
Coming Home  
 

Chapter 1 
 
 There were no words that could explain the elation that I felt after earning 
parole. It had been a long time coming and a well deserved victory after having 
received four flops (parole denials) by the parole board. Although I had no major 
assault or fighting infractions in 6 years, I had been deemed a “menace to society” so 
they had no intention of releasing me from prison without a fight. The fact that I had 
earned my GED, participated in numerous prison programs and was even considered a 
model prisoner by the prison administration, did not negate the fact that I had three 
strikes against me; one being that I was young, two I was Black and three, I was a 
militant!  Before they released me they were hell bent on breaking me by any means 
necessary. However, what they failed to realize was that although I had entered prison 
as a broken man, I refused to leave that way. Nothing that they could have done to me 
behind those walls would have defeated my spirit, because I had fully embraced my 
new desire to be a souljah for my people and I was prepared to accept my fate, 
whatever that was. I overstood what came with the territory of being a revolutionary.  
 

Because of the lack of support many prisoners receive from the community and 
their families, the prison administration and the parole board are able to wreak havoc on 
them. Many prisoners have been left for dead within the belly of the beast and are 
mentally, spiritually and physically tortured by their captors. There is an innumerable 
amount of prisoners who have not received a letter, phone call or visit from their family 
members in decades.  Some have never received any communication at all. 

 
Unfortunately the community, including the family members that they’ve left 

behind have bought into the negative hype that is perpetuated by the mass media about 
prisoners and the prison system. So, they leave them behind enemy lines fighting for 
their lives against a beast that wants nothing more than to suck the livelihood and 
humanity out of them before returning them back into society, if they are released at all. 
I don’t say this to negate the actions of the underdeveloped human beings, which led to 
their criminal behavior and imprisonment in the first place. However, we have to accept 
the harsh reality that prison was not designed with the intent to correct or rehabilitate 
human behavior. It in fact does the opposite. Prisons are nothing but a temporary and 
inadequate fix which makes millions of dollars off of Black and Brown communities. In 
the last 20 years thousands of schools have been closed in Black and Brown 
communities across this nation, especially in the City of Detroit which has heavily 
contributed to the 2.5 million people incarcerated in amerikkka. It costs close to $40,000 
per year to house/storage a prisoner and between $7,000 and $8,000 per year to educate 



a student. From those numbers it is quite obvious that amerikkka the great, would 
rather incarcerate than educate. 

 
I was released from prison on January 3, 2001 and was seriously tempted to kiss 

the ground! After having served nearly a decade behind prison walls, just having the 
ability to step foot onto the pavement unrestricted, felt like a luxury. Although I was 
extremely happy to be out, I was overwhelmed with the thought of returning home. It 
had been so long since I had been there and I had no idea what life would be like. While 
I was in deep thought on the Greyhound bus, I noticed this nice looking woman 
eyeballing me. I could tell by the way that she gazed at me that she was interested.  So, 
it didn’t take long for me to make my way back to her seat to see what my “game” was 
like after 9 years. She could tell by my beige khaki outfit and black shoes that I was just 
released from prison but, that didn’t deter her from looking at me like a breath of fresh 
air. It became quite obvious that she was ready to breathe in all of me. So, after a little 
small talk we were locked and loaded, kissing and touching wherever. Even though I 
was open to doing a lot more exploring, even in public, she held her composure but I 
was like a male dog in heat.  
  

As the Greyhound bus approached Detroit, my mind began to focus on my 
financial shit-uation. It was at that very moment that I realized that the only thing that 
was going to separate me from a bum on the street, was the family support I would be 
receiving. It became clear to me that I had been released back into society to face a 
loaded gun wherever I went. Even though I had my GED I knew that wasn’t going to be 
sufficient enough to secure a job, because my skill level was minimal at best. I 
recognized more than anything that I would have to rely on my survival skills in order 
to maintain early on. 

 
 Before former Michigan Governor John Engler left office, his administration 
eliminated all of the college and trade programs which contributed to enhancing the 
skill level of many prisoners before their release. The programs his establishment 
eliminated were created to make prisoners more marketable and to help them to make 
successful transitions back into society.  That decision by the Governor’s office ensured 
that the Michigan Department of Corruptions/Corrections (MDOC) would either be 
honing career criminals or sending Black and Brown men to early graves after being 
released. Prisoners were leaving only to return within 6 months or die from gunfire 
because they were trying to catch up on what they had missed out on while 
incarcerated. His negligent actions further compounded many of the social challenges 
we were already faced with. 
  



To be honest when the Greyhound bus arrived in Detroit, I was scared shitless. 
As I exited the bus, I recognized that wherever I went, I would face the harsh reality of 
either going back for some dumb shit or getting killed for some dumb shit. There was 
no blueprint for making a successful transition back into society.  The blueprint that did 
exist as perpetuated by the mass media, was only of men and women re-offending daily 
by engaging back into their criminal behavior. Even though there were numerous 
examples of men and women who had made successful transitions back into society, 
the mass media never told their stories. 
  

My lil’ sister Julia picked me up from the bus station and I had her take me to 
meet my parole officer, which was right across the street on 6th and Howard near 
downtown Detroit. She was a short, middle aged, well built Black woman who had a 
serious authority complex. She conveyed to me that until I found a job I would have to 
report to her once a week. Before I left her office she expressed to me that I should 
“watch the women out here”. 

 
 My mama was staying in the Diggs Projects which were located across the street 
from the old youth home on East Warren and I-75 express way. She was living there 
temporarily while our house was being renovated because of lead. When I saw my 
mama I noticed something different about her. She was glowing with Black beauty. My 
sister had conveyed to me that she had not been drinking and I could tell. When my 
mama would drink her skin complexion would immediately change and she would 
look worn down. It felt good inside to see my mama looking like her old self. After she 
gave me a big mama hug, she told me that my son DeAngelo was staying with one of 
his aunts on the eastside of Detroit and I would have to wait on my sister Rachelle to 
take me over there. He had been living with his mama’s mother since she was shot and 
killed at a party when he was 2 years old.  He was giving his grandmama pure hell and 
was only 8. 
 
 After his mama died, he was the apple of everybody’s eye at his grandmama’s 
house for about the first year. Unfortunately for my son, soon after that his aunts began 
having their own children and his grandmamma had a baby right before him and right 
after him. So at the end of the day, I know that on many days and nights he came up 
short on being caressed and loved because they were too busy loving their own babies. 
That was one of the reasons why my mama always wanted him to stay with her. At her 
house my son could get all the attention he needed. 
 
 While I waited on my sister Rachelle to come and take me to visit my son, I had 
my sister Julia drive me to my neighborhood Zone 8. As we drove through Zone 8; the 
place I loved so much and was ready to die to defend its honor, I noticed it had been 



reduced to a ghost town. Actually it had always been a ghost town, but this time I was 
looking at my neighborhood through the eyes of life instead of through the eyes of death. 
Zone 8 like so many other Detroit neighborhoods, had suffered from years of social, 
political, educational, cultural and economical neglect which manufactured neglectful 
human beings. Many of the elected officials, business folks and clergymen saw the need 
to beautify downtown Detroit while turning a blind eye to the inner city 
neighborhoods, neglecting to recognize that the foundation of any city is its 
neighborhoods. When they failed to invest in the neighborhoods, they did their city and 
their greatest resource, its people, a huge disservice. We cannot have a strong city 
without having strong neighborhoods! I look at the blight, abandoned buildings and 
empty lots in Detroit neighborhoods as a direct result of misappropriated funds, 
political/religious/community activist/non-profit corruption and a lack of vision by 
those who so desperately want to lead this city and its residents. The more than 3 
decade’s worth of abandoned buildings still standing in Detroit neighborhoods is an 
ironic metaphor for the heart of this great city, which continues to fight for survival 
after having been left to create beauty out of some ugly shit! 
 
 I visited with many of the elders who still resided in my neighborhood and had 
known me since I was a little redheaded boy running through their blocks fighting all 
the time. I was proud to return to them as a man who had transformed himself. I also 
visited one of the only men in my neighborhood who had tried to teach my friends and 
me the right way to make an honest dollar. His name was Ted. When I was younger, he 
had my friends and I remove some debris from his yard. After we removed all of the 
debris he gave us a couple of quarters each. Although we all appreciated the quarters he 
gave us, we were really only interested in going to the penny candy store to play the 
video games. The quarters definitely came in handy but we were allergic to hard work. 
So, after that we always made sure we avoided Ted and his hard work. The principles 
he was trying to teach us of being responsible and working hard just didn’t register 
with the street mentalities that we were developing. More importantly, neither of us 
had strong men in our lives on a consistent basis to cultivate and reinforce the 
importance of hard work and discipline. So, by default we began to gravitate towards 
cutting corners to get what we wanted because that was the code of the streets. 
 
 I stopped by his house and thanked him for the lessons he attempted to teach me 
and my friends during our childhood. I had no way of knowing that during my visit 
with Ted, I would be put in the middle of a conflict between him and other people in 
the neighborhood. Ted had purchased many of the properties in my neighborhood and 
during the process had rubbed many people the wrong way but, I overstood both sides. 
Here was a man trying to implement positive and productive change in our 
neighborhood by contributing to helping it maintain the look of being a neighborhood 



and not a ‘hood.  However, the process he took to implement the changes alienated him 
from his neighbors. Instead of being recognized as someone who wanted to transform 
the neighborhood for the positive, Ted was deemed an enemy because everybody 
thought that he thought he was better than them. This was a neighborhood that had not 
seen any significant changes done to it in about 20 years so the people who were 
surviving in it were subconsciously content with the neighborhood deteriorating into a 
‘hood.  Although they wanted change like the next person, their conditions did not 
allow them to embrace it. None of them had any desire to live or raise their children in a 
crime infested neighborhood but, the reality is that their outcry for change had fallen on deaf 
ears causing them to adopt the mentality of survival of the fittest within their decaying 
neighborhood.  
 

It is only a matter of time before the struggle for survival in a decaying 
neighborhood causes the souls, minds, aspirations and actions of its residents to begin 
to display the decay that they have become immune to. Unfortunately, urban 
neighborhoods, especially in Detroit are defeated neighborhoods often manufacturing 
defeated human beings and the urban youth who reside in those neighborhoods 
display a state of defeatism in their behavior. This in turn contributes to the mindset of 
youth who view criminal behavior as recreation because they have no recreational 
centers to absorb their free time. 
 
 My lil’ sister Julia took me to go see my lil’ homie Scottie-Mack (TIP).  He stood 
about 6 ‘4 or 6 ‘5, was well built and from his demeanor I could tell that he was making 
power moves in Zone 8. Scottie-Mack had come a long way from being the little mascot 
of the gang. He stood as a strong Zone 8 souljah honing his own Zone 8 souljahs who 
would do whatever he commanded of them. We shared a special bond because I was 
right there with him when he earned his Zone 8 stripes. I can recall vividly, the day he 
won his first fight against the lil’ homie Bo-Pete. They were both about the same size 
but, Bo-Pete was about three years older. It was pretty much an even fight but Scottie-
Mack refused to lose the fight after taking some pretty good blows from Bo-Pete. So, he 
did everything in his power to come out victorious. After that night Scottie-Mack had 
won the approval of many of the homies who had doubted his Zone 8 passion and was 
well on his way to becoming a Zone 8 souljah. Before I left his house he gave me some 
money and we took some pictures together. Unfortunately, I had no way of knowing 
that my homie’s days were numbered. 
 

When my homie Scotty-Mack was murdered, it rocked my neighborhood to the 
core because a lot of people were depending on him. It hit many of the lil homies 
especially hard because he had been for many of them, their only provider. I didn’t 
condone how he chose to live his life but, I overstood his decision and had more respect 



for him than I did for many of the so-called leaders in our community who were out of 
touch with the people. Being a leader is about meeting the people where they are at. It is 
about standing with the people. It is about organizing the people. It is about serving the 
people by being firmly rooted with the people in every way possible. If we are not 
doing that, then we will continue to allow an underdeveloped leadership to meet the 
needs of the people. 
 

I also went to see my other lil’ homie Stacks. He and Biggs had just finished 
weighing up some dope and when Biggs saw me he was like, “what up thug life?” I 
never realized that the shit we were doing back in the day had been deemed gangsta or 
thugging. We never verbally proclaimed that we were gangstas or thugs, even though we 
were doing gangsta and thug shit every day. The thug and gangsta shit we were doing 
was just a natural part of our lives.  

 
I kicked it with Stacks for a minute and he conveyed to me that after all the 

homies had gotten locked up, that he had to get his weight up in order to represent 
Zone 8. He went on to tell me that it all started after the guys from across the Boulevard 
had put a classic ass whipping on him. After talking with Stacks and Biggs, I realized 
the type of effect Zone 8 was having on its residents during my incarceration. Both 
Stacks and Biggs had been non-combative members before I left the street and weren’t 
active gang bangers, even though they both considered themselves Zone 8s. Biggs and I 
were around the same age and I never remember seeing him get into a fight. Although 
Biggs was not living the lifestyle I led before prison, we were always cool because he 
was real down to earth.  
 

Everybody that lived in the Zone or grew up there was considered a Zone 8 by 
default. However, not everyone was an active Zone 8 member charged with the duty to 
rep our neighborhood and gang wherever they went. The non-combative members 
eventually became full dedicated members after being jumped or attacked by a rival 
neighborhood or gang. Those members from rival gangs or neighborhoods did not take 
into consideration the difference between combatants and non-combatants. All they 
saw was a potential enemy and dealt with them as such. That process operated as the 
ritual for recruiting new members to fill up our Zone 8 ranks as well as the ranks of our 
rivals. 

 
When the evening finally arrived, my sister Rachelle came and took me to see my 

son DeAngelo. I was super excited to see him because it would only be my second time 
seeing him in the eight years he had been in the world. When I walked into his aunt’s 
house, I could see the excitement in his eyes from seeing me as well. I thanked his aunt 
for taking him into her home and she conveyed to me that he was doing much better in 



school since he had moved in. I then took my son to the side and expressed to him that I 
was going to allow him to stay at his aunt’s house until school was out, which would be 
in a couple of months. I recognized that my son needed stability and I didn’t want to 
disrupt his life by uprooting him and destroying the consistency he had become 
accustomed to. I wasn’t on no ego trip, coming home demanding that because I was his 
daddy, he needed to stay with me. I appreciated what his mother’s family as well as 
mine had done for my son while I was incarcerated and after his mother was killed. 
Plus, I wanted to establish some foundation for my life by finding a job and getting 
acclimated back into society before taking on the responsibility of being a full-time 
parent.  I rationalized that removing my son from their custody at that moment would 
have been negligent on my part, so I didn’t. Before I left his aunt’s house my son asked 
me if he could grow braids like me and I said yes. 

 
 A couple of days went by and I received a phone call from my son’s uncle telling 
me that I could come and get him, that all his shit would be packed up and that he 
would be waiting on me. My son’s desire to be with me was so great that he began to 
act out in school and around the house, which made his uncle feel disrespected. The 
root of his displeasure with my son was that he had welcomed him into his house and 
treated him like his own son but now all of a sudden, my son wanted his daddy. Out of 
his frustration with my son, he whipped him butt naked. My mama pleaded with me 
not to go over to his house and do anything crazy but it took all the strength in my body 
to control my anger. Luckily, my better judgment prevailed. When I got there my son 
was waiting on me. I retrieved his clothes and we left.   
 
 When I went to prison, both of my sisters were little girls. When I came home, 
they stood in front of me as grown women, with my sister Rachelle being a proud 
mother. My sisters and I loved each other deeply, but the reality was that incarceration 
had put a strain on our relationship. During my 9 years of imprisonment, I received 6 
visits from my family members. Only two of those visits were from my mother because 
it was too painful for her to see me locked up like an animal. We visited only once as a 
whole family. Sure, my sisters would have liked to visit more often, but they lacked 
stable transportation like so many other family members. This prevented them from 
driving thousands of miles through klu klux klan territory which lent to the strong 
possibility that they could be lynched if their car broke down.  
 

Also, many of the white supremacist guards and knee-grow guards would do 
everything in their power to discourage family members not to visit by degrading and 
dehumanizing them with searches in which they treated them like criminals. The only 
other ways to stay in touch with family members were via telephone and letters. 
Making collect calls was a catch 22 because the phone charges ranged from $8-$10 for 



only 15 minutes, which was extremely high. Although most families could not afford to 
accept the calls, they accepted them anyway putting their families under even greater 
financial strain out of desperation and love. Writing letters was also challenging 
because it exposed the harsh reality that many prisoners and the family members that 
they wrote to, were illiterate.  

 
These harsh realities prevent prisoners from maintaining healthy communication 

with their family members. This is the untold story of mass incarceration in amerikkka, 
which plays a devastating role in the destruction of families because of the lack of 
meaningful contact between prisoners and their relatives. There are prisoners across 
this country who have gone decades without a visit from a loved one. Can you imagine 
the psychological and spiritual damage caused to that human being?! 
   
 After being home for about a week, my old partner Rob came and got me to hang 
with him. We took his youngest son to get his hair cut and we started playing chess up 
at the barbershop. While we were playing chess, a few more guys came in and asked if 
anyone was interested in playing a real hustlers game; shooting dice. Rob didn’t 
hesitate to take the brothers up on their offer and engaged them in a street game of dice. 
While they were shooting dice, he and one of the guys started talking gangsta talk to 
each other. I sensed where their gangsta talk was heading and told him I was going to 
take his son out to the car. Before I could even get him buckled in, I saw a crowd of 
guys coming out of the barbershop attempting to keep Rob and the guy separated. A 
few of the guys brought the guy across the street where I was and he was going off like 
a mad man. I decided to walk over to him and let him know that we didn’t want any 
trouble but, he responded by telling me to get my bitch ass out of his face. Before I knew 
it, I had hit him with a straight jab, knocking him to the ground. When Rob got into the 
car, he looked at me in disbelief because he couldn’t believe I had knocked dude out 
with one jab. 
 

  I could see in Rob’s eyes that the life of being a gangsta was taking a toll on him. 
I also recognized that he was attempting to bury his problems by drinking. Rob and his 
father had an estranged relationship so the only thing Rob knew was the streets. He had 
graduated from the streets with an A+ out of necessity. Despite being a helluva street 
guy, I knew that he secretly sought peaceful days and nights as a man, father and 
husband. Before he dropped me off at home he told me that he could tell that I wasn’t 
the “same old Joe” and that I had his support. 

 
The first sexual relationship I had after prison was with this girl that used to 

write me while I was incarcerated. She had even started coming to visit me near the end 
of my incarceration. During that time she wanted a relationship with me, but I was 



reluctant to enter into a relationship with her because of my shit-uation. However, 
despite my circumstances she still wanted me to be her man so, against my better 
judgment; I decided to take her up on her offer. She began to write me and we would 
talk on the phone via the three-way occasionally. Then, all of a sudden I stopped 
hearing from her completely.  After about 6 months had passed, I caught up with her 
via phone and noticed her hesitation to talk.  I sensed that she may have gotten 
pregnant but did not want to volunteer that information to me. So, I asked her if she 
was and she said yes.  I wasn’t mad at her because I was aware that it was extremely 
hard to maintain a healthy relationship during a person’s stint of incarceration. More 
importantly we never had a real relationship in the first place prior to my incarceration, 
besides having sex during our teens.  Almost a year after that conversation, she got back 
in touch with me and once again brought up the notion of us being in a relationship. I 
immediately conveyed to her that we had gone down that road before, it didn’t work 
and I wasn’t interested in trying it again. I told her that we could however remain 
friends. We began corresponding and she also began to visit me and send me money. 

 
Upon being released from prison she never separated from the idea that she 

wanted me to be her man and more importantly wanted me to move in with her and 
her son. She believed that the time and money that she volunteered entitled her to be 
my woman. I politely conveyed to her again that I had no interest in being her man or 
staying with her and her son. No matter what I said, she had already conjured up in her 
mind that I was her man and that I would love the idea of moving in with her and 
letting her take care of me. What she didn’t realize was that I couldn’t see myself being 
totally depended upon a woman, or any person for that matter, besides my mama. In 
my heart, if I would have allowed myself to entertain a relationship such as that, I 
would have felt like less than a man. The sad reality is that a lot of men leave prison and 
allow women to take care of them with no hesitation, only to abandon them after they 
get on their feet. These types of relationships are built on desperation as well as 
vulnerability between the man and woman. Many women have been messed over by 
multiple men and they look at certain men coming out of prison as a new start on life 
because many of them return home after long stints looking as though they have been 
preserved. Being physically fit from years of exercising, spiritually grounded from years 
of soul searching and mentally sound from years of reading and studying, makes them 
appear to be the ideal man. The men coming out of prison see many of these women as a 
foundation to stand on as they work to reintegrate themselves back into society. They 
admire the hard work, strength and determination many of these women display under 
incredible odds, which makes them appear to be the ideal woman. The harsh reality is 
that neither are good for each other because they are both still carrying garbage from 
their past which makes them damaged goods!    

 



We eventually maintained a nice sexual relationship but, I also started sleeping 
with another woman who I learned had a crush on me. I had been gone 9 years so I was 
trying to release all of my sexual frustration. Although, they were both fully aware of 
what was going on, I could sense that the woman who wanted me to be her man started 
having issues with me sleeping with both of them. She intensified her efforts to lock me 
down as her man and I continued to express to her that I wasn’t interested. One day I 
was at my mama’s house having sex with the other woman and the woman who 
wanted me to be her man showed up unannounced. She was at the front door banging 
like she was crazy. Even if I wanted to ignore her knocks I couldn’t, because they were 
so loud. By the time I made it downstairs my great uncle had let her into the house. It 
was like she knew I was right in the middle of having sex so she ran upstairs to find the 
woman I was having sex with. I immediately ran up the stairs behind her in order to 
prevent any fighting from occurring between them. Once I got up the stairs, I grabbed 
her and told her that she had to leave and she responded by swinging on me. I ducked 
her punch and immediately realized that she was trying to entice me to hit her. I 
refused to hit her but, all of a sudden she got her hand on the iron and tried to 
rearrange my face with it. I moved quickly enough to miss her swing and immediately 
rushed her and wrapped my arms around her. She wouldn’t let the iron go for nothing 
in the world so I rationalized in my mind that I had two options to get the iron out of 
her hand. One option was to knock the shit out of her and the other was to bite her on 
the hand in order to get her to release it. I chose to bite her and was able to retrieve the 
iron from her. After I got the iron out of her hand, she stormed out of my mama’s 
house. The other woman never came out from hiding during the confrontation between 
us. 

 
When my mama got home I explained to her what had happened and she 

immediately took me to the police station to make a police report. We figured she was 
out of her fucking mind and was going to result to doing some snake in the grass shit. 
When I called my parole officer to inform her of the shit-uation, the woman had already 
called and lied to her by telling her that I had jumped on her. My parole officer told me 
we would deal with the shit-uation when I came in to report. I thought about not 
reporting and just going on the run, because I was already aware that my fate was 
sealed on going back to prison for being violated on some bullshit. I decided against 
running and faced my shit-uation like a souljah. 

 
When I walked into my parole officer’s office, it didn’t take long for her to have 

the handcuffs put on me and she definitely wasn’t trying to hear my side of the story. 
As far as she was concerned, it was out of her hands and into the hands of the parole 
board. I was in a state of shock.  I had not been home 30 days after doing 9 years and I was 
already on my way back for some bullshit! I attempted to make one last plea, but she 



responded by saying that she had warned me about the females out here. As I was 
being escorted from her office I was crying hysterically. They were tears of anger! 

 
I was taken to the infamous Jackson State Prison located in Jackson, Michigan. It 

would be my first time ever doing time there. Jackson State Prison used to be 
considered the Godfather of all the prisons in the State of Michigan. It was known to 
have gun towers in the chow-hall and it had a reputation for prisoners stabbing other 
prisoners or guards at the drop of a hat. Also, there were numerous prisoners who had 
committed suicide because they were paralyzed with the fear of being housed in the 
infamous Jackson State Prison. They couldn’t handle the thought of possibly being 
raped or constantly harassed every time they left their cells by other prisoners or 
guards. 
 

When I arrived at Jackson State Prison it was under construction and they were 
eliminating the infamous 12 block and 4 block which were known to house some of the 
toughest prisoners in the state. As I was going through the intake, I was told that I had 
to take my breads down. I started to resist, but I was too demoralized to even put up a 
fight against my oppressors.  
 

Once I settled in, I immediately wrote my father and a few other comrads to 
inform them of my unfortunate shit-uation. The news of me being back spread like 
wildfire! As I awaited my parole hearing, my days and nights were filled with nothing 
but anger. To add insult to injury, I learned after calling home that my mama took my 
return to prison extremely hard and had started drinking again. My sisters also 
informed me that the woman demanded money not to testify at my parole hearing. I 
had my sister Rachelle contact my homie Rob to take care of the money demands that 
she had. 

 
It seemed like it was taking forever for my parole hearing to come and I was 

beginning to lose hope. While I was out in the yard clearing my head, I ran into my big 
homie Duck from the Zone. He attempted to keep my spirits high by telling me that 
everything was going to work out in my favor. During some of the talks he tried to 
convince me to put my faith in Jesus and He would work everything out. If I had been 
dealing with some spiritual people, I probably would have thought about praying to 
God but, I knew I was dealing with beastly people that were out for my blood. He and 
his brother Big Skip (RIP) had been in the drug game for over 20 years, either selling it 
or using it. His brother Big Skip ultimately died from an overdose.  

 
The strange thing about my parole violation was that there were a bunch of other 

guys in there for the same thing. Some of them would earn their freedom while others 



were found guilty of their violations. Being back in prison taught me a valuable lesson 
about recidivism, which I had previously taken for granted. That lesson was that it was 
extremely easy to get caught up in some dumb shit and be sent back to prison. All it took 
was for somebody to call in and say they saw you doing something allegedly illegal or 
hanging with the wrong person. Or, if you were caught in the wrong place at the wrong 
time, you were on your way back to a cell. All were grounds for violation. When you 
are on parole and you are taken to the police station, ain’t no posting bail. You are 
headed straight to the county jail. Being back on some bullshit educated me through my 
own shit-uaiton not to be so quick to condemn other guys who returned back to prison 
within 6 months. Until you know a person’s struggle, you honestly can’t make a sound 
judgment about it. More importantly, thousands of men and women who are released 
from prison every month face the harsh reality of returning immediately, because none 
of them were properly prepared to make a successful transition back into society in the 
first place. The recidivism rates across this country are rooted in the fact that it is a 
conflict of interest to prepare men and women not to return to prison. 

 
When my court hearing finally arrived, the woman never showed up even 

though she didn’t have to come to Jackson, Michigan. She could have attended a 
teleconference in Detroit. The white parole officer turned pink as hell in the face once he 
learned that she was a “no show”. He decided right then and there to postpone my 
hearing another week instead of granting me freedom, which was the procedure after 
an accuser fails to show up for a court hearing. This decision was unheard of, but 
clearly demonstrated the beast’s deep desire to keep me in their clutches.  

 
While I waited on the next parole hearing I attended the Nation of Islam service 

to clear my head. While there I ran into this elder prisoner named Poncho X. He was 
back on a parole violation as well. At one point and time he was a prominent member 
of the Melanic Islamic Place of the Rising Sun; the religious organization my father 
joined as well as myself when I was in prison. It had been banned within the MDOC 
through its Security Threat Group policy in 1998. Through speaking with him I learned 
that he was a close comrad of my father who had also mentioned his name to me a few 
times via letters. We kicked it for a minute and wished each other the best in the name 
and spirit of Nat Turner. 

 
When my hearing arrived the second time, the woman was still a “no show”. So, 

the parole board had no choice but to grant me my freedom. It taught me an important 
lesson, which was that there is nothing like the vindictiveness of a scorn woman. 
 
 
 


