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Chapter 1
 

11:43pm. June 10, 1992
 
 Three young Latina out-flared girls are walking slowly, yet 
confidently, through a jubilant mob jamming out to Julian Jumpin 
Perez Ultimate MasterMix Vol 4. Everyone is dancing and hanging 
out in this house party on the North side of Chicago. The three girls, 
who appear in their late teens/early twenties, are wrapping their long 
fingernails around white Styrofoam cups full of liquor. They’re ma-
neuvering around bodies, shouting to each other over the loud mu-
sic. It’s reverberating within the three-story home and echoing half 
way down the block. 

 The trio receives many flattering looks from the males in at-
tendance. Reception isn’t so welcoming from the females, especially 
the ones with boyfriends. Our three attractive vixens pay no atten-
tion to the player hating. They sashay through the crowd, dropping 
jaws in the wake behind them.  The girls don’t know anyone at this 
party but are checking out eligible guys for possible candidates.  Our 
gals came across the city from Logan Square on a mission this eve-
ning.  They are starting to enjoy themselves at this hot spot near the 
intersection of Lawrence Avenue and Kimball Street. 

 Carolina, Veronica and Maribel (Caro, Vero and Mari, ages 
21, 20 and 16 respectively) are beautified with thick lipstick, big hoop 
earrings and high hair held in place by half a can of hairspray.  The 
young women walk wickedly through the crowd. Veronica has on a 
grey body suit accentuating her 32 B breasts. Carolina is in a white 
wife-beater tank top showing some cleavage. A thick X-Large unbut-
toned grey and black flannel shirt covers her arms and back. Maribel 
is wearing a loose pair of jean overalls on top of a black body suit 
hugging her naturally buxom 34 Cs. 
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 Rings and multiple bracelets adorn their fingers and wrists. 
Maribel has a gold chain around her neck that says ‘Mari’ engraved 
in old English lettering and Carolina is sporting a similar one with 
‘Caro’. Their attitude makes them sexy and slightly intimidating. 

 The majority of partygoers are urban Hispanics between the 
ages of 15 and 23, with the occasional black or white face sprinkled in 
the crowd. The guys’ outfits consist of oversized T-Shirts and sagging 
baggy pants with labels like Used, Kani, Cross Colours and Girbaud 
stitched on. Some homies are swigging 40 ounces of St. Ides and Old-
E malt liquor. Others rotate Mad Dog 20/20 bottles.  
 
 Empty Budweiser boxes are stacking up on the back indoor 
porch. The bathroom’s packed with 4 or 5 people at a time doing key 
bumps of cocaine. Joints and blunts are passed around in multiple 
cyphers, slowly turning the entire house into a sauna of cannabis 
smoke. 

 The DJ occasionally blends in Salsa, Merengue and Banda for 
the ethnically dominant Mexican and Puerto Rican audience. But 
the majority of records he spins on his Gemini turntables are Rap or 
House. The vibe changes when the DJ mixes in the first single from 
Dr. Dre’s Death Row Records featuring new rapper Snoop Doggy 
Dogg. “Deep Cover” starts playing on the stacked speakers connect-
ed in two rooms. The chorus of “It’s 1-8-7 on an undercover cop” 
resonates with this audience. 

 Many people throwing their hands up are dressed in black 
and gold. They have yellow bandanas with baseball hats turned to the 
left. They’re throwing up the hand signal for love in sign language, 
but using it for a more sinister meaning. In Chicago (throughout the 
Midwest, in parts of New York and Miami) this represents an affilia-
tion with a street gang in the five-point-star People Nation. 

 Gang-bangers use hand signs as a way of identification. These 
symbols come with their own literature and are represented by graf-
fiti, marking their territory. Representing your affiliation with your 
nation is called “repping ” or “throwing signs”. The hand signs be-
ing thrown, now confirm that Veronica, Carolina and Maribel are at 
hardcore gang party.  

 The three girls talk amongst themselves for a few seconds 
when they realize the gang signs. Their conversation is cut short 3



when “The Choice is Yours” by Black Sheep mixes in and the house 
erupts. Our titillating trio joins in on the fun and start dancing vig-
orously. First, just moving their hips and throwing their arms up to 
the rhythm. Then jumping and moving more provocatively when the 
chorus hits. The DJ switches to a techno song, watching the girls gy-
rate faster and more sexual. Shaking their asses and bouncing their 
boobs, with all eyes in the room fixated on them. 

 After the songs over, the three chicks take a break to step on 
the non-insulated back porch, cool off and smoke cigarettes. Two 
young Mexican-American men approach them and spark up a joint 
and a conversation, obviously hitting on them.  The girls are look-
ing at each other, speaking with their eyes. Searching for approval or 
rejection, unsure if these are the guys they should be talking to. 
 When Carolina playfully flips her hair, the other two girls 
start flirting back with Jose and Armando, 18 and 17. Both teenagers 
are seniors at Kelvyn Park High School. Mari, the more abrasive one 
of the three, asks the boys to get them more drinks. Caro puts her 
hand on Jose’s shoulder, saying with a seductive Chi-Town Latina 
dialect, 

 “Don’t just get anything. It’s gotta be Cisco. Hurry up though, 
so we  can chill.”

  The boys quickly leave to refill the cups. Jose and Armando 
wait to get out of earshot before getting cocky, giggling and congrat-
ulating each other.

 “Damn homie!” Jose says trying to conceal his excitement,  
 “We goin’ to bone tonight!”
 “Hells yeah!” Replies Armando with a grin on his face, 
 “Lets run a train on those hoes!”

 The overconfident and coked out guys return to the allur-
ing young ladies with the drinks. After a few minutes of making 
small talk, Cypress Hill’s “How I Could Just Kill A Man” comes on. 
Carolina tells everyone to chug because she wants to get out of this 
crowded party.  She doesn’t trust people here and feels unsafe. The 
guys start drinking, letting Caro know not to worry,

 “We’re going to take care of you fly honies for the whole 
night.   Ain’t nothing bads gonna happen wit us around,  
youknowhatImean?”

Carolina looks at Jose’s face for a second. Smiles, coming to an inter-
nal conclusion, and excuses herself and her friends. 
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 “My homegirl just paged me. I think I saw a payphone at 
7-11 like two blocks from here. Let me return this call. Youse guys 
wanna  meet us there in about 10 minutes?” 

The hyper pair of boys agrees. Before exiting, Maribel says to them 
flatly,
  “Why don’t you niggas grab some more drinks for the road?” 
 
 Jose and Armando are eager to oblige. They walk around the 
party hunting for the liquid lure that will ensnare their prey. Franti-
cally the desperate duo tries to leave with a bottle of booze and not 
cause a scene. The pair almost gets in a fight with a fellow gang mem-
ber as they start to walk out with a bottle of Cisco. The 6’1”, 270+ lbs 
bald gang member with a tattooed teardrop crosses his sleeved arms, 
challenging them. Nervously, the 5’8” Jose explains they have some 
hoes waiting and offers to pay for the bottle. The OG stares at him 
as an uncomfortable pause passes between the three, then uncrosses 
his arms and simply says, 
 “Amor”.                                                                                     
The boys leave the party giddy and relieved.  They walk to Jose’s sto-
len car parked a few blocks down, congratulating each other some 
more and shaking up their gang signs. As Jose and Armando walk to 
opposite sides of the vehicle illegally in their possession, they stand 
at the doors staring at each other, grinning. They flash childish looks 
of excitement across the roof before getting in. They can’t believe 
their luck tonight.
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Chapter 2
Earlier that evening 

 Boyz II Men’s “Hard to Say Goodbye” and Bette Middler’s 
“Wind Beneath My Wings” played tonight during an 8th grade grad-
uation. The pomp and circumstance was on the outskirts of Chicago 
where both the Blue Line and Green Line trains have their last stop; 
Forest Park.  Once the ceremony finished, young Renoir walked off 
stage with his best friend Wanid. 

 Renoir Escalona spots his auburn haired blued eyed 13 year-
old girlfriend Becky.  Renoir and Becky, whose full name is Rebec-
ca Nicole Deavers, have known each other since 4th grade but only 
started dating two months ago.  Renoir had a crush on her since she 
first transferred into Lincoln White Elementary School. In the five 
years from then until the end of middle school, he never had the 
nerve to tell her how he felt; until recently.  Puppy love turned into 
first love and they both lost their virginity to each other after the 8th 
grade dance last week. This all-American cheerleader is the love of 
his life. 

 Wanid is a jokester but brilliant kid. Instead of tossing his 
cap in the air like everybody else, he threw his graduation cap at 
the principal’s office door while remote activating the sound of glass 
breaking over the school’s PA system. He timed it perfectly. At that 
moment, parents, teachers, kids and family members froze in fear. 
Then the beat drops, the guitar strums and every one recognizes the 
intro to “She Drives Me Crazy” from Fine Young Cannibals.  The 
song starts blasting over the whole school. No damage to the glass 
on the door as people laugh with a sigh of relief. It was his sign of 
defiance without actually vandalizing school property. Wanid starts 
wisecracking and everyone’s jovial again. Renoir smiles to himself as 
he scans the caps n gowns, hugging many of his old girlfriends. 
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 The sides of Renoir’s head are shaved and faded into wavy 
black hair as his green graduation gown from FPMS covers a large 
White Sox jersey. A 4-inch rat-tail hangs from the back of his bald 
neck as a Motorola beeper clips to the right pocket of his baggy black 
JNCO shorts. His graduation cap has a gold tassel on it, indicating 
Renoir made the Honor Roll.  Not a 4.0 like Wanid, but with his 
social life and extracurricular activities, he figures a 3.6 ain’t bad. 
Renoir is talking with his Mom, Esmeralda, and other family mem-
bers. 

 A single mother who named him after the famous Impres-
sionist artist raised Renoir. Education was always important grow-
ing up in their household. His mom always stressed academics as 
priority number one. Wanting to make her proud he studied hard to 
graduate with honors. His aunts and uncles also had a hand in rais-
ing him so he appreciates all their support on this special day. He is 
bombarded with flowers and congratulation cards. 

 Renoir, Wanid and Becky all start the cheesing, mean mug-
ging and making bunny ears for the cameras.  Posing with serious 
and silly faces. Soon, all three of the kids’ relatives send flash bulbs 
flashing and video recorders rolling. 

 Pictures are finishing when Renoir’s mom says her goodbyes 
with his aunts and uncles. All the parents and relatives exit, trying to 
beat traffic in the makeshift parking lot on the blacktop playground. 
The only family member left to personally congratulate Renoir is his 
19-year-old cousin. 

 His cousin Carolina has always looked out for him and has 
taken him under her wing these last three years. Carolina came to 
the graduation with her 19-year-old boyfriend Joseph and her right 
hand girl, Veronica. Vero is with her man Bobby and her 16-year-old 
sister, Maribel. Some of the other folks from the old neighborhood 
also came to support Caro’s little cousin.  In a few hours Mari, Vero 
and Caro will be walking through a house party on the North side. 
But right now they haven’t even started preparing for their night out. 

 When Renoir’s name was called for him to receive his di-
ploma and walk the stage, Carolina’s group cheered so loud and 
screamed Renoirs nickname obnoxiously, 

 “YEAH RICO!!” “RICOOOOO!” “RICOOOOO!” for so 
long, that the Principal had to ask the crowd to please simmer down. 

As the last flicks are being snapped, Marcus shouts,
 “What’s up with the FPC tonight?! We goin’ to head over to  
Sam’s basement and party? There’s a fridge full of forty’s with our 7



names on them!”

There are over 30 excited young voices screaming at once,
 “Hell’s yeah!” “For reals?” “Bet that up!”  and “WORD!” 
Carolina hears all this and reminds Renoir,

 “Have fun with your homies. Just don’t get too trashed.  I’ll 
be by to  pick you up from your boys crib at 11.” Then she says 
goodbye,  

 “We outies”
 “All right. Peace out cuz” Renoir cooly responds.

Carolina, Veronica and their urban entourage walk away.
 “11?” Becky shouts in a loud disappointed voice. Heads turn 
and a semi-circle of bodies slowly form around them. Everyone 
wants to see if they are going to have a public fight. 

 “I thought we were going to be at Sam’s all night? Can’t you 
just  “chill” with your cousin’s posse another time?” Becky says, 
mocking the word chill.

 “Don’t start with that Beck.” Renoir responds seriously an-
noyed.
 “Well can you at least tell me this time what the hell you guys 
a- -“
Renoir cuts her off 

 “Come on Babe!! How many times we gonna go through 
this?” and they begin bickering. Wanid sees the argument and cuts 
through the crowd. He interrupts the verbal conflict by putting his 
arms around both of them and telling them to, 

 “Jee-zus, why don’t you two shut the hell up and lets all go get 
our drink on mo-fos! I’ll even smack him around if ya want me to.” 
 Becky changes her demeanor and smiles.

 “Oh Shut up Wanid”, she says. The couple stops arguing and 
starts laughing. 

 “All right. Now let me see if I can get one last kiss from Jenny” 
Wanid says, raising his eyebrow as he goes to his ex-girlfriend. 
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 Renoir faces Becky and puts his arms on Rebecca Nicole’s 
shoulders. Looks her in the eyes with intense affection, she blushes. 
As his hands dangle behind her, he gently grabs her by the back of 
the neck with his left hand. He French kisses Becky passionately. His 
right hand is on the small of her back, holding her tight. Keeping her 
close. Keeping her secured in his arms. When the magical moment is 
over he reassures Becky he loves her and they’re going to have a good 
time tonight.  

 His pager beeps. When he looks at it, the screen reads ‘11:00’. 
He’s paged instantly again. This time it simply reads the number 4, a 
dash and the number 10. When he looks at it reads, ‘4-10, a code for 
Y-LO’. Becky asks who that is. Renoir replies, 

 “Nobody. Lets jet to Sam’s.” 
 
 With his arm around her shoulder they exit FPMS for the last 
time without giving it a second thought. They’ve only been gradu-
ates for an hour but have already outgrown this building. No sad 
goodbyes or tearful moments. The 8th grade graduating class of 1992 
starts walking in various groups to Sam’s graduation bash.  In Renoir, 
Becky and Wanid’s group there are nine adolescents excited about 
this evening’s festivities and optimistic for the future. 

 Summer is finally here and they can’t wait to get it started. A 
swarm of new high school freshmen run out of the middle school. 
As soon as they are half way down the block, cigarettes and joints are 
lit. F-bombs are dropped every other word. Drugs and sex become 
dominant punch lines as everyone talks about what high school they 
are attending or their family plans for the summer. 
 
 
 4th of July’s, Lake Geneva, Pennsylvania, Arizona and Flori-
da trips are discussed. Favorite and worst teachers are talked about. 
Remember-when’s are recited from the past three years and laughed 
at hysterically. Renoir is quiet though, as they march to celebrate 
their academic accomplishment. He checks his pager one more time. 
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Chapter 3
June 11, 1:25am

 Carolina is in the passenger seat of Jose’s ride. She’s putting a 
freestyle/heartthrob cassette she pulled out of her purse in the tape 
deck. Maribel and Veronica are on either side of Armando as he 
breaks up a small pile of weed on his lap. He’s carefully balancing the 
green pile of ganja on an old parking ticket, separating the seeds and 
stems from the bud in the backseat of the stolen1986 sky blue Toyota 
Corolla.  

 Caro and Jose are talking in the front. It’s obvious they have 
chemistry. Everyone in the vehicle believes they are going to hook 
up by the end of the night.  A Philly Blunt cigar is split down the 
middle with a house-key emptied of its tobacco and re-rolled with 
marijuana. 

 Caro tells Jose to, 
 “Go to Riis Park by the Brickyard. Nobodys gonna be there 
this late  and we can get faded in peace.” 

 Armando asks about being seen outside and what gangs are 
around there; but Veronica puts her hand on his leg and tells him to 
relax because, 

 “Ain’t no gangbangers around there, don’t even trip joe. Any-
ways,  we creep into the bathrooms through unlocked windows we 
nigger-rig earlier in the day”,

She explains they all still live with their parents even though two of 
them are in college. Vero tells a story how they partied all night in 
the bathrooms. Hung out with loud music until the sunrise. Nobody 
bothered them.  
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 Once they heard that, the boys needed no more convincing. 
Caro turns up the radio volume when “Diamond Girl” comes on. 
The boys immediately get pissed off. 

 “Don’t be touching my radio girl! What’s wrong witchu?” 
Jose screams at Caro. 

 The guys don’t like that song. The diamond is a symbol for 
one of their opposing gangs, The Spanish Cobras. Jose informs the 
girls how much they hate the song but will allow it to continue play-
ing. The girls laugh and keep jamming out.  

  A few freestyle songs later, they pull in the Riis Park parking 
lot and Caro screams to turn down the radio. 

 They don’t want to attract the attention of the neighbors be-
fore getting to the bathrooms. 

 “All right, all right. Damn, you gotta take a chill pill, girl!” 
Jose says.

 “Naw, we just don’ t want the neighbors calling 5-Oh and  
fucking up our night, nigga.” Mari says, standing up for her friend.
 Caro tells everybody to chill. She explains to the guys:
There are two bathrooms and they were able to unlock the windows 
from the inside. Only problem is, it had to be the top half of the 
double-framed window so no one else would figure it out. The top 
window is very small and at a height of 8 ½ feet.  Caro asks Jose to 
give her a boost in the Men’s. Mari and Vero will unlock the Women’s 
as Armando waits by the door.  Jose and Armando pass around the 
bottle of Cisco to the group. 

 The guys can barley contain their enthusiasm, dropping their 
cool façade sporadically. Caro tells Jose,
 “You give me a boost then go to the door. Pull the handle 
hard from the outside to open it,” as she passes the bottle to him.
 
 Vero, Mari and Armando walk to the Women’s bathroom on 
the other side of the building. Veronica grabs Armando’s hand and 
holds it affectionately as Maribel says, 
 “What’s up with that joe? Why you let her hold your hand? 
You don’t think I’m fine or something? You played yourself nigga!”
 ‘What?” Armando is stunned, “Whatchu mean? No of 
course  you’re fine! She grabbed my hand and I. uhhh.  Um. You both 
look  good – I  - I mean, you both are gorgeous as hell!”
The girls laugh with each other. 
 “I’m just fucking with you fool!  It’s all-good though. Tonight 
could  be your lucky night, joe.”
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 He shockingly looks over to Vero for approval. She nods, 
smiles and starts rubbing his arm, saying
 “Don’t even trip. If you play your cards right, you COULD be 
our  end-of-the-school-year present.” 
She pauses as she coyly says, “Maybe.” Continuing with, 
 “You going to be sweet with us and not try anything rough or 
crazy  right?”  
 “Naw girl.” He answers, “You tripping. Ain’t nobody going to 
do  anything rough. I’m going show you girls how King Malo 
gets  down and you bitches are going to love it!”
 “What the fuck is that supposed to mea—“
Vero cuts Mari off and physically grabs her, as Maribel is about to 
walk towards Armando and get in his face.
 “Slow down She-Ra.” Veronica looks Maribel dead in her 
eyes. 
 “Mira Mari. Cojalo suave and lets just get up in the bathroom 
and  see what King Malo’s talking about. Alright girl?” 
The sisters stare at each other. Mari is frozen for a moment, but after 
a second she responds with an apologetic, 
 “My fault joe. We gonna party for reals tonight. Straight up.  
I’m  just a little blasted, that’s all.” 
 “Just wait for us in the front” Vero tell Armando.
He stares at their butts as they walk away and starts getting a hard 
on. He’s thinking how he is going to rape these bitches even if they 
don’t want to have sex. No one is around. They said themselves that 
once inside the bathroom you can’t hear anything. This is perfect. He 
looks up at the sky and whispers 
 “Thank you God”.

###
 
 Caro and Jose are walking to the other side of the building 
when Jose grabs Carolina’s ass before wrapping his arms around her 
aggressively, stopping their forward motion in mid-step.
 “Come here mamacita”
 He tries to kiss her and she moves her face. Carolina force-
fully removes his arms then pushes him off her with a two-handed 
shove to his chest.
 “Woah! Hold up! Don’t be grabbing me like that. You don’t 
know me like that!” she snaps.
 “What the hell?!” Jose says astonished. “I thought we’re going 
to get freaky up in here girl! Why you tripping out?”
 “Yeah we are” she pauses,  “We are. But you can’t be disre-
specting  me like that dude.  Slow down.” Caro changes her 
tone of voice. Sweeter now,

 “Help me get in there so we can chill.”

 Jose begrudgingly agrees and grabs her butt one more time 
with a tight squeeze.  He knows no matter what, he is going to be in 12



that ass tonight. Carolina stops in her tracks when he fondles her 
again, clinches her teeth while closing her eyes tightly, but remains 
silent.  He lets go and they take a few more steps. Now they are di-
rectly under the bathroom window. 

 Jose is obviously too horny to think straight and Carolina 
almost makes his head explode with her next move. 
 “This may be too thick to make it through”, she says looking 
up, directing Jose’s attention to the window as she takes off her flan-
nel shirt.  Her shoulders, back and arms are now exposed. Car-
olina’s cleavage and the full shape of her big breasts become entirely 
visible as the thin t-shirt shapes itself around her firm bosom. Jose 
is in a hypnotic trance and cant stop drooling at the captivating cre-
vasse between Caro’s chest. Protruding nipples through the barley-
there thin white t-shirt compels him to start walking towards her.
 “Daaaamn you one sexy ass bitch!” he says with a high pitch 
in his voice, emphasizing the “Damn” 
 “You got some NICE ass titties! Take off your Diego-T and let 
me see  them you sexy thang. What’s up?”
 “Dude, wait ‘til we get inside” she says holding her shirt in 
her hands; Jose is fixating on her breasts.  The mountainous mam-
mary hypnosis becomes dangerous as he suddenly grabs her arms. 
 “What the hell are you doing?!” Caro says, getting scared.  
He starts squeezing her arms tight. 
 “Ahh. Your hurting me you fucking asshole!” she screams. 
 “Look bitch, you know what we came here to do so stop teas-
ing my  dick and take your Diego off. THEN I’ll give you a boost and 
we can  go inside.”
He lets go of her and takes two steps back. His finger imprints are 
white on Carolina’s skin. Caro is standing there frozen, holding her 
flannel shirt in her hands. Trembling. She thinks for a minute then 
puts her flannel shirt down with her hands shaking. She stands in 
front of Jose and takes off her t-shirt. 
 Jose is stunned at this beautiful 21-year-old woman standing 
in front of him with her tits out.  He’s not going to take her out in the 
open. No, he’ll wait until they get inside.
 “Daaaamn girl, I can’t wait to touch them. To suck them,” He 
says with a sarcastic smirk. 
 “Let’s get you in that window lickity split!”
Caro faintly smiles at him and picks up her flannel shirt.  

 Jose begins realizing he’s being too aggressive when he sees 
the fear in her face. He tells himself once they’re inside he’ll take it 
easy. This chick is really sexy. She seems cool as hell too. He actually 
thinks he might like her. Maybe he shouldn’t rape her.
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Chapter 4
 
 “Thank you God”, 

 Armando whispers, staring at the clear evening sky. You can’t 
see many constellations in the city. But the streetlights reflect like 
electric stars under the few distant suns that do penetrate the neon 
glow of this menacing Midwest metropolis.  Armando looks up at 
the heavens and is proud, feeling he can conquer anything. Full of 
himself because he knows he is so handsome. He’s all that. That’s why 
these bitches want him so badly. And that’s why he’s going to bone 
both of them.

 “Thank you God”, and he grins.

 He snaps out of his euphoria with a startled jump. A jolt of 
fear surges through his body when he hears a loud, echoing, famil-
iar POP from the back of the building. Two feet in front of him, 
the bathroom door flings open with a kick and before he knows it, 
Armando’s hit with a bullet in his shoulder. The close range impact 
from the Guardian .25 pistol knocks him to the floor instantly. He 
lays flat on his back in shock.

 The loud POP was Jose getting shot in the stomach with the 
.32, concealed under Carolina’s shirt. While he was fixated on her 
breasts, she shot him. She had the gun in the back of her pants the 
whole time. That’s why she was wearing the flannel shirt. She took 
the gun out when she took off the flannel after he started grabbing 
her. She had a feeling she may need it. She didn’t want to shoot him. 
But he was asking for it. Humiliating and disrespecting her like that. 
He deserved it. 

 “Your mamas a bitch!” she screams as Jose cries in agony and 
disbelief clutching his bloody wound. Then standing there topless, 
she shoots him twice in the head.

 Joseph runs out of the bathroom towards Carolina with a 
glock 36 .45 caliber pistol in his hand.
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 “What happened? You Okay?” Joseph shouts with concern. 

He stares at the body on the ground. Carolina drops the gun and 
puts on her flannel quickly. Joseph holsters his gun in his pants waist 
and takes her wife beater to start wiping the .32 down. He has to get 
these fingerprints off and throw away the gun ASAP. He wraps it in 
her T-shirt and cuddles it like a football. Jose’s head is oozing blood 
on the pavement and eventually a portion of the brain liquid will 
turn yellow before detectives arrive. 

 Joseph visually confirms the bullet impacts in Jose’s forehead, 
jaw and hemorrhaging gut while cleaning the gun. The bottom piece 
of the chin was blown completely off and the corpses eyes remained 
opened. 

 “You were supposed to jump in the window and we hit ‘em at 
the door!” Joseph screams.

 Caro frantically replies, “I know, I’m sorry Joey! But this so-
novabitch got too touchy feely. So I smoked his ass baby!”
She puts her face in his chest and begins sobbing.
 
 Renoir and Bobby stand over Armando as he instinctively 
grabs his shot shoulder, looking up at the same sky he was admiring 
seconds ago.  Thinking how egotistical and self- centered he was. He 
was sorry for being such a horrible human being. For being a cocky 
smart-ass and mocking God. He thinks of his mother and sister as he 
begins to cry. Bobby says,

 “What’s up you bitch-ass Flake?!” 

Then hollers ‘YLO’ real loud which comes out sounding like a shriek-
ing,

 “WHYYYYYYY-LOOOO!” 
 All Armando can muster with his quivering lips is a 
whispered, 

 “No God”

  Bobby shoots Armando in the face with a 9-millimeter Be-
retta, then fires three more times. Renoir lets off two more rounds 
into the body with the .25, wanting to show Bobby he’s down. Vero 
and Mari come running with plastic medical gloves on once the 
shooting stops and they start picking up the bullet shells.

 “Make sure you get them all. SEVEN!!” Bobby yells, splash-
ing a bucket of bleach inside the bathroom. 15
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 They run in frenzy to the gray Ford van parked on the street.  
Neighbors are starting to turn on their lights and you hear a man’s 
voice shouting,
 “What’s going on out there? I’m calling the police!”

Bobby jumps in Jose’s car with Veronica, who excitingly shouts,
 “Lets bounce, baby!” 
Joseph gets behind the wheel of the van as Carolina rides shotgun, 
still shaking with fear and high on adrenaline. Renoir and Maribel 
hop in the back through the sliding door. Joey hits the gas and burns 
rubber.



Chapter 5
 Renoir has a piercing metallic sour taste in his mouth. His 
heart is pounding hard in his chest with parts of his body tingling. 
His senses are heightened and he’s acutely aware of every traffic light 
and street sign. He tries hard to tune them out. His brain is attempt-
ing to comprehend what just happened. He is taking short breaths. 
Between his biological symptoms, the loud bass thumping in his 
body and the high speed get away; Renoir is having an anxiety at-
tack. 

 He tries to act cool and keep his body still. He had never 
killed anyone before.  How is he supposed to feel? The imagery of 
that dude’s head and brains scattering into red chunks are flashing in 
Renoir’s mind.  He makes no indication of how he feels uneasy and 
regretful.  He’s been a look out when his cousin pulled a roll, but he 
never did it himself. 

 Renoir Escalona just graduated 8th grade with honors ear-
lier that evening. He was the lead saxophone in the jazz and concert 
band. He played basketball and chess. He also just earned respect 
and will more than likely move up in rank with his gang by having 
killed this stranger.  

 No. That’s not right. He just killed an enemy. Not a stranger. 
Oh Jesus Christ. What the hell is going on? He has to think of that 
body on the ground as an enemy combatant.  

 ‘He was NOT a person. He was someone who would have 
shot Carolina or me if he had a chance. Right?’  

 What’s worse, Renoir can’t express his confused emotions 
because he’s sitting next to the older attractive Maribel. He feels her 
watching him out of the corner of her eye. She’s all pumped up. Yell-
ing out gang slogans. Everyone is. The adrenaline is cruising through 
veins in this van like qualifiers at an Indy 500. Renoir understands 
this and won’t dare disrupt it.  He watches the hysteria take over the 
vehicle.
 
 This mission tonight was such a rush for Carolina. The way 
she lured them in. It got a little dangerous when Jose started grab- 19
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bing her, but she gained her composure and did what she had to. 
Why wait? She wanted him to know exactly who killed him. Caro-
lina smiles, thinking how she just earned massive respect for herself, 
family and her Set. She chuckles a twisted outburst. 

 Renoir notices this and knows he has to appear cool and 
confident, especially in front of Mari. He is taking short breaths. In 
through his nose and opening a small hole with the side of his lips 
to exhale. He doesn’t want to draw any attention to himself. He es-
pecially doesn’t want to show weakness. Not after what he just did. 
Renoir forces himself to think about something else. Becky. Yeah, 
that’s it. Think about his Lady. She’s beautiful. Even though he’s going 
out with Becky, Renoir has had a crush on Maribel for over a year. 
She never noticed him, until now.   With both of them sitting in the 
back seats, he is aware of her quick glances.

 Renoir loves his girlfriend. But in his disorientation and 
shock, he’s not sure of anything anymore. Becky would never under-
stand this criminal underground world. Maribel was born in it. An 
empty comfortable numbness consumes him. He’s not sure what he’s 
feeling. Mari is looking at him with new eyes as he attempts to gain 
his composure. Joey turning dramatically down a side street inter-
rupts Renoir’s thoughts. 

  Joey’s only objective, as Ice Cube’s “Death Certificate” tape 
bumps, is getting back by their hood near North Avenue and Pulaski 
Road. Caro and Joey are talking about Bobby burning the stolen car 
on the South side.  He’s going to torch it in Vice Lord’s hood, to make 
it look like they did it. They laugh as Joey says, 

 “But not before Bobby takes his Lady for a nice long joyride.” 
Carolina laughs.  Joey continues, “With all those forks we tagged too, 
5-Oh aint never gonna know who smoked those fools! Briliant babe”
 “All right, stop jocking me”, Caro says in her boss lady voice.
Renoir gets paged and leans forward to tell Joey,  
 “Hold up Dog. I gotta make a call”. 
 “Man Rico bro, quick-style. Its hot out here folks” Joey re-
sponds. 
 Renoir jumps out and runs to the payphone on the side of 
the AMACO gas station. Puts in a quarter, two nickels and dials the 
number. He fidgets with the coiled silver telephone wire and lightly 
shakes his legs. He looks around as the line rings.
 “Hey”, Renoir immediately says when the call is answered.  
 “…Yeah, I’m celebrating right now…I know…Yeah ok.  Naw, 
I’m going to stay at Caro’s tonight…Ok, Love you too Mom”.
 He turns his back to the van and vomits as soon as he hangs 
up; hoping no one in the van saw him. He wipes his mouth with his 
sleeve and spits; then takes a deep breathe.

 Renoir jumps back in the van as Joey squeals the tires upon 22



acceleration with the door still open. Once they start smoothly cruis-
ing down Grand Avenue, Caro takes the tape out of the cassette deck 
and puts on the radio. Heavy D’s “Now That We Found Love” is play-
ing. 

 Mari notices Renoir’s sweaty palms and uneasiness. Maribel 
slowly gets out of her seat and sits on Renoir’s lap. She looks at him 
and puts an unlit marijuana joint in her mouth. She sucks it gently, 
and seductively takes it out with the tip covered in red lipstick. 
 Mari puts her left arm around him and with her right hand 
she sensually puts the ‘J’ in his mouth. She turns her head, leaning in 
close. Brushing the tips of his ear with her lips, Maribel whispers,
 “I think you need this right now Mr. Rico. You look like you 
about to bug out, Papi.” 
 Renoir looks at Mari with an affectionate sigh of relief. She’s 
the only thing that makes sense to him right now. Carolina glances 
at them through the rearview mirror, turns up the volume and keeps 
talking with Joey. Maribel lights it up. The small flame illuminates 
the morbidly dark back seat. Renoir and Mari lock eyes. Their souls 
connect amongst the shadows as the joint ignites passion from death.
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 In the early 1990’s, three 
young girls in their late teens and 
early 20’s don’t know what they’re 
walking into.  

 They enter a house party 
filled with cocaine, marijuana, li-
quor and gang members on the 
Northside of Chicago.  Two young 
men start flirting with the girls 
and smoke a joint with them. The 
group of five leave the party as the 
DJ spins a Cypress Hill record.  

  They all pile into one of the 
guys cars.  The two gang members 
smile at each other. 

  In an era before security 
cameras in public parks, street-
lights and sidewalks they find a 
secluded place away from prying 
eyes where no one can see what 
happens next. 

 Is someone falling in love? 
Out of love? Having forced love? It 
looks like a young man may have a 
change of heart. But with a gang-
banger mentality, it could be No 
Love. 
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