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“Ring, Ring!” goes the telephone. It was the home boy from the neighborhood that jus got out of juvenile hall from a 6 month sentence. “Aye man you trying to kick it,” he says. Of course I said, “Yes.” I got up showered and got ready. It was a sunny day. Felt like another summer day in San Jose. Thought it was just a regular ordinary day of just having fun, but were we wrong.


I got on my bike and rode down Senter Road towards Seven Trees Boulevard. I called my friend out of his house. His name was Bryant and he was with his little brother Andrew. They were my good friends I had, but were known for getting into trouble. Bryant was tall dark Cambodian guy with a big tattoo of our neighborhood on his neck. Andrew was my age, a little shorter, but was bigger in muscle size. We start to walk to the older home boy’s house. The house we were going to was the same place where my cousin got shot and was known to cause problems, but thought it was cool to hang out wit the “Big Dogs.”


We showed up to the garage and there were my friends. We consider them as an “O-G” or original gangster. Hey man we were jus kids. What does u expect? We didn’t know any better. I laugh looking back. But Bryant really was the tough guy of the neighborhood and was well respected. We all looked up to the “O-G” as an idol, but Bryant treated them as gods. He was fascinated with the prison stories they told. He had the gang banging mentality ever since I known him.  In his mind he thought he was a gangster hanging out with the big dogs. In reality he was jus a little puppy jus discovering the world.


We sat there just wasting time by drinking cheap malt liquor. The home boy named Roll-a-B showed up saying he just got jumped by sum guys. Bryant out of instinct said, “Let’s get those guys!” I stayed back with Andrew and a couple of the little home boys. This might be hard to believe, but some guys that looked like Mexican gangsters showed up. We thought it was trouble coming, but they were jus ex-gang members that were preaching about Jesus Christ. The blessed us. I’m serious they did really bless us. I think that’s what saved us from what is going to happen next.


Bryant came back telling us about what happened. We told about the preachers. We laughed and sat there talking for a little bit jus enjoying each others company. Out of nowhere there was a loud man yelling out, “NORTE!” Loud popping noise soon followed. The popping noise was a gun. We all ran back in the house as fast as we could. Bryant was still in the garage patting real hard. “I got shot man,” Bryant said with a laugh trying to cover up the pain. We tried to get him to the hospital, but the police came and took to the hospital while we got released to go home. After he got better in the hospital Bryant goes back to juvenile hall for a while. The bullet fractured Bryant’s arm and had to get plate and screws in his arm. At least he isn’t dead.

