


The 

BLOCK

L. is a hometown hooker, she’s strong, compassionate, classy, sassy & drug addicted. One sunny, Saturday afternoon, L was working her regular route on E. Main street, knocks off a “John,” verbally estimates the cost of his fantasy, takes him down the Block, to the friendly neighborhood whorehouse on Wilson Avenue and gets him situated in the rented room, she then proceeds to the bathroom to freshen up.

Coming from the bathroom, L. hears a whimper in the distance, she quickly horn in on the sound and trails slowly towards the attic.  The door is ajar, and she stands where she continues to listen, again she hears the sound and proceeds up the steep dark stairwell; cobwebs hang down from the ceiling and lingered in the stale air.  She continues up until she reaches the landing.  Wiping the cobwebs from her face, she continues to search for the sounds.  Everything is silent. She stands erect and scourers the dim room frantically with her eyes.  Her neck is fully extended when she hears the sound again over by the bed.  L. rushes over and throws the mound of blankets aside and nothing! Then suddenly she catches a movement from the corner of her eye, she goes to the side of the bed to investigates.  Bending over to get a closer look, shes startled by two little watery eyes peering at her.  It’s a half cloth little boy, he has rapped himself in the bloody sheet to hid his nakedness.  L.  forces a smile and extend her arms towards him,  she holds her arms open for him to  reach, but he doesn’t, she continues to hold her arms open but this time she moves closer to him, still with open arms, she swoops him.

L. immediately rapped the rest of the sheet around him and headed to the stairwell to do a mad dash back to her rented room, when suddenly she sees another boy, this one is a baby boy sitting motionless and staring with absolutely no response to her presence.   The child she’s carrying began to reach for the little boy yelling: my brother, my bother.  The baby boy was trapped in silence.  L. adjust the big boy to her shoulder and gently picks the baby boy up and situates him to her bosom.  L. clutches the two boys with all her might and ran at top speed down the creaking stairwell, belting through the long dark corridor of fantasy island, until she reaches her room where her John was waiting.

The John turned towards the door as L. entered, his eyes were closed, lips puckered, and his little wrinkled dick, was totally ready; half hard erection.  His eyes opened, wondering what the delay was in kissing him and this beautiful prostitute belted by, almost knocking him over, L. heads to the backroom for privacy. The John is half naked and completely limp.  L. comes out of the backroom, and told him the police were on the way and to run!  He hinted for a refund and got cussed out.  L. explained her “no refund policy,” but, promised she’d look out for him on the next-go-round.  Her sincerity was noted by the John and he continued dressed while on the go!

With no more distractions, L. ponders the best route out of that 3-story honey cone. She determines the best passage of escape to be the back window.  She drops the big boy to his feet and jumps with the baby boy clutched firmly to her chest. She scurries her bundles down to her Auntie-like house were she resides in  a rented room.  When she unraveled the boys her heart was frozen with horror and she quickly covered her mouth to hold back the scream.  With a trembling voice, bhe began to speak to the boys, her voice broke into a whisper as she cried in her throat.

She grievously vowed to the boys, promising them that she’ll never allow any one to harm them, ever again, as she sobbed in her heart, her eyes gave way to a slow moving waterfall, tracing it’s way down her chiseled beauty, down her cheeks, off her chin and dropping onto the bloody bare-chest boys. In the midst of their bone chilling wailing, L continued to swear aloud, promising them that she’d never allow anyone else to harm them. She firmly embraces them and together in perfect harmony, their spirits cry, forming a melody of sadness.

The same night, after regrouping from the matter, L. calls out window for Conley, her call is echoed down the block. Her voice sailed out of the window into the night air, calling for Conley; soft and long; being careful not to disturb the children who were trying not to fall asleep. Her call is echoed down the cobble stone alley, which glistened in the rain, as her call reached the end of McAllister.

Conley arrived at her door, accompanied by the fog.   The fog is at his back and seemed to rest on his shoulders; as if to see what’s going on, Conley steps out of the fog into the house and holds his silence, Conley knew it had to be important, then he broke the silence with: “What’s up L.? L bears her soul as she shares the condition of the children.  She begins to breakdown and Conley interrupts her break down and ask how long ago did this happen?  And L’s mannerism snapped from Mother Teresa to Fire Marshall Bill.  Her tears reseeded, and her voice grew as she gave details of what was to come.  Conley, still standing like a tin solider, winked a salute and vanished back into the night, as if the fog has swallowed him.

Later that same night the whorehouse was featured on the evening news. That 3 story match stick had been destroyed by fire, with 3 casualties.  L’s only reply was that she had hoped that more of those dirty bastards had been trapped inside.

L. was then released of the situation and now could try and concentrate on which road to take, in trying to get help for the boys.   She pondered turning to the authorities to report this heinous crime, but she also knew that she had active warrants which prevented her from ever seeing them again and the thought of never seeing them again was increasingly difficult to bear.

Finally, her long pondering came to an end – from this day forward they shall be mine! L thought and from that day forward, L. raised those boys as if they were her own and if you didn’t know better, you’d think they were blood relatives, because they kinda favored.

The kids remained painfully uncomfortable and extremely skeptical of strangers and cleaved to L for safety.  Days turned into nights, nights turned into weeks, until finally, L had secured enough finances to move them out of that rented room into a 2 bedroom apartment of their own, where she tucked her boys away safely.

L. had become an overnight parent and was tickled pink.  Which was good because in many ways she was very lonely.  Other than Conley, she had no true friends on the streets, even the Auntie-like figure she rented a room from, was a smoky smelling alcoholic, who would trade you in for the next dollar.

Years went by and at times the boys would stop and cry together, with no words being said, L would group them and they’d all hug and cry together.  Whoever needed the hug next, is the one who got it.  L. Pain had become a silent resident for a good while.

One summer the boys began to come out and sit on the front porch, then playing in the yard and pretty soon you couldn’t tell them from the rest of the children running up and down the block.

Time passes and the neighborhood accepts the children as being “L’s boys”.  She remained drug addicted and loving.  Some days she’d make it home and other days she did not, at any rate they never lost faith in her, they came to rely on L. and knew she was coming back whenever she left.

The other ladies of the night, would often stop by on their route, bearing gifts and expecting hugs for their good deeds, L’s oversaw their interactions and observed quietly, knowing that the Ladies were trying to atone for the child abandonment in their own lives.  Many of the girls would leave with tears streaming down their face, while others would try and visit a little too often.  L’s was kind to them all, while making it very clear who’s their Momma.  Momma L also had rules for the working girls gifts, …  “No candy!” L. says with her arms folded.

L’s boys, now exhibiting sure signs of independence; and not a moment too soon for L..  L’s drug addiction continued along with her love for her boys. Her beauty afforded her the luxury of steady clientele and she adorns her children as elegant as she adorns herself with attire.

Now the boys are ages 6 & 9 and still with no formal education, but thanks to the teachings of L., they had plenty of street smarts.

On one particular evening L. yelled out the window for her boys and got no answer.  She called again and received an eerie feeling in the pit of her womb. She dropped everything, went outside and began hunting for them.  Everyone on the Block, joined the search, with their eyes, the roamed between houses, up the alley, under cars, behind dumpsters, and questioning other residents and passerby’s.

L. walked up and down the block, through the alleys, and then was instinctively drawn to the abandoned skating rink at the end of Mound Street.

She approached the mammoth decaying structure with caution, her eyes search the windows from the third floor down, still moving forward, she crouched and picked up a tire iron and proceeded to enter.  She reaches the building, gripping the tire iron firmly; she stands with her back on the wall beside the open door and quickly turns in steps into the shadow of the humongous caucus.  Splinters of light rain down from the roof and the smell of mold, urine, and feces was unbearable.  This structure is unstable and unfit for a rat, she thought.  L’s eyes are searching double-time, when suddenly she hears a sound in the distance.  L, still clutch the Georgia-Switch, carefully trots over and around puddles towards to the sound and to her disbelief, she’s greeted by the site of her boys in a adjacent room looking trapped, but from her viewpoint she couldn’t see what had them spellbound.  All she could see was them standing together against the wall and holding on to each other terrified.  At the sight of their terror, L. opens up into a full fledge run and when she got closer, she was able to see what had them trapped.

It was the neighborhood psycho: Little John.  This monster is known for having an appetite for little boys, but not today L. thought. Little John turns to see what the boys were staring at when he’s slapped from behind with the tire iron. Little John never saw who or what him.   With the deliverance of her first blow, L, yells, commanding her boys to run! Wack, she slapped him again from the rear.  Still yelling at the top of her voice “Run! Boy get your brother and RUN!” Boy does just that but when he grabs Lil Mike’s hand, it was limp. Lil’ Mike again was trapped in silence and could not move. Then Boy yanked him by the clothes and together they began running toward the exit.  During the run, Boy looked back and saw L and the beast  tussling.  L’s commanding voice followed them to the exit.

As L. watched her children nearing the exit, she smiles in her heart.  L, strikes the beast again, and again, when suddenly Little John exploded with super human strength!  He stepped back, calmly smiled, revealing bloodstained teeth.– she then thought: “Damn! Now it’s time to save my own life.”  Little John burst into a run and body rushed L, pinning her to the wall with his 6ft 3,  260 pound body and with both his smelly hands, he placed them  around her neck and began squeeze.

L, was trapped. Nose to nose in a final conflict, she stares deep in his eyes and smiled as her life was being squeezed out of  with her.  Facing eminent death, she found comfort in the thought of her boys making it to safety.

Suddenly….Little John freezes, his grip loosens.  L. immediately takes advantage of the unforeseen turn in event and wiggles her way to freedom.  L. is real freaked out and scared, with this nigga still staring at her, then the big ogre drops to his knees, and this hands continues roaming the air, searching for her neck, as if he were blind with his eyes opened.  Little John to drops to his knees.  L. jumps back and throws her shit up! Then from his knees, the angry devil plopped over onto his face, revealing a shank, planted deeply in his back. L’s eyes move slowly beyond the shank,  to the base of his feet where her children are standing with balled fist.

L. collapses and falls alongside the dying beast.  Her children scurries her to her feet and rushes home with her, where she’s later rushed to the emergency room, suffering with fatal injuries. The many neighbors accompany L and the boys to the emergency room, and Conley came soon after.  Everyone was on pins and needles, not knowing just how extensive her injuries are.  In the waiting area, the boys were quiet and found comfort in each other, they had no words for anyone other than Conley.

The surgeon finally came out to address the family and the news was much worst than anyone thought.  That beast had broken her back, bringing her within inches of being paralyzed for life.  Her pronosis was a 50/50 chance of ever walking again.  None of that mattered to her boys, they were just glad that she wasn’t going to die.

L’s knew when the fight started that that beast got his hands on her - she was no match for his brut strength.  In all her agony she would not have done anything differently; with the exception of maybe “slap him a few more times with that iron.”

About 30 days later, L. had recovered to the point of a nursing home.   Fortunate for L. she had a small nest egg saved and their home was well cared for in her absence, because the road to recovery was going to be long and hard.  Luckily for Ms. L., she had several gentlemen, who were just nuts about her.  These men took care of her and her boys while she was disabled, they saw to her needs as well as her wants because they had fallen in love with her.  These gentlemen were truly loyal to L.,  they would stop at nothing to please her, including marriage.

L, was an extremely delightful hooker and a pleasure to have around.  I think she had so many gentlemen because she had a genuine way of making every single one of them feel special -  they were able to live a fantasy of  making love to a  Queen, and pretending she was all theirs – if not for just a little while.  If L. had not been drug addicted, these men would be  the doorkeeper in her kingdom and their only contact with her, would be in their dreams.

L was a trip out on the strip…. it was strange because with L., you’d either lover her or hate her, there was no in between. Hex, it was the same way with the police and vice officers.  Some adored her while others promised her lockdown when they caught her.

But if L. was you friend – she was your friend.  She was one mouthy female though…. With men & woman, it didn’t matter; if she had something to say, she generally said it.  L. came to the Block out of a broken marriage, that undercover  crack smoking ex-husband, sent her bankrupt and bruised.

The very first time this joker flipped on her was several months into her marriage. He blacked her eye and she took him to court and asked for her divorce looking like Spud McKensey.  Prior to granting her divorce, the judge asked if she’d like to be restored to her maiden name and she said: “yes, provided it doesn’t take up anymore time.”

She figured that she had escaped a blackeye all of her life while growing up in a hostile environment called home, rough neighborhood, and stupid boyfriends, she absolutely had zero tolerance for a nigga putting his hands on her and refused to wear a shiner at this stage of the game. The court mention counseling for him and L said “fuck that Nigga, I don’t give a damn if he seeks help or not!  Just count me the fuck out.

She didn’t have many friends and was okay with it.  She preferred being alone, even in jail…. which seemed to be a  monthy visit that summer…the jailhouse official decided to administrative segregate L. from population because they classified her as “aggressive.”  Aggressive, ain’t that some shit.  She just refused to be talk to like a drug addict.  L. was once a realtor, with military experience, she took a wrong turn and life and ended up on the Block; is how she saw it.  She took vitamins everyday and drank plenty of water and orange juice, because she wanted to be healthy when God delivered her from the streets.  In her heart of hearts, she trusted God for deliverance and knew one day, he would restore her to sanity.

You see when she divorced that “joke,” L. was a commercial realtor, with investment property.  She had messaged her credit to blue chip status and got snagged by a leach.  In addition to that momma’s boy being a failure, he was also a closet smoker.

L. had no idea what the drug even looked like, she later learned that the freak was having sex with every section 8 tenants he came in contact with while inspecting units, In addition, this oversexed animal was having orgies with those horny babes on his job at the Housing Authority. That buster saw a rising star and latched on with his teeth, toenails and everything else and crawled up on L’s shoulders like a koala bear.  He hid his drug addiction, while using his no good lying Mammy to help land him a wife, so she could get him off her “tit.”  After he married L.  he soon returned to his old way of being; getting drunk and fighting every Friday night, followed by wild uncontrollable sex afterwards.

During the divorce preceding this nut had the nerve to show up with a briefcase and tie.  He came to beg but, L. told him to get his fake ass out of her face before she called security. When the judge ruled in L’s favor, she felt relieved ending something that should never have started.

During L’s post divorce period, she was extremely lonely, bankrupt and vulnerable. She a man who openly admitted to using crack, and being curious, she agreed to be taught the fundamental of how to use a smoke crack and that was the beginning of her five year saga on E. Main Street.

The drug eventually turned-her-out, and crack became her pimp. When L. first hit the track she didn’t get any action because she was flawless, the Johns’ were uncomfortable with her out standing beauty, but by midsummer L. was banging.  Tricks, were waiting in line; circling the block, waiting their turn for her to reappear. She also caught the fancy of a prominent roofer in town (Jimmie).  This guy would choke a brick and kill a rock over her.  Jimmie was self employed, with earnings in the $300,000. bracket. They shacked up for a year or so, and during that time life went real fast.   You see ol’ dude claim to not smoke crack, but he’d always become hypnotized by the flame whenever she lit her stem. L. noticed that he’d always get the broom out when she went to cut up her dope.  You see, Jimmie would always  give her the dullest razor in the house, knowing that when she would try to cut  the “cookie” it would pop and parts would fly across the room –where Jimmie would be waiting with a broom. A “quarter-O later, L finally caught on, so whenever Jimmie would bring the  broom out - she’d leave immediately.

Jimmie was a prankster, the games he’d included; killing the lights when her dope was laid out.  Yelling “swat” while she was cutting dope, switching stems, you name it, he was full of geek moves.  This guy was weird, he’d buy her a $275. piece of dope every Friday when he came in from work and by 3:00 am he would have stolen it all back, he’d deny it and give her $50. for a nitecap….every time, this was the game he enjoyed playing.  Because of that, she nicknamed him “Gremlin.”  We lived in a 2 story garage, from the outside we looked like the Beverly Hill Billie’s, but upstairs was a swank penthouse.  Jimmie was his name and he played to many games, he was originally an ol’ cat burglar out of ATL. – you know he had to be sneaky down there.

One day I was coming home, to our Garage on McAllister Alley and as I approached my goofy dude was standing on the roof with a pitch fork.   I laughed for 10 years to come.  

He was walking around the edge of the roof with the pitchfork cocked!  He said he thought somebody was after him and he was trying to find them first.  I said what were you going to do with the pitchfork – “stick ‘em in the head” he said.

Anyways, he stole my dope one too many time and I tried to roast him with a bonfire, while he was asleep.  After deciding to leave that closet smoker, L. took to the streets and began making a way for herself…because out there, every tub sets, on it’s own bottom.

L. try living in motels but by the time she make it back to her room, it would be locked for nonpayment, many times she lost valuables that the office would claim for themselves.

She moved in with the old woman named Aunt Marie, an old babe that didn’t want to be old.  She ran a sleezy after hour in her home and she’d peel her company of booze after they bought it from her. She was terrible but bearable for temporary living quarters.  This gave L. an address and got her out of the streets.  L. still had to watch herself because Aunt Marie was a thief with those little monkey fingers.
L. injuries are healing, she has recovered to the point of  transferring to a nursing home.  She’s transferred to the Bryden House back into the neighborhood Her boys are by her side carrying the balloons and flowers as the hospital loaded her into the abmbulance for her transfer to the nursing home.

The boys ride with the neighbor and they all met up together and situates L. in her room comfortably   Before leaving the boys cuddle with her, kissing her softly on the forehead and brushing her hair, after awhile they leave with orders for the day, giving by Momma L.

After 6 months of grueling rehab, L. is now ready to come home.  She’s on a walker, but she walking!  Her boys rally around her with love and affection and she mounts her walker with all her weight.  L. stands, everyone holds their breath, not knowing what to expect of her next, when suddenly this big, tall, good looking lady smiles with a girly grin.  She’s supporting her own weight without a walker.  L. then takes hold of the walker and says: “Let’s head em’ up and move em’ out,” and they all filed out the door together.

After arriving home, you’d think L. was a national celebrating; Conley stood on her porch waving anxiously for her arrival, the neighbors waved from the balcony, the ladies of the night stop in, bringing food and good cheer, even the postman acknowledged her long awaited return.

Months of recovery flew by. L. was determined to be rid of that walking apparatus.  She pushed herself to do better, using her strong limbs to master her weight, she slowly became more independent.  Each day was a challenge, and everyday she became stronger and stronger.

The boys were so loving and supportive of Momma L..

Lil’ Mike appointed himself doctor, nurse and nutritionist, making certain, she was always fed and had something cold to drink at all time.  However “Boy” had graduated to the back porch, where he was selling rocks. L. knew just what he was doing back there, but would turn her head, with her eyes rolling to the ceiling.  Every tap on the back door sent Boy running through the house, dashing to answer the door before L. had a chance to get up. Boy was doing what he had learned to do from the other neighborhood Boyz and right about now the money was being recycled back into the family for support.

L. noticed her boys had a natural God given talent for singing

and aside from that they were both just down right handsome. If you didn’t know better you would think she carried them in the womb because the 3 of them were equally beautiful.

L. boys have now become Boyz.    She smiled at their status in the neighborhood.  Her daily prayer is for God to bless her boys with a recording deal, because right now they’re throwing stones at the penitentiary, selling dope off the back porch.

And would you know, a couple of baby momma’s and a few felonies later, Momma L’s  prayers were answered;  both her sons received a recording deal and the rest goes like this…. The boy blew up, moving Momma L. out of the hood, into a swank penthouse in Bexley, then purchased a local night club for her.  She now goes to work everyday looking like a million dollars and clocking dollars.

The boys often return home and when they do, Momma L. books them to the stage with a moments notice and they gladly oblige.

L. and her sons are a legend in their old hood, they often return, giving love ($) to everybody who comes to greet them.

The Block remains the exact same to this day; the rhythm, the pace, the rules, the geekers, the hookers, the dope, and the treachery, all remain intact. The only noticeable difference is in the age….the corner people: hooker, drug dealers, are all now children.  They’ve become lost, without every leaving the Hood.

True Background
My inspiration for writing this story:

An incident occurred at the roach motel.  I was getting high with this fat, dumpy, bleached blonde, ½ hooking white girl named Blondie, her jungle fever ol’ man moved her into the motel with him, where he lived all summer and was a cabby by night.  She wasn’t allowed to have company, but she’d let anybody in who had dope.

We chit-chat for the longest while we w4re preparing our paraphernalia, then we began to get high and I realized a child was crying hysterically in the room next door.

I thought “DAMN! All this time those low moans and groans wasn’t a Hooker delivering fantasy’s, it was  the muffled cry of a child.”

I leaped to my feet, ran out the door and began banging on the door where the cries were coming from.  Suddenly the cries stopped, but my banging didn’t.  Blonde thought I had tripped out from smoking too much dope.  She begged me to stop before I got “her” kicked out.   I said “fuck you hoe, can’t you hear a child’s in trouble?”  I kept banging and yelling, banging and yelling, with no answer.  By now Blonde has locked me out.  With all the loud banging other resident of the hotel began to open their doors looking down towards other and us were peaking through their curtains. I know I blew a lot of “highs” with that move, but it was necessary.

Not giving up, I went to the parking lot, with my eyes still fixed on the door and called the Whitehall police, knowing that I had an active warrant I still gave my real name along with the room number of the crying child.

I never knew what became of that little boy because I left before the Cops arrived.  So in many ways, I wrote an ending to an open story, in an attempt to release his cry which has been trapped, within my heart for

20 years.

As I release,

Ms. L..
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