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CHAPTER ONE

THE LAST BLOW OF THE nightstick to Bobby Q’s spine was the one that 
caused the paralysis. He was incapacitated. Excruciating was too 
light of a word to describe the pain, exploding through his limbs, or 

the sparks of light shooting through his brain.
He saw a black boot descending through the air, with speed and 

vengeance, before it connected with his head. At the same time he 
heard Brandi’s horrific scream, hurling deadly accusations at his 
enemies. Her voice was filled with animosity, and pain.

The words she hurled were verbal bullets seeking a target, 
designed to hurt if she found one. It was all she could manage from 
the restrained position the police had her in as her hatred spewed 
out all over the place, leaking out of her mouth at the L.A.P.D.’s 
treatment of Q.

Mercifully at that point Bobby Q blacked out. His mind was 
singed with the soot of dark black waves of pain. His body was unable 
to withstand another blow. He had experienced about as much pain 
as the body could withstand, and still be alive.

There’s a reason the Lord created unconsciousness.
Q’s body drifted to a place that distanced him from the pain, 

and abject suffering. His mind skipped like the surfing of television 
channels to where they had all been, prior to the predicament he 
found himself in at that time.
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His mind rewound to a time before his body was powerless to 
generate movement of any kind.

It seemed like only seconds before that they had been jamming, 
listening; to the X-Masters flaunt their bodies, as well as their suggestive 
lyrics across the stage, hyping the crowd, gyrating aerobically to the 
beat.

Brandi Hutchinson had been the bomb. At eighteen years of age, 
she was smart, hip, and black as well as fab beautiful. She was dressed 
from head to toe in the hottest street gear.

Her long shining black hair was swinging from the hip cap that 
she wore with the name of the Hip-Hop bad boys, who were without 
a doubt the hottest items gracing the stage, the X-Masters emblazoned 
across the front of her cap.

Her hands were in the air, while her body became one synchronized 
movement, with that phat beat the X-Masters, had developed, and 
then mastered giving them claim to their name.

There were no contenders as they stacked the record industry 
with platinum, and rose and shined.

They were considered musical masters, lyrical geniuses, and they 
were at the height of what music production was all about.

Remember the name. The X- Masters.
At that moment in time they were the crowned high Princes of 

Hip-Hop with their sleek, sinewy rhymes and moves.
They were also holding down the charts as though their very 

names were permanently engraved there.
Right on Brandi’s hip was her girl Tangie Parker. Tangie was short 

for Tangeline. Tangie still held a grudge against her dead mother for 
giving her that stupid name. What had she been thinking?

Who in the hell ever heard of somebody called Tangeline? And, 
somebody black at that? Her mom must have been bugging when she 
was born to give her a name like Tangeline.

Not one person ever called Tangie by that name, unless they 
wanted to be treated to one helluva nasty attitude. And, that wasn’t 
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part of her normal make-up but that name could get her blood 
boiling. It was Tangie or nothing.

She was in the frame of mind to issue beat downs to all would be 
violators, too.

Tangie was a close replica of Brandi in dress code. Only she had 
smooth dark skin, in comparison to Brandi’s Carmel color. She was 
also a great deal shorter than Brandi standing at barely five feet tall.

Brandi stood five feet eight inches tall in her stocking feet.
Tangie was eighteen too the same age as Brandi, but her attitude 

was eighteen going on forty. At times there was oldness about her, 
that belied her age.

Fishbone, the man himself had decided to put in an appearance 
at the X-Masters Rap concert. His reputation preceded him wherever 
he went. Niggas were known to cross the street just so they wouldn’t 
be walking on the same side of the street as him.

He had once beat a dude so bad with his bare hands that the dude 
was listed in intensive care, in critical condition. And, it was touch 
and go for a while as to whether or not he would live.

It had gotten so hot for Fish that for a minute he’d had to hide 
out until this guy pulled through. He had been in hiding because in 
the event that the dude didn’t pull through he wasn’t going down for 
no murder rap. That was too much time.

As fearsome as his reputation was he had managed to obtain that 
more through psychological manipulation than through actually 
murdering cats, and that was truly one of the best kept secrets in Los 
Angeles.

Fishbone at twenty-eight years old was the leader of the gang, 
called the L.A. Troops, and they were bringing the noise at the 
concert, and letting it be known that they were in the house.

His public appearance at the Rap concert was a bit out of character 
for Fishbone. He generally kept an extremely low profile, although he 
was the most feared gang leader in Los Angeles. He was the overseer 
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of the L.A. Troops and as such he marshaled a small army under his 
leadership.

He worked quite hard to keep their profile, just under the radar. 
He was still alive because he had grown wiser as he’d gotten older. 
And, he had learned that illusions and appearances went a long way, 
that, and paying off the right people. It was as simple as that.

But, his boys needed to get out sometimes. They were mostly 
young thugs. There were a few at the top of the helm with him like 
Maestro who had been down with him since they were snotty nose 
kids.

Sometimes Fishbone had to let the young thugs release some of 
that energy in a more positive manner. Plus, he had wanted to keep 
an eye out on Tangie and Brandi that night.

However, as word had spread on the street that the L.A. Troops 
would be putting in an appearance at the concert some of the other 
gang factions in the city, had decided to be scarce as well as become 
ghost at this particular outdoor concert.

Brandi yelled over the noise to Tangie, “Girl, I told you this was 
going to be a slamming concert! It is da bomb!”

“You ain’t never lied girl.”
Fishbone interrupted their conversation. “What you know about 

slamming little buck?” He reached over and pulled Brandi’s cap over 
her eyes so she couldn’t see.

She slapped his hand away affectionately, pulling her cap back 
into place with the stroke of a young woman who knew exactly what 
she wanted.

Brandi exuded a powerful presence for one who was so young.
Tangie stretched her arms out between the two of them as though 

warding off war. “Hold up. Chill with that noise will y’all?”
She knew those two could go on all night. They were similar in 

personality, and chemistry and they loved to rile each other up at 
times.
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Brandi always refused to come up short just because Fishbone 
was older than her. She was not feeling that. Age wasn’t nothing but 
a number. Her mama had taught her that.

Fishbone looked over at Tangie, shaking his head in the negative. 
“I’ll be calling the shots here shorty. Don’t forget I’m your big brother. 
Now shut-up before I have to spank you in front of all these people, 
and send you home. And, I know you ain’t feeling that,” Fishbone 
joked with his baby sister.

Tangie gave him her sassiest look. She poked him in the chest. 
“I ain’t no baby and you ain’t gonna be doing no spanking, nor any 
sending home. You ain’t got no kids up in here. I don’t think so. Do 
you feel that?” She poked him harder this time.

Brandi howled with laughter unable to resist kicking it off with 
Fishbone.

“See,” she said instigating. “He shouldn’t have gone there, but girl 
yes he did. It wouldn’t be me.”

She turned to Bobby Q who was seventeen-years-old, and whom 
had been her very best friend since they were running around the 
schoolyard in elementary school.

They had also lived next door to each other for as long as could 
be remembered.

Bobby Q was tall, lean, wiry, and good-looking.
Q had the girls chasing, because he had curly hair, light skin, and 

green eyes fringed with alluringly thick lashes.
He also possessed a penchant for being extremely childish at 

times.
His mentality ranged at about thirteen, and at times it showed. 

It still didn’t put him at a disadvantage with the girls though because 
what he lacked in mental maturity, he more than made up for in 
looks.

Heck Q he had young women older than Brandi and Tangie 
trying to hit on him.
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Yet, he was loyal to a fault at least when it came to Brandi. And, 
Brandi loved him as if he were her blood brother. She couldn’t have 
loved him more if he was, and vice versa. That was just the way it was 
with the two of them.

Brandi pointed to Fishbone. “Fishbone ain’t right. You know that, 
Q. He done dissed my girl. And, not in private either. You heard it. 
Right?”

Bobby Q laughed. “Yeah. And you know that. Even over all this 
noise I heard that dismissal. Tangie you better get straight chasing for 
home girl before you turn into a ghetto pumpkin. Cinderella ain’t got 
nothing on you!”

They all joked at her expense. Tangie joined in their laughter 
good-naturedly. She poked her brother in the ribs with her elbow for 
bringing the noise, and starting the mess in the first place.

Suddenly the lead rapper for the X-Masters ran to the front of the 
stage. He immediately drew their attention with his lyrical mastery. 
He was a very fascinating Rapper who knew how to entrance a crowed.

In fact he was one of the few coveted Rapper’s with a voice that 
the microphone loved in the studio as well as on stage live. Lots of 
Rapper’s had one or the other, either a presence on stage or a presence 
on the microphone.

Lyrical as he was known in the industry had both. You couldn’t 
pay for that. You couldn’t learn it, funk it nor fake it. You either had 
it or you didn’t. In his case he did have it, a double dose of it, and he 
was lighting up wax around the country.

In the studio his voice as well as his lyrical flow, hence his current 
moniker, was as smooth as silky cream. He was magically able to carry 
that cream mixed with a hard-edged grit live on stage transmitting it 
to very excited audiences.

When it was his turn up to the mic the crowd went wild at the 
sound of his voice. He pumped them up, sweating and prancing 
across the stage.
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He was a Music Producer and Engineer’s dream. And, he knew it. 
That sensual, gritty quality to his voice made record labels executives 
see dollar signs, and that was no easy feat in itself.

He lashed out lyrically:
Blood spilled/another killed/trigger happy/yeah/they didn’t chill/

like a hunter/stalking the scent of his prey/once he has the scent/hey 
it’s payday.

Another metal coffin/it happens too often/ or a plain pine box/
another series/of locks and blocks/ jump on the beat/yeah it’s the 
heat/ bullets with no names/ danger without shame/friction.

The crowd was straight up jamming. They were caught up in the 
beats of the music that flowed like butter. Low riding cars raced their 
motors in excitement, bouncing the cars up and down, in the park 
although there were signs strictly forbidding low riding.

Security was on high alert, as well as on their highest guard as the 
crowd got even more hyped. A lot of them hated rap concerts because 
of all the hyped up behavior they produced in their audiences. Not to 
mention straight up belligerence.

The concerts were like a religion to a lot of the kids who attended 
them. A lot of the rap groups had a cult like following.

Police helicopters appeared over the park circling low caught up 
in the vibe of the crowd.

Lyrical was pumped by the size and excitement of the crowd. 
He could both hear, as well as see himself in the audio and visual 
monitors. He was psyched. After all he was in L.A.

He shouted his lyrics with a depth of feeling that was hypnotic in 
its effect on the crowd. His delivery was transmitted with the speed 
of a silver bullet:

Quest for power/thirst by the hour/ hunger for control/trying to 
get you told/ as I rap/another tragedy unfolds/quicker than I/can pull 
the trigger on my Uzi/a drive-by/another shooting/ a few days later/
dirt and flowers/ didn’t I tell you/its thirst by the hour.
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The crowd veered out of control jumping in the air. They were 
straight up pumped.

After the concert Bobby Q drove Brandi’s car down Crenshaw 
Blvd in an elevated state of excitement still feeling the adrenalin from 
the concert.

He raised the car up and down as everyone had been doing in the 
park.

Brandi changed a stack of CD’s. They were pumped from all the 
action. The X-Masters boomed out of the stereo speakers continuing 
their performance electronically in Brandi’s car just as if they were 
back at the concert.

The base from the music was booming so loud, and hard the 
speaker’s were pumping like the beat of one’s heart.

“These niggas ain’t taking no shorts on the stage. Holla if you 
hear me!” Brandi said.

Tangie high-fived her from the back seat of the car.
Bobby Q reached under the seat.
He pulled out a bottle of beer. He swigged from the bottle. “You 

better be straight up glad that I put some hydraulics on this heap for 
you Brandi. You ain’t had no power before that. I don’t know how you 
drove this thing.”

Brandi forgot that Bobby Q was driving. She pushed him. Tangie 
sat forward laughing from the back seat. She pushed Q’s head from 
the back causing beer to spill all over him.

At that precise moment they heard the sirens. In the same instant 
they saw the police cruiser flashing the lights for them to pull over.

Bobby Q decided in the flash of a second to try to out run them. 
He pushed his foot to the gas pedal hitting the floor. The car jerked 
forward. It shot a car’s length out in front of the police.

Total chaos broke out in the car.
Brandi, and Tangie yelled at the top of their lungs in unison. 

What the hell was wrong with Q? Why the hell was he running from 
the police?
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They asked him this question as though they were twins in a 
psychic link. Q was so caught up in the chase he didn’t answer.

His adrenaline pumped through his veins. A false sense of power 
soared through his body. He mashed the gas pedal to the floor once 
again.

He literally pushed the car to its maximum effect generating 
theatrics that might have made NASCAR smile, but only pissed off 
the police.

When he had gone a few blocks, making everybody mad as hell 
because of the chase a different set of cruisers flew out of the alleyway. 
They criss-crossed from out of another boulevard.

They pulled in front of the car Bobby Q was driving causing it 
to crash into the side of one of the police cruisers. Come hell or high 
water they meant for him to stop.

That maneuver brought the car Q was driving to a screeching 
halt.

The police jumped out of their various cruisers.
The backup team, S.W.A.T and the snipers, positioned their 

weapons, drawing down on the car. There was a sea of cops covering 
the area.

The police bore down on the car with their guns drawn, and 
nightsticks positioned. They yanked open the driver’s door. They 
pulled Bobby Q, from the vehicle without hesitation while ordering 
Brandi, and Tangie to get out of the car.

Brandi and Tangie screamed, fought, struggled, and yelled for 
them to leave Bobby Q alone, especially Brandi, but some of the 
other officers physically subdued them. Their screams were in vain.

The heat of the situation was out of control. And, it was on its 
way to a high-level of escalating to a point of out of order.

“Yo. Get the hell off of me you pig!” Q yelled out. Then he kneed 
one of the officers in the groin, with all of his might causing him to 
double over in pain. That single stroke kicked off major chaos. That 
was all she wrote.
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The cops fought him. He was vastly outnumbered. Brandi, and 
Tangie screamed. They both struggled valiantly to be free so they 
could help their friend. It was to no avail.

It was like someone had lit a match, and started a forest fire.
The streets filled up with angry mobs of people. The crowd got 

out of hand. They were mad as hell.
They started to throw rocks, bottles and whatever they could get 

their hands on.
The helicopters swung low as the police struggled to get the 

crowd in control.
By this time Bobby Q was lying on the ground unmoving. 

Because of the size of the crowd that had gathered on the street, along 
with the madness and chaos that was swirling around no one knew 
who did exactly what.

Even those with the wherewithal to pull out their cell phone 
camcorders, and record, due to the crowded conditions and chaos, 
couldn’t totally capture the truth.

An ambulance skidded to a stop after struggling to get through 
the crowd. They pulled up next to Bobby Q. In an effort to help 
bring control they quickly did their job to medically assist Bobby Q.

This was no easy feat considering the circumstances.
Then they loaded him into the ambulance on a gurney in hopes 

of diffusing the situation by removing him from the scene.
By the time Brandi and Tangie arrived at the hospital Bobby Q 

was being treated in intensive care.
Tangie huddled in the corner with her legs pulled up to her chin. 

Brandi paced the waiting room area with a dangerous glint in her 
eyes.

The look in her friend’s eyes frightened Tangie. And, Tangie had 
seen a lot in her time she didn’t scare all that easily. After all her 
brother was the leader of one of the most notorious male gangs in 
Los Angeles.
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However, Brandi’s look bordered on the edge of insanity as though 
she were teetering on the very edge of her own locked in reality.

Tangie had never in her life seen Brandi look like that. In fact she 
wasn’t sure if she had ever in her life seen that anyone look like that.

Brandi’s face was actually twisted in rage. Her eyes had a cold, 
calculated eeriness about them that most definitely hadn’t been there 
before.

And, perhaps the worst thing about Tangie’s assessment of Brandi 
was her total calm. It was painted on her like a veneer that had been 
put on just for that purpose.

With the exception of her pacing she was being held in tight 
control, like a live electrical wire that knew the danger of its release, 
but was timing it for just the right moment.

Even her pacing seemed calculated upon closer observation.
All in all it had been another record night in South Central Los 

Angeles. Unfortunately it wasn’t that different from many other 
nights.

Finally, approaching with a weary look on his face was Bobby Q’s 
doctor. He pensively entered the waiting room area. Brandi rushed 
up to him before he could speak.

Somewhat subdued but anxious she asked, “How’s Q? Is he going 
to be alright?”

The doctor consulted his chart. “Are you asking about Robert 
Mounds?” he asked to ensure they were talking about the same 
patient. His I.D. has identified him as Robert Mounds. He wasn’t 
familiar with Robert’s nickname of Bobby Q or just Q.

“Yes,” Brandi stated impatiently.
They had had no idea what Q’s condition was under the 

circumstances. They hadn’t been able to learn a thing while they were 
waiting, either. Brandi was tired of all the damned waiting, and now 
stupid questions regarding Q’s name. That exasperated impatience 
had reflected in her voice.
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The doctor looked down at his feet before answering Brandi 
original question of whether or not Q was alright. He sensed Brandi’s 
tightly controlled rage.

His gazed strayed to the corner where Tangie was sitting. Brandi 
suddenly had a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach. She didn’t like 
the doctor’s evasive tactics.

And, it was taking everything she had for her not to slap his face. 
He’d better tell her about Q before she lost her grip on the tight rein 
she was holding herself under.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but in reality was only 
a second or so, he looked at Brandi. “Are you his next of kin?”

Brandi lied swiftly. “Yeah. Robert Mounds is my brother. My 
mother is on her way.”

“How old is Robert?”
“Seventeen,” Brandi replied without hesitation.
The doctor aged before her eyes. He looked old, tired, and sad. 

He ran a hand through his hair before looking pointedly at Brandi. 
“Your brother is paralyzed. He’s never going to walk again.”

Brandi’s hand flew to her mouth.
The doctor’s words echoed in her ears as though a storm had 

started to brew in her head. She could actually hear the roar of the 
ocean.

She looked over at Tangie who was huddled in shock in the corner 
watching her, and the doctor intently.

“Oh my God! Never?”
“Never.” the doctor said shaking his head before slowly walking 

away.
His words evoked the calm in Brandi before the gathering of the 

actual storm.
Bobby Q lay unmoving, hooked up to monitors, machines, and 

I.V. drippings. A mere skeleton of the young vibrant boy he had been 
only hours before.
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The doctor’s words echoed in Brandi’s ears, as though someone 
were blasting them across a loud speaker. Her mind flashed as though 
she were watching High-Definition, T.V on a sixty inch screen.

She saw Q hugging her.
She saw Q ringing her front door bell.
She saw Q racing her on the schoolyard.
She saw him lying with his feet propped up on her wall, joking 

with her.
She saw him eating with her.
She saw him listening to music with her.
She saw him fighting side by side with her when the school bullies 

picked fights with her when they were in elementary school.
She saw him as he was. Not as the vegetable he had become.
They were all memories. They were memories of a distant past. 

The irony of it was they weren’t even old enough yet to have a past.
The doctor’s words echoed through the chambers of her mind as 

though someone had permanently programmed them there.
“Your brother is paralyzed. He’s never going to walk again. Never.”
It couldn’t be true. But, it was.



CHAPTER TWO

BRANDI’S HATRED BUILT SLOWLY LIKE the gathering of lava before it spilled 
its hotness in a volcanic eruption, all over the mountain in which 
it resided.

It had risen like the building of a tornado. Its initial funnel was 
small to begin with but as it lashed across the ocean it built up to a 
Herculean strength that would not go unnoticed.

She kept replaying the disastrous scene that had led up to Q’s 
paralysis in her mind. It was similar to watching an unwanted DVD 
that wouldn’t go off even though you had clicked the remote a 
thousand times that movie still dominated the screen.

Those scenes filled every channel in her mind, and on every 
station was the same scene.

Inside she felt an ache that she couldn’t describe. She both ached 
as well as felt dead all at the same time. There was no way she could 
ever have explained that feeling of pain coupled with the numbness 
of death to anybody.

All she knew was that that was what she felt. It hurt like an open 
wound at times. At other times it just felt like a hole was in her heart.

Where her heart should have been beating in its stead it felt like 
ice water was flowing.

Hollowness settled like a cloud that had come to earth right in 
the center of her chest. She lay like a zombie on the bed in her room.
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The room was clean. However, everything in it reflected the 
rundown poor conditions she had grown up in. Her walls were 
plastered with posters of Rap Artists as well as R&B Singers that she 
liked.

She had done chores that she hated for two months in order to 
entice her father to buy the latest computer equipment she had in her 
room.

He was still paying for that computer on time payments. By the 
time he finished with the payments on it, a newer faster model would 
replace that computer.

But it was Brandi’s pride and joy. Her dad had just been happy 
he could buy it for her when he’d seen the smile that lit up her face.

Brandi’s stereo blasted the kind of noise that only teenagers 
considered music. The bass was deafeningly loud, shaking the whole 
house.

Brandi was oblivious as she lay with her head propped up on 
pillows with her feet on the wall, and a blank expression reflected in 
her eyes.

It was as though her body was alive but every emotion, and every 
bit of animation that moved her body was dead.

She personally didn’t give a damn.
She had only one reality. Her best friend, the only brother she’d 

ever had would never walk or run again. Period.
She hated herself for alternating between thoughts of rather or 

not Q would have been better off dead than alive. As he was he was 
condemned to a life of not being able to use his body. He had been 
handed a life sentence in a split second of timing.

To make matters worse if that were at all possible he now had to 
live in a useless body that he had once been so very proud of. He had 
liked to run as well as pump iron. He had showed off the results of his 
physical prowess at every opportunity prior to this tragedy.

Brandi’s daddy Charles Hutchinson was in his thirties. He was 
a soft spoken, slight of built, hardworking man, who had become a 
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slave to economic conditions he would never overcome although he 
worked practically day and night to keep a roof over his family’s head 
as well as food on the table.

Though most of the time he was soft spoken his wayward, 
headstrong daughter had pushed him to the highest level of pissed off 
because that noise that she called music was shaking the entire house 
down to his den where he had been trying to read the newspaper.

Though he wondered why he bothered reading it at all sometimes 
considering all of the bad news that was always in it. That being 
beside the point it was still a habit he found hard to break.

It was the same with his passion for watching CNN. There was 
never any good news on there either. And, there was definitely not 
any news that would change his personal circumstances or conditions.

Charles stormed his way to Brandi’s room unable to stand the 
noise any longer. He opened her bedroom door without bothering 
to knock.

This wasn’t something he would normally have done. He respected 
her right to some privacy most of the time. However the noise was so 
deafening she wouldn’t have heard him anyway.

By the time he reached her he was darned near livid because the 
level of the noise had increased as he made his way closer to her room.

He yelled over the music, “Brandi! Shut that noise down! This 
instant! I mean it!”

Brandi didn’t even acknowledge him. He could have been invisible 
as far as she was concerned. She was wrapped in a cocoon beyond his 
reach.

Charles wasn’t having that nonsense. No child he had brought 
into this world was going to ignore him as though he hadn’t spoken 
or didn’t exist.

He was only thirty-eight years old but still he demanded respect 
regardless of the whole lack of it that went on around them. It didn’t 
and wouldn’t go on in his house.
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He strode over to the stereo system in a rage. He pulled the plug 
on it. The music came to a crashing halt. This brought Brandi out of 
her stupor fast, and in a hurry. She swung her feet over the side of her 
bed. She glared at her father.

How dare he invade her space without being invited in? This was her 
domain. It was the only place in the tiny house where she had any privacy.

Before she could open her mouth Charles started in on her. “I’ve 
told you a thousand and one times to keep that noise down.”

“It ain’t noise. It’s rap music,” Brandi stated belligerently defending 
her generation’s music of choice.

Charles did his best to rein in his anger but it wasn’t working 
because of Brandi’s nasty attitude. “It’s noise like I said. If I say its 
noise then it’s noise. Now keep it the hell down.”

He looked around the room in disgust. “Why don’t you do 
something with yourself instead of pumping that garbage into your 
ears all day long?”

His question went unanswered.
He couldn’t believe how sorry these kids were.
It seemed to him that all they did was lay around doing nothing 

all day long. They listened to music. They talked on the phone to their 
friends, or played war games, or whatever the hell it was they engaged 
in on those lethal Play Station boxes as well as on the computer that 
kept them entranced, and sounded like a war had been started.

That was about all they ever did as far as he could see.
Hell, he’d even heard on the news about some fool kid shooting 

an innocent man for his place in line to buy one of those stupid game 
boxes around the release of the latest game, which the manufacturers 
treated as if it were the release date of the Second Coming.

“Do something with yourself,” Charles stated again in clipped 
tones. He was so angry he was biting the inside of his jaw.

Brandi was beside herself with indignant anger. She wasn’t the 
type who deliberately disrespected her father or got up in his face. 
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However loathing surged through her body, a loathing that she had 
no idea how to control.

Her father unfortunately had presented himself as a target for an 
abhorrence that was looking for somewhere to land.

“What would you have me do? Something like what?” she yelled, 
“It’s summer. I don’t have nothing to do.”

Charles threw his arms in the air. He rolled his eyes at the ceiling 
in total exasperation. If you had to ask what you should be doing you 
certainly didn’t know what it was.

“Ever heard of a job? J-O-B,” He spelled it out for her as though 
Brandi herself couldn’t spell the word. “You could try one of those. 
Know what I mean?”

Brandi hit her boiling point. “Oh yeah,” she said nastily.
She took a deep breath before hurling the nastiest of her feelings 

at him. “And, then I could get an apartment like this one right? And 
work eighteen hours a day to pay for it. And still not have enough, 
right? You think this is something I would aspire to? Hell, I’m a 
straight “A” student, and I can’t even go to the college I’m entitled 
too because there isn’t enough money to pay for it,” she screamed in 
his face.

Charles drew himself up to his full height. Brandi had struck a 
blow that wounded him deeply. She jumped off the bed. She grabbed 
up some clothes that were lying on the bed. She walked over to the 
closet hanging them up trying to blow off steam.

 She turned her back on her Dad hanging the clothes in the closet.
Charles couldn’t believe her level of disrespect. It was beyond his 

comprehension. Nor could he believe the fact that she had spoken to 
him in that nasty disregarding tone.

And, it was a good thing he would never put his hands on a girl-
child because if he hadn’t had that particular frame of mind he might 
have strangled Brandi with his bare hands.

He was beginning to understand why people said never put your 
hands on a child when you were mad.
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He couldn’t believe the nerve of her turning her back on him like 
he was some kid in the street she was dismissing.

He was her father, and though he knew he fell short of some goals 
he’d tried to give her what he could.

He’d looked into every possibility to try to get her into one of 
those fancy colleges unbeknownst to her. He’d done it because he 
knew she had MBA potential, and was smarter than most of the kids 
around her.

But, it always boiled down to the money. He’d even lowered his 
pride requesting a grant for her from his job.

He couldn’t do better than community college no matter what he 
tried. Brandi’s smarts were far beyond that, and she wouldn’t receive 
the same respect, nor the level of pay as she would have, if she’d come 
out of an Ivy League college where she truly belonged.

As a result she was bitter but so was he.
He’d tried for every grant, scholarship, and every other thing 

he’d heard about to raise the money. But, there was so much budget 
cutting, and so many things that used to be available that no longer 
were not to mention competition for what little resource there were 
available, he hadn’t been successful.

He’d given it his every effort, to no avail.
Charles stared at the back of Brandi’s shining black crown of 

glory that hung halfway down her back. He mustered the pride; he 
had left all she hadn’t taken from him, with that last statement. “I pay 
the bills. So, here’s the deal. You live in my house you do what I say. 
And, I say keep that noise down that you play, and while you’re at 
it – get a job.”

Brandi turned from the closet with a storm in her eyes. Father 
and daughter stood in a face off caught in the eye of a vicious storm.

One, that was really not of either of their making, but caught in 
it they were.

Charles didn’t flinch. He was a man. He was going to die being 
just that, a man. And, no sassy behind little girl was going to take that 
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from him even if she was his daughter. “Those are the rules Brandi. 
So you might as well get with the program.”

He walked out of the door. He slammed it good and hard behind 
him.

Brandi flew into a rage. She ripped her clothes from their hangers. 
She flung them to the floor. She stuck her middle finger up at the 
closed door that her dad had left out of.

She kicked the clothes around on the floor, finally stomping on 
them to alleviate some of her pressure. She knocked the books off of 
her bookshelves.

Charles though he heard all of the commotion she was kicking up 
continued on to the den. If he had gone back to her room there was 
no telling what might have happened. In any case she knew better 
than to turn that noise back on. She could stomp all she wanted to.

“I hate you! And, I hate this apartment!” Brandi yelled. “You 
make me sick! Do you hear me? You make me sick!” She yelled until 
she felt sick to her stomach, and her voice turned hoarse.

However despite her frantic yelling her Dad never returned to 
her room.

Finally, she went over to her bedroom window, leaving her room 
looking like a cyclone had run through it. She climbed out of the 
window. She jumped to the ground trying to escape the prison she 
lived in.

The repulsive hatred she was feeling traveled straight out of the 
window with her. It would not be quelled so easily.



CHAPTER THREE

BRANDI WENT TO GO SIT in the courtyard. Maybe she’d at least be able to 
think out there without her father being all up in her face.

It was Saturday, and she couldn’t even get her music on, in 
her own house.

She was sick of him. As well she was suffocating from all of his 
rules. Her mother never said anything. Whatever her father said was 
always law.

She’d be damned if she was ever going to let any man ever rule 
her like that. She was so mad if she had spit on the sidewalk, it would 
have singed.

She sat on the bench watching some of the young girls from the 
Square playing Double Dutch. They were top-notch jumpers too, 
even though they were young.

 Some of them were the best jumpers in the neighborhood. They 
were showing off their various aerobic moves inside the rope.

Down a little way she saw some young boys shooting hoops on 
the basketball court.

Ari who was eleven-years-old dragged her attention back to the 
Double Dutch competition with her agile antics inside of the rope.

Everyone knew she was the hottest Double Dutch jumper in the 
hood. She was good enough to go to the tournaments and represent. 
Though she might never get the shot. Not in South Central anyway.
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This was the kind of stuff that pissed Brandi off. If you grew 
up poor, and black, and in certain neighborhoods it seemed that no 
matter how good you were, or how hard you worked at anything it 
didn’t matter.

At the end of the day you were still just black and, poor. She was 
sick to death of all the double standards she saw.

She didn’t even bother to tell her father about the number of 
jobs she had applied for, for the summer. She had wanted to help 
out because she knew how hard he worked. Even with her high grade 
point average she had been shot down at every turn.

Even her school guidance counselor had become discouraged. 
She couldn’t explain why she couldn’t place Brandi considering she 
was an excellent student with an exceptional attitude.

In addition she had the potential to be an MBA. Usually potential 
was considered nine-tenths of winning, but not for Brandi it wasn’t. 
Every one knew she had it. But, it didn’t change anything.

Her I.Q. was to be envied but that didn’t change anything either. 
Not one scholarship, or grant had come in for her either.

She could almost taste the bitterness in her throat as she sat 
thinking about it.

Finally Ari who had been watching the kaleidoscope of emotions 
chasing each other across Brandi’s face decided to go over, and sit 
next to her when she was finished showing off her jumping skills in 
the rope.

“Hey Brandi,” Ari said to her.
“Hey yourself,” Brandi replied.
“What’s the matter?”
Brandi looked at her. “Who say’s anything is the matter?” she 

asked with a major attitude.
Ari ignored her attitude looking at her with a wisdom that belied 

her age. “Your eyes say it Brandi.”
Brandi shot her a disturbed look. She wished Ari would go back 

to doing something she knew like jumping in that rope.
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Annoyed, and hoping to get rid of her nastily Brandi said, 
“Nothing’s wrong Ari. Okay? Nothing is wrong at all.”

Ari threw her arms around Brandi’s neck surprising her, hugging 
her tightly. “I’m here if you wanna talk.”

Then she ran back to her friends. She continued playing rope. 
Brandi managed to throw a smile her way. Ari was her girl. She just 
wasn’t in the mood for her right now.

Ari smiled back.


