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That Day

I cried last night…..again. It’s become a daily thing, every time I think about it, it makes me feel empty. Just remember this...it was my fault, they were aiming for me.


My closest friends were Young Blood, Matt, Kyle, and Scratch. We chilled every day, when you saw one, you saw us all. We lived in the ghetto, nothing else to do but smoke dank and chill. I had gotten in a fight with this dude named Ryan, and rocked him. But I didn’t realize who his brother was….a dealer. So everyone told me to watch my back, but at the time I thought I was the sh@*. So I told everybody not to worry, I had a heater. But the one day I needed it...I didn’t have it. 
We were standing on the corner of Edison and Howe, I had my back to Howe and when I heard the first shot I dropped to the ground like I had gotten shot, and as I lay on the ground with shots ringing out around me I heard my friends drop next to me. It seemed like forever, all I could hear was each individual shot. The car peeled out and drove down Howe. I waited a few hours, or so it seemed, before I even moved. I said aloud, “Is everyone okay?” When I didn’t get an answer I looked over at young blood and what I saw made my blood run cold, young blood was staring at me with a hole in his forehead. At that point I was in shock, my chest started to hurt and as I looked to my right I saw Scratch, Kyle and Matt lying on the ground with bullet holes in their bodies. I have never seen so much blood in my life. I stood up without a word and walked home. I had nothing in my mind. Blank. I walked into my room grabbed my heater from under my mattress, put it to my head and pulled the trigger….Nothing. I had the safety on. Then I had thought….why one more body? My next thought was revenge.

So I walked into the living room, my mom was lighting up her crack pipe so I said, “I’m going out.” I drove to my friends Benjamin’s   house and told him what happened he went and got his gun and told his brothers to get theirs and we all got in the car. We drove to Ryan’s house and put about 36 shots in his house. We later found out that’s we hit his sister in the head and killed her. After that, I drove every one home.
