
“I object.”
That’s all I said and got locked the fuck up.

Dear Reader,

One day my two brothers got into a shoot out and won, however, their victory led them straight to jail.  They went as friends, but by the time they had received their sentencing, they had become bitter enemies and went on off to prison with sheer hatred for one another.

Yelp, it was a woman who divided my brothers, they allowed these ill-spirited females, to come between them. I watched as one of the bitches threw herself, on the railroad track and yelled for help. 

And that’s how the saga began.

You see, when (both) my brothers went to jail, they both had these weird females in their lives. JINGO’s girl was a closet smoker, and RONNIE’s girl was a closet nymphomaniac; both were psychological dependents.

We’ll, the youngest brother Ronnie had fallen in love, with the nymp, who looked like a little bald headed parrot, I mean there was nothing feminine about her, atleast not to the visible eye.  She was one of those girls, who never came outside and her mother worked all the time. All the boys in the hood had laid her, including my big brother (Jingo.)

This floozie was a master of deception, I always said: “The sound of her voice would ship wreck a sailor.” As a budding young lady, she’d have her  lil’ boyfriend fighting the whole neighborhood, cause he thought all the other boyz, wanted to fuck her, cause she was soooo pretty  and desirable. But little did he know, they were coming back for midnight seconds and that’s how she keeps them in “check” to this day. She keeps her dudes vigilant with jealous and madly in love with her, having them  thinking everybody wants his pussy.

Well, my younger brother Ronnie, was the latest in her string of doodoo’s.
This brother, was the ol’ pro in my family at doing time, he knew how to “bit,” however, this time, Ronnie was headed to prison in love.  For the first time in his life - at the age of 35, Ronnie  had fallen in love.

You see, Ronnie had just served 7 years of a 7-25 year sentence and had been out for only 3 months, when the travesty occurred.  He was still on paper and now facing the remainder of the shelf time. 

  Ronnie had been free, just long enough to find love and he was hemorrhaging raw grief at the thought of loosing Regina.

As he head over the waterfall of delusion, knowing there was no turning back, from a bad moment, sailing to his decent, he found solace, in the voice of that ship wrecker – every time he called collect.

Now back to reality….. we knew Ronnie would be passing go and going straight to jail, so we began stacking his books; seeing to his comfort – ahead of time.

Now on the other side of madness, Jingo had begun to fall victim to ANDREA’S  brew.  Her thirst for drugs, drove Jingo into demanding more and more money from Ronnie’s books for various reasons, many of which, included the financial support of his girl.  Jingo had me real busy, with his activities; withdrawing, depositing, delivering, etc.

Finally, we refused to allow Jingo to bully tactics to rule our behavior and stood fast.  The money soon dried up. Then, his threat erupted into bribery.  Then Andrea flat out told him to squeal and come home! And exactly what he tried to do to please her.  Andrea, with her bad looks and matching breath, told my brother that her soul could not survive, without being with him.

Some of her other tactics included; going to visit him with her oversized head standing with hair, red ugly droopy eyes, looking like Egor with a twitch.  She presented herself, as being too weak to even hold her head up. Jingo actually believed he could heal his “cracked out hoe,” with herbs.  He felt that he was the was the only one, who could cure her from the affliction of smoking dope and selling pussy, and that he must be freed to administer treatment.  I mean this is a guy, who fucked his self up with vitamins ( all 32)…..the only thing saved him was jail….they wouldn’t permit his vitamins in with him and that – saved him.

Jingo really seemed to be stressing about that girl, so I said,  fuck it,  and  asked the nut: “Do you really believe  that Bitch can’t make it out here without you?”  Jingo kinda like grabbed the back of his hand with his teeth and said:  “Peachie-Pie, you of all people should know where her head is, after all you were in her very same shoes, and I told him:  “You’s a damn lie, unlike your closet smoker, I had to take my act to front street and go for what I knew.  I never had the luxury of a such a strong enabler  

(such as yoself) to keep my ass off the Block.  So, what you saying?”  With compassion he said:  God delivered you Peachie!  With conviction, I said: God’ll deliver her Jingo! We locked eye to eye  and with a frown, I stepped back and drew my line between, where it stood from 1996 until June 2006.

We knew Jingo was being manipulated to drain Ronnie’s account, for his girl and her quiet addiction. Little did he know, that girl was out smokin’ up Peru, right now - without his help!  That Bitch was smoking up so much dope that her lips were drawn in an upward position, with involuntary movements. Her lips kept moving up and down; as if they were searching for the stem – in the dark.

Ronnie was anxious to confront Jingo and defend his tramps honor. And behind the scene, Regina was busy puppeteering, my little dumb brother.

Mind you, it was my job to keep the peace and baby-sit this shit until they cleared the court system and those witchy females were impacting the situation big time -  making my job close to impossible.   

Suddenly, Jingo’s panicked at the thought of doing time….did I tell you we went to the media saying that he was the killer.   Then! He changed his mind.   Ain’t that some shit?  Anyways, his change in heart, prompted him to rollover on Ronnie.  He withdrew his plead of guilty because of  Andrea’s influence, but Ronnie wasn’t having it, he wouldn’t let Jingo off the hook. Ronnie was benefiting by his sworn confession of admitted guilt.  And had crawled up onto the back of his neck for additional protection.  As for me, I was in support of the original plan.  Jingo faulted me for taking side.   I wasn’t there!  I didn’t shoot any damn body!  So, I agreed with the original plan, which was to prepare a soft place for Ronnie to land -  back to jail, then get Jingo out as soon as possible – those are my standing orders to this date.  Jingo was hating the world – because he was trapped by this own admission of guilt.  He especially hated me, because I loved Ronnie so much and saw the deceitful liar getting his move off.  

I didn’t make none of that shit happen, now how in the hell do I got to be the one you hate the most?    In his desperate surge for freedom his sent the dame police to my house looking for his murder weapon, which wasn’t found, however, they did recover 3,000 cashier check and check printing machine.   I remember my first interview with her and she asked me to tell her how I came into possession of criminal items and I admitted that I had found them beside my dumpster and she asked me what did it think when I found them and I said:  “ I thought it was Christmas in July.”   She stopped the interview and lend in close to my face and I just looked at her and she said very softly:  “Don’t repeat that to anybody else – okay/”  Okay!

Anyway that damn Jingo just cause me to get evicted, oh did I tell you the police came to the house with 20 police vehicles, yellow crime tape, local media cameras, and in the end…I pick up a charge and he’s mad at me?  Fuck that lunatic, I told that nigga to go to hell and that life was sweeter with him being incarcerated and then I received my very first piece of hate mail him.  That boy wrote me a letter and sent it on the wings of a bat!  It was like, we hung up the phone and the next morning this creepy letter was in my mailbox – and I don’t sleep all day.  It was Evil. Evil. Evil. And don’t you know that same guy (Jingo) just wrote me another letter in 2006 and told me that “’he loved me’” and that he harbored no ill will towards me…  I thought – Good! ‘cause I aint don shit!  But anyways, I replied by reminding him about his death list and my name being in the top 2, with My Momma being #1.  Shut the fuck up and get back to where he left off!  And don’t write me back sounding like a tree hugging hippy.  Mothafucka cause I still check your mail for traces of white powdery substance. – Now, speak to me,.. direct.   -Come to find out, he needed the determination in me – and he can get that.  He needed me to call the prison and show strong concern from the heart – I took delight in serving them notice, should anything happen to my brother “now give him the padded cell damnit!” 

Boy I tell you, that dude is just like his fucked up Daddy…Satan! 

Then out of the blue, word surfaced, that Jingo stood a chance of making bond and we all knew what the hell that meant – the death list! Which was longer than my Christmas card list and it was more than half full……okaey? And the way this twisted society is, they’ll “shick”  a mothfucka like that, on you.  Yep, they’ll let ‘em go, for a no good reason.   So, shit, who knows, they courts just might free this bastard, just so they can collect more charges against him – and I be damned, if I was going to be one of his fatalities. So, I went to red alert and got me a dog, a rifle, a pistol, some mace, a bear trap, floodlights and a man, who had a fascination with guns.  Fuck dat!  We was gon’ trap that bastard if he came my way. I know him and he ain’t no easy fight, so, when he come my way, I was going to fuck him up.  He didn’t make bond and it was all good in the hood. We gunned down.  Red alert will self activate upon his release date.

Ronnie and Jingo continues to  face-off, by phone and Jingo promise to bring Ronnie that he would bring him down with him. Jingo was taking a beating in court and Ronnie continued to proclaim his innocence.  I’m like:  Don’t look the fuck at me – I wasn’t there.  Ya’ll work it out and may the best defense win.  Things grew increasingly dimmer for a happy resolve.

While they were waiting to be indicted, I hired a PI for Ronnie, and it turned out to be beneficial for  Jingo’s. But a strange turn of events happened,  Jingo’s Attorney paid me a visit at home, he came to my house and I shared nothing but venom and  with grimace he asked me to come and say all that.-  This man summoned me to court  to destroy his character and I agreed.   When the villain left, I exhaled his stench from my nostrils as I realized my brother has snakes at his bosom.  My brother had made those people (attorneys) so damn mad at him by reading them the law that they selling him out to prove him wrong, but he was calling good shots, he just had a fucked up team.  I saw then that my brother needed me, and despite his hatred for me, I had to find away to help him, especially now that I see he has a big rat on his team and he’s oblivious of this man’s hatred of him.  When that man sat at my table with betrayal dripping off his teeth, I knew Jingo had gotten to him.  Jingo would do dumb shit like, cuss the chef out and then expect a good meal.  Despite all!  I had to help my brother, some type of way and with the finale of the closing arguments being tomorrow I had no idea as to how to help my brother.

Ronnie’s situation took priority for me, because he was facing definite conviction because he was a probation violator.  As time when on, It became increasingly easier to turn a deaf ear to Jingo’s suffering, because he was spewing so much hatred everywhere.

Meanwhile, in outer space, Jingo, the metaphysical genius, claims his trail was going well, and that  there was only (1) color that could manipulate the situation. and that color was orange…..and guest who showed up to court wearing orange?  I did, I wore my  brand new orange Mickey Mouse T-shirt) He insists that my colors manipulated some type of psychodelic  spark to occur,  which ignited the turning of events and as a result, Jingo blamed me, as hard evidence slipped away, against Ronnie. EXAMPLE:   The prosecutor showed the witness, Ronnie’s photograph and the witness I identified Ronnie as being the shooter at the crime scene and then the prosecutor asked the witness was that person present and he said yes.  Then the prosecutor asked the witness to point Ronnie out and the witness pointed to Jingo.  I was setting behind Jingo’s  and his necked turned around to me like exorcist, looking all creepy shit.   When his eyes finally made it around to me, I just looked at him defensively; I thought he was looking at me. because he thought, I had tampered with his confused witness, but come to find out his was looking at my colorful Mickey Mouse Tshirt.   The judge slapped his gavel down and halted the trail for another day.  Nothing was sticking to Ronnie, the chips weren’t stacking up against him….while they were slowly stacking against Jingo.  I still say,

he gave me too much credit for that color manipulation plan.

Jingo found REGINA,  to be the  Ronnie’s weak link .  So, Jingo would call her everyday and mess with her head and she’d then cry to Ronnie, telling him that Jingo keeps calling to talk about their past sex activities. And Ronnie lost his rabbit-ass mind and declared war.  I watched as that Bitch laid down on the railroad track and yell for help.

I asked that whinny Bitch, couldn’t she hold that bullshit until after the trail?  And why the fuck you kept accepting his collect call? The only person your fooling is Ronnie.  Okaey?  Again, she runs to Ronnie with even more tears of attack, claiming we all were making her uncomfortable, then her puppet faced off against me.  It was said that she was uncomfortable with my aggressiveness.   I mean this girl was drilling straight through my family and was getting the moves off.  Because Ronnie and I loved one another so dearly, she was only able to tilt him slightly, unlike the master-flip he did on Jingo. 

   “ Ooooh my God,” I thought, as this girl had her way with my family.   She’s got these fellas reeling with effects.  She was puppeteering my precious family - all in the name of a “sport.”

Back in court, Jingo wasn’t coping-out to nothing!  He wanted a trail by jury.  By now, Jingo recanted his statement of admitted guilt and re-entered a not guilty plea.  Jingo truly believed that the court would appreciate hearing the secrets of the universe.  Jingo with that metaphysical bullshit thought the world change, now that he had revealed the TRUTH!  Man those whities listen at my brother as he re-told the truth,  and the only change the jurors saw, was in the size of that  big nappy ‘fro and now he’s an admitted liar on to of being and a killer.  I thought:  “Damn, my brother was looking so bad.” I rushed clothes down to him, to soften his appearance. I’ve already order his haircut for his 2007  appeal..

Afterwards, I was called to the witness stand and Ms. Ella was so graceful in her pearls.   I took the oath and swore to tell the truth,  the whole truth and nothing but the truth - and I did.    After all, both my brothers were on trail; so I had a vested interest on both sides, I told the truth about everything, without incriminating myself – fuck dat. However, my testimony came as quite a surprise to his cutthroat counsel.  On the stand, whenever I referred to my brother, I’d placed my words softly and tempered my emotions; careful not to poison the well, I spoke gracefully while on the stand. And when I got down I smile at his attorney and sent him a “wink.”

The fight was in full swing, with neither side winning. In a desperation move, Ronnie sent his attorney to me, trying to drag me to the pits of hell with him.  He asked if I’d rollover on Jingo for him?  I said:  “Hell no,”  

I’m not going to sink one brother, in order to save the other.

By the 3rd week of trail, I was so tired, but I would still go to court to sit in on the trail.   One day I was stopped at the door and prohibited from entering into Jingo’s trail, because I was being accused  “again” of “witness tampering.”  That was a relief; because when the bailiffs approached me I thought they had found a lost warrant or something.  So, fuck going in – just let me da’ fuck out, and they had court that day without me.

I left skipping for home.

Their trails went on forever,  the court finally offered them both plea deals and Ronnie took his and ran, while Jingo would reject the deal and take his case to the box.  Jingo in many ways can be considered a scholor of books, but he’s in preschool with common sense.  Against the solar system Jingo decides continue his fight, but he had no clue that it was his counsel was working against him.

Now with Ronnie’s trail being over and done with I made certain, I was there to go the distance with Jingo and with closing arguments drawing to an end, I was emotionally and psychologically drained by  the long trail, the stress, had began to take it’s toll on me and I had become spiritually drained.

  As usual, I’d enter and seat myself in various locations, throughout the trail.  On this particular day, I slipped in, as usual, soft and swiftly; I seated myself on the back wall.  I sat there and observed the closing augments of Jingo’s defense attorney and his argument was simply al-right.   He didn’t nail a damn thing; he was barely, all right.  The prosecuting attorney jumped out there like a shark!  That dude was nailing my brother to the cross, I felt so bad for him because he was facing life I looked over at my brother and he looked like a wooden doll, with an orange jump suit on and a big  ol’ afro, that stuck straight up in the hair like a troll.   My heart bleed for him.  I watched my brother, loosing his fight for freedom.

I knew I had to get in the fight, after all I’m prepared to do whatever I can because my brother was going down in flames, the prosecuting attorney was ruthless, then suddenly that vicious carnivore said:

“and let’s talk about his sister.”  I thought Me!  Maybe he’s referring to Sissy, Katie, maybe even Jaaaa….. Yes! That no good Ella Moody, his key witness, that check cashing liar.  Oh no he didn’t, fuck the cue, count me in right now.  I mean I had intended get in the fight somehow or another, but,  I just didn’t expect to be really offended when I did..  Fuck it, I’m really going to  jump-in, because that’s my brother fighting a loosing battle – he needs me!  And this is my blood!  So, I positioned myself with good posture and spoke aloud, saying: “Objection
The prosecutor was welding his power, center stage  and  talk’n about me like a dog, hell yell I object. He was lucky though, because in my not so distant past I’da told him to lick my nuts. But, now that I’m all  rehabilitated. I reach for different controls, which allow me to express myself with more meaningful language.

The Prosecutor, stopped everything  (including breathing) then wobbled with his eyes stretch wide trying to refocus by sound, looking as if somebody had hit him in the head, with a baseball bat, his punkass weebbled like he was drunk, but he didn’t fall down.

I couldn’t believe the prosecutor would rather stoop to a lie, and detrement of my character, rather than refer to (1) of the (25)  pages of public record and  find a truthful charge to slander me with?

The prosecutor, still rattled by my objection, turned away from the jurors and leaned toward the courtroom audience and said in a whisper…. what?  I repeated myself in the same polite voice: “ I object”…and he squinted his eyes and leaned in further, hoping to see whose face, the voice was coming from; from my vantage point, I could see the prosecutor and the judge clearly. The judge’s neck was stretched as he searches the courtroom for the mystery voice.   Then the prosecutor said: Who said that? And I said: “Me! -  Ms. Ella V. Moody.”

After I identified myself, I then said:  “I am not a check casher.”

Then, that son of a bitch judge turned into exorcist, the courtroom grew dark as he waved his cloak and everybody ducked, it was terrible in there, and all I said was:

“I object.”  ‘Cause, I did object.

the fucken judge then slammed his gavel down with fury and yelled POOF!

Silence fell upon us and the courtroom hung in silence, The lights grew dimmer and then the damn judge began whispering the words:  …..”be gone.”

His eyes were still closed, as he spoke whispers - as if, he were making some sort of wish or  in a séance or  something, hell I don’t know – none of us knew what the hell was going on. At any rate, all our mouths were wide opened, wandering what in the hell was going on.

The judge then appeared to be raising from a trance, opened his eyes with his gavel still extended and seemed to be peering at me.  Then with the other arm, he extended his finger to the door; while still looking at me.   I broke and ran, trying to reach the exit before the ball dropped and while I was dashing, wouldn’t you know, the judge he wiggled his little peanut head and activated his little Trinitron cops, one rushed to the exit and braced himself for impact, the other continued to move towards me with caution; showing both palms, while slowly moving in closer.

I ceased running and stood with both my hands free and my eyes were moving like “Howdy Dudey the dummy; panning left to right, left to right,” as these two bailiffs closed in on me; asking, if I had any sharp objects in my pocket?

After I was apprehended, one of those corn fed bastards, had the nerve to ask if I was still living at the same address – and I asked him: “why motherfuka, why? …..sigh damn ya’ll really gon’ play me.

Then they proceeded to take the sharp objects out of my pockets and I was arrested without incident.  They took me to a holding cell far away,  off in the back somewhere – it was so remote that I told them; so long as I don’t smell tar & featha’s, I guess we alright. Anyways, they finally tucked me away in this dim holding cell, where I would remain, until I was transported over to the woman’s workhouse.

My worst fear had come true for that day…  I’m in jail.  The last time something like this happened me, was when I went to get my car out of jail and they took money – then locked me up!#@  

Now, I’m locked away, in this baron isolation.   No clock, no body, no one else but me and the silence, long, long, silence. Graffiti adorned the walls with evidence of passing prisoners, the metal bench was so, so cold and the yellow paint on the bars was chipped as if somebody had a lead craving.

I was in that pissy dungeon for so long that I began suffering from hunger, thirst,  & cold.  After I reached the height of my misery I began to hallucinate.  I began hearing voices.  I heard a voice as if it were coming from the pits of hell saying to me:

“You dumb bitch, I don’t know why you did that.”

I shook my head, trying to  resist  the evil thoughts and embraced my self-sacrifice as being the right thing to do.  “My suffering is for a noble cause!”  I said aloud for reassurance.  After awhile the demonic whispering returned saying: Dumb Bitch, Dumb Bitch, Dumb Bitch. My chest was gripped with fear as I realized Satan had returned and “his” voice is not in my head. Because I could  f-e-e-e-e-l the presence of evil.

 I knew,  it was Lucifer himself! ……I braced myself with courage and proceeded to openly rebuke him, when suddenly the same sinister voice spoke again: 

“I had already won grounds for my appeal and you just got your fat ass locked-up for nothing.”

Oh my God, it was Jingo, my brother was in the holding cell, right next to me, all this time, he was laying over there like a by rat, for all these hours -  

 I began screaming and beating the walls until somebody came in to see about me, (sheriff,) I begged that man to please go to the judge and tell him that I don’t know what got into me, tell him that I am sorry. Needless to say, they took my black ass to the woman workhouse on the next shuttle.

Ronnie got out 5 years later and was released.  Regina was already to play the next game with my little brother and her new hubby, She had again, set the stage, having her husband believe that Ronnie was returning to get some of his irresistible pussy and that ol’ goofy Ronnie was skipping right into her trap.  He had the never to say:  “she was mine before she was his,” and I say: “ she was the neighborhood’s, before she was yours” Ronnie stayed free for 13 months and has now returned to prison, where he is serving a 9-year sentence.

 Jingo is going into his 9th consecutive year of incarceration. He won an appeal the 3rd year of his stay and the prosecutor said, they’ll free him, provided he doesn’t sue, and Jingo said:  “no deal – death is better.”   Andrea is floating around here with her face twitching and looking spooked. Regina divorced he last husband and has now married the mailman.

As for me, that hanging judge finally let my black ass go – after, he damn well felt like it, ‘cause I didn’t have a bond, I was left to his mercy, for contempting his court.

After all that, I’m now happy to be alone, no remnant of my mother’s family is present in my life…Oh, I forgot, I got James; a 230 lb nephew, whose ride or die when it comes to his Aunty.  However, getting back to that judge, for years to come I sent that bastard judge, hate mail, every holiday, until the day he retired from the bench.  As a matter of fact, he’d get some more mail, if I only knew, where he’s hiding.

Inspired by a true chapter, in my life.  Ms. Ella

*check my record.
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