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Gangs, gangs, gang. Why do people end up joining a gang? That’s what I used to wonder until I myself went down that rout. After everything I went through as a little kid with the abuse and my uncle dying I just felt alone and weak. It felt like because I would let my step dad beat up on me and my mom I couldn’t defend myself. I didn’t like that feeling. 


In middle school I started to hang out with some not so good people. There was a lot of gang activity at my middle school. That made it hard to try and separate yourself from it. After I watched some of my friends join a gang and saw how much respect they got and to see how people feared them I decided I wanted in. I talked to one of my friends that were in the gang and she put the word out that I wanted in and the gang members put me to the test to see if I was tough enough to role with them and I was.

I was officially a gang member. And it felt so good. Everyone knew who I was; everyone knew my name and nobody ever tried to mess with me. But we weren’t the only gang at the school. Our enemy gang also went there. We had more members at the school then they did but outside of school they had more. I paid no attention to school, the only reason I attended school each day was to just start conflicts with the other gang. It got to the point were the school had to divide the quad during lunch and have yard duties watch us. We had the side with the snack bar, picnic tables, and basketball court. They had the side with the trees and benches. They only thing dividing us was a large open grass area. If we were caught walking across the grass to the other side, we would be in trouble. That didn’t stop me.


Since I wasn’t doing well in school to begin with I didn’t care if I got in trouble or not. Me and my cousin Bianca were the main girls targeted by the enemy gang. I think because we were the main girls in our gang. And there were two main girls in the other gang that were sisters. Me and Bianca would always go to there side and just throw up gang signs or say gang related things to them and they would get in our face but nobody would throw a punch. Every now and then we would maybe shove each other but the school would always break it up. After me and the crew heard that the sisters were planning on killing me that’s when we knew we had to take it further then just shoving. 


In Sacramento there was a carnival that all the schools heard about. Everyone was going to be there. So My cousin Bianca, our friend Janelle and myself decided to go.        
