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PART ONE



TIEFING



‘What you got for me?’

– Chyna





ONE

Everything’s gonna be OK

‘I’m gonna kill him,’ my uncle Finley says. 

A Rottweiler throttles itself on a lead wrapped tight round Finley’s knuckles. 

I hate dogs. Been scared of them ever since I was a little girl and a friend’s Rottweiler-Staffordshire cross bit into my leg. When they bark, I freeze up like ice. I’m not scared of guns or blades. Seen bare of them in my life. But a dog puts me on edge. 

The dog’s mad angry and so is Finley. A sword hangs from his other hand. He’s looking at my mum, at her swollen eyes, busted nose and bloodied lips. She’s mashed up something chronic, and the man who did this to her is my dad. 

‘I’m gonna kill him,’ Finley says again. ‘Just watch. I swear to God, I’m gonna fucking do him.’ He turns to me. I’m seven years old. ‘Let’s take you upstairs. This ain’t for a young lady’s eyes.’

My uncle was wrong. I’d already seen a lot of bad tings. The beating my mum had taken didn’t even shock me. I’d spent the early days of my life in a waste estate in South, in a crammed flat with a busted lift so far out in the boondocks it seemed as if London city wanted to wash its hands of us. The only escape I had was the toys my relatives bought for me: Barbie dolls, dollhouses and a big Little Princess tent set up in the middle of my room. 

They had boxing matches daily, my parents. I’d stand in the doorway of the living room while my dad fucked up my mum. He weren’t the tallest, but he was tonked from where he used to do weights. My mum was like me: five feet nothing and slim as a lollipop stick, and when Dad raised his fists, Mum didn’t have no chance. 

Usually the beatings was over nothing. My mum would be washing the dishes or cleaning the table or whatnot and my dad would come rushing into the room, pumped and aggressive, shouting and waving his fists. He’d drag my mum out of the kitchen and into the living room, slamming the door behind him. 

To protect the eyes of his little princess, I guess. But he couldn’t prevent me from pressing my little princess ear close to the door and listening through the hollow wood to the thumps and bangs and screams. A few minutes later, my dad opened the door and stormed out of the flat, leaving my mum crying on the sofa, bare bruises on her arms and face. Hours passed. He’d come back. Say sorry to my mum. She always took him back in. 

When I was little, the fights seemed scary. I’d cry and cry some more. As I grew older, they became normal, like playing in the roads and the sound of the ice-cream van. I just figured other families were the same, and mums getting beat on was a way of life. 

I was a proper daddy’s girl, and I loved him. He never once hit me, didn’t even shout at me. Could be the most kindest and caring dad in the world. 

My mum’s friend Yolanda, who lived up the road from us at the time, always used to be lecturing her, ‘You should leave that man, you know. He’s no good.’ But no matter how much my dad and mum fought, she’d always let him come back. Back then I didn’t understand. Nowadays I see it ain’t such an easy choice. Kicking out a man means raising kids as a single parent and struggling to make ends meet. My mum knew the score – she seen the love my dad had for me. 

When my mum announced we was moving to a new home, I was like happy, happy, happy. I was eight years old and I’d be moving to another place in South. New endz and a new start for our family. 

Just before we left, my mum went to visit Yolanda. She’d dropped her fourth baby from her belly a couple of weeks earlier. Given birth to a little boy. Later my mum came back from Yolanda’s looking all teared up. 

‘How was the baby?’ I said. 

‘There’ll be no more talk of Yolanda in this family,’ she said, staring at me with bloodshot eyes.

‘What? When am I gonna see the baby?’

‘You won’t,’ my mum said. 

End of. 

I discovered that my dad was cheating on my mum with Yolanda, and her baby boy was my half-brother. 

Our new flat had peeling paintwork, threadbare carpets and the kitchen was infested with mice and ants. The ancient heating system sometimes worked and sometimes choked, meaning we’d wake up in the winter numb from the cold. But I thought maybe moving home would calm my dad down and put a stop to the arguments. 

They got worse. 

So you see, by the time my dad properly messed up my mum in a real vicious fight, I knew all about what was and wasn’t for my eyes. 

I let Uncle Finley cart me up to my nan’s bedroom. My mum had gone to my nan, hoping to get some help. That’s when my uncles had rolled up, seen my mum and decided that they weren’t gonna let my dad box up their sister like that. 

My uncle shuts me in the bedroom, but I have to see what’s going down out in the street. Peering out the window, I clock Finley and my other uncle, his brother, Taylor, backed up by a bunch of mandem. My dad’s approaching them. They throw heated words at each other. The Rottweiler growls. Finley heckles. I’m terrified my dad’s gonna get bitten to pieces. 

But my dad’s armed himself. He grips something with his left hand: a samurai sword. His favourite hobby was collecting swords. He had a skill for doing them up and selling them on for a good profit. The one he’s holding in his hand is a black blade twenty-five inches long. 

Someone is gonna get hurt. Someone I love. My belly curls up into a ball. 

Uncles Finley and Taylor, they’ve been like dads to me too. I used to say to people that I had three dads – my father and my two uncles. They treated me right, spoiled me with bare creps and the latest toys. I loved them off. 

I can’t look no more. I run downstairs, race past my mum and my nan and into the street, screaming for everyone to stop fighting. Running up to my dad, I hold on to his tree-trunk leg and beg with my uncles to put their weapons down. 

‘Don’t kill him!’ 

‘I told you to stay upstairs.’ Uncle Finley’s voice is flat.

‘Don’t hurt my dad.’ 

‘Go back inside,’ my dad tells me. But I don’t. I cling tighter and tighter. 

‘Your family don’t need you,’ Finley says to my dad as he and Taylor back off, tugging at the Rottweiler. Everyone’s cooling off except for that dog. ‘Stay away from them. I’m warning you.’

As long as I hold on to my dad, I think, no one’s going to hurt him. 

A big crowd gathers at my nan’s house on my dad’s side. Me and my mum have gone there to meet up with my dad’s mum, my granddad, my dad’s sisters. Bare relatives listen to my mum’s story about the drama with my uncles. She’s almost done when a banging on the door makes us all jump. The thumping hand belongs to my dad. He’s piss-drunk and wants to come inside. Barricaded in the front living room, my mum threatens to call the boydem – the police. The standoff confuses me, twisting my insides this way and that. I just want to see my dad and I want my mum to be OK with that. I want everything to be OK. 

Finally my nan lets my dad into the house. My mum is barricaded into a separate room to protect her. Nan lets me into the kitchen. I find my dad at the table, almost sliding off the chair. His eyes are varnished. 

‘Come here,’ he slurs. 

I sit on his lap. His hands are unsteady, and when he talks, I catch the smell of Hennessy on his breath, sickly and sweet. His eyes are dimming as he tells me that he loves me, and when I cry, his giant hands brush my tears away.

‘Can’t you and Mum stop fighting?’ I ask. 

‘Just . . .’ He waves his hands in the air. Drops them. ‘Everything’s gonna be OK.’

We sit like this until the cops show. They take my dad away on something called a drunk-and-disorderly charge. My mum shouts at him as the boydem lead him away. I stay seated at the table. My dad shows no emotion. The liquor has worn off and he’s too tired to be angry. He gives me one last look and a half-smile before he’s marched off to the waiting car. 

All night long that kitchen smells of Hennessy. I can taste it on my lips. No one in the family says a word. 

I won’t see my dad for years.

From that day on I never really had a family no more. It was me and the world. And I had to learn how to survive in it. 





TWO

Fresh endz

Me and my mum had to be moved for our own protection. Staying at the same flat was out of the question, because my dad knew where to come look for us. The council woman said it would be for the best if we stayed somewhere else until a new, permanent home could be found. 

‘Don’t worry, we’ll put you in a safehouse,’ she said. 

I think she must have meant ‘nastyhouse’. Built in the outskirts of South, the so-called safehouse was a bed-and-breakfast joint that made its profit out of people’s misery. We had to sleep together in a horrid little room, with a filthy bed infested with ticks and a sink with brown stuff congealed in the basin. The room smelled like a hospital ward. Pissy, stale, musty. All the stuff from our flat had to be moved into a room smaller than my Princess tent. 

In the room next door to me and mum lived this Russian woman called Natasha. She had nine kids and had fled to the safehouse for the same reason as my mum. I soon stopped asking why the other women wound up there. The answer was always the same: men. The safehouses sheltered every pimped-out, beated-on, raped woman in London endz. 

We had no private washroom. All the families shared an old bathroom. We also shared the bathroom with the most fattest cockroaches, types that had wings. The sickest part was, the shower base was built from wooden slats rather than solid tiles and in the gaps between each slat I’d wash myself in the morning and see bare roaches flapping about in the drainage area below. 

We found the cockroaches and the bad smell and the general hygiene hard to put up with. Mum prided herself on having honest values, and while she didn’t have much money, being clean, tidy and disciplined were important tings to her. She had standards, and living in squalor really got her down. She retreated into her shell and avoided talking to the other women, only speaking with some white English lady by the name of Julia, who was hiding from her boyfriend after he tried to pimp her out. 

Julia’s story was typical of the women in the safehouse. A lot of the men in the world, it seemed to me, thought the best way to make quick p’s was to get their women to fuck other men for cash money. Julia was a strong woman, confident and determined to do her own ting in life, not be whored out by no man. She helped keep my mum’s spirits up while we lived there, and took care of me in the daytimes while mum worked. 

Time went slow at the safehouse. In the early mornings my mum set off to work, and I’d watch the Nickelodeon and CBBC in the lounge with Natasha’s Russian kids. If I got really bored, I’d wander around the streets, looking for kids to play with, returning home in the evenings just in time for my mum. She’d lie on that mattress, conked out from the stress. I’d stare out at the littered street below, wondering how long we had to suffer in this place. 

Two months passed in the safehouse before the council found us a new flat, a two-bedroom gig in a maze of flats called Wood Hall. To be honest, I didn’t really care what our new home looked like, or where it was located. I was just so happy to leave that grot house behind. 

From a distance, in daylight, Wood Hall looks like a decent place to live. The council had recently built the estate and the blocks were light brown, modern-furnished and spacious. Four main roads fed into the estate, with twelve alleyways criss-crossing between the blocks. The estate was huge. It’d take you half an hour to walk from one side of it to the other. There was a big blossom tree in front of our block and in the spring it’d turn fluffy pink and shower the roads in blossom snow. We had a church at the end of our road and on Sunday mornings people would be singing hymns top-loud. A park stood to the side of our block with a great big field at the back. 

Our flat was fresh-painted and clean. No cockroaches or mice or ants. We were on the top floor and had a brand-new kitchen, carpets, all the fittings and trims. First ting I did was rush into my bedroom and set up my Little Princess tent on the floor. I heard kids laughing outside. Went over to the window looking over the park and saw bare children playing games. I knew I’d have some fun days down there. 

But Wood Hall weren’t all it were cracked up to be. The swings in the playground had no benches, just a couple of sad chains dangling from the metal poles. The slide was always streaked with piss and shit. Children didn’t play in the park. Teenagers chilled, smoking weed and graffiting the walls. Glass was sprinkled on the ground. Fights happened daily, and the yutes set alight the bins of a night. After seven o’clock in the evening, kids were locked inside their homes as the shotters, the gangs and the cats came out to play. 

I met some new friends in the park, like a few of the girls who’d later times join the gang. As for my mum, she got a good job and started going college at nights. I enrolled at primary school – while I stayed in the safehouse, I didn’t go school – and my mum dated some new man. Soon she was pregnant with my little brother. Devan was born when I was nine years old. 

When Devan popped out of my mum’s belly, his dad visited daily. He’d sometimes live with us for weeks on end, even though he had his own place, and seeing how happy he was with Devan and how much attention he gave him, I started realizing how much I missed my own dad. Devan had his dad around to be with him and I just thought, Rah, it should be the same for me too. But asking about having my dad around caused problems with my mum. Obviously she didn’t want to be around no man who beat her up, and anyway, she had Devan’s dad in the boyfriend role. 

‘Your dad’s off doing his ting,’ she said to me, when I asked about him coming back to live with us. ‘We’re better off without him. We’re happier now.’

We was happy, but I felt we was incomplete. Devan’s dad did try his best to be nice to me and that used to piss me off. I’d come out with stuff countless of times like ‘You’re not my fucking dad.’

I tried to tear up the relationship between my mum and Devan’s dad. If he said I had to be in at a certain time, I’d ignore him and only come in when my mum said so. It weren’t his fault, but I felt like him being around was just throwing in my face the fact that my dad wasn’t in my life. 

Around these times, about the age of nine or ten, I started getting bad. 

I’d fight at school. Boys and girls, older, younger. I’d fight whoever I wanted and I didn’t need a reason neither. Any excuse to start throwing fists and I’d be in there. Bashing kids was a part of my routine. The only ting that mattered to me was giving some boy or girl a proper licking. I’d slap boys around the face so hard they’d turn red as a rose. Pull girls’ hair until they screamed for mercy. Box on someone for trying to trip me up on the way back from assembly. I was mad angry inside and ready to fight the world. Kids were terrified of me. I got a rep as a brawler girl. 

I met Felicia at primary school. She was a mixed-race girl and me and her proper clicked from the get-go. On the first day she came into school, we ended up going home best friends. She was rude like me, running her mouth and not afraid to talk back to the teachers. I felt like I’d met my twin. I was happy because I didn’t really get on with the other boys and girls, and thought, Rah, we can play together every day now. 

We’d meet up after school, at nights and weekends. We weren’t interested in girl tings like make-up. Our behaviour was more tomboyish – going to the park, climbing trees, getting up to mischief. 

I also became friends with another girl who lived down my road. Her name was Shontal. She was two years older than me, had a big physique on her and I felt safe when we hung out together. She had addictions to certain words. Like, she couldn’t say a sentence without adding ‘for real’ on the end. 

Three years after the boydem took him away, my dad came back into my life. 

Sort of and sort of not. Because my mum didn’t want my dad knowing where we lived, I only saw him at weekends. We’d go shopping in town, or go to his flat and watch the Spice Girls movie. But having my dad around didn’t help my attitude at school. I got more ruder, showed more face, was kicked out of classes time after time for behaviour problems and moved from class to class. None of the teachers wanted to deal with me. After I’d boxed and bad-mouthed my way through every other class, the school threw me into the same set as Felicia. More time to piss about and cause trouble. 

When I left primary school, I scored Level 5s in all my subjects except maths and science. The grading system was from Level 1 to 6, with 6 being the bigs and 1 meaning you was basically a hopeless wasteman. Even though I’d never worked hard in classes, I came out with good levels. My mum was pleased but not surprised. I’ve always had a good brain, and my common sense and street instincts helped save my life on the streets. I hope people understand that when they see kids in gangs, they’re not automatically stupid. Some of them boys and girls are over clever. It’s just they sometimes don’t get the chances that other kids get. 

I enrolled at Burnell Secondary School. For me, Year 7 is when everything started going downhill. 

Me and my mum became distant. We clashed, and with our stubborn personalities neither of us was willing to back down. I believed she was against me. She had my little brother, Devan, her man, her family and I felt, Rah, I’m on the outside looking in here. I started getting cocky, answering her back and running my mouth. Before, in Years 4 or 5, I properly feared my mum; she had total control of me. She was a strong-willed, strict lady with old-skool values. And she could see this hyper attitude growing in me. By Year 7, I turned into a loud, aggressive teenage girl. 

I wanted to live my life according to my rules, not whatever my mum said. And if I have my mind set on something, no one can persuade me otherwise. 

By the time I reached Year 8, Shontal had completed the transformation into a made-up bad girl, filling out her figure and taking on a distinctive look: she had the short hair and the tracksuits, never, ever wore skirts or dresses or girlish shoes. Her best friend was a boy; no girl would fight Shontal due to her size. As she had a year or so on us, Shontal got to experience new tings like tiefing and street robbery. I thought, Rah, there’s a whole other world out there. 

These days I met my good friend Roxy. 





THREE

On our ting

Roxy was born to an Asian family and originally lived in East, so I didn’t know her until we both started at Burnell. She had a rap sheet by the time she was ten, having broken into her primary school and vandalized the place, nicking shit, trashing equipment and scrawling threatening messages that put the frighteners on the teachers. Instant respect. We clicked. Like me, she had it rough growing up, being moved around big council flats. She also had a relative deep in the gang lifestyle: Roxy’s cousin, Sonita, was one of the most feared girl gangstas in our roads. She had status. People respected her. She’d formed her own gang, mixed girls and boys. Like me, Roxy was intrigued about having a fam of her own.

I had a good laugh cotching with Roxy. She weren’t the type of girl who worried about the consequences of her actions or got intimidated by boydem. If she wanted to do something, she’d just do it. She grew up in a household full of girls, with her sisters and her mum for company, while her dad worked late at restaurants, getting home around three o’clock in the morning. In our roads, no man means no rules. Sometimes I’d crash at Roxy’s and we’d be out till past two, causing mischief. 

I’d go to Roxy’s road of an evening and affiliate with people in a big cul-de-sac at the back of where she lived. Past seven o’clock, the endz took on a new shape. Bare young people chilled in that cul-de-sac, majority boys. We clocked drugs being openly sold, people smoking weed and drinking liquor, fights breaking out. 

The mischief started off as innocent fun. Stuff like calling the boydem and getting them to chase us. One of us dialled 999 from a BT phone box and said there was a big fight breaking out in the endz. A few minutes later, we looked down the road and seen boydem cars tearing up, sirens bleeping. As the cars approached, someone shouted, ‘Everybody run!’ We breezed out. The boydem knew they’d been set up and chased after us to find out who put in the call. I was the fastest sprinter at school and the boydem never catched me. 

Other days we’d play with abandoned cars. There were plenty of them around Roxy’s roads, old motors that people had dumped. Then we’d cause unnecessary aggro, cussing people as they walked by. These times Roxy got me smoking on the regs. That girl was a born smoker from the age of zero. Took up the habit when she was nine years old and in primary school, bumming the butts from her dad’s ashtray. Cigarettes, roll-ups, weed – if it contained nicotine, Roxy smoked it. I reckon she popped out of her mum’s belly with a cigarette between her lips. 

And I got my first proper look at the gang lifestyle. Roxy’s cousin Sonita hung on the same endz as us and told us not to follow her when she rolled with her fam. We’d tail her anyways. In our eyes, Sonita was glamorous. She had this way about her. People looked up to her and that made us want to have the same level of rep. Sonita never encouraged us to be in a girl gang, but just by watching her we started getting ideas about how we could affiliate and embrace the gang lifestyle ourselves. 

In Year 7, I began smoking weed. I’d bing up a spliff in my room, not bothering to open the window, and my mum would smell the skunk and come rushing in, rifling through my wastebasket. She’d pick out the paper end of the reefer and accuse me of pulling on a draw. ‘Skonk’, she’d call it, couldn’t say the name right. And I’d be like, ‘Nah, that ain’t me, that’s Marlon – he just literally been and gone.’ This poor boy from school got accused of smoking bare weed at my mum’s. My friends all binged up outside in the fields, but I preferred to be in my comfort zone, surrounded by my TV and tunes. 

From day one me and Roxy didn’t care about secondary school. Roxy and me already had status, because we had people in the older years looking out for us – Roxy’s cousin Sonita and my cousin. Roxy got sent home most days from school for wearing grimy creps. She had bare creps, a different pair every day of the year. Creps was her ting, all about the trainers with that girl. Soon as the teacher clocked a pair of bright-pink Nikes on her, she’d be told to leave the class. Boom. Head home early. Bing a spliff. 

Smoking weed brought us together. In the mornings, we’d pick up a draw, meet in the bus station, get smoking. At school, we’d go into the fields and light up a spliff at the back of the bicycle shed, where I affiliated with the other girls who’d later become my fam. But before we formed the gang, we was good friends with each other, had a tightness and a love between us. 

Shontal had accumulated experience in tiefings and such. She took on the name No Angel, or Nang for short. Because she was in the year above us, she became like a mother figure to us, passing on her knowledge, teaching us the right way to tief tings. Nang was the pro of street robbery. She taught us the four most important lessons about licking it: spot the victim, grab it, keep it moving. And whatever you do, don’t get catched. That sounds obvious, but when you’re thirteen, fourteen years old and doing it, you sometimes find yourself doing stupid acts.

Outside the fam, I counted Tantrum as my close girl. Inside the gang, me, Roxy, Felicia and Nang was hardcore, and girls like Tantrum a little bit more on the edge of the main activities. She robbed occasionally, and didn’t much go in for fights. She busted a girlish style, dressed dainty and always had her hair done neat, like. She never went in for the tomboy style. Bubbly and loud, Tantrum was the less ghetto version of me. 

Split weren’t so serious about the gang neither. She would more make up the numbers and sometimes got boyed – victimized by other boys and girls. Split got her tag on account of her reactions: first sign of trouble, that girl panicked and was scarce. She had nerves like a first-time gambler, but a good heart. 

We gave Felicia the tag of Styles because she had the looks. Growing into her teens, every other girl hated on Styles. She was pretty, what we call peng, and wore them tight jeans and tops to show off her model figure. Her mum came from Spain and her dad from Ghana and she had tanned skin, like she’d coated herself in St Tropez body tan. Had Mediterranean olive-green eyes and hair that reached down to her lower back. From an early age she got bare attention from the mandem. 

Smiles had herself an older brother, a known shotter on the endz who dealt in big bits of food. She had the connect, so Smiles quickly became our main weed supply. Her brother consigned over heavy packages of food. Smiles would tief from his supply and he’d never realize he was down on weight.  

Bigs was a Yardie girl and the big momma of the gang, fists the size of bricks. She comforted the group when one of us was upset or pissed off. She was loyal and without a doubt she had my back in a heated fight. If we had a box-up and she wasn’t there, she’d be calling me afterwards on my Nokia: ‘Why didn’t you ask me to come down?’ 

We all loved Bigs. Although we didn’t have no gang leader as such, Bigs and Nang was the ones who helped keep us together when times got tough. 

Trubbs was short short, four foot tiny. This didn’t stop her being able to fuck up any girl who wanted it. Brawling was her ting, and that’s what got her into the fam. First day at school, we saw her box up a girl who stood at six foot three. Everyone stood in the playground waiting to see Trubbs get the shit kicked out of her. Instead she knocked the tall girl out, clean on her arse. Me and Roxy nodded at her and we was like, ‘Yeah, cuz, you’re with us.’ In a gang, everyone’s got to bring something to the table. A skill. You need lickers who can make money, shotters who can source you food, and brawlers who can check you in a beef. 

These were my girls. 

Tings was sweet until I got excluded from school over the dumbest waste. A boy flicked pencils at me in class. I told him to quit. He didn’t take my advice seriously. I retaliated, accidentally stabbing the boy in his head. The teacher threw me out of the class and told me to wait for Miss Fredericks to deal with me. 

Miss Fredericks was the headmistress at Burnell, and she didn’t fuck about. A few minutes later, I heard Miss Fredericks before I seen her. That click-clock, click-clock of her heels. I tried to look like I didn’t give a toss, chewing gum and humming a riddim. Miss Fredericks towered over me, her jaw working with rage. 

‘Get. Out. Of. My. School.’

In the space of me quitting the school and arriving home, she’d done called my mum, done sent a letter to my house. Verdict? Excluded for three weeks.

I cared less now, if that’s even possible. Smoked bare weed. Two joints before getting dressed and figuring out what to do with my free time. I had a couple of friends at the PRU across the road – what’s called a Pupil Referral Unit. Basically, once you’ve been kicked out of school, the government washes its hands of you and dumps you in a PRU. It’s a centre for all the kids that the schools in the area have expelled. You go there and do a half-day, say nine till eleven, and you don’t do no GCSEs or nothing. The kids at the PRUs ain’t fooled. They know people given up on them, so they give up on people. 

I knew a girl called Anne and a boy called Kwame from the roads. Both of them were sent to this PRU, so we spent time chilling. In the mornings, I’d meet them at the PRU and we’d breeze over to my house and smoke weed. Head to the park. Smoke more weed. With them two I started binging it extra heavy, up to an eighth a day. 

Exclusion ended, but my attitude firmed. 

I pulled weed on the way to school. In the fields during break and lunchtime. Every lesson I was high. Giggled and munched my way through classes. Teachers taught maths, I was high. English, I was high. 

I went into business selling weed to kids during lunchtimes. My cousin would consign me a half; I’d sell it in £5, £10 and £20 draws, keep my share of the profit, about £40, and hand the rest back to my cousin. In the mornings, I operated a different service. The kids from different schools met at the same bus-station terminal where all the school buses departed from. They’d ring me up in advance and put in orders for readymade spliffs. Some boy would say, ‘Hook me up with three draws,’ and the next morning I’d hand him the readymade spliffs at the bus station for £5. That’s how I’d do. In a week I’d make £250 pure profit. Not bad p’s for a thirteen-year-old girl. 

Everyone in school knew me as Weed Girl. If you needed draw, I was your girl. When my cousin ran out of supplies, I started getting it off shotters, who would consign me in the same way my cousin did, giving me the draw up front and me paying them the money at the end of the week. If you didn’t have the p’s, you were gonna get hurt, but that’s the way of the roads. Word spread quickly. Soon the teachers had their suspicions. Not to mention the fact that I was buzzin’ in class. Every time they saw me, my eyes were like, Ching. Munching Doritos and Snickers whilst they banged on about stuff. It got really bait. I started doing crazy tings, grafing my name on school buildings, tiefing mobiles from boys and girls during PE, that kind of stupidness. 

We was on our own ting, with a mind to cause havoc wherever we went. 
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