t ever have to be troubled about not being wanted. I'd give birth to you all
over again, in a heartbeat. And, I’d give my life, ten times over, if it meant saving yours.”

Truth be told, knowing what she knew now, she would have rather him lose his life to
Kawasaki Disease. Better still, she would rather kill him herself—mercifully—like Sethe slaughtered
her own baby, in that movie adaptation of Toni Morrison's masterpiece, Beloved. It would become
her lesser of two evils in opposition of having him murdered by renegade, hatemongering cops who
despised him simply because of his blackness. And though unpretty, Detective Anjanae Bridges
knew, that is how deep her love ran.

Surveilling her expressions, Broderick realized in that moment of clarity what never should
have been a doubt. The depths of their bond like a buttress of pillars buoying him, providing that
piece of mind he was always the child she longed-for, reassuring him he had always been an
inseparable extension of her, as vital and irreplaceable as the air they breathed.

It was also no longer a question where the sudden need for clearing the air was coming from.
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Earlier that morning, he had told the detective he was meeting up with Neville Lloyd and Kevon
“Tank” Willis in Cobbs Park. It was Lloyd’s idea that the three at least #y to commemorate
Independence Day. Even if they were faking their patriotism.

It hit him now, how the detective’s face had grown sullen, taking on a consternation that
only a mother could know. Her reservations were about the life expectancy of her only son, who
might get killed for doing anything while being black. Badly enough, Virginia and Otis Cobb
Memorial Park was deemed a drug-infested, death trap. It also doubled as the one place in the hood
where bad cops were likely to prey on young, black men.

Not known for subordinating her apprehensions, or for pigeon-holing her despairs, Anjanae
abruptly switched gears. Rebounding quickly with that keen sense of purpose, she went full throttle
into that no holds barred lecture, which came with a litany of demands.

“Let me see what you are wearing out this house today. You already know my pet peeves
Broderick; no hoodies, sagging, piercings, or tattoos; not so much as a pocketknife, toenail clipper,
or a fingernail file.”

“Really Ma? A hip-hop knees up?”

“I think it’s called a shakedown. And yes, if that’s how you want to look at it.”

He got up, walked to her end of the table, and stood, arms spread, feet wide, for the imaginary,
stop and frisk.

“You don’t have to be so damn dramatic!” she hissed before literally giving him the once-
over.

Aside from dreads that flowed down his dark-brown face like bangs, her son personified every
bit of the decent, nice-looking, young man he had become. His baby face, smooth and lean, was
accentuated with light brown eyes; his body fit and trim like a long-distance runner; and, that million-

dollar smile, which managed to cap it all off. Settled that there were no red flags in her son's sensibly
30



chosen apparel, or possessions, Anjanae’s mind became leisurely distracted. She took distinct
pleasure in the fact that her son had garnered most of her features, and hardly any of his dead-beat
daddy’s repulsive traits.

Back in the day, Anjanae had a thing with Lyle Evans she was desperate to keep on the DL.
She would've died if her homegirls - or anybody else - ever got wind of it. Now, she couldn't for the
life of her understand why she threw in with that scrappy East Jersey loser. Maybe it was just pity or
maybe Evans' annoying persistence wore her down. Wasn’t much to look at either; a lanky frame
topped off with, a fugly, diamond-shaped face, and cracked, crooked teeth.

At 5'11, Evans wasn't tall, just an inch taller than his son. Funny how something as mundane
as an unusually lopsided, poorly figured slouch could produce such a delightful child. But in the
end, it was just another one of those quick and dirty affairs that sucked her dry and left her knocked
up by a roughneck wannabe who was three years her junior. Anyways, that thing with Evans ended
exactly how you'd expect: fast and messy. Broderick was the silver lining in an otherwise dark cloud,

the only good thing to come out of that whole mess.

dkokok

After she had finished giving him the once over, Broderick asked, sardonically, “Anything
else Detective Christy Love?”

Seconds later, he was sorry he asked the question. He could damn near see the wheels turning
in her cranium.

“As a matter of fact, there is, Shugah!”

Dismissing her haphazard Christy Love impersonation, he said, “What now?”

Impatience growing on his face like a flagrant force, he asked, ‘You about to read me my
rights?”

“No smart-ass! I’m just trying to maximize your chances of making it out of a bad situation.
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Alive!”

Detective Anjanae Bridges' voice reverberated with a chilling ferocity, eclipse only by the
steely edge that framed each word. Harmoniously, her cocoa-brown eyes transitioned from molten
heat to an icy chill. Though implicit, the stern message had been delivered. She would enter the fiery
gates of hell if it meant saving his life. Standing there, rigidly still, Broderick felt an undercurrent of
her conviction, knew that she was done playing games.

“Now, heaven forbid cops roll up on you, but if so, hands up, immediately. Don’t put them in
your pockets to reach for nothing, without them telling you to. “Pointing her delicately small and
unpolished index finger for emphasis, she added, “And for God’s sakes Broderick, don't make a lot
of unnecessary movements, either. They get antsy about that shit too.”

Not discounting his protector’s good intentions, Broderick sighed, his face, scowling; angry
thoughts rolling around his head. Under his breath, he brayed, “And they say Niggahs s’pose to be
free.”

“And don’t give them backtalk. You know, like you’re doing now.”

“All I wanna know is, this what White people’s kids have to do to stay alive? Kiss-up to
prejudice-ass cops?”

She gave him that icy glare, inconspicuously rebuking his cussing before saying, “Probably
not, but I am not their mother, am I? And you are not white.”

“Thank goodness for small favors!”

“Boy listen to me!” By now she was practically bowed over the table; furrowed forehead,
squinted eyes; one hand placed on her hips; the other pointing her fork at him like a primitive spear.

“Just when you began smelling your manhood, is when shit hits the fan. When you’re in their
crosshairs, it is not the time for you to go fighting your personal battles.”

Inwardly, Detective Bridges hated giving ‘the talk’, just as much as her son loathed hearing it.
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From her mouth to his ear, the strident forewarnings pierced his lobe like sharp needles. It was
as if a chainsaw had been taken to his senses, slicing them apart with each erratic lunge. A cacophony
of strident sounds: metal grating on metal, the meld of squeaking breaks, the wails of a banshee
intermingled with screams of the dying, all pummeling him mercilessly until his mind was awash
with unbearable noise.

For Broderick, the notion that kids his age and color had but two choices—cater to cops'
outlandish, self-indulgent, superstitious, racial phobias, or die, came across like an atomic bomb at
200 decibels.

“Don’t see nobody talking to Five-O about how to deal with us. How to make us feel safe.”

“Yeah well, they’re the ones with the guns aren't they? With the authorization to use it; and
can do so with the least bit of justification.”

“Right. Justification,” he said looking down at his brown-skinned body for emphasis.

Getting the hint, Anjanae backed off, then acquiesced.

“Look son, I know it's a disgrace to have to live like this, but like it or not, this is the hand that
was dealt to us people of brown color and ebony hue.”

At that moment, their attentions were drawn to the fifty-five inch, high-definition TV mounted
on the adjacent wall. The World News Network had started a series on the need for police reform;
the first of which was focused on systemic racism.

“Turn that up,” Anjanae ordered.

Broderick sprang from the table, ambled over to the big screen TV, cranked up the volume
until the news report filled the room.

The voice of an innocent, light-skinned boy, about eleven, timidly called out to his mother,
“Mom, why would a cop automatically assume I did something wrong?”

Caught off guard, the shapely, full-figured woman’s brow knitted together. Mouth still
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opened wide, she thrust her fingers through rows of thick, black, cropped hair that framed her round
face. Flashing those long, dark lashes edging her chestnut-brown colored eyes, she appraised her son
a few seconds more. At last, she sensed the gravity of his inquiry, wanted to school her son, but at
the same time wanted to also seized the opportunity to encourage him to think for himself. Rather
than responding with the answers he sought, she responded with a question of her own, “Why do you
think?”

Tension filled the room like smoke. Painful truths lingered in the air. Then came the
heartbreaking response. The boy finally uttered, “Maybe it’s because I'm black?”

The woman's tears burned trails on her cheeks. Joy and grief, wrestled inside her heart. Pride
and sadness intermixed, she looked at her son - understanding too well the harsh reality he and she
were facing.

Broderick gave Anjanae that vindicated, “I told you so” look. Mortified by the child’s
innocence, his keen awareness, and her son's well-taken points, Detective Bridges said,” Fair enough.
But I am not naive to the fact that there are a few corrupt cops out there.”

“A few,” Broderick rebuffed. “You must not have seen the latest death toll mother. Seems it
took more than a few cops to bring that about.”

“Maybe I’m just not ready to throw shade on all cops, because of what that might mean.”

“And what might it mean?”

“If there truly are no good cops, then the line between law and lawlessness is practically
indistinct. And you know blacks get the worst of everything.”

“Hard to imagine much worse than black kids shot while playing with toy guns and young
men beaten to within an inch of their lives.”

“Well maybe 1 just wanted my kid to have some shred of hope that there were actually good

men and women in uniform who saw every kid as their own son or daughter. Whether or not I
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believed that for myself.”

“Good cops don’t shoot innocent, unarmed people or try to make them hate themselves for
being who they are mother.”

As an afterthought he said, “But hey, at least I know one good cop.”

“Yeah, and who might that be?”

Broderick flashed her that genuinely sweet, million-dollar smile then answered, “I’m looking

at her, aren’t I? Even if she only represents, the two percent. And even if she is so easily duped.”
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TWNN had ventured into part two of its police reform segment, this time focusing on the life
and death of innocent, unarmed black men, shot and killed by corrupt and mentally deranged cops.
Ahmad Amil, the light-skinned, seasoned journalist was in his newsroom at the other end of the city;
former District attorney Keenan Bosco, Esq., was in his study at home. The interview was being held
across video conference.

The commentary began with the shooting death of Kareem Marquis Tyson, in 2010, by a
corrupt cop whom TWNN initially refused to name. According to the journalist, TWNN wanted its
primary focus to be on the murder of innocent, unarmed young men of color, not the corrupt cops
who slayed them.

Bosco was the district attorney at the time. Amil had asked, “Mr. Bosco, you found that the
evidence in the shooting death of Tyson did not support an indictment, correct?”

The bearded, pudgy DA answered Amill curtly, “Actually, the grand jury decided that there
was not sufficient enough evidence for an indictment.”

“Why was that exactly?”

“The policeman lawfully pursued the suspect out of probable cause.”

“What was the probable cause?”
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“He fit the description of a person of interest in a drug trafficking charge and information was
also obtained about his involvement in an assault with a deadly weapon incident.”

“Were there any warnings given?”’

“Yes. The officer involved chased him for a couple of miles and ordered him to stop, and
warned him he would shoot if he didn’t.”

“Is it lawful to shoot at an unarmed suspect simply because he runs?”’

“In this state it is. Plus, when he turned around, stopped, tilted whatever he was carrying
sideways, you know, like how gangsters hold their firearms.”

Stopping mid-argument, Bosco tried to illustrate the 'side grip' technique gangsters use when
holding their weapons, but it was a fruitless effort. His attempt at imitating their movements lacked
any semblance of gang conformity and his well-manicured hands were nowhere near the shape of a
gun, or turned in its customary ninety-degree angle.

Seeing the utter look of incomprehension on Amil’s face, his inability to contain a faint
chuckle, the former prosecutor finally recognized how un-gangster-like he must have appeared and
gave up the flunking portrayal with an embarrassed sigh.

“Let's just say, as far as the officer knew, he was armed.”

“Yes, but wasn’t it later determined that he was carrying a selfie-stick, not a weapon. And
witnesses actually heard Tyson say, he was not carrying a gun?”’

At the sound of what he conceived to be an out-and-out accusatory style of probing, the creases
in Bosco's puffy cheeks intensified, and his skin became flushed like a slab of raw meat, too long in
the sun.

“Well I'll tell you what, Mr. Ahmad Travelle Amill,” he sneered, emphasizing each syllable
with contempt, “the cop thought it was a weapon!”

Testily, Bosco's eyes darted back and forth between the reporter, and a faded photograph of
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his late father, Keenan Bosco Senior, and Horace Bludgerton, a notorious prosecutor known for his
extreme anti-black rhetoric and his power to manipulate cases that turned harsh sentences.

“And it was in his right to shoot if he believed his life was in jeopardy. And just so you know,
Mr. Ahmad Travelle Amill, Patterson Police Department policy supports such decisions.”

Whether by accident or fluke, at the conclusion of the interview, a picture of Officer Max
Judah Kane in one frame and sixteen year old Kareem Marquis Tyson in another, flashed across the
screen. The caption under Tyson's photo read:

YOUNG, BLACK, INNOCENT, UNARMED, AND, MARKED FOR SLAUGHTER.
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Chapter 4. An Informant Turns-Up

Detective Anjanae Bridges swore she needed an arch-nemesis to offset her squeaky-clean
cop persona. Someone who could reaffirm she was not robotic, or bulletproof, or too white-bread on
the inside. Ideally, a man’s man, who could clear away the inhibitions of a torn sister always striving
to be “blue” while endeavoring to be “black”.

Hell, there were days, when she couldn’t even bridge that gap with her own flesh and blood.
The earlier heart-to-heart with Broderick about street survival and cops’ fear of the scary black man,
had left her on one helluva guilt trip, disgusted with the latest bullshit she had just tried to sell.

She yelled in that sharp, indignant voice, “What the fuck was I thinking! Poor child probably
think I’'m a damn fool!”

Every inhaled breath she took to calm her frayed nerves, echoed with Irvin Senior's
admonitions. “I swear sometimes you can be too damn gullible. You best be leery of those corrupt,
black-hating sumbitches with badges, especially, those who believe they're above the law.”

If there was one constant, it was her daddy’s truths that occasionally cut her to the quick. A
stark reminder of her own shortcomings, his brutal honesty served to stoke her anger forthwith. She
swore if her father was still alive, he would disapprove of her perceived passivity, and rightly so.
Conjointly, she couldn'