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Earlier: A “Achieve”

It all began with a phone call answered by my grandmother.
The gist of it was that my mother had gone off to Maryland
and got married and told no one. Soon thereafter
(Grandmother was upset), I found myself in a new state,
Maryland, at roughly five years old—a change, a new
outlook,a new school (publicat first; then there was a private
school, Christian to be exact). From what I remember, my
entire stay there with a new dad was very restricted. So
anytime there was a trip back to North Carolina to see
family, I was eager and ready to go!

Basketball became my outlet. It would later become
my escape. I watched the Lakers anytime they played.
There was no such thing as cable, so one could imagine the
excitement when Magic Johnson played either the Celtics
or the 76ers. I remember when the 76ers won the title in
’82. Man, those were the times; also President Reagan was
shot, at the time. I remember my mother picking me up
from school and told me what occurred; it felt like it was
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It was one of those quiet nights. It was about eighty
degrees. The objective is to stay ready, and without a doubt,
you will be ready when the door is opened. She came into
the parking lot in a sports coupé Bentley, charcoal gray
to be exact. She was accompanied by three other friends.
They drove up into an empty parking lot and asked where
the VIP parking was. It was me, my boss, the parking lot
attendant, and a white guy. I mean I looked right through
the girl because I stopped watching TV for about three
years at that time. They paid and parked.

My money was on who was the famous person. It was
on one of the guys because he was driving. Like I said, it
was an empty lot with around four cars but could easily fit
about one hundred. I will get more into capacity later.

The amount of paparazzi pacing the parking lot kept us
gauging when they are coming out. By then, we gathered
that a new club around the corner called the Element was

just opening. Then bam. They hit the corner of the parking
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something occurring in the backyard. The distance from
Maryland to Washington, DC, is like a blink.

I remember the Fisherman’s Warf. I was going fishing
with the new dad at four thirty in the morning off the
Chesapeake Bay Bridge. But back to basketball, I tried and
tried to make the basketball team in the sixth and seventh
grade but could not get on the team. All of my friends
made it but me. I ran track, but there was nothing like the
basketball squad.

Each visit down south became crucial. It was the entire
summer at Grandmother’s house, then back to Maryland.
Until one day, my mother asked me if I would like to stay
and go to school there in good old North Carolina with
my grandmother. My favorite cousin, Ralph Jr., lived there
with my uncle Bud, his father and my mother’s brother; his
wife; and two daughters, one older than I and one younger.
That was in the year 1983, the eighth grade. I packed my
things and was ready to go. And guess what, I made the
basketball team, scoring twenty-nine points my high and
maintaining a twenty points per game average there for
a nice stretch. I became popular—the new kid from up
north; it was spectacular. I went on to play for the high
school level, and life back then was good—until the tenth
grade. I ran into a problem, an eye injury that required laser
surgery, and I had to wear goggles, and pretty much, the

easygoing stature was afflicted by a severe restructuring of
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Even internal affairs showed up to see if the police had
purposely parked around the corner and let it happen.

It was a time of pure mystery. Oh yea, Paris Hilton
returned and was a regular at the club, along with numerous
celebrities—parking where you guessed it right, there in
the section that we dubbed the VIP section. The parking
lot went from a few cars to jam-packed overnight. They had
to pull in about five to seven other parking attendants from
other lots in the city of Hollywood just to keep up. Oh yea,
let’s see. I met Seth Green, Fredrico Star, and got a five-
dollar and a ten-dollar tip. The one with Seth Green was
awesome. The Asians in the car with him were like, “Do
you know who Seth is?” I said nothing, and Seth said, “It’s
all right. Just give him a tip.” Fredrico was like, “Where is
the Element?” He stayed for about ten minutes, then came
out and slipped me a five-dollar. I was like, “When is your
next album coming out?” He said, “Soon.” Remember he

started as a rapper with group Onyx.
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lot, coming from the rear of the club. And the cameras were
like machine guns. They circled the pair, and the driver had
a coat over his head, so my hunch seemed to pay off, but
1 was wrong. They all jumped into the car. The girl was all
calm, like this was an everyday occurrence, when I think
about it in further details. The paparazzi jumped on the
hood on the Bentley and smothered the car. Then they hit
the gas, knocking over a bouncer and several paparazzi
before slamming into the side of a big truck—a moving
truck. I mean it creased the hood of that brand-new car
fiercely. They threw it in reverse and grinded the hood on
the reverse pullout, hit gas and gunned the engine, hopped
the exit into the street—a belly hop motion squealed tires.
And they were gone with the paparazzi running after them
into the night air around the curb.

The next day, at the parking lot, we found out who the
famous person was; it was a Miss Paris Hilton. I looked
her dead in her eyes and showed no recognition of who she
was. Man, that was crucial. CBS had come in earlier that
day and interviewed my boss, the parking lot attendant. Oh
yea, by the way, I'm his bodyguard. Where he goes, I go. I
got this job through a mutual friend. From my take, it was
all over the news worldwide. The crash and all—including
the guy who was her new beau. That’s why he was trying
to hide.

Then during the next few years or so, people rode through
the parking lot to see if this is where the accident occurred.





