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Sample From The Book
          I lay back on my bed and listened to my brother Newcharlie talking. We 

had shared this room since the day I was born. And I swear since the day I was 

born, he’d been going on about who was the baddest. Used to be the Puerto 

Ricans were the second baddest, but somewhere along the road their status 

dropped. Brothers were always at the top or the next ones down.

          Newcharlie wasn’t talking to me. Since he’d gotten home from Rahway 

Home for Boys a few months ago, he never talked to me. He was combing his 

hair and talking to Aaron. They’d known each other forever to say “W’s up” and 

stuff, but they didn’t start hanging till Newcharlie came home from Rahway. 

Seems once Newcharlie saw the inside of Rahway, most of the guys around 

here who cut school, hung out real late, and got into all kinds of stuff thought he 

was some kind of wonderful. Aaron acted like he wanted to kiss the heels of 

Newcharlie’s shoes, hanging on to Newcharlie’s words like they were something 

special. And Newcharlie was just as stupid over Aaron. Hanging out with him 

like Aaron was his brother. Like Aaron was me.
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