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“BUSH? PRESHDENT BUSH?" The eyebrows beap. “Fuck him ! Fuck the President!
i rathin’ but a racist. Heain't forus. He don't mean us no goad.”

Ghost takes a last drag on his cigaseite and throws it to the ground
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na never-endin’ struggle. Al we tryin’ to.do is sureive this mutha-
He gestures towards the gang members aroundd the table. “This
iy family and | love I gonna ride for "em, cry fio fior ‘em
a kil for "em. Whatever e gomna he”
There follows a spontaneons outhreak of bies
a chorus of “Ma nigga®” | nod withe king u
“Kill for ‘ermu” | don't doubt it I've seen the
It is 8 December 1997, Rionda Foster is with her sons, Evan and Alee,
in Darby Park E

" it says

fuscka,”

7 notepad

lewood, L, to pick up a soccer traphy Evan has won
sinking. it's cold - or as cold as it ever gets in Ly,
The traffic has been bad and they have missed the pri
!-II.I|I'\- the kids back into their child seats and apologses to
armving earlier. *That's 0K, Mom, " he says.
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to locate any suit victims, however, they have come here 1o take out
ne wearing red - the colour of their arch enemies, the Bloods
Unabde to find even that, they have now settbed on the cwner of the red
car et o Rhonda's

fiedials

As the men draw assault weapens from their coats, Rhonda reallses
she hadk ract fast. Slipping into reverse, she hits &
the ar jerks backwards, Then she stops - and tums apow
thi are O, But they aren't

I thee b de b taken he
rifle have been fired. Fragrvents of one have grazed AL
have hit Evan square in the face.
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“WE IN A NEVER-ENDIN' STRUGGLE_ ALL WE TRYIN' T0 00 IS SURVIVE THIS MUTHAFUCKA. THIS MY FAMILY AND | LOVE
DIE FOR ‘EM. | GONNA KILL FOR 'EM. WHATEVER GONNA BE GONNA BE”

'EM. | GONMNA RIDE FOR 'EM. CRY FOR'EM.
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A TRUCK PULLS LUP AND SHOOTS THIS GUY TH REE TII"-1ES THIRTY PEOPLE WATCHING. GLESS HOW MANY
WITNESSES WE HAD? EVERYBODY WAS LIKE, 'OH, | WAS IN THE HOUSE' NO WITMESSES. NOME. AMAZING”
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hamedle life on the streets the way she had to_*1 been beat with bats, shot

five times 1 been hit wi

cars, seen people die. | seen people out here
ip Ist open wi th a buellet, Been in drive-bys, Drove pe s|:-||_- Erive- lll\,\
1 wan't myy kids to b than [ had ®

i gang doesn’t guarantee that anything
Iy Same evening, Keelan King, 23 vears old
meels up with a friend on the comer of Brynhuorst J||'||,| r.,.d Keelan, an
aspinng rapper who has never gangbanged in hi
be recording tracks at his cousin’s house. Instead, he is shot
hy a complete stranger,

better

is SUppOse =d 1o
in the neck

In a private room in Cedars-Sinai Medical Center, Keelan's mother,
Kathy, sits beside her son. [
arm to speak again. He
wht mow = shie just wan
she gay, “Recause e

ackors have told her that he may have (o
vill probably be paralysed. She doesn't care
wake up. “I know he's gonna be OK,”

Jesus. | just want him to:

. Harg in there.”
¥ grabs my “Yesterday on
"How's your son [
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I
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& up, said
God, he's hangin' in there.
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JI.‘- mot Juard to see the attractio
e FI “LIII|||
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ray. The place is

s widely

I write abaut. Wi b 4 it race ak a bart
hot up fast. Ghost: "My belief ix, h
i,ll\.'ﬂ-|.||.' in this country dom’t wive d ek aboy
like we second-class citizens,
get me wromg: [ ain't saying 2
of them are. All they want us to |'I|'-|'\--.h|'- ]

Mow gang members from all around start interrupting |
want everything. We just wani youL 1o treat us falr
wanld treat your brother or your sister. How y
vl b Ervow mi .h.l'-lr-.'\l:-u jpudge me”
as the lowest soombisckets in the whole woardd?
G-Ride pipes up: A growp of black men is a gang |l. Lag
nsen is just a group”

Ghost, who by now has become a spokesmanof sorts, sums wp. “White
sodety is made for blacks to fail. Made for us ta wind up in the system
Folice ain't gonna come here, stop no shoatins, 1t's just another dead
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“THE ONLY WAY THINGS IS GONMA CHANGE ISWAR. IN THE STREETS OF AMERICA. WORLD WAR THREE AINT
GONMA BE IN AFGHANISTAM. IT'S GONMA BE RIGHT HERE. WE THE REAL AMERICAN SOLDIERS HERE NOW"

Terricariall s Abcwe, or Eight T=ay memizer shaws oM his alegance 101her iocal nangoun arils walching & baseball game, Dpcasts, The threat of wokence is ransly tar awayg fae Tiny Focizal

[ Foregrownd] and friwds, g whiss thay i chilling eul

gang member to them, another dead nigger. That's how they look at us
¥ou either dead or vou in jail. Preferably in jail, cos that job security.”

Generations of discrimination have led to sach a profound mist s
of White America that virtually all problems - drugs, gums, drive-bys -
are blamed on the white “conspiracy™. But there is no conspiracy. What
there is, is an entire subsection of seciely, abandoned, ignored and
uncared-for - shipwrecked, essentially, at the heart of the nation’s
second-largest city. No hope. Mo future. No one cares about Crips - unil
l|!-l.':.' shaat a white person.

They have a point. But then, lock at them: most are toaled up. All
are smoking dope. Moere than a few are dealers and the rest are card
shysters, eredit-card tricksters, car thieves, robbers and pimps. Why?
They're unemploved. Ghost has applied numerous times to start ap
asmall business but noeds assistance. He can't get it. He has a criminal
record. They all have criminal records, Because of this, jobs are hard to
came by - and the Devil makes work for idie hands

“lwrite out my business proposal just the way you want it. | show
YU My certificares in business, accounting, kow, and you still tell me
Lean't get it? Fuck you, | gonna get it any way [can. I that invalves sellin'
dope, knockin® muthafucka on the head, goin' through his pockets o
feed my farnily, I'm gonna do it. I'm gonna feed my family cos my
sam ai't genna go hungry. My son five years old. 11l e damned if he
gonna go hungry.” So they get into orime. They ger canght. They go ta
prisan. And the prospect of begitimate work recedes ever funlver, Muore
proad, to them, of the existence of the white conspiracy

And none of this disaffected group is allowed to vote. Ever. Felons

aren't, in the state of Califormia. What happens when the stigmatised,
marginalised members of society are stigmatised and marginalised even
more? Soath Central is finding out the hard way

"The only way things is gonna change,” says Ansin, “is war. In the
streets of America. World War Three ain't gonna be in Afghanistan. Its
gonna be right here in our own backyard. We the real American soldiers
here now. Lok around you.”

B this inevitable? It seems so. "We oppressed. This all we got. White
folk got us in prison in invisible gates. Right now, they got us like ani-
mials. They throwin® meat o us to feed ws. But we ready o break out of
the gates We gonna break 'em down. We comin’ OUT. That's why there's
gangbangin’. Because we oppressed.”

It late and the tequila s long gone. Time to go. A final word,
perhaps, for your estecmned President? The mighty Ekghn Tray responds.
“Fuckin' :.'ra.h. from bigh1 Tray Gangsta to President Bush: it goauna
b time for him to pay the piper for what him and his ancestors done
to my muthafuckin® people. It might not come in my time - but it
qonna come - for what him and his ancestors done to my people. They
jgonna pay the piper.”

host |.1.|.|._q.!1.- “Riss m:,-'hl.n:l' as=!" {3
Comtrant to expeciation, Keelan King made a miracalous recowery and is now bock
hame end um.'klng_ and .'q‘llrlriltlg 1o sprak 1|_g||r'|| He remaerabers nothing af the
shootimg. The perpetrators have not been conght. Rhemdo and Ruett Foster.
Evun's paremts, fave set wp o charity, the Evan Leigh Foster Foundation, dediazted
to teaching imprisoned gang members to come to berms with their pest, and to
assist them in finding jobs on relrase
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