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C H A P T E R  1

The sky was rich with darkness that night. The meteorolo-
gist with the bad hairpiece on the CBS Morning News had 
predicted that the rain would stop by that afternoon, but it 
was approaching midnight and it was still going. Every few 
seconds one of the whirling clouds would belch a rumble, 
followed by bright fl ashes of menacing lightning. When the 
fl ashes of lightning caught them right, they made the thick 
drops look like diamonds raining over Harlem. If only this 
 were so.

Holiday was slumped in the passenger seat of the gray 
Dodge Magnum, staring lazily at the smoke wafting from 
his nose and being sucked out through the partially cracked 
window. He had a hard face that told the tale of the wars 
he’d fought in the New York streets and detention centers. 
Holiday took another deep pull and held the smoke while 
he took a gulp from the pint of Hennessy that was sitting 
on his lap. Holding everything in until his eyes  were good 
and bloody from the rush, Holiday fi nally passed the weed 
to Baby Doc, who was behind the wheel.

Baby Doc tried his best to look cool when he reached for 
the bottle and blunt simultaneously, using only his knees 
to steer, and he almost lost control of the vehicle. Baby Doc 
quickly regained control of the station wagon and tried to 
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play it off like he was cool, but Holiday had already given 
him the face, that look of disappointment he got from his 
big homie when he did some silly shit.

Holiday was only three years his se nior, but he was con-
nected, whereas Baby Doc was still just a wannabe trying 
to crawl out from under his father’s shadow. Big Doc was 
Holiday’s OG and shot caller of their crew. He was a tough 
old dog who had seen heaven and hell and was still on the 
block to talk shit about it. Holiday was Big Doc’s eyes, 
ears, and, when necessary, judgment on the streets, and 
because of this the older heads gave him a wider berth 
than the rest of the up- and- comers. Baby Doc looked up to 
Holiday and wanted to walk a mile in his shoes.

A cut Baby Doc liked came through the speakers so he 
cranked the volume. The bass from the song was so heavy 
that it rattled the speakers and Holiday’s teeth.

“What yo turn that shit up so loud, B.?” Holiday turned 
the volume down to a respectable level.

“Chill, that’s Lord Scientifi c.” Baby Doc readjusted the 
dial.

“Lord who?”
“Lord Scientifi c, he’s this new cat from outta Jersey. Holi-

day, this cat is hard, pause.”
Holiday listened to the vulgar lyrics about gang banging 

and murder and found himself bobbing his head. “He’s type 
nice, but I ain’t never heard of him.”

“That’s because you outta the loop, kid. Lord Scientifi c 
is all over the Internet and the news,” Baby Doc said, fi ll-
ing him in.

“The news, what the fuck is he, one of them new rap 
celebrities?” Holiday laughed.

“Nah, Lord Scientifi c is a gangsta rapper, but he’s really 
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off that shit he be kicking. Yo, me and a few of the homies 
was at this club in Brooklyn a few weeks ago when he came 
to perform and that shit got super ugly. Some kids tried to 
snatch his chain in the middle of the per for mance and 
that muthafucka went ham! On my moms, Lord Scientifi c 
jumped off the stage and outta nowhere bust out with like 
ten razors. There was so much blood on the fl oor that I had 
to throw my Timbs away after that shit.”

Holiday shook his head. “Rappers trying to be gangs-
tas and gangstas trying to be rappers, what is this world 
coming to?”

“Nah, Lord Scientifi c ain’t playing, he’s the real deal.”
“Baby Doc, you stay on some star struck shit. What 

you need to do is turn off that fucking radio ever once 
and a while and digest some of this game being dropped 
on you.” Holiday shut off the radio. “See, that’s the prob-
lem with y’all li’l niggaz, you’re more focused on shit that 
goes on outside your world then you are with what’s 
going on in it. The same way you know all these rappers, 
you need to know the names and faces of every nigga in 
our or ga ni za tion. This is the trap, li’l nigga, not the MTV 
awards.”

Baby Doc twisted his lips. “Holiday, you need to loosen 
the fuck up. All you ever talk about is the trap this, and 
the block that.”

“Muthafucka, because that’s all I know,” Holiday 
snapped. “I am these muthafucking streets, so I always 
gotta know what’s going on with me. It’s this type of think-
ing that has me sitting on the inside while your ass is still 
peeking through the window waiting on yo daddy to let 
you in!”

“Man, fuck you.” Baby Doc went back to looking at 
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the road. He hated when Holiday tried to come at him 
like a kid, and had a hard time hiding it.

“BD, I know you ain’t getting sensitive on me.” Holi-
day pushed him playfully, but Baby Doc was nonrespon-
sive. “Come on, BD, don’t act like that. I’m just trying to 
keep you on your toes, my nigga.”

“Holiday, your problem is that you don’t know how to 
talk to people. I know I’m the youn gest of the crew, but 
I’m still a man,” Baby Doc declared.

“Is that right?” Holiday looked at him disbelievingly.
“Muthafucking straight. Y’all keep looking at me like 

Big Doc’s kid, but there’s gonna come a day when I gotta 
get my weight up and step outta my father’s shadow.”

“Baby Doc, there’s more to this shit than what you think. 
It’s one thing to get your hands dirty, but when it comes 
time for you to receive that blemish on your soul . . .” Holi-
day shook his head. “I don’t know many who can carry that 
load.”

“So you think I’m a pussy?” Baby Doc eyeballed Holi-
day.

“Not at all, BD. I know what your bloodline is so I 
would never slander your pedigree. All I’m saying to you 
is that being a part of this family is not something to do, 
but a way to live.”

“What ever, man, you just don’t think I’ll pop off. Watch, 
you’re gonna see how I give it up one day.”

All Holiday could do was sigh. “Out of love for you 
and your dad, I pray that day never comes.” Holiday relit 
the blunt, which had gone out. “You’ve got a lot to learn 
about these streets, BD. They can be easy lessons or hard 
ones, that’s on you. But as long as you’re under me you’ll 
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keep your mind on game and off shit that ain’t gonna help 
you, understand?”

Baby Doc nodded, as he had been more preoccupied with 
a girl crossing the street whose soaked dress was showing 
her goodies to anyone looking. A slap to the back of the 
head from Holiday brought him back to attention.

“I said do you understand me?” Holiday barked. Baby 
Doc nodded. “Good.”

When they rolled through the light at the corner of 
132nd and Madison, Holiday sat up and peered out the 
window at a group of young men posted up in front of 
the corner bodega. “See, it’s niggaz like these are a prime 
example of what I mean about you li’l niggaz focusing on 
the wrong shit. They’re dead foul right now, but fl oating 
around like they ain’t got a care in the world. Young and 
dumb.”

Baby Doc peered over across Holiday and squinted. “I 
know them kids, I went to school with the tall one, Buck, 
but son dropped out last year.” Baby Doc pointed to the 
tall light- skinned kid wearing the green do-rag on his head.

“Well, he should’ve stayed, because his dumb ass still has 
a lot to learn.” Holiday removed his nines from the stash 
spot. “Pull over, son.”

“Beef?” Baby Doc asked Holiday, ready to get down 
for his mentor and friend.

Holiday smiled and mushed Baby Doc playfully. “It ain’t 
beef unless both parties are willing to kill.” Holiday winked 
at him and slid from the car. Immediately all eyes fell on 
the approaching Holiday. Everyone tensed except the kid 
who had been identifi ed as Buck. Buck folded his arms 
across his chest and glared at Holiday.
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“What you need, son?” Buck asked with an attitude.
“Just a li’l information,” Holiday told him.
“Then you need to take your ass to the seventh fl oor 

of 100 Centre Street, because ain’t no snitches on this cor-
ner,” Buck capped, drawing laughter from his boys.

Holiday gave him a crooked grin. “You a funny dude, 
real talk. Listen, I ain’t got a lot of time to play with shit 
birds like you so I’m gonna keep this short and sweet. 
Whose corner is this?”

“Son, you out  here asking a  whole lot of questions for 
a nigga I don’t know,” Buck said defi antly.

“I’m sorry, where are my manners? My name is Holi-
day.” At the mention of Holiday’s name, everyone sud-
denly got very quiet. Even if you didn’t know Holiday by 
face you knew his reputation. He was the enforcer for Big 
Doc, one of Shai Clark’s capos. “From the look on your 
face, I’m gonna assume you know who I am.”

“Yeah, I heard of you,” Buck said sheepishly.
“That’s a good thing, so you know how I give it up. 

Now I’m gonna ask you one more time: whose corner is 
this?”

Buck hesitated for a few minutes before whispering, 
“King James.”

“Wrong answer.” Holiday shot Buck in the thigh. Buck 
rolled around on the ground whimpering in pain while his 
crew watched in shock. “Listen to me and listen well,” Holi-
day addressed the horrifi ed young boys. “This shit is prop-
erty of Shai Clark. If you don’t get money for my team then 
you don’t get money for NOBODY. Are we clear?” No one 
said a word. “I’ll take your silence as a yes. Now get this 
pussy to a hospital because he’s bleeding all over my street.” 
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Holiday stomped on Buck’s injured thigh for good mea sure 
and got back in the whip.

What the fuck was that about, Holiday?” Baby Doc asked 
when they  were safely away from the crime scene.

“That was about me letting niggaz know what time it 
is out  here,” Holiday said dismissively.

“I think you did a little more than let him know what 
time it is. You shot that kid in front of mad witnesses.”

“What’s your point, BD?”
“My point is, maybe we should’ve found out more about 

this King James cat before you popped off. You never know 
what may come of this.”

Holiday gave Baby Doc a disbelieving look. “Li’l nigga, 
do you hear yourself? This ain’t no damn democracy, nig-
gaz violate and they get it and I don’t give a fuck who 
they’re connected to if their last name isn’t Clark!” Holi-
day declared.

“Holiday, I was only saying—”
“You  wasn’t saying shit,” Holiday cut him off. “Baby 

Doc, this ain’t like college where shit is decided with student 
 unions, this is the streets and disputes are resolved over 
pistols. You wanted to be a gangster, right? So stop crying 
and play ya fucking position.”

“What ever you say, Holiday,” Baby Doc told him.
“Muthafucking right. Who the fuck is King James any-

way?”
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