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Foreword

Nicky's story is possibly the most dramatic in bigtory of the Pentecostal movement, but
it is not unique. Nicky is only a very colorful regsentative of a vast number of people who, in
the past few decades, have been delivered fromecaloholism, drug addiction, prostitution,
homosexuality, and almost every type of perversamd degeneration known to man.
Psychiatric care, medical treatment, and spiritaainseling had failed to affect these people,
when with astounding abruptness they were sefffoee their bonds by the power of the Holy
Spirit and led to a life of useful service and stimes of profound prayer.

It is natural to suspect the genuineness of chathgésre so radical and abrupt. But there is
no theological reason to discount them. God's gcacetake hold of a man in an instant and
transform a sinner into a saint. "l say to you Bat is able out of these stones to raise up
children to Abraham” (Luke 3:8). Human effort cahpooduce such changes, either in oneself
or in others, because nature needs time to deggdmjually; but God can do in an instant what
takes man years and years.

Such conversions have occurred in the history ais@anity ever since the beginning.
Zacchaeus, Mary Magdalene (i.e. the penitent ofeLui87), the '‘Good Thief," St. Paul, and
even St. Matthew are the beginning of a long lkkbwever, the great number of such
conversions that are taking place today in conmectvith what is called the "Pentecostal
Movement" is, | believe, without precedent. Whatis meaning of this amazing fact?

| have often wondered about this, and what comesytmind over and over is the parable
of the marriage feast (Matthew 22: 1-14). Whenitivited guests did not show, the master
told his servants, "Go out quickly into the strestsl lanes of the city, and bring in here the
poor, and the crippled, and the blind, and the Tatheke 14:21). When even that did not
suffice, the servants were sent out once moretithis to the highways and hedges, with the
order, "Make them come in, so that my house mafjllbd."

| believe that this is what we are seeing takeeptaday. The 'invited guests' at the table of
the Lord, that is the "born Christians," the rights, the law-abiding members of society,
have too often proved themselves unworthy. Theyehgone to Church,” but they have not
really partaken of the banquet provided by the KiAgs is why the Church, instead of being
a living Body and a challenging witness, so oftppears as an ineffectual pious custom.

But while the pundits discuss what new vocabulaily bving God back to life (because all
they know about Him is words), and what new symbuilé make the liturgy meaningful
(because all they see in religion is man's paxy Bimself is quietly gathering new guests for
His Banquet. And He is gladly taking in those whg,human standards, are spiritually and
morally poor, crippled, blind, and lame. And by th@ver of His Spirit, He is indeed 'making'
them come in, snatching them off the streets ofatkgion and the by-laws of perversion.

Nicky Cruz and the thousands like him are not jogiving examples of the Good
Shepherd's faithful love, they are also signs eftitmes which we had better not fail to read.
They are an encouraging sign that God is actinig metv power in our time, so that we should
not be afraid to declare the Gospel boldly to aeyobhey are also a sign of warning to
anyone who feels that, because of his habits ay,pee his sacred ministry, or for any other



reason whatsoever, he has an established titleptaca at the banquet table. "I tell you that
none of those who were invited shall taste of nypsu” (Luke 14:24). For "the marriage feast
indeed is ready, but those who were invited wetenmothy" (Matthew 22:8).

Prof. Edward D. O'Connor, C.S.C. University of Nobame



Run baby run
Introduction

Run baby run, the story of Nicky Cruz, is remarkalit has all the elements of tragedy,
violence, and intrigue— plus the greatest of ajradients: the power of the Gospel of Jesus
Christ.

The first chapters form a dark, foreboding backgtbtor the thrilling denouement of this
unusual story. So, don't despair of the somewhat @mnosphere delineated in the first half of
the story.

Nicky is a young man, and today he is making araeichpipon great segments of our youth
in these United States. The adult population canlamger ignore the youth with their
staggering, twentieth century problems. They sefocmeaning. They are not enamored with
our time-worn social taboos. They press for sitgen religion, for honesty in politics, and
for fairness for the underprivileged. The encourgghing about these millions of "new folk"
(who will by 1970 outnumber the adult populatiothey are desperately searching for
answers. In my contact with hundreds of studentsoan university campuses, | am
tremendously impressed with their quest for trighreality, and for honest answers.

Some of the young people in our ghettos are resfl@sa fair deal from society, and
justly so. Some of them are influenced by advocategolence and mob rule, and are easily
sucked into the vortex of rioting, burning and lagt Nicky Cruz is a glowing example that
restless youth can find meaning and purpose ins€hri

In our crusades nearly half of our audiences adeuthe age of twenty-five. They do not
come to scoff, but in a sincere search for trutth pmrpose, and hundreds of them respond to
the call of Christ.

Run Baby Run is a thrilling story! My hope is thiashall have a wide reading, and that
those who read shall come to know the Christ wremgkd the empty, restless heart of Nicky
Cruz and has made him a Christian legend in his.tim

Billy Graham
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Chapter one
No One Cares

"Stop that crazy kid," someone shouted.

The door of the Pan Am Constellation had just swapgn and | darted down the steps
toward the terminal at New York's Idlewild Airpoit. was January 4, 1955, and the cold
wind stung my cheeks and ears.

Just hours before my father had put me aboardldrepn San Juan, a rebellious, bitter 15-
year-old Puerto Rican kid. | had been assignetié@tlot's custody and told to remain in the
plane until turned over to my brother, Frank. Butew the door opened | was the first one
out, running wildly across the concrete apron.

Three line attendants converged on me, pinning gaéat the rough chain link fence beside
the gate. The bitter wind whipped through my thiopical clothing as | tried to pull free. A
gate policeman grabbed me by the ann and the attendcurried back to their jobs. It was a
game to me and | looked up at the cop and grinned.

"You crazy Puerto Rican! What the hell do you thyki're doing?" he said.

My grin faded as | sensed the hatred in his vaittg fat cheeks were flushed in the biting
cold and his eyes watered from the wind. He hatul sf an unlit cigar chomped in his
flabby lips. Hate! | felt it surge through my bodyhe same hate | had felt toward my father
and mother, my teachers, the cops in Puerto Riate!Htried to twist free but he held my arm
in an iron-vise grip.

"Com'on, kid, let's go back to the plane.” I lookgdat him and spat.

"Pig!" he snarled. "Filthy Spic" He loosened hidchon my arm and tried to grab me by
the back of the neck. Ducking under his arm, hsliéd through the open gate that led inside
the terminal.

Behind me was shouting and pounding feet. | raaedhdhe long concourse swerving in
and out of the mobs making their way to planesd8nly, | emerged in a large terminal room.
Spotting an outside door, | darted across the #mar out into the street.

A large bus was sitting at the curb, door openjrenthrobbing. People were boarding and
| elbowed my way into line. The driver grabbed nyethiie shoulder and asked for my fare. |
shrugged my shoulders and answered him in Spadstgruffly shoved me out of line, too
busy to fool with a silly kid who could barely umgand English. As he turned his attention to a
woman who was fumbling with her purse, | duckedhmegnd and squeezed behind her through
the door and into the crowded bus. Glancing oveshoulder to make sure he hadn't seen me, |



jostled my way to the rear and sat down next tor@ew. As the bus pulled from the curb, | saw
the fat gate guard and two others puff out the daite of the terminal looking in all directions. |
couldn't resist knocking on the window, waving gnithning through the glass. | had made it.

Slumping down in the seat, | put my knees agamstock of the seat in front of me and
pressed my face against the cold dirty glass oivihdow.

The bus ground its way through the heavy New YmKit toward the middle of the city.
Outside, there was snow and slush along the samedtsidewalks. | had always pictured snow
as clean and beautiful, stretched out over acrdaigfland. But this was dingy, like dirty
mush. My breath made fog on the window and | ledvatk and ran my finger through it. It was
a different world entirely from the one | had juest.

My mind flashed back to yesterday when | stood len hillside in front of my home. |
remembered the green grass under my feet, spoitegastel dots of tiny wild flowers. The
field sloped gently away toward the village beldwemembered the soft breeze against my
cheek and the warmth of the sun against my barebbback.

Puerto Rico is a beautiful land of sunshine andfbat children. It is a land where men wear no
shirts and women walk lazily in the sun. The sounidthe steel drums and strumming guitars
are heard day and night. It's a land of singingydrs, laughing children, and sparkling azure
water.

But it is also a land of witchcraft and voodoo, m@igious superstition and great
ignorance. At night the sounds of the voodoo druwit down from the palm-covered
mountains as the witch doctors practice their tradiering sacrifices and dancing with
snakes in the light of flickering fires.

My parents were spiritualists. They made theimlyvicasting out demons and supposedly
contacting dead spirits.

Papa was one of the most feared men on the isW@et.over six feet, his huge stooped
shoulders had led the islanders to refer to hiniThe Great One." He had been wounded
during World War Il and received a government pemsBut there were 17 boys and one girl
in the family and after the war he turned to spalism to make a living.

Mama worked with Papa as a medium. Our house wasiehdquarters for all sorts of
voodoo, seances, and sorcery. Hundreds of people ram all over the island to participate
in seances and meditation sessions.

Our big house on top of the hill had a winding pthtat led to the sleepy little village of
Las Piedras snuggled in the valley below. Villagemild climb the path at all hours of the
day and night to come to the "Witch's House." Thuld try to talk to departed spirits,
participate in sorcery, and ask Papa to delivemtirem demons.

Papa was the director, but there were many other®&ican mediums who would come
and use our home for headquarters. Some wouldfstayeeks at a time conjuring up evil
spirits and chasing out devils.

There was a long seance table in the front rooraratevhich the people sat while trying
to communicate with dead spirits. Papa was welll rea the subject and had a library of
magic and sorcery books that was unequaled imptratbof the island.

Early one morning two men brought an afflicted, vaonto the house. My brother, Gene,
and | slipped out of bed and peeked through the dedhey stretched her on the long table.
Her body was twitching and loud moans came fromlipsras the men stood at each end of
the table holding her down. Mama stood at her ¥a#t her eyes raised toward the ceiling
chanting strange words. Papa went to the kitchehraturned with a small black urn which



was filled with burning incense. He also had a daggeen frog which he placed on the
woman's quivering stomach. Then, suspending theouen her head with a small chain, he
sprinkled powder on her twitching body.

We stood shaking with fear as he commanded thesguiits to leave the woman and
enter the frog. Suddenly, the woman threw her Heetk and emitted a piercing scream. The
frog jumped off her stomach and smashed itselfragahe doorsill. Suddenly she began to
kick, and twisting free from the grip of the menlled off the table and fell heavily to the
floor. She was slobbering and gnawing her lips tomdjue while blood mixed with froth
drooled from her mouth.

Eventually, she quieted down and lay very stillp@@ronounced her cured and the men
gave him money. They picked up her uncounscious fand backed out the door, thanking
Papa over and over and calling him, "The Great dleraVorker."

My early childhood was filled with fear and reseetih The large family meant there was
very little individual attention given to each ahill resented Papa and Mama and was afraid
of the sorcery that took place each night.

The summer before | started to school Papa lockedhnthe pigeon house. It was late in
the evening and he had caught me stealing monegfddama's purse. | tried to run but he
reached out and grabbed me by the back of the fi¥ok, can't run, baby. You're going to
have to pay the price for stealing.”

"l hate you," | shouted.

He grabbed me off the ground, shaking me in frdrtim. "I'll teach you to talk to your
Papa like that," he bit out. Putting me under e ke a sack of grain he strode across the
dark yard to the pigeon house. | heard him fumbliiwith the lock as he opened the door.
"Inside," he snarled. "You can stay in there wita birds until you learn your lesson."

He shoved me through the door and slammed it behideaving me in total blackness.
| heard the lock snap in to place and Papa's nibfflice came through the cracks in the
walls. "And no supper." | heard his footsteps fade the distance back toward the house.

| was petrified with fear. Hammering my fists agdithe door, | kicked it frantically,
shouting and screaming. Suddenly the shack wasdfillith the sound of wildly flapping
wings as the frightened birds slammed against ndybbthrew my hands over my face and
screamed hysterically as the birds smashed aghieswalls and ferociously pecked at my
face and neck. | collapsed to the filthy floor bagymy head in my arms trying to protect my
eyes and shut out the sound of the flapping wirnvgshead.

It seemed like an eternity before the door opensti Rapa yanked me to my feet and
dragged me into the yard. "Next time you'll remembat to steal and sass back when you're
caught,” he said harshly. "Now wash up and go tb"be

| cried myself to sleep that night, dreaming of filétering birds that slammed against my
body.

My resentment against Papa and Mama carried oeemndkt year when | started school. |
hated all authority. Then, when | was 8 years bldyned against my parents completely. It
was a hot summer afternoon and Mama and severat atbdiums were sitting at the big
table in the living room drinking coffee. | had gno tired of playing with my brother and
entered the room bouncing a small ball on the flwd catching it in my hand. One of the
mediums said to Mama, "Your Nicky's a cute boy.létks just like you. | know you must be
very proud of him."



Mama looked hard at me and began to sway in her, cbaking back and forth. Her eyes
rolled back into her head until only the whiteswkd. She held her arms straight out in front
of her across the top of the table. Her finger$ested and quivered as she slowly raised her
arms above her head and began to speak in a smggtsoe of voice ... "This ... not... my ...
son. No, not Nicky. He never been mine. He childy@fatest of all witches. Lucifer. No, not
mine ... no, not mine ... Son of Satan, child o¥iDé

| dropped the ball and it bounced across the rdostowly backed up against the wall
while Mama continued in her trance, her voice gsand falling as she chanted, "No, not
mine, not mine ... hand of Lucifer upon his lifefinger of Satan touch his life ... finger of
Satan touch his soul... mark of beast on his hebid, not mine ... no, not mine."

| watched as the tears coursed down her cheeksle8lyd she turned at me with eyes
wide and in a shrieking voice cried: "Get out, DEMGet away from me. Leave me, DEVIL.
Away! Away! Away!"

| was petrified with fear. | ran to my room andetw myself on my bed. The thoughts
flowed through my mind like rivers churning dowmarrow canyon. "Not her child ... child
of Satan ... not love me ... No one cares. No @nesc"

Then the tears came and | began to scream andiailpain in my chest was unbearable
and | pounded my fists against the bed until | exsausted.

The old hate welled up inside me. Suddenly it caresdi my soul, like a tidal wave over a
coral reef. | hated my mother. God, how | hated heranted to hurt her—to torture her—to
get even. | threw open the door and ran screanmiagthe living room. The mediums were
still there with Mama. | smashed my hands agamstdop of the table and screamed. | was so
frustrated with hate | was stuttering and the wavdsild not come plainly. "I-I-I ... h-h-hate
you." | pointed a quivering finger at Mama and sieduy I-I-1 ... g-g-gonna make you pay. |
gonna make you pay."

Two of my younger brothers stood curiously in tleeidas | pushed by them and ran out
the back. Plunging down the steps, | turned anptarader the porch in the cool dark place
where | had often gone to escape before. Croualmadgr the steps in the dry powdery dirt, |
could hear the women laughing and above all thersth heard my mother's voice as it
penetrated the floorboards. "See, | told you harssitchild.”

How | hated her! | wanted to destroy her but ditndw how. Pounding my fists into the
dust | cried in frustration, my body shaking in galsive sobs. "I hate you! | hate you! | hate
you!" | cried. But no one heard— no one cared. infrastration, | grabbed great handfuls of
the soft dirt and furiously flung it in all direotis. It settled on my face and turned to rivulets
of mud as it mixed with the tears.

Eventually, the frenzy wore off and | sat silently.the side yard, | could hear the other
children playing. One of the younger boys was siggbout birds and butterflies. But | felt
isolated, alone. Tortured with hate and persecutbsessed with fear. | heard the door of the
pigeon house close and the heavy crunch of Pagetsa$ he rounded the back corner of the
house and started up the steps. Pausing, he pe&rdtie shadows through the cracks in the
wooden steps. "What you doing under there, boy@mained silent, hoping he wouldn't
recognize me. He shrugged and went on up the d&gpsg the screen door slam behind him.
No one cares, | thought.

Inside the house | could hear more laughter as attyef's deep voice joined with the
women. | knew they were still laughing at me.

The waves of hate flooded over me again. The tarssed down my face and once more



| began to scream. "l hate you, Mamal! | hate yduate you. | hate you." My voice echoed
against the emptiness under the house.

Reaching a stage of complete emotional climax lapsked on my back in the dirt and
rolled over and over, the dust covering my bodyhadtisted, | closed my eyes and wept until |
fell into a tortured sleep.

The sun had already sunk in the western sea whermoke and crept out from under the
porch. Sand still gritted between my teeth and mgybwas caked with grime. The frogs and
crickets were chirping and the dew felt damp amal against my bare feet.

Papa opened the back door and a shaft of yelldw fejl on me as | stood at the foot of
the steps. "Pig!" he shouted. "What you been doinger that house so long? Look at you.
We don't want no pigs around here. Go clean upcante to supper.”

| obeyed. But as | washed my body under the purkpeWw | would hate forever. | knew |
would never love again ... anyone. And | knew | {domever cry again ... never. Fear, dirt,
and hate for the Son of Satan. | had started to run

It is the practice of many Puerto Rican familiesémd their children to New York when
they are old enough to take care of themselvesoSimy older brothers already had left the
island and moved to New York. All were married atmging to make a new life for
themselves.

But | was too young to go. However, during the niax¢ years, my parents realized |
couldn't stay in Puerto Rico either. | had becomelzel at school. | was picking fights,
especially with the smaller children. One day la&hgmall girl in the head with a rock. | stood
and stared with a warm feeling as the blood ookesligh her hair. The child was screaming
and crying while | stood laughing.

That night my father slapped my face until my mobitd. "Blood for blood,” he shouted.

| bought a B.B. gun so | could kill birds. It wasehough to kill them. | loved to mutilate
their bodies. My brothers would shy away from meduse of my unusual craving for blood.

In the 8th grade | had a fight with my shop teachkr was a tall, skinny man who liked
to whistle at the ladies. One day in class | called "nigger." The room became quiet and
the other kids backed off among the shop machsessing tension in the air.

The teacher walked back through the class to whesas standing beside a lathe. "You
know what kid? You're a phony."

Before | could move, he lashed out with his lonmsit arm and | felt the flesh of my lips
mash against my teeth under the savage blow. éddasibod flowing into my mouth and
down over my chin.

| started toward him flailing both arms. He wasravgn man and | weighed less than 100
pounds, but | was filled with hate and the bloodagEthe fuse.

He put his hand against my forehead and held mey awith his arm while | helplessly
beat the air with my fists.

Realizing the hopelessness of the situation, | daakf. "You've had it now, nigger,” |
shouted. "I'm going to the police. Just wait anel'seran out of the classroom.

He ran after me calling, "Wait. I'm sorry." But b/ gone.

| didn't go to police. Instead, | went to Papa &ld him the teacher tried to kill me. He
was infuriated. He marched in the house and camevibln his huge pistol stuck in his belt.
"Let's go, boy. I'm gonna kill myself a bully."



We headed back toward school. | was having diffyckleeping up with Papa's long
strides, half running behind him. My heart skip@ed thought of the thrill of seeing that tall
teacher cringe beneath the fury of my Papa.

But the teacher wasn't in the classroom. "Wait hbomy," said Papa. "I'll talk to the
principal and get to the bottom of this." | cringédt waited.

Papa was in the principal's office a long time. Whe came out, he walked rapidly
toward me and yanked me up by the arm. "All rigiaty, you've got some explaining to do.
Let's go home."

Once again we marched through the little villagd back up the path to the house. He
was pulling me behind him by my arm. "You filthati" he said to me in front of the house.
He raised his hand to slap me but | ducked outi®fréach and ran back down the path.
"That's right. Run baby run!" he shouted. "Youtinee home. And when you do I'm gonna
lash you."

| did come home. But it was three days later. Tolkce picked me up walking alongside
a road heading back toward the inland mountainsedged them to let me go but they
returned me to my father. And he was true to hisnpse.

| knew | would leave again. And again. And | woulch and run until | was so far away
no one could ever bring me back. During the nextyears, | ran away five times. Each time,
the police found me and brought me home. Finatiygasperation, Papa and Mama wrote my
brother, Frank, asking him if he would let me caand live with him. Frank agreed and plans
were made for me to go.

The morning | left, the children lined up on therft porch. Mama hugged me close to her
bosom. There were tears in her eyes when shettrisgeak, but no words came. | had no
feeling for her one way or the other. Picking up littye suitcase, | sullenly turned my back
and walked to the old pickup truck where Papa wlait@ever looked back.

It was a 45-minute drive to the San Juan airpor@lPapa gave me my ticket and stuck
a folded $ 10 bill in my hand. "Call Frank as sa@myou reach New York," he said. "The
pilot will take care of you until he comes."

He stood and looked at me for a long moment, towgeover me, his shock of gray wavy
hair blowing in the warm breeze. | must have seesmadll and pathetic to him as | stood by
the gate with my little bag in my hand. His lowey fuivered as he stuck out his hand to
shake mine. Then, suddenly, he wrapped his long anmound my frail body and pulled me
close to him. | heard him sob just once. "Hijo miogy son).

Releasing me, he said quickly, "Be a good boyellttrd." | turned and ran up the steps of
the huge plane and took my seat beside a window.

Outside | could see the gaunt solitary figure of faper, "The Great One," as he stood
beside the fence. He raised his hand once asnav@ but was self-conscious and turned and
walked quickly back toward the old pickup.

What was it he had called me? "Little bird." | rem®ered that rare moment so many
years before when sitting on the steps of the biglpPapa had called me that.

He sat in a rocking chair on the veranda smokisgpippe and told me about a bird that
had become a legend in Puerto Rico. It had no d&gswas continually on the wing. Papa
looked down sadly at me, "That's you, Nicky. Yougstless. Like a little bird, you'll ever be
on the run." He slowly shook his head and lookedauthe sky, blowing smoke toward the
vines that tumbled off the porch roof.
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"The bird is tiny and very light. He weighs no mdrean a feather and he picks the
moving air currents and sleeps on the wind. Helgayd running. Running from hawks.
Eagles. Owls. Birds of prey. He hides by keepingdalf between them and the sun. If they
ever get above him they can see him against thk darth. But his little wings are
transparent, like the clear water in the lagoonlohg as he stays high they can't see him. He
never rests."

Papa sat back and blew a stream of blue smokehatfyesh air. "But how does he eat?" |
asked.

"He eats on the wing," Papa replied. He talked Biplike he had seen the tiny creature.
"He catches insects and butterflies. He has ne-tegsfeet—he is forever moving."

| was fascinated by the story. "But what aboutraygveather?” | had asked him. "What
happens when the sun doesn't shine? How does &jgeelsis enemies then?"

"In gray weather, Nicky," Papa said, "he flies sghhno one can see him. The only time
he ever stops flying— the only time he ever stopsning—the only time he comes to
earth—is when he dies. For once he touches thi, dertcan never run again.”

Papa patted me on the bottom and shooed me awaytfi® house. "Go now, little bird.
Run and fly. Your Papa will call you when it is #no run no more."

| skipped through the grassy field flapping my aifike a bird trying to take off. But for
some reason | could never seem to gain enough spd&edairborne.

The motors of the plane coughed, belched black siakd roared to life. At last, | was
going to fly. I was on my way.

The bus jerked to a stop. Outside, the bright §iglmid multicolored signs blinked and
gleamed in the cold darkness. The man across steegot up to leave. | followed him out the
back door. The doors swished shut behind me anubkegulled away from the curb. | was
left alone in the middle of 8 million people.

| picked up a handful of dirty snow and brushed thhest off the top. There it was,
sparkling white and pure. | wanted to put it to myputh and eat it but as | watched, small
dark spots began to appear on the surface. | siyddsaiized the air was filled with soot from
the chimneys above and the snow was taking onpgheasance of cottage cheese sprinkled
with black pepper.

| threw it to one side. It made little differend¢avas free.

For two days | wandered through the city. | foundodd coat thrown across a garbage can
in a back alley. The sleeves drooped over my handsthe hem scraped the sidewalk. The
buttons had been ripped off and the pockets toemoput it kept me warm. That night | slept
on the subway, curled up on one of the seats.

By the end of the second day, the excitement had wf. | was hungry ... and cold. On
two occasions, | tried to talk to people and askhp. The first man simply ignored me. He
walked by like | wasn't there. The second man paigshe back against the wall, "Beat it,
Spic. Don't put your greasy hands on me." | waai@frl kept trying to keep the panic from
bubbling up from my stomach into my throat.

That evening | walked the streets again. The lomgrapat dragging the sidewalk, my
little suitcase clutched in my hand. People woulovenaround me and look back but no one
seemed to care. They just looked and walked on.

That night | spent the $10 Papa had given me.plp&td in a little restaurant and ordered a
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hot dog by pointing at a picture of one that hurgrdhe greasy counter. | gobbled it up and
pointed that | wanted another. The man at the @vsitook his head and held out his hand. |
reached in my pocket and pulled out the wadded ilhpWiping his hands on a towel, he
opened it up, stretched it a couple of times, &ed slipped it in the pocket of his dirty apron.
He then brought me another hot dog and a bowl itif @¥hen | finished, | looked for him but
he had disappeared into the kitchen. | picked ugag/and went back into the cold street. I'd
had my first experience with American enterprisadAow was | to know that American hot
dogs didn't cost $5 each?

Moving on down the street | stopped in front offaurch. A heavy iron gate had been
pulled across the front doors and it was fastenigd avchain and padlock. | stood in front of
the gray stone building, looking up at the steeytéch pointed toward the heavens. The cold
stone walls and dark stained glass windows huddledrotection behind the iron fence. The
statue of a man with a kind face and sad eyes pdbreugh the locked gate. His arms were
outstretched and covered with snow. But he wasdddk. And | was locked out.

| shuffled on down the street... moving ... moving.

The panic was creeping back. It was almost midrégick | was shaking not only from the
cold but from fear. | kept hoping someone wouldpsaod ask if they could help me. | don't
know what | would have said if someone had offdretielp. But | was lonely. And afraid.
And lost.

The hurrying crowd moved on and left me. | neveewra person could be lonely in the
midst of a million people. To me, loneliness wasgdost in the woods or on a desert island.
But this was the worst of all loneliness. | sawdgdressed people coming home from the
theater ... old men selling newspapers and fratnffittle all-night stands ... policemen
patrolling in pairs ... sidewalks full of busy péepBut as | looked in their faces they, too,
seemed full of loneliness. No one was laughingoNe was smiling. All were in a hurry.

| sat down on the curb and opened my little suécd$ere, tucked inside, was a folded
piece of paper with Frank's phone number in Mamarglwriting. Suddenly | felt something
poking me from behind. It was an old shaggy dogimgat the huge overcoat draped around
my thin frame. | put my arm around his neck andgauhim close to me. He licked my
cheeks as | buried my head in his mangy hair.

| don't know how long | sat there trembling andbking the dog. But when | looked up |
saw the feet and legs of two uniformed policemdreifrubber overshoes were wet and dirty.
The mangy cur sensed danger and darted away irdlbegn

One of the cops poked me in the shoulder with Igktrstick. "What'cha doing sittin' here
in the middle of the night?" he demanded. His faeemed a hundred miles above me.
Laboriously I tried to explain in my broken Engligtat | was lost.

One of them muttered something to the other anéedabff. The one who remained knelt
beside me on the dirty sidewalk. "Can | help yad?k

| nodded and shoved the slip of paper with Frankse and phone number at him.
"Brother," | said.

He shook his head as he looked at the scrawlethgiritis this where you live, kid?"

| didn't know how to answer and just said, "Brothéte nodded and pulled me to my feet
and we made our way to a phone booth behind a tewkdg-ishing in his pocket he found a
coin and dialed the number. When Frank's sleepgevanswered he handed the phone to me.
In less than an hour | was safe in Frank's apaittmen
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The hot soup at Frank's tasted good and the cledmwis nice. The next morning Frank
told me | was to stay with him and they would tale@e of me and get me in school. But
something inside me told me I'd never stay. | haguin to run, and nothing would stop me
now.
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Run baby run

Chapter two
Blackboard Jungle

| stayed with frank two months learning how to Hertthe English language. But | wasn't
happy and the tensions from within were drivingamay.

Frank enrolled me in the 10th grade the first w8dgte school was almost entirely Negro
and Puerto Rican. It was run more like a reformatban a public school. The teachers and
administrators spent more of their time trying taimtain discipline than they did teaching. It
was a wild place of fights, immorality, and a camgtbattle against those who had authority.

Every high school in Brooklyn had at least two loree gangs represented. These gangs
were made up of boys and girls who lived in certagéighborhoods. Sometimes the gangs
were enemies which invariably caused fights whesy tivere thrown together in school
classrooms.

This was a new experience for me. Every day in aktiere would be a fight in the halls
or in one of the classrooms. | would cower agaihetwall, afraid some of the bigger kids
would pick on me. After school, there would always a fight in the school yard, and
someone would be left bleeding. Frank used to cautie not to walk the streets at night.
"The gangs, Nicky! The gangs will murder you. Thew like packs of wolves at night.
They'll kill anyone who is a stranger on the sséet

He warned me to come straight home from school esftdrnoon and stay in the
apartment away from the gangs.

| soon learned that the gangs weren't the only ¢ére®uld fear. There were also the
“little people.” These were the 9 and 10 year olMi® roamed the streets during the
afternoons and early evenings or played in frortheir slum apartments.

| got my first experience with the little people lkiag home from school that first week.
A gang of about 10 kids, ranging in age from 8 @ dame charging out of a side door and
ran into me on the sidewalk.

"Hey, you kids. Watch what you're doing." One & #ids whirled and said, "Go to hell!"

Another crept up behind me and knelt down and leefdnew it, | was sprawled on the
sidewalk on my back. | tried to get up but oneh#f kids grabbed hold of my foot and began
to pull. They were shouting and laughing all timeeti

| lost my temper and swung at the nearest one,kingdim to the sidewalk. Just then, |
heard a woman screaming. | looked up and she veawnig out a window about two floors
up. "Get away from my boy, you stinking Spic, dirkill you."

At the moment there was nothing | wanted more toaget away from her boy. But now
the others were coming at me. One threw a cokdebatttme. It hit the sidewalk beside my
shoulder and the glass showered over my face.
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The woman was screaming louder, "Leave my kidseléfelp! Help! He's killing my
baby."

Suddenly, another woman appeared out of a doorvithlyakbroom in her hand. She was a
fat woman, waddling as she ran, and had the me#maston her face I'd ever seen. She
waded into the gang of boys with the broom heldhlager her head. | tried to roll away from
her but she smashed the broom against my backnddwver and she hit me again on top of
the head. She was screaming and | was suddenlyeatat several other women were
leaning out of their windows screaming and calliagthe police. The fat woman hit me a
third time before | could get to my feet and startun. Behind me | heard her call out, "If
you ever come around here again picking on our bagil kill you."

The next afternoon | came home from school a diffeway.

A week later | had my first run-in with a "gang.had taken my time coming home from
school and was loitering around in a park lookih@ anan who had a talking parrot. | was
dancing around him, laughing and talking to thel hirhen the man suddenly lost interest,
held his parrot against his chest and turned teeleblooked up and about 15 boys were
standing behind me in a semi-circle. These weftile people.” They were "big people.”
Most of them bigger than me.

They quickly formed a circle around me and onehaf boys said, "Hey, kid, what you
laughing at?"

| pointed to the man with the parrot who was nowying out of the park. "Man, | was
laughing at that crazy bird."

"Yeah, you live around here?" the mean looking asked in return.

| sensed that something was wrong and began tovsam little. "I-I live with my brother
down the street.”

"You mean just because you live down the streetthak you can come into our park
and laugh like a hyena? Huh? That what you thinkf'Dyou know this is Bishop turf, Man,
we don't allow no strangers in our turf. And espkygibe-boppers who laugh like hyenas."”

| glanced around and saw they meant business. 8éfoould answer, the mean looking
kid pulled a knife out of his pocket and with ackliof a button it opened, revealing a
gleaming seven-inch blade.

"You know what I'm gonna do?" he said. "I'm gonnayour throat and let you bleed like
the animal you sound like."

"Hey, m-m-man," | stammered. "What's wrong with yodow come you want to cut
me?"

"Because | don't like your looks, that's why," teeds He jabbed the knife toward my
stomach and started to move in on me.

Another member of the gang, a tall, colored bopkspup. "Aw, come on, Big Daddy.
Leave him be. This kid just got in from Puerto Riel@ don't even know what's going on."

The mean boy backed off, still sneering. "Okay, dng of these days he'll find out what's
going on. And he better keep off Bishop turf."

They turned and walked away. | hurried to the apent and spent the rest of the
afternoon thinking.

The next day at school some of the kids had heaodtahe incident in the park. | found
out that the mean kid with the knife was named Robdhat afternoon during physical ed
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class we were playing baseball. Roberto delibgrdtebcked me down. The other kids all
began to shout, "Fight him, Nicky. Jump him. Sham he's not so tough if he doesn't have a
knife. Come on, Nicky, we'll back you up. Hit him!"

| got up and brushed myself off. "Okay," | saickt't see how good you are with your
fists."

We squared off and the other kids all formed adnigle around us. | could hear shouts of
"Fight Fight" and knew the crowd was growing bigger

Roberto grinned because | had taken a traditionainly stance, with my hands up in
front of my face. He slumped down and awkwardly pist hands up too. It was obvious he
was unaccustomed to fighting this way. | dancedatovhim and before he could move, hit
him with a left jab. Blood squirted from his nosedahe backed up, looking surprised. |
moved toward him.

Suddenly, he put his head down and charged intokmecking me backwards to the
ground. | tried to get up but he kicked me with jpsnted shoes. | rolled over and he jumped
on my back and pulled my head back, deliberatehmiang his fingers into my eyes.

| kept thinking the other kids would join in andihnene out, but they just stood there and
yelled.

| didn't know how to fight this way. All my fightsad been following boxing rules. But |
sensed that this boy would kill me if | didn't donsething. So, | reached up and pulled his
hand down out of my eyes, grabbing his finger wiphteeth. He howled with pain and rolled
off my back.

| jumped to my feet and took my boxing stance agbkie slowly got off the ground
holding his injured hand. | danced toward him aitdhim with two left jabs on the side of the
face. It hurt him and | moved in to hit him agaihem he reached out and grabbed me by the
waist, pinning my arms to my side. Using his hakd & battering ram, he hit me time and
time again in the face with his forehead. It féddelhe was hitting me with a sledge hammer.
My nose was bleeding and | couldn't see from the. pe finally turned me loose and hit me
twice with his fists until | collapsed in the dwof the school playground. | felt him kick me
once before a teacher arrived and pulled him away mme.

That night 1 went home and Frank screamed at mieeyTe going to kill you, Nicky. |
told you to keep away from the gangs. They'll kdlu." My face was badly hurt and it felt
like my nose was broken. But | knew from now on,am@ would take advantage of me any
more. | could fight just as dirty as they could—asden more. And the next time, I'd be
ready.

The next time came several weeks later. School ovasand | was walking down the
hallway toward the door. | was aware that some Wdee following me. | glanced over my
shoulder. Behind me were five Negro boys and a gikhew there had been some pretty
mean fights between the Puerto Rican kids and tgrdNkids. | began walking faster but
sensed they had speeded up also.

Going through the outside door, | started down acoete passageway that led to the
street. The colored kids caught up with me and ainthem, a big boy, slammed me up
against the wall. | dropped my books and anothehefkids kicked them down the concrete
sidewalk and into a little gutter filled with dirtyater.

| looked around but there was no one | could aallifelp. "What you doing in this turf,
baby?" the big boy asked. "Don't you know thisus trf?"
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"Man, this high school turf. This turf don't belotgno gangs," | said.

"Don't get smart with me, kid. | don't like you."eHput his hand against my chest and
pinned me back against the wall. Just then | hadidick" and realized it was the sound of
the switchblade knife.

Nearly all the teenage boys carried knives. Thejgored to carry the "switchblade." The
knife is operated on a spring. When a small switgtion on the side of the knife is pressed, a
strong spring is released and the blade flips @pehlocks in place.

The big boy held the knife against my chest, pigkith the buttons of my shirt with the
needle sharp point. "Tell you what I'm gonna doadnboy," he said. "You're new in this
school and we make all new kids buy protection fusnlt's a pretty good deal. You pay us
twenty- five cents a day and we make sure no onts lgau."

One of the other boys gave a crazy snicker and $éa&hh, man, like we makes sure we
don't hurt you either. The other kids all laughed.

| said, "Yeah? And what's to prove that even ifiiegyou twenty-five cents a day you
won't take advantage of me anyway?"

"No proof, wise guy. You just give it to us anywd§f.you don't, you get killed,” he
answered.

"Okay, man. You better kill me now, then. Becadsgu don't, I'll be back later and kill
every one of you." | could tell the others wereitdel scared. The big boy with the knife
against my chest thought | was right handed. Theeehe didn't expect me to grab him with
my left hand. | twisted his hand away from my chasd spun him around and bent the hand
behind his back.

He dropped the knife and | scooped it up off theugd. It felt good in my hand. | put it
against the side of his throat, pressing it justdhanough to indent the skin without
puncturing it.

| pushed his face against the wall with the knif¢he side of his neck just under his ear.
The girl began to scream, afraid | was going tbHih.

| turned to her and said, "Hey, baby. | know yoknbw where you live. Tonight I'm
gonna come to your place and kill you. How you likat?"

She screamed louder and grabbed hold of one obttier boys and began to pull him
away. "Run! Run!" she screamed. "This guy's cr&un!"

They ran, including the big boy who had been pinagdinst the wall. | let him go,
knowing they could have killed me if they had tried

| walked on down the sidewalk to where my bookseaging in the water. | picked them
up and shook them off. | still had the knife in tmgnd. | stood still for a long time, opening
and shutting the blade. It was the first switchbl#id ever held. | liked the feel of it. | slipped
it in the pocket of my jacket and started home.niFmow on, | thought, they better think
twice before they try to tangle with Nicky.

The word soon got out that | was to be feared. Thatle me fair bait for anyone who
wanted to fight. | soon realized it was just a matf time until something drastic happened.
But | was prepared — regardless of what it was.

The final explosion came after | had been in schta@ months. The teacher had just
called the class to order and was calling the WwINegro boy was late to class. He came
swinging in, wiggling his hips and laughing. Thevas a pretty little Puerto Rican girl sitting
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on the back row. He bent over and kissed her ositteeof the neck.

She jerked away from him and sat back upright mdesk. He reached around and kissed
her on the mouth, at the same time putting his lmander breast. She jumped up from her
seat and began to scream.

The other boys in the class were laughing and ghpuiGo, man, go."

| glanced at the teacher. She started down the higla big boy stood up in front of her
and said, "Now, Teach, you wouldn't wanna spoiltide |fun would you?" The teacher
glanced up at the boy who was taller than she.r8ineated back toward her desk while the
class howled in delight.

By this time, the boy had the girl pinned agaim& tvall and was running his hands all
over her body while he tried to kiss her mouth. 8las screaming and pushing him away
from her.

Finally, he gave up and flopped down in his se&lo 'sense in fighting for it," he
announced to the class, "I'll get her tonight dmallsbe glad to give it to me when | finish."

| heard the teacher clear her throat and begimagith the roll call.

Something snapped inside of me. | got up from nskdend walked around to the back of
the room. The girl had taken her seat and wasigittiere sobbing while the teacher called
the roll.

| walked up behind the boy who was now sitting &t diesk picking his fingernails. |
reached over and picked up a heavy wooden chainiha sitting at the rear of the aisle.
"Hey, look baby. | have something for you."

As he turned to look back, | brought the heavy clilmwn on top of his head. He
collapsed in his seat, blood pouring from a dedprchis head.

The teacher ran out of the room and returned iromemt with the principal. He grabbed
me by the arm and pulled me down the hall to hicaf | sat there while he called an
ambulance and made arrangements for someone todekef the hurt boy.

Then he turned to me. After telling me that allHasl heard for the last two months was
the trouble | had been in, he asked me for an eafilan of what went on in the classroom. |
told him exactly what happened. | told him the bas taking advantage of the Puerto Rican
girl and that the teacher hadn't done anythingdp &, so | stood up for her.

As | talked, | could see his face beginning to fluBinally, he stood up and said, "Well,
I've had all I'm going to take of these fights. Ylads come in here and think you can act the
same way you act out on the streets. | think isuatime | made an example and maybe we
can have some respect for authority around herendt going to sit here day after day and
listen to you kids try to lie your way out of killj each other. I'm going to call the police."

| was on my feet. "Mister, those police will put mgail."

"l hope so," said the principal. "At least the reSthese monsters around here will learn
to respect some authority for a change if they do."

"You call the police," | said, backing up agairts tloor shaking with fear and rage, "and
when | get out of jail, I'll be back. And one ddiil,catch you alone and I'll kill you."

| was gritting my teeth as | talked.

The principal blanched. His face turned white aedtfought for a moment. "All right,
Cruz. I'll let you off this time. But | don't evevant to see you around this school again. |
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don't care where you go, go to hell as far as é,chut don't you ever let me see your face
around here again. | want you to leave here runaimgj don't stop until you're out of my
sight. Understand?"

| understood. | left... running.
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Run baby run

Chapter three
On My Own

A life motivated by hate and fear has no room foyame but self. | hated everyone,
including Frank. He represented authority. And whenbegan to object to my being out of
school and staying out late at night, | made upnmmyd to leave.

"Nicky," he said. "New York is a jungle. The peop¥to live here live by the law of the
jungle. Only the tough survive. You really havesgéen what it's like, Nicky. I've been here
for five years and | know. This place is crawlinghnprostitutes, junkies, winos and Kkillers.
Those guys out there, they'll kill you. And no on@l even know you're dead until some
junkie stumbles over your rotting body under a pilérash.”

Frank was right. But | couldn't stay here. He wassting | go back to school and | knew
I'd have to make it on my own.

"Nicky, | can't force you to go back to school. Bugou don't you're lost."
"But the principal kicked me out. He said for meereto come back.”
"l don't care. You're going back if you live he¥@au've got to go to school someplace.”

"If you think I'm going back,"” | spit back, "theroy're crazy. And if you try to make me,
I'll kill you."

"Nicky, you're my brother. That's crazy talk. Mamad Papa told me to look out after
you. I'm not going to have you talk like that. Eitlyou go to school or you get out. Go ahead,
run if you want. But you'll be back because you'tbave no place to go. But if you stay,
you're going to school, and that's final."

That was Friday morning before Frank went to wdrkat afternoon | left a note on the
kitchen table telling him some friends had inviteé to come stay with them for a week. |
had no friends, but | couldn't stay at Frank's lamger.

That night | wandered into the Bedford-Stuyvesa&atien of Brooklyn to look for a place
to stay. | walked up to a group of young teenaparsging around a street corner. "Any you
guys know where | can find a room?" One of the ypkids turned and looked at me, puffing
at his cigarette. "Yeah," he said, jerking his tlhuowver his shoulder in the direction of
Brooklyn Technical High School. "My old man's thapsr at those apartments across the
street. Talk to him and he'll find you a place. fTh&im sitting there on the steps playing
cards with those other guys. He's the one thatiskdt The other kids all laughed.

The apartment the boy had reference to was onreéer@ Place, in the heart of one of the
world's largest housing projects. More than thittpusand people lived in the towering
buildings, most of them Negro and Puerto Rican. FheGreene Project runs from Park
Avenue to Lafayette Avenue, surrounding Washindrark.

| walked over to the group of men and asked themsoi@ndent if he had a room to rent.
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He looked up from his cards and grunted, "Yealutlape. Why?"
| hesitated and stammered, "Well, because | ng@dca to stay."
"You got fifteen bucks?" he said, spitting tobatoe at my feet.
"Well, no, not right now, but..."

"Then, | ain't got no room," he said, and turnedkb® his cards. The other men didn't
even look up.

"But | can get the money," | argued.

"Look kid, when you can show me fifteen bucks inatte the room is yours. | don't care
how you get it. Rob some old lady for all | carait Bintil you got the money get your nose
out of here, you're buggin' me."

| walked back toward Lafayette past Papa John'syyldaMeat House, Paradise Bar,
Shery's, The Esquire, Valhal Bar, and Lincoln's d&awvous. Pausing beside the last one |
stepped into an alley trying to figure out how agse the money.

| knew that if | tried to rob someone and got caugtl go to jail. But | was desperate. I'd
told Frank | wouldn't be back for a week. A roomsvgming to cost money and | didn't have a
penny. It was almost 10 p.m. and the winter wing fvaezing cold. | shrank back into the
shadows of the alley and saw people passing bp@sitdewalk. | pulled the switchblade out
of my pocket and pressed the button. The bladepsthppen with a soft click. | pressed the
tip against the palm of my hand. My hand was slgks | tried to imagine just how | would
perform the robbery. Would it be best to pull thieto the alley? Should | go ahead and stab
them or just scare them? What if they yelled? ...

My thoughts were interrupted by two people talkatghe entrance of the alley. An old
wino had stopped a young man in his late teens wdm carrying a huge sack of groceries.
The old man was begging him for a dime to buy aaugoffee. | listened as the young man
tried to get away—telling the wino he didn't hav anoney.

The thought ran through my mind that the old mavbpbly had a pocket full of money
he had begged and stolen. He wouldn't dare screaimefp if | robbed him. As soon as the
boy left I'd pull him into the alley and take ibfn him.

The young man was putting his grocery sack onittensalk. He fished in his pocket until
he found a coin. The old man mumbled and shuffieaya

"Damn,"” | thought to myself. "Now what will | dodust then the boy tipped over his sack
of groceries. A couple of apples rolled onto thgesialk. He bent to pick them up and |
pulled him into the alley and smashed him up agatims wail. Both of us were scared to
death but | had the advantage of surprise. He wea#ipd with fear as | held my knife in
front of his face.

"l don't want to hurt you, but | need money. I'nsplerate. Give it to me. Now! Quick! All
you got before | kill you."

My hand was shaking so badly | was afraid I'd diggpknife.

"Please. Please. Take it all. Don't kill me," tlug Ipleaded. He pulled out his billfold and
tried to hand it to me. He dropped it and | kickedown the alley. "Take off," | said. "Run,
man, run! And if you stop running for two block&wre a dead man."

He looked at me, eyes wide with horror, and statbexdin. He tripped over his groceries
and sprawled on the pavement at the mouth of tleg.abcrambling to his feet, he tripped
again as he half crawled, half ran down the sidewaAk soon as he turned the corner, |
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grabbed the wallet and sprinted down the alley. f§mg in the darkness on De Kalb, |
vaulted the chain link fence surrounding the partt ean through the high grass into the trees.
Squatting behind an embankment, | paused to caiclioneath and let my pounding heart
settle down. Opening the wallet | counted out $f.8lt good to hold the bills in my hand. |
tossed the wallet into the high grass and courteartoney again before | folded it and put it
in my pocket.

Not bad, | thought. The gangs are killing hoboslésss than a dollar and | get nineteen on
my first try. This isn't going to be so bad aftér a

But my confidence didn't remove all my fear, arngtdyed hidden in the high grass until
after midnight. By then it was too late to get tbem and | walked back to the spot where |
had committed the robbery. Someone had alreadygiak all the spilled groceries with the
exception of a crushed box of crackers. | pickedhgpbox and shook it as the crumbs fell out
on the pavement. | relived the experience in mydnaind grinned. | should have cut him, just
to find out what it felt like, | thought. Next timewill.

| walked to the subway entrance by Papa John'sbaadded the first train that came
along. | spent the night on the subway and eagynigxt morning | was back on Ft. Greene
Place to rent the room.

The super walked with me up three flights of stalise room opened out over the street
facing Brooklyn Tech. It was small with cracks hetceiling. The super told me there was a
public bathroom on the 2nd floor and that | coudguat the heat by turning the handle on the
steel radiator. He handed me the key and told medht was due every Saturday a week in
advance. The door closed behind him and | heardclomping down the steps.

| turned and looked at the room. There were twglsibeds, a chair, a small table, a wash
basin on the wall and a small closet. Walking t® window, | peered into the street below.
The early morning traffic was moving with a steddyn on Lafayette at the end of the block.
Across the street, Brooklyn Tech towered into tke & ran the length of the block and shut
out any view | might have had. But it made littifetence. | was on my own.

Later that morning | made my first tour through tieighborhood. Coming down the
steps of the slum apartment | saw a young man stagg from under the stairwell. His face
was blanched white and his eyes sunk deep in sloekets. His filthy, tattered jacket hung
half off one shoulder and his pants were unzippkdre/he had urinated behind the radiator. |
couldn't tell whether he was drunk or high on ddmtood on the landing and watched him as
he reeled through the door and onto the outsigesstde bent over the side of the steps and
heaved and retched as he threw up on the sidew#ikvbA gang of little people burst out a
side door on the first floor and ran into the dtra@mpletely oblivious of his presence. The
man finished gagging and slumped on the top stefkirig blankly at the street.

| walked past him and down the steps. Overheadatdha window open and looked up
just in time to duck a barrage of garbage throveamfithe third floor to the sidewalk below.
Next door one of the little people was squattingha shadows under the steps, using an
abandoned basement entrance for a latrine. | shedideut told myself | could get
accustomed to it.

Behind the apartment building was an open lot, whigh with weeds and scraggly
bushes. A few scrawny trees poked their naked bemntoward the gray sky. Spring had
begun but the trees seemed almost reluctant ttoghtnew buds and face another summer in
the ghetto. | kicked an empty beer can—the trashyhs covered with them. Old cardboard
boxes, newspapers, and rotting boards were strewviinei high weeds. A broken down wire
fence stretched across the lot to another apartinelating that opened on St. Edward Street.
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Looking back at my building | could see some of finst floor windows boarded shut or

closed in with sheets of galvanized tin to keep thet cold wind. Two apartments down, |

could see the round faces of little Negro childvéth their noses pressed against a filthy
window pane watching me as | kicked through thebisih They reminded me of small

animals in a cage yearning for freedom and yeidataventure out for fear of being hurt or

killed. Part of the window had been broken out aeplaced with sheets of waterstained
cardboard. | could count five frightened faces. reneere probably five more in the small
three room apartment.

| walked back around toward the front of the bunffliThe basement apartment under No.
54 was vacant. The iron gate hung loose on itsdsingkicked it open and started in. The
smell of urine, body excretions, wine, smoke aneage was more than | could stand and |
backed out gagging. At least | had a room on thlefl8or.

| started down the sidewalk. The whores on theestneere a pathetic sight. The white
girls worked the right side of the street and odedpapartments down the block from me.
The colored girls worked the opposite side of ttneets and lived near the subway entrance.
All the girls were addicts. They were standing awbin leotards and dirty coats. Some were
yawning because they were sick or because theyedegdwake up,” an early morning shot
of heroin to get them going. After two months llstiasn't accustomed to New York. Back in
Puerto Rico | had seen pictures of the Statue loéiity and the United Nations building. But
here, in the ghetto, as far as the eye could s&e thas nothing but apartments, filled with
human flesh. Each window symbolized a family, crathpto tiny living quarters, eking out
a miserable existence. | thought of the zoo in 3&m with the pacing bears and chattering
monkeys behind bars. They wallow in their own filiiney eat stale meat or withered lettuce.
They fight among themselves and the only time tetytogether is when they are attacking
an intruder. Animals aren't meant to live this waith only a painted jungle scene on the rear
of the cage to remind them of what they're suppdsdzk. And neither are people. But here,
in the ghettos, they do.

| paused on the curb at the corner of Myrtle Avenuaiting for the light to change.
Overhead an elevated train roared and clatteredhmyyering those below with a fine coat of
soot and grime. The streets were covered with shglmixture of snow, dirt, and salt which
the people waded through as the light changed.

Behind the apartments the clothes lines hung from dingy balcony or fire escape to
another. The blue shirts and khaki pants floppeithénfreezing wind. Underclothes that used
to be white were now a dirty gray from constantasype to the filth-filled air.

It was Saturday morning and the storekeepers welleng the heavy iron gates away
from their store fronts. For blocks and blocks adingle store was without a mesh gate or
iron bars to protect it from the roving gangs aji

But it was the apartments that depressed me mdwreTwere evidences of feeble
attempts of the occupants to reach up from theretmgungle and brick canyons for some
essence of identity. But it was a hopeless reaitte & man sinking in quicksand who gropes
with stretching fingers for a weed on the edgehef quagmire, grasping desperately as he is
sucked under with the weed in his clenched fist.

A dirty red clay flowerpot sat behind a soot covker@ndow pane. A scraggly geranium
drooped limply against the glass.

Occasionally, one of the apartments would havehiigigpainted steps, or perhaps a
window sill would be painted so it stood out inrkteelief against the drab stone. In another
window a rough flower box, made from the unfinisHethber of a machinery crate, hung
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from a dirty sill. In it a few pathetic artificidlowers braved the winter wind, covered with
soot that floated down from a thousand smokesttastowered over the city.

| had gotten as far as St. Edward Street and panseant of the Walt Whitman Library
next to P.S. 67. Across the street was a hugemapattbuilding, 12 stories high and a block
long. Its 600 windows faced the street, each om@esenting some miserable state of
humanity shivering behind the panes. In one windlong a tattered drape, once bright with
color, now faded and torn from the effects of itsvvieonment. Most windows were void of
shades or drapes, staring like the naked eyeg$rofzen corpse out onto the street below.

| turned and retraced my steps back toward Washingfark. What's wrong with these
people here in this filthy place? | thought. Whyttey live like this? No yards. No grass. No
open fields. No trees. | didn't know that once yoaved into one of these concrete cages you
became its prisoner. There's no leaving the aspimjte.

That afternoon | walked back down the street, | haticed what looked like a carnival
with rides and sideshows in the playground behhma $t. Michael-St. Edwards Catholic
Church at the corner of Auburn and St. Edwardse®rd arrived at 4 p.m. and the music
from the carnival was blaring out into the stréettill had a little money left over from the
robbery and the thought of a carnival tingled myool. At the gate | noticed a group of kids
standing around an lItalian organ grinder. They weearing black jackets with a crimson
double M stitched on the back. The music from ttgan grinder was almost drowned out by
the noise the kids were making as they clapped Haids and jitterbugged in the middle of
the sidewalk.

In the center of the group was a dark-haired, skinned boy about my own age. His
handsome face was wreathed in a grin as he kiclkefeat against the sidewalk in a fast
bebop. Hands on hips, he spun around in time tarthsic. Suddenly, his black eyes met
mine. He came to an abrupt halt, and the grin erfdge was instantly replaced with a hard
cold look.

"Hey, baby, what you doing this territory? This Miséau turf. We don't want no squares
hanging around here."

| looked back at him and realized that the othershaith the black jackets had formed a
quiet little circle around us. The handsome boywihite steel cold eyes walked up to me and
pushed me with his chest, smirking, "What click ymlong to, man?"

"l don't belong to no click,” | replied. "I camewo here to ride on the carnival. That a
crime or something?"

A boy in the crowd stepped forward. "Hey man, yawow what this is?" he said,
brandishing an open knife. "This is a blade, bafllcut your gut. How you like to get smart
with me? | ain't as tender as Israel.”

The boy referred to as Israel motioned the other lmack and continued, "You see, a
square can get killed in a hurry. Maybe | kill y?Now, if you wanna live you better beat it."

| was angry, and felt in my pocket for my own swlitade. But | realized that the odds
were too great for me. | didn't want to be a chigkaut knew there would be another time for
me to show my courage. | nodded my head and tubsdk down the street toward
Washington Park and my apartment. Behind me, Iccbehr the gang laughing and hooting.
"That's tellin 'im, Israel baby. That little S.O.Barned his lesson this time. It'll be a cold day
in hell before he sticks his nose back around hgeen."

| was mad and frustrated. Going under the elevateks on Myrtle, | walked into the
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park area and sat down on a bench. | didn't ntiaea young kid, maybe thirteen years old,
had been following me. | turned and looked at Hife.grinned and sat down on the bench
beside me. "Gave you a rough time, didn't they?5did.

"Whatcha mean?" | asked. "I coulda took any ondghem but didn't see no sense in
fighting all of them at once."

"Man, those gangs are tough around here,” he sa@thing into his shirt pocket and
pulling out a homemade cigarette. "They'll kill ybyou don't run with 'em."”

He lit the cigarette and noticed | was watching .hiffou smoke pot?" he asked. | shook
my head although | knew what he was talking about

"Howija like to try one? | got an extra. Man, itgot." "Sure," | said. I'd backed off once
this afternoon and didn't want to back off again.

He fished around in his shirt pocket and pulled autent, crumpled cigarette. It was
twisted shut on both ends and stained along tleevgitere he had licked the paper to make it
stick.

"You gotta puff it," the boy said. "If you don't,goes out."

He lit it for me and | began to puff on it. "Nold kid laughed, "like this." He took a long
drag on the cigarette and slowly inhaled the smisteehis lungs. "Man, that's good. If all you
do is puff, it burns up and you don't get nothing of it. Inhale, man!"

| inhaled. It had a strange sweet taste and aygiodor.
"What's it do?" | asked, beginning to feel the glizffects of the weed.

"Man, it sends you," the boy answered. "It makes jaugh a lot. Makes you feel like
you're the best dancer, best lover, best fightdrthdse guys back there at the carnival had
been smoking pot. Didn't you see how their eyesewed? You can tell if they're high on
grass if their eyes shine."

"Where you get this stuff?" | asked.

"Oh, it's easy. We got a hundred pushers hereeméighborhood. Most any of the big
guys can get it for you. They get it from biggenoections. Cuba. Mexico. Me? My old man
raises it in the back yard. We got a bunch of weedsir back yard. No one ever goes back
there and my old man planted some of the seedwiwéeds and we raise our own. It ain't as
good as some of the other stuff, but it don't cgsanything."”

"How much does it cost if you buy it from a pushet?asked, trying to learn the
vocabulary and a little embarrassed that a thiriezm-old kid knew more about it than I.

"Some of it sells for a dollar a stick. Sometimesiycan get it for seventy-five cents a
stick. But it's best to buy a can. You know, lik€@ance Albert can. That way you can make
your own for about forty cents. You have to be ftdrghough. Some of the guys cheat you.
They'll mix oregano in with the pot and you woret gure stuff. Always check it out before
you pay for it ‘cause they'll cheat you for sure.”

| had finished the cigarette and stretched my éegtin front of me and put my head on
the back of the bench. | didn't seem to noticedbld wind as much and the dizziness had
departed, leaving me feeling like | was floatingaodreamy cloud.

| turned my head so | could see the boy. He waisgion the bench with his head in his
hands. "I thought this stuff was supposed to maka iappy. How come you're not
laughing?"
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"Man, what | got to laugh about?" he said. "My aldn's a drunk. Only he's not really my
old man. He just moved in with my mother last yéaon't even know who my real old man
is. And this man, he beats up on my maw all thestitrast week | tried to pull him off her
and he hit me in the face with a bottle and brdkdéweo my teeth. | threw a clock at him and
hit him in the back. Then my Maw, my own Maw, cdllme a S.O.B. and told me to get out...
that | had no reason to hurt her man. Now I'm Gvin the street just waiting until 1 can Kill
him. | don't run with no gangs. | don't run withbmaly. I'm just waiting until that bum get
alone and I'm gonna kill him. | don't even love mpther no more. What | got to laugh
about."

He never raised his head while he talked. "Thissdmae man who grows the marijuana in
the back yard?" | asked.

"Yeah. He's a pusher too. Man, just wait 'til latehim alone. I'm gonna push him—push
a knife through him." He looked up, his face stegirand tired, like the face of an old monkey
rather than a thirteen-year-old boy. "What aboutryad man, he a drunk too?"

"Naw, I'm lucky. | don't even have an old man at wloman,"” | lied. "I'm on my own."

The kid looked up. "Yeah, me too now, | guess." Mheightening, he said, "Well, see
you around. Watch out for them gangs. They'll kdu if they catch you on the street at
night.”

"Hey, what about these gangs? How many are thératidreds," he said. "Man, there's
so many of 'em you can't begin to count 'em." "Wdwathey do?"

"Fight, man what else? Either they're going out ghting some other gang or they're
staying home defending their turf against somedimggang. When they ain't fighting each
other, they're fighting the police. They use evaing they can find to fight with. They carry
knives, clubs, pistols, zip guns, brass knuck$egjfsawed-off shotguns, bayonets, baseball
bats, broken bottles, gasoline bombs, bricks, rdekycle chains . man you name it, they use
it to kill you with. They even file the tips of tlmeumbrellas, put spikes on their shoes, and
some of the dago gangs carry straight razors ahdazor blades between their fingers in
their fist. You hang around here long and youfidfiout. That's why | don't join with 'em. |
just hang out in the alleys and in the dark streetd keep away from 'em. You'll learn,
though, just stick around and you'll learn."

He got up and sauntered back through the parkpplesaing in the twilight. | headed back
to 54 Ft. Greene Place. It was already dark.
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Run baby run

Chapter four
Baptized with Blood

Several weeks later | left my apartment about 8 jpum | walked down to Papa John's on
the corner of Lafayette. A young Puerto Rican naified was leaning against the side of the
building smoking a cigarette. | had met him oncewaice and understood he was a knife
expert.

He looked up and said, "Hey Nicky, would you likego 'gig'? | want you to meet Carlos,
President of the gang.”

| had heard of gigs but never attended one, scadlilye accepted his invitation and
followed him down a side street and into a basersaitance under a flight of stairs in an
apartment building.

| had trouble adjusting my eyes to the dim lightsiAgle pole lamp burned in the corner.
Some light came in from the windows and a littleneain around the door from the street
lights outside.

As | moved into the room | could see dim figuresghg to each other, swaying to the
sound of soft music. Their heads drooped acrods eher's shoulders, as their feet moved in
unison to the slow music. One of the boys clutchegine bottle behind his girl's back and
staggered as he wrapped his arm around her nedivaka long swig out of the bottle.

Several boys were sitting at a small table playeagds and smoking what | later found
out were reefers— marijuana. A bottle of wine sathie middle of the table. On the far side
of the room, away from the lamp, two couples wegred on a mat. One couple was
seemingly asleep in each other's arms. The other emgaged in heavy love play. As |
watched they got to their feet, arms around eadleroand mouths glued together in a
passionate kiss, and stumbled through a side door.

Tico looked at me and winked. "There's a bed imeth@/e keep it so they can shack up
when they want to."

A stack of pulp paper magazines with pictures dfedaand semi-naked women was on
the floor at my feet. "So this is a gig," | thought

Tico grabbed my arm and pulled me into the rooneyHeverybody, this is my friend.
How about making him feel welcome?"

A blonde girl stepped out of the shadows near ti@ dnd took me by the arm. She had
on a tight black sweater, a crimson skirt, and tea®footed. | put my arm around her waist
and said, "Hey, baby, you wanna dance with me?"

"What's your name?" she said. Before | could ansWieo spoke up. "His name is Nicky.
He's my friend and he's a damn good fighter. He weayt to join us."

The girl slid around in front of me and snuggled bedy up close to mine. "Okay, Nicky,
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if you're such a good fighter let's see how godawmcer you are." Gliding out into the floor, |
could feel her thighs rub against mine as we sadfih step to the music.

Her motions began to excite me. She was warm amdill feel every movement of her
body as she clung tightly to me. | slipped my hamdler her sweater along her back and
pressed her close to me.

"Ummmmm,"” | heard her groan. That's all it took foe and | moved my hand around
under her arm. Suddenly, she put both hands agaynsthest and gave me a violent shove
backward. "Cut it out! What do you think you're nig?" she bit out. "Don't get fresh with me.
| belong to Jose and he'd cut you to pieces ifd bim you tried to feel me."

She could tell from the expression on my face | e@sfused. Her face broke into a grin
and she reached out and pulled me back close t&herput her lips close to my ear, "After
all, this is only the first time. Don't be in suahush. If | like you, I'll let you have it all.”

We danced a while longer and then stopped to watochuple of boys playing "chicken"
with a knife. One of the boys was standing agaimstvall and the other was throwing a knife
at his feet. The object was to get the knife aseclas possible without hitting him. If the boy
flinched, he was "chicken."

| caught myself hoping he would hit him. The though blood excited me. Even as |
stood there, | began to laugh at myself hoping belavslip and stab the boy.

The blonde with the black sweater pulled me byahm, "Come with me. | want you to
meet someone important.”

| followed her into a side room. A tall lanky PueiRRican was slouched on a chair with
his legs propped on a small table in front of hixgirl was sitting astraddle his lap, leaning
over him as he blew smoke through her hair andiedg

"Hey!" he shouted to us. "Ain't you got no mann&iid@n't you know you're supposed to
ask my permission before you come in like that? ¥oght catch me doing something | don't
want nobody to see." He laughed and reached aranddpatted the girl's hips with both
hands. Looking at me he said, "Who's this punk® Bllonde said, "This is my friend, Nicky.
Tico brought him. Tico says he's a good fighter."”

The tall lanky boy shoved the girl off his lap dndked hard at me. Then he grinned and
stuck out his hand. "Slip me some skin, Nicky. Ve, Carlos. President of the Mau Maus."

| gently laid my hand against his and pulled it gasliding my palm along his in the
gang's fashion of handshaking.

| had heard of the Mau Maus. They had named theesébr the blood thirsty savages in
Africa. | had seen them in the streets with théack leather jackets with the crimson double
M stitched on the back. They wore fancy alpine matmy of which were decorated with
wooden matches. Most of them carried canes andwloeg sharp pointed shoes that could
kick a man to death in a matter of seconds.

Carlos nodded toward the corner of the room aretdgnized the boy | had seen at the
carnival. "That's Israel. He's Vice President ok tMau Maus." Israel's face was
expressionless as he stared at me. His deep bjaskbering holes into my soul and making
me feel uncomfortable.

| found out later that the president and the vieslent are nearly always together. They
protect each other in case one is attacked.

"How old are you, Nicky?" Carlos asked.
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"Sixteen," | answered.

"You know about fighting?"

"Sure," | said.

"You willing to fight anyone, even police?"

"Sure," | replied again.

"Hey, you ever stab anyone?"

"No," | replied truthfully, but regretfully.

"Anyone every tried to stab you?"

'Yes," | answered.

"Yeah?" Carlos said, showing renewed interest. "WWba do to the guy?"

"Nothing," I replied. "But | will. I'm just waitingo catch him again and when | do, I'll kill
him."

Israel interrupted. "Listen, man, you want to joiar gang you do as we do. We're the
toughest. Even the police scared of us. But wetaeamt no chickens. You want to join and
you no chicken, fine. But if you chicken, we cuuyapen and kill you."

| knew Israel was telling the truth. | already Hashrd stories of young boys who had
been killed by their own gangs because they rattea fellow gang member.

Carlos spoke up. "Two things, man. If you join tlau Maus, it's forever. No one ever
quits. Second, if you're caught by the cops an@alguve'll get you. Either we get you when
you get out of jail, or we go in the jail and geuy But we'll get you."

Israel showed a faint grin on his handsome facew'ldbout it, baby, you still think you
want to join?"

"Give me three days," | said. "If | join your garigyant to go all the way."

"Okay, baby," Carlos said. "You have three dayghiok it over. And at the end of that
time, you come back here. Let me know what youdietiHe was still sitting in the same
slouched position with his legs stretched out anfrof him. He had pulled his girl back over
to him and had his left hand under her skirt amdiad her hips.

| turned to leave and Carlos said, "Hey, Nickyoigot to tell you. If you tell anyone ...
anyone .. where we are, I'll kill you before yowéa chance to turn around. Got it?"

"Got it," | said. And | knew he meant it.

Outside on the street, | quizzed Tico. "What do gdok, Tico? You think | ought to join
the Mau Maus?"

Tico just shrugged his shoulders. "It's a good ,d®aln. If you join 'em, they take care of
you. If you don't join ‘'em they're liable to kilby for not joining. You ain't got much choice
now. Besides, you're gonna have to join one ofjtiregs to stay alive around here."

"What about Carlos?" | asked. "What kind of gupé®”

"He's okay. He don't say much but when he doesyewe listens. He's in charge and
they all know it."

"Is it true that the president gets his choicehefgirls?" | asked.
"That's right,” said Tico. "We have about 75 girlsour gang and the president gets his
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pick. A different one each day if he wants it tiaagty. Man, they like it. You know, it's big

stuff to go with the president. They fight to seleongets to play up to him. And that's not all.
The gang takes care of the president. He getsittstetdke out of what we steal—usually
enough to pay his room and buy his food and clotitiesa pretty good deal, being president.”

"Hey, Tico. If you're so good with a knife, how cemou're not president?"

"Not me, man. The president don't get to fight tooch. He has to stay back and plan
things. Me, | like to fight. | don't want to be préent."

That's what | like too, | thought. I like to fight.

Tico headed back to Papa John's and | turned to%ft. Greene Place. | could feel the
blood tingling in my veins as | imagined what waead. The gigs, the girls. But most of all,
the fights. | wouldn't have to fight by myself ampore. | could hurt as much as | wanted to
and not have to be hurt back. My heart began tb faster. Maybe I'll get a chance to really
stab someone. | could almost visualize the bloowifig across my hands and dripping down
on the street. | made swinging motions with my lsaas | walked, pretending | had a knife
and jabbing and slashing at imaginary figures edhark. | had told Carlos I'd let him know
in three days. But | had already made up my mirdl vikanted was for someone to give me a
switchblade and a gun.

Two nights later, | was back at the gig. | walkacand Carlos met me at the door. "Hey,
Nicky, you're just in time. We got another boy whants to join the Mau Maus. You want to
watch the initiation?"

| had no idea what an initiation was but wanteavadch. Carlos continued, "But maybe
you came to tell us you don't want to join, eh?"

"No," | countered. "I came to tell you I'm readyjéan. | want to fight. | think I'm just as
tough as anyone else and a better fighter than afidlsése other guys.

"Good," said Carlos. "You can watch and thenb#lyour turn. We have two ways to find
out if you're chicken. Either you stand still whiiee of our toughest guys beat you up, or you
stand against the wall waiting for the knife. Ifuyoun from either, we don't let you join the
gang. This kid says he's tough. Let's see how ttnegteally is. Then we'll see if you're that
tough.”

| looked across the room and saw the other boywateabout 13 years old with pimples
on his face and a long shock of black hair thdtdelvn over his eyes. He was small and
skinny and his arms hung stiffly by his sides. Heswearing a white, long-sleeved shirt that
was soiled on the front and pulled out around lei. b thought | had seen this little pimply
faced kid at school, but wasn't sure since he wasger than I.

There were about 40 boys and girls eagerly awattiegshow. Carlos was in charge. He
told everyone to clear the floor and they all lingol around the walls. The young boy was
told to stand with his back against a bare wallfl@3astood in front of him with an open
switchblade in his hand. The silver blade glisteimeithe dim light.

“I'm gonna turn and walk twenty steps toward theowall," he said. "You stand right
where you are. You say you're a tough kid. Wellrevgonna find out just how tough. When |
get to twenty, I'm gonna turn and throw this knifeyou flinch or duck, you're chicken. If

you don't, even if the knife sticks you, you'reagh kid and you can join the Mau Maus. Got
it?"

The small boy nodded.
"Now, one other thing," said Carlos, holding théfé&rmn the face of the youngster. "If you
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turn chicken while I'm walking away counting, atllygot to do is holler. But you better not
ever stick your nose around here any more. If youwk'll cut those big ears off and make
you eat 'em and then dig your belly button out waittheer opener and let you bleed to death."”

The boys and girls started to laugh and clap. 't@an, go" they shouted at Carlos.

Carlos turned his back to the boy and started si@aetoss the room. He held the long
glimmering knife by the point of the blade, his amrront of him bent at the elbow, the knife
in front of his face.

"One ... two ... three ..." The crowd began to shemd jeer. "Get him, Carlos! Stick it
through his eye! Make him bleed, baby, make hineddle

The young boy was cowering against the wall, mukad & mouse trapped by a tiger. He
was trying desperately to be brave. His arms wigrd at his sides, his hands balled into tiny
fists with his knuckles showing white against thensHis face was drained of color and his
eyes were wide with fright.

"Eleven ... twelve ... thirteen ..." Carlos counteddly as he paced off the distance. The
tension mounted as the boys and girls jeered aad out for blood.

"Nineteen ... twenty ..." Slowly Carlos turned gmalled his right hand back toward his
ear, holding the knife by the tip of its needlerghialade. The crowd of kids was wild in their
frenzy calling for blood. Just as he snapped thiéekforward, the little boy bent over,
throwing his arms around his head screaming, "Nal'' Nhe knife thudded into the wall just
inches from where his head had been.

"Chicken!... chicken!... chicken!" the crowd roaré€thrlos was angry. The corners of his
mouth grew tight and his eyes narrowed. "Grab hime,'hissed. Two boys moved from each
side of the room and grabbed the cowering childhisyarms and slammed him back against
the wall.

Carlos moved across the room and stood in fronh@fshaking form. "Chicken" he spat
out. "Chicken! | knew you were a coward from thstftime | saw you. | oughta kill you."

Again the kids in the room picked up the themell"Kim! Kill the dirty chicken!"

"You know what we do to chickens?" said Carlos. Dlog looked up at him trying to
move his mouth but no sound was coming out.

"I'll tell you what we do to chickens," said CarldgVe clip their wings so they can't fly
no more."

He snatched the knife out of the wall. "Stretch lomt!" he said.

Before the boy could move, the two boys yankeddnis straight out from his body,
spread eagle. Moving so fast you could hardly fellas hand, Carlos brought the knife up in
a fast vicious thrust and jabbed it almost to titeirito the child's armpit. The boy jerked and
screamed in pain. The blood gushed out and quitd®ded his white shirt with a crimson
red.

Pulling the knife out of the boy's flesh, he flipbg into his other hand. "See man," he
leered, viciously thrusting the knife upward agaito the other armpit, "I'm left handed too."

The two boys turned loose and the child collapsetthé floor, his arms across his chest,
his hands clutching pitifully at his punctured fles$le was screaming and gagging, rolling on
the floor. His shirt was almost completely covewath bright red blood.

"Get him out of here,"” snapped Carlos. Two boysedonward and yanked him to his
feet. The boy threw back his head and screameth@gony as they jerked his arms. Carlos
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clapped his hand across his mouth and the screastapped. The boy's eyes, wide with
horror, peered across the top of the hand.

"Go home, chicken! If | hear you scream one mameetor if you squeal on us, I'll cut
your tongue out too. Got it?" As he spoke, he hgidthe switchblade, the silver blade
dripping blood down over the white mother-of-pdahdle. "Got it?" he repeated.

The child nodded.

The boys pulled him across the floor and out ohtodidewalk. The gang of kids in the
room shouted as he left, "Go home, chicken."

Carlos turned. "Who's next?" he said ... lookingight at me. The crowd grew quiet.

| suddenly realized | wasn't afraid. Matter of fachad become so wrapped up in the
stabbing and pain that | was enjoying it. The sighall that blood gave me a wild, savage,
exhilarating feeling. | was envious of Carlos. Botv it was my turn.

| remembered Carlos' statement that | had a chafiggtiations. Common sense told me
that Carlos was still mad. If | let him throw hisite at me, he would try to stab me on
purpose. It seemed the wiser of the two moves ¢osh the other method.

"We got another chicken?" Carlos teased.

| stepped out into the middle of the room and labkeound. One of the girls, a tall slim
girl with tight black slacks shouted, "What's wrohgby, you scared or something? We got
some blood left over if you don't have any.”" Thewa hooted and shouted in laughter. And
she was right. The floor beside the wall where dtteer boy had been was covered with a
sticky puddle of blood.

| said, "Not me. | ain't scared. Try me out, bahere's your boys who want to slug
me?"

| was trying to put up a good front, but deep irdidvas scared. | knew | was going to get
hurt. | realized that these people played for keBps | would rather die than be chicken. So |
said, "I'm ready."

Carlos barked out five names. "Johnny!" And a stsidcky boy stepped out of the crowd
and stood in front of me. He was twice my size véatdeeply lined forehead and almost no
neck at all. His head seemed to rest right in betwas shoulders. He walked to the center of
the room and cracked his knuckles with a loud poggound.

| tried to picture my 120 pounds against his 20Qnuts. He just looked blankly at me,
like an ape. Waiting for the command to attack.

"Mattie!" Another boy stepped out. This one wasreeany size but his arms were long,
much longer than mine. He danced into the centéreofoom flicking his hands out and back
like a boxer. He held his chin close to his cheseking out of the tops of his eyes. He circled
the room, fists flicking forward with lightning spé. The girls whistled and sighed as he kept
up his shadow boxing, blowing and snorting throbghnose as he swung and did short jabs.

"Jose!" A third boy joined the group. He had a dsegr on his left cheek running from
below his eye to the tip of his chin. He beganngkiis shirt off and flexing his muscles. He
was built like a weight lifter. He circled me—Ioalg at me from all angles.

"Owl!" A roar went up from the other kids in theorm. Owl was obviously a favorite. |
learned later they called him Owl because he ceekl as well at night as in the daytime.
They used him on the front line in the rumbles socbuld spot the enemy gangs as they
approached. He had big wide eyes and a hookedthas®bviousiy had been broken time
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and time again. One ear was half gone where hédéaal hit with a board that had a long nail
in it. It had happened during a rumble in a sch@st and the nail had snagged his ear and
ripped more than half of it away. Owl was a shattKid with the meanest look | had ever
seen.

"Paco!" | never did see Paco. | heard him call lmeliind me, "Hey, Nicky." | turned to
look and he hit me in the back just above the lbedtwith his fist. The pain was excruciating.
| felt like he had ruptured my kidney. | tried tasp for breath but he hit me again. As |
straightened up and put my hands behind my bagkasp the hurt, one of the other boys hit
me in the stomach so hard | lost my breath. | caeldse myself beginning to pass out from
the pain when someone hit me in the face and Idhib& bone of my nose crumble under the
blow.

| never had a chance to hit back. | felt mysellirigl | sensed someone grabbing hold of
my long hair. My body collapsed to the floor but ingad was being held up by my hair.
Someone kicked me in the face with a grimy shoe lacould feel the sand grind into my
cheek and lips. | was being kicked all over and evleos was holding my hair was hitting me
on the side of the head.

Then the lights went out and | remembered nothisg. e

Sometime later, | was aware that someone was shhovenaround and slapping my face. |
heard someone say, "Hey, wake up."

| tried to focus my eyes but could see nothingthatceiling. | wiped my hand across my
face and could feel blood on my skin. | was covexgd it. | looked up and saw the face of
the one they called Owl. The blood made me go craaghed out and hit him in the mouth.
Suddenly, all my energy came back. | was lying on bmack in that big puddle of sticky
blood, spinning round and round kicking everyonesight, cursing, screaming, striking out
with my hands and feet.

Someone grabbed my feet and pinned me to the diotlr the fury wore off. Israel bent
over me laughing.

"You're our kind, Nick. Man, we can use you. Youyne a lot of things, but you're not
chicken. That's for sure. Here." He pressed somgtihto my hand.

It was a 32 revolver. "You're a Mau Mau, Nicky. AaMMau."
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Run baby run

Chapter five
Rumble in the Streets

Israel and | became almost inseparable from thenbewy. Three nights later he came by
the apartment to tell me there was going to beimbie" with the Bishops. At last, | thought,
a chance to use my revolver— a chance to fighhulccfeel the hair rising on the back of my
neck as Israel described the plan.

The Mau Maus were to gather in Washington Park BeaKalb. We were to be there by
9:00 p.m. Our War Councilor had already met with War Councilor from the Bishops, a
Negro gang, and arranged the time and place. 30m0in the playground behind P.S. 67.

Israel said, "Bring your revolver. All the otheryguhave their weapons. Some of the guys
have made their own zip guns and Hector has a saffetiotgun. We'll teach those Bishops
a lesson. If we have to kill, we kill. But if we gtown, we go down fighting. We're the Mau
Maus. The people. Them African Mau Maus drink blaodn, and we're just like 'em."

The gang was already gathering at 8:30 when ledrin the park. They had hidden their
weapons in the trees and tall grass fearing thiegoahight come by. But tonight there were
no police and Israel and Carlos were giving ordBgs10:00 p.m. there were more than 100
boys milling around the park. Some of them had giast had knives. A few had baseball
bats, sticks with nails in the ends, or handmadbscIOthers had bicycle chains which made
a vicious weapon when swung at a boy's head. Chddsa two foot bayonet and Hector had
his sawed off shotgun. Some of the boys were tdayen two blocks and cut in behind the
school ground on Park Avenue to cut off the Bishegsape. They were to wait until they
heard the fight in progress and then attack froenréfar flank. The rest of us were to come in
from the St. Edward Street side of the school antbtforce the Bishops to retreat where our
rear guard would cut them off.

We moved out silently, picking up our weapons fribrair hiding places as we went. Tico
was beside me grinning. "What about it Nicky, yoared?"

"Man, no! This is what I've been waiting for," lidapulling open my jacket so he could
see my revolver. "How many bullets you got in tthahg' he asked. "It's full, baby. Five of
'em."” "Boy," said Tico, giving a low whistle, "ntviad. You oughta get one of those black
bastards tonight for sure. Me? I'll stick to mydsa

We broke into small groups in order to sneak phst Housing Police Station on the
corner of Auburn and St. Edward Streets. We refdrindront of the school and Carlos gave
us the attack signal.

We charged around the building into the playgroufite Bishops were waiting for us.
"Yeah! Yeah! Kill 'em! Get 'em," we shouted as weasmed into the school ground and ran
across the open space that separated the two gangs.

| broke into the front of the group, pulling my goat of my belt. Israel swerved to one
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side, swinging his baseball bat. Kids were milladgaround me, screaming and cursing and
slashing out at each other. There must have be@rkid8 in the playground but it was dark

and difficult to tell the gangs apart. | saw Hectanning across a basketball court and
someone ran straight into him with a garbage liectdr fell backward, his shotgun going off

at the same time with a loud roar.

A negro boy near him fell forward, blood runningrir a wound in his head. | ran by him
and kicked at his body. He felt like a sack of grai

Suddenly, 1 was shoved from behind and went sprewbn the hard asphalt of the
basketball court. | put my hands out to break #ieaind felt the skin grind off the heel of my
hand. | turned to see who pushed me and duckedagust baseball bat smashed into the
pavement beside my head. | heard the bat splistérfat. A direct blow would have killed
me.

A great cry went up from the Mau Maus as the résiuy gang attacked from the rear
flank. "Burn 'em, baby, burn 'em!" | stumbled to fegt as the Bishops, now in confusion,
started to run toward the alleys that exited onEslward. Israel was beside me shouting,
"Shoot that one there, Nicky, shoot him."

He was pointing at a small boy who was trying tbayeay but had been hurt and was half
running, half limping as he fell behind the fleeiBghops. | pointed my gun at the staggering
figure and pulled the trigger. The gun went off betkept running. | grabbed the gun with
both hands and pulled the trigger once more.

"You got 'im, man, you got 'im." The small boy wadling forward from the impact of
the bullet in his hip. He was still crawling whesrdel grabbed my arm and shouted, "Let's
blow, baby, here come the cops.” We could heaptiiee whistles and shouts in front of the
school as the cops began rounding up the Bishopswdte pouring out the alley trying to
get away. We ran in the opposite direction, saatjeacross the back of the school ground. |
glanced back as | clambered over a chain link felmcéhe dim light, | could see three boys
lying still on the ground and several others siftip holding wounds. The whole battle hadn't
lasted longer than ten minutes.

We ran for about six or seven blocks until we wawevinded we had to stop. Carlos and
two other boys caught up with us and we jumped mtdrainage ditch behind a service
station.

Israel was out of breath but was laughing so haalmost gagged. "Did you see that
crazy Nicky?" he panted out between laughs. "Marthlought it was a cowboy movie and he
was shooting his gun in the air.”

The others were gasping for breath and laughingltned in. We lay on our backs in
the ditch laughing until we thought our sides wosidit. Israel caught his breath and pointing
his index fingers up choked out, "Bang! Bang! Barayid broke into gales of laughter again.
The rest of us held our stomachs and rolled ovérarditch giggling and laughing.

| felt good. | had seen blood run. | had shot sameanaybe killed him. And we had
gotten away. | had never sensed this feeling afrigehg that | felt in the ditch with those
boys. It was almost as if we were a family andtfa first time in my life | felt like | was
wanted.

Israel reached over and put his arm around my deasll "You're all right Nicky. I've
been looking for someone like you for a long tiriiée're the same kind— both of us are
nuts."

We broke into laughter again but deep inside lifeMas better to be nuts and be wanted,
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than to be normal and always on your own.

"Hey, how about something to drink?" Carlos satill 8red up from the excitement.
"Who's got the money?"

We were all broke.

| spoke up, "111 get us some money."

"Whatcha gonna do, rob someone?" Israel asked.
"That's right, baby. Wanna come along?"

Israel punched my arm with his fist, "You're okaychy baby. Man, you ain't got no
heart, no feelings at all. All you want to do igit. Let's go, man, we're with you."

| glanced at Carlos who was supposed to be thelebl@ was on his feet ready to follow.
This was my first indication that the other boysuhbfollow the one who was the meanest,
the most bloodthirsty, the most courageous.

We got up from the ditch and ran. across the steed¢he shadows of an alley. On the
corner the lights burned in an all night eatingnjol led the way into the store.

There were three people in the luncheonette. Twthem, a man and a woman, were
behind the counter. An old man had just gotten ngmfhis stool at the counter and was
paying for his meal. | walked up to him and pushed back against the counter. He turned
in surprise and fear, his mouth trembling, asdkdd open the blade of my knife and jabbed
it gently into his stomach.

"Com'on, old man. Give it here," | said, motionwgh my head toward the bills he had
in his hand.

The man behind the counter started toward the papg on the wall. Israel flicked open
his switchblade and grabbed the man by his upp@na@ulling him hard across the counter
he said, "Hey, man, you wanna die? Huh?" | heaedsbman gasp and put her hand over her
mouth to muffle a scream. Israel pushed the makviad into the donut case and snatched
the phone off the hook. "You wanna call the fuzg, iman?" he sneered. "Okay, here!" he
smirked as he ripped the receiver off the wall aogked it at the man. "Call 'em!" The
befuddled man caught it and stood holding it bydaegling cord.

"Hurry up, old man. | can't wait all night,” | sted. He brought his shaking hand up in
front of me and | snatched the bills from his fige'That all?" | asked. He tried to answer
but no sound came from his shaking lips. His eygmah to roll backward in their sockets and
saliva drooled from the side of his mouth as heerfadny little groans.

"Let's get out of here," one of the other boys s@idrlos hit the key on the cash register
and scooped out all the bills as we backed outtiee. The old man slumped to the floor,
holding his chest with both hands and making fudogking noises with his mouth.

"Hey, wait," Israel said, as he grabbed a handfahange from the cash register. Nickels
and dimes bounced off the hard floor. Israel wagyéng. "Never leave a joint without
leaving a tip," he snickered. We all laughed.

The man and woman were still huddled at the faradrttie counter and the old man was
kneeling on the floor, bending over from the waist.

| picked up a heavy sugar container and smashhtbiigh the plate glass window.

"Man, you're crazy," Carlos shouted as we starteduh down the street. "That'll bring
every cop in Brooklyn. Let's get out of here.” Tdié man fell forward on his face and we ran
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down the dark street toward home, laughing andtstgpu

Two months later Carlos was busted by the polickgot six months. We had a big gang
meeting that night in the auditorium at P.S. 67bdlty's supposed to go in the school after
hours, but we made a deal with Firpo, the Chaplaiee president, whose old man was the
caretaker at the school. He let us use the schumiilcium at night for gang meetings because
he was afraid of his son. That night we promotedelsto president and | was the unanimous
choice for vice president.

After the gang meeting, we had a gig in the base¢miethe school. A lot of the debs were
there and one of the boys introduced me to hisrsikydia, who lived across the street from
the school. We stayed a long time at the schoalright, smoking pot, drinking cheap wine,
and sitting on the inside stairwell necking whitare of the others danced to a phonograph.
The stairwell was encased with a heavy iron mesie and couples would go up into the
darkness for sex activity.

| pulled Lydia by the hand, "Let's get out of hérAs we walked out the door she
snuggled up against me, "I'm yours forever, Nigkyytime you want me, I'm yours."

We walked down to Washington Park but there waplace we could have any privacy.
Finally, 1 boosted Lydia over the chain link feraed she fell, laughing, in the weeds on the
other side. | followed her over and we lay in th# tveeds in each other's arms. She was
giggling as | fondled her but | suddenly had th@ression that someone was watching us. |
glanced up at the building right across the steetcould see the faces of a dozen girls in the
nurses' home as they peered down upon us. It wisoagh we were making love on the
stage in an opera house.

| started to get up and Lydia said, "What's wrongok up there," | whispered. "The
whole damn city is watching us."”

"Who cares?" Lydia giggled and pulled me down. Weinned to the park many times
after that, completely oblivious to the curiouseadn the window or to the other couples who
might be lying in the weeds near by.

The next four months were filled with fights, robies, and gang activities. | was picked
up by the police four times but they never couldveranything against me. Each time | got
off with with a warning.

The gang members liked and respected me. | waisl @raothing and would just as soon
fight in broad daylight as under the cover of dads

One afternoon one of the Mau Maus told me that &ydid squealed on me to an Apache.
My temper flared and | said | was going to kill ligdl went back to my apartment to get my
gun. One of the boys told Lydia's brother and metoawarn her. When | got to her apartment,
| talked to Luis, her older brother. He told me ariehe Apaches had caught Lydia on the
street the night before and slapped her arounthgtrp find out where | lived so he could
come to kill me.

| left the apartment and went to Israel's apartm@fe went looking for the Apache Luis
had told us about. We found him down at the coaofdrafayette and Ft. Greene in front of
Harry's Meat House. Six other Mau Maus gatheredratan a small circle. | knocked the boy
to the ground and hit him with a metal pipe. He Wwagging me not to kill him. The gang was
laughing and | took my time and hit him again agdia until he was covered with blood.
The bystanders ran as the beating continued. Fjrfal could hold his arms up no longer to
ward off the blows and | viciously smashed the @peoss his shoulders and kept hitting him
until he lay unconscious in a pool of blood.
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"You greasy chump! That'll teach you to slap my giound.” We broke and ran. | was
anxious to tell Lydia what | had done to defend h@nor, even though an hour before | had
been ready to kill her.

As the summer wore on the street fights got woidee heat in the apartments was
unbearable and we would stay out on the streets$ afidee night. Scarcely a night went by
without some kind of gang activity.

None of our gang had cars. If we wanted to go s¢awepwe rode the subway or stole a
car. | couldn't drive but one night Mannie Durargone by and said, "Let's steal a car and go
for a ride."

"You got one in mind?" | asked.
"Yeah, man, right around the block. It's a beaut ssme jerk's left the keys in it."

| went with him and there it was, sitting in froot an apartment building. Mannie was
right, it was a beaut. It was a Chevrolet convéetivith the top down. We jumped in and
Mannie got behind the wheel. | slumped down indbat and smoked a cigarette, flipping the
ashes over the door like a sophisticated rich rviamnie was turning the wheel back and
forth and making noises with his mouth like tirgsigaling and a racing car engine.

"Rrruummmm! RruuUUmmmmm. Rrooowrrrrr!" | began sugh.

"Hey Mannie, can you really drive this car?" "Sumegn, just watch this." He turned the
key that was hanging in the ignition and the cared to life. He pulled the gear into reverse
and slammed his foot on the accelerator smashiongaiparked delivery truck. We could hear
the tinkle of broken glass.

"Hey, man," | laughed, "you real good driver. Boguyreally know how to handle this
thing. Let's see you go forward."”

Mannie slammed the lever into drive and | bracedetfyas he gunned the car forward
into the back of another car. Again, there wasual lorash and we could hear the tinkle of
broken glass.

We were both laughing so hard we didn't notice a maning out of the apartment
shouting at us.

"Get the hell out of my car you dirty Spies," hested, trying to pull me out of the seat.
Mannie threw the car in reverse and knocked the offabalance dragging him backward. |
picked up a coke bottle off the front seat and $mdsit across his hand as he clung
desperately to the door. He screamed out in paeanrié threw the car in forward and we
hurtled out into the street. | was still slouchedhe seat laughing. | tossed the coke bottle on
the sidewalk and heard it break as we sped away.

Mannie couldn't drive. He squealed around the coamel headed up the wrong side of
Park Avenue. We narrowly missed two cars and anathepulled up on the sidewalk, horn
blowing, trying to miss a head on collision. Bothug were laughing and hollering. Mannie
ran through a service station and turned down e sieet.

“Let's burn this car,"” Mannie said.
"No man! This is a beautiful car. Let's keep itnCon, let's show it off to the girls."

But Mannie couldn't turn it around and finally srnhed it into the back of a truck at a stop
light. We jumped out and ran down the sidewalk ilegthe badly dented car crumpled under
the back of the truck.

Mannie was my kind of guy. Little did | know whatinor lay in store for him.
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Each day was full of frenzied criminal activity. @mights were even worse. One night
Tony and four other guys grabbed a woman on herhaeaye and dragged her into the park
where all five of them went with her twice. Toniett to choke her to death with his belt. She
later identified him and he was sent to prisonlf@years.

Two weeks later, sixteen of us caught an Italiayp Wwalking through Mau Mau turf. We
surrounded him and knocked him to the ground. agtaver him teasing him with my knife,
flicking at his adam's apple and poking at thedngton his shirt. Cursing me, he slapped the
knife out of my hand and before | could move Tigalped it and slashed him across the
face. The boy screamed as Tico ripped his shirtaoft slashed a huge "M" on his back.
"Man, that'll teach you not to come into Mau Mauftuhe said. We ran, leaving him
bleeding on the sidewalk.

Every day the newspapers carried stories of k#limgthe front yards, on the subways, in
the back streets, in the halls of the apartmeritimgs, in the alleys. Every night there was a
rumble.

The school officials at Brooklyn Tech put heavy gawvire screens over all the doors and
windows at the school. Every window, even those ftories above the street, were covered
with wire mesh.

Many of the shop owners were buying police dogsdraining them inside their stores at
night.

The gangs were becoming more organized and newsgaeige being formed. Three new
gangs sprung up in our area. The Scorpions, therdys, and the Quentos.

We soon found out that New York City law prohibitegholiceman from searching a girl.
Therefore, we let the girls carry our guns and &siuntil we needed them. If a cop stopped to
search us, the girls would stand back and showy,"siou dirty cop. Leave him alone. He
have nothing. He clean. Why not come squeeze mehamdl have you put in your own jail.
Hey, cop, you wanna put your hands on me? Com'on."

We learned how to make zip guns that would fird2acaliber bullet by using a car radio
antenna and the workings from a door latch. Ocoadlip these guns would explode in a
boy's hand or backfire and blind him. But we warming them out in great quantity and
selling them to other gang members—knowing theyldiaise them against us if they ever
had a chance.

On July 4th that summer, all the gangs got toge#tte€Coney Island. The newspapers
estimated that more than 8,000 teenage gang merbbegsd into Coney Island. None of
them paid. They just pushed past the gate and ealared say anything. The same was true
with riding the subways.

The first of August, Israel was picked up by théiggo When he got out of jail, he told us
things were real hot for him and he wanted to @akeack seat until things cooled off. We
agreed and the gang elected me president and 9@dl Ihe would serve as vice president
until the heat was off. | had been in the gangwsinths when | took over.

It didn't take me long to realize that the Mau Mauere highly feared and that | had
gained quite a reputation as a bloodthirsty hogioried in the recognition.

One night we all went to a big dance that was sp@asby the St. Edward-St. Michael
church center. The church was making an attempetothe kids off the streets and had
opened a canteen down the street from the polate@stfor weekend dances. Every Friday
night they would have a big band and all the gamgnivers would come to the center to
dance. They stood around outside and drank beeclaap wine. The week before we had

39



gotten drunk and when the priests tried to gebuguiet down, we beat them up and spit on
them. The police had come and chased us all avelgio® a Friday night went by that the
canteen dance didn't turn into a riot.

On this particular night, | went with Mannie andcBaWe were all drinking heavily and
smoking marijuana. | spotted a cute blonde girl dadced several times with her. She told
me her brother was in trouble with the Phantom kofichey were going to kill him.

"Where's your brother?" | asked. "Nobody gonna Hum if | say not. Let me talk to
him."

She took me to one side of the room and introdueedo her brother. He told me that the
Phantom Lords over on Bedford Avenue wanted tohit for dating one of their debs. The
boy was staggering drunk and scared.

"l tell you what," | said. "Your sister's nice ckicl think I'd like to take her out some.
And since | like her, I'll take care of you too."

| had already made a date with the girl to taketbeéhe movies. | told her that she would
have to do anything | wanted her to since | wasRhesident of the Mau Maus. She was
scared and said she would go with me but she didmit any of the other guys to handle her.
We kissed and I told her that as long as she wéhtme 1I'd take care of her.

We looked up just as three Phantom Lords came ghrtloe door. They were dressed in
loud coats and checkered pants with long key ch&me of the boys, swinging his key
chain, sauntered over and winked at the blonde b&bked off and | put my arm around her.
"Hey baby," he sneered, "how about going out wig?nvly brother's got a car outside and
we can have the back seat all to ourselves."”

"You wanna get killed," | snarled.

"Big man," the Phantom Lord laughed, "we alreadkimg plans to kill your drunk friend
and we might just kill you too, you punk."

Mannie gave the boy a Bronx cheer—a razz. The bdgefl his head around. "Who did
that?"

Mannie began to laugh but | sensed trouble and Sdobody." | started to back away,
but the boy swung at Mannie and knocked him dovesides Israel, Mannie was my closest
friend. No one was going to hit him and get awathvit. | swung and hit the boy a vicious
blow in the back, just over his kidneys. He graspisdback with both hands and screamed in
agony.

Mannie scrambled to his feet and drew his knifiinhbled for mine as the other boys in
the room formed a semicircle and moved toward her@ were too many for us to fight and
we backed toward the door. When we got to thesstaibig boy lunged at me with his knife.
He missed but the knife sliced through my jacket.h& stumbled past | hit him in the back of
the head and kicked him down the concrete steps. dthers jumped at me. Mannie pulled
my coat and we started to run. "Let's go," | shdutém going after the Mau Maus and we're
gonna burn this place.”

The boys glanced at each other. They didn't knax&ad a Mau Mau since | was dressed in
a suit and tie that night. They began to back inkboroom and Mannie and | turned and left.

The next day | called Mannie and Paco. We weregaiter Santo, the Phantom Lord
who had threatened the blonde's brother. Manniel dratl been drinking and were almost
drunk. We walked to the Candy Store on 3rd Street lspotted some Phantom Lords.
"Which one of you guys is Santo?" | asked. Oneheflioys glanced in the direction of a tall
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kinky headed guy. | said, "Hey baby, what's younaa Santo Claus?"
Mannie laughed and the boy looked up and callec 18€0.B.
"Hey, baby," | said, "you just goofed. You know withe@ Mau Maus are?"
"Yeah, I've heard of 'em. They know better thahdng around here, though."

"Today they hang around, baby. These are the MausMisly name is Nicky. I'm the
president. You're always gonna remember that naabg.b

The owner of the store reached for the telephopat my hand in my pocket and pressed
my finger against the lining like |1 had a gun hiddeside. "You!" | shouted. "Put that down!"

The others were scared and backed off. | walketbganto and slapped him twice in the
face. | still had my other hand in my pocket. "Maymu remember me now, baby."

He flinched and | hit him in the stomach. "Com'ohsaid to Paco. "Let's get out of here.
These kids are scared." We turned and startednalk spat over my shoulder. "Next time tell
your mommy to put your diaper on before she lets got. You're still a baby.” We laughed
at each other and walked out.

When we got on the street, Mannie put his handgnatcket pocket and pointed his finger
through the cloth. "Bang! Bang! You're dead!" heds&aVe laughed and sauntered down the
street.

That night Israel came by and said the Phantomd mete getting ready for a big rumble
because of the fight at the Candy Store.

Israel and | stopped by for Mannie and headed Ritantom Lord turf to surprise them
ahead of time. When we got near the Brooklyn Btidge split up. Israel and Mannie went
around the block and | walked straight down theettrMoments later, | heard Israel yell and
| went dashing around the building. They had ssgatione of the Phantom Lords by himself
and had him on the sidewalk begging for mercy.

"Take his pants off," | commanded. The boys unbeathlis belt and pulled off his pants.
They threw them in the gutter and then ripped hats off.

"On your feet, freak, and start running.”" We watthem as he ran terrified down the
street. We were laughing and calling him names.

"Com'on,"” said Israel, "none of them bums are adohere. Let's go back home." We
started back when suddenly we were surrounded bgng of twelve or fifteen Phantom
Lords. It was an ambush. | recognized some menmdfessJewish gang with them. A guy
came at me with a knife and | hit him with a pip&wother slashed at me and | spun and hit
him in the side of the head with the pipe.

Then | felt an explosion in the back of my head amés on the sidewalk. My head felt
like it was going to roll off. | tried to look upub someone kicked me in the face with a shoe
that had cleats on it. Someone else kicked medrsthall of the back. | tried to get up and
was slugged above the eye with a pipe. | knew theyid kill me if | couldn't get away but |
couldn't get up. | fell back on the sidewalk on stgmach and felt the boy with the cleats
jump on the back of my legs and then stomp on myg.Hiis cleats were razor sharp. | could
feel the sharp steel ripping through my thin tressed gouging out the flesh on my hips and
buttocks. | fainted from the pain.

The next thing | remember was Israel and Mannigglragy me along a back alley. | knew
| was hurt bad because | couldn't use my legs. "@mniHurry up,” they kept saying. "Those
bastards will be back any minute. We gotta get aivay
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| passed out from the pain again and when | awbigs on the floor in my apartment.
They had dragged me all the way home and up thee thights of steps to my room. They
helped me crawl into bed and | passed out agaie. QHdt sun was streaming through my
window when | awoke and crawled out of bed. | wastff | could hardly move. The lower
part of my body was covered with dried blood. édrito take my pants off but the cloth stuck
to my skin and | felt | was tearing the skin ofsthggered down a flight of steps to the public
bath and stood under the shower with my clothesrtih the blood softened and | could peel
them off. My back and hips were a mass of deep audshorrible bruises. | staggered back
up the steps naked, remembering the boy runningidbe/street with his pants off.

Boy, | thought, if he could see me now.

| crept into my room and spent the rest of the miaging my cuts. Being President of the
Mau Maus was okay but at times it could be murdkis time it almost was.
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Run baby run

Chapter six
Hell Burners

That fall my brother Louis, who lived in the Brorsame to my apartment to plead with
me to come live with him. He had read about my kiteuvith the police in the New York
papers. "Nicky, you're playing with life and it'slangerous game. You're going to get killed.
He said he and his wife had talked it over and thapted me to come to their apartment. |
just laughed at him.

"How come you want me come live with you?" | ask&dobody else wants me, how
come you decided you want me."

"That's not so, Nicky," Louis answered. "We all wagou. Frank, Gene, all of us want
you. But you've got to be willing to settle down."

"Listen,"” | said, "nobody wants me. You're justai&d. Not you, not Frank, not Gene, not
Papa or Mama ..."

"Now hold on," Louis interrupted, "Papa and Manteytlove you."

"Yeah? Then how come they sent me away from homa® ¥bu answer that smart
boy?"

"They sent you away because they couldn't handle You're like a wild man ... like
you're running from something all the time."

"Yeah? Well maybe I'm running from you punks. Listgou know how many times Papa
ever sat down and talked to me? Once. Only one diithdre ever sit down and talk to me.
And then he told me a story about a stupid birdcéhat's all. Man, don't tell me he love
me. He didn't have time for no one but himself."

Louis got up and paced the floor. "Nicky, can't yisten to reason?"

"Why should | go to your place? You'd make me gokh@ school just like Frank. Here
I've got it made. I've got 200 boys who do whaell them and 75 girls who go with me
anytime | ask them. They give me all the money dcheThey help pay my rent. Even the
police are scared of me. Why should | come hombk ywou? The gang's my family. That's all
| need.”

Louis sat on the side of the bed long into the nigying to tell me that one day all this
would change. He said that if | didn't get killedput in prison, one day | was going to have
to get a job and would need an education. | tahl to forget it. | had a good thing going and
wasn't about to back out.

Alone in my room the next afternoon the fear, whii¢tad so expertly hidden swallowed
me up. | lay back on the bed and drank wine untid$ so drugged and dizzy | couldn't sit up.
That night | slept in my clothes but | was not @egul for what | experienced. Nightmares!
Horrible, blood-curdling nightmares! | dreamed @ip@. | dreamed he was chained in a cave.
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He had teeth like a wolf and his body was coveréd mangy hair. He was barking pitifully
and | wanted to get close to him and pat him bug &feaid he would snap at me.

Then there were the birds. Louis' face kept conaimgy going in front of me as he rode off
on the back of a bird, soaring free into the heavé@hen | would be engulfed by millions of
swirling birds, ripping at my flesh and picking @ty eyes. Every time I'd break free from
them I'd see Louis flying like a speck in the skytbe back of a bird, winging his way to
some unknown freedom.

| woke up screaming. "I'm not afraid. I'm not afkdiBut when | dozed back to sleep I'd
see Papa chained in the blackness and the birds waarm in and attack me.

The effect continued. For more than two years | afagid to go to sleep. Every time |
would doze off the horrible dreams would reappeeemembered Papa and wished he would
come to New York and cast the demons out of med possessed with guilt and fear, and at
night would lie in my bed fighting sleep and saymuyer and over, "No good. No good. No
way out. No way out.” Only the gang activity kept fnom going completely insane.

The Mau Maus had become a part of my life. Everughowe were strong enough to
stand alone, occasionally, we would form an alleewith another gang. In the winter of 1955
the Hell Burners, from Williamsburg, approachedasform an alliance.

It was almost dark and several of us had gatherdde playground at P.S. 67 to discuss
an upcoming rumble with the Bishops. | looked up aaw three boys appear out of the
shadows and walk toward us. Immediately we werguard. One of the Mau Maus slipped
into the shadows and started around the three vene almost to us.

| shouted out, "Hey, what you guys want?"

One of them spoke up. "We're looking for Nicky,deaof the Mau Maus."

| knew this could be a trick. "Yeah, what you waiith Nicky?"

"Man, listen, this ain't no trick. We're in trouldad we need to talk to Nicky."
| was still suspicious. "What kind of trouble?"dkad.

"My name's Willie the Butch," the boy said, clogeegh now that | could see him. "I'm
the leader of the Hell Burners. We need help."

| was pretty sure of him now. "What kind of help?"

"You hear what the Phantom Lords did to Ike?" Hstged with his head at the boy on
his right.

| had heard. It had been in all the papers. Ike Ivagears old and lived on Keap Street.
He had been playing with two other kids when a gaihBhantom Lords attacked them. The
other kids got away, but they pinned Ike againgtrece. When he tried to fight back, they
overpowered him and dragged him into a basemensadhe street. There, according to the
newspaper account, they tied his hands togeth&oim of him and slapped and kicked him
until he was unconscious. Then they poured ligfitgal over his hands and set him afire. He
staggered out on the street where he collapseavasdound by a passing patrol car.

| took a quick look at the boy Willie the Butch rotluced as Ike. His hands and arms
were in bandages and his face was badly bruised.

Willie continued, "You're the only guys who can heis. We want to be brother clubs.
Everyone's afraid of the Mau Maus, and we need Y@l to rumble against the Phantom
Lords. If we don't avenge lke, we'll be chicken."
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The other gangs knew of my reputation and the egut of the Mau Mau gang. This
wasn't the first time someone had come to us fip. And we were glad to give it because it
gave us an excuse to fight.

"What if | don't help you?"

"Then we'll lose our turf to the Phantom Lords. tLaght they came into our turf and
burned our candy store."

"They burned your candy store? Well, baby, I'm gobarn them. All of 'em. Tomorrow
night I'll be in Hell Burner turf and we'll makegpis on killing those dudes.”

The next night I left my apartment after dark aralked into Williamsburg. On the way, |
picked up ten members of my gang. As we walked tinéar turf we could sense the tension
in the air. The Hell Burners were scared and hé&drtdo the roof tops. Suddenly we were
bombarded with stones and bottles. Fortunatelyr tien was bad and we quickly ducked
into the door of an apartment building to escagelttrrage of rocks and glass hurtling down
from the upper leveis.

| told the other boys to stay put and | went uptigh the apartments to the top floor.
There | found a ladder leading to the ceiling véttrap door to the roof.

Easing the door open, | could see the boys onrtive &ide of the roof leaning over the
edge looking toward the street below. | quietlpgéd through the trap door and hid behind
an air ventilator pipe.

Sneaking up behind two of them | tapped them onstimilder. "Aughhhhhhhhh!" they
screamed. Both of them almost fell off the roofeyHooked back at me with eyes wide,
hands gripping the side of the parapet and moyibka o fear.

"W-w-w-whooo000 you?" they stuttered.
| couldn't help but grin. "Hey, baby, I'm Nicky. Wliyou? An owl or something?"
"W-w-w-hoooo Nicky?" one of them stam- mered out.

"Come on, baby, I'm the leader of the Mau Maus.w&/€eome to help you guys unless
you kill us first. Where's your leader? Where'slWilhe Butch?"

Willie was on another roof. They took me to him.ofb 15 of the Hell Burners came up
and joined us. Willie told me how they were tryitagward off the invasion of the Phantom
Lords, but so far had been unsuccessful. Everythiag quiet tonight, but they never knew
when the gang would appear in the street and eémtto pieces. The police knew there was a
gang war going on but there wasn't anything thexccdo to stop it.

Willie had a revolver in his hand, but from whatduld understand, none of the other
boys had guns.

| listened and then began to map the strategyherraimble. The gang grew quiet as |
talked. "The reason you're losing is you're ondbé&nsive. You're letting them come here
and you're having to defend your own turf. Man, s to rumble is to go to them."

| paused for effect, then continued. "And no guns."
There was a stir in the crowd. "No guns? How canmlyandle a rumble without guns?"

"We'll use silent weapons.” | reached into my caatl pulled out a 2-foot bayonet,
complete with scabbard. | slipped it out of thebdezad and slashed it through the air. | could
hear low whistles from the crowd of boys standinguad.

| had won their respect and approval. They wetenigag to me now, anxious to see how |
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was going to lead them.

| turned back to Willie. "I want five of your tought boys. We'll take five of ours. And
tomorrow night we'll go into Phantom Lord territcapd talk to their leaders. They don't want
the Mau Maus after them. I'll tell them we're beatlelubs and if they don't let you alone,
they'll have to fight us, too. If they disagree,lidgurn their candy store just to let them know
we mean business. Whataya say."

"Yeah yeah, baby," the gang began to clamor. "l&ii1 those bastards. Let's rip 'em
good. Yeah, let's show 'em baby."

The next afternoon | came with five of our boys avel met at the candy store on White
Street in Hell Burner territory. The store had béred up since the gang fight several nights
before. Five of the Hell Burners, including Willitee Butch, met us there. | talked to the
manager and told him we were sorry the Phantomd.bettl torn up his store and we were
going to make sure it never happened again. Theskéd him to hold my bayonet until we
returned.

It was about 5 p.m. and a light rain was fallinghe cool twilight. We left the store and
walked across town toward 3rd Street into Phantond turf. There were five of them in the
candy store. They saw us coming but couldn't esbepause we had the door blocked.

We were all standing with our hands in our coatketx like we had guns. | walked up to
the boys who were now on their feet standing bekied table. Cursing, | asked, "Where's
your leader?"

A mean looking kid with dark glasses spoke up, d8kes our leader."
"Which one of you is Freddy?"

A boy about 18 with rough complexion and kinky ildwir stepped out and said, "I'm
Freddy, who the hell are you?"

| still had my hands in my pockets, with the coltdrthe raincoat pulled up around the
back of my neck. "I'm Nicky, President of the Maabd4. You heard of the Mau Maus? This
is Willie the Butch, leader of the Hell Burners. Véebrother clubs now. We want to call off
the fighting."

"Okay, man," said Freddy. "Come on over here atiglti@lk about it."

We stepped to one side to talk but one of the Phahiords cursed Willie. Before | could
move, Willie pulled his hand out of his pocket dtidked open a switchblade. Instead of
backing off, the boy jabbed his umbrella toward &ilThe metal tip, filed to a needle sharp
point, slashed through his raincoat grazing his.rimmediately, one of the Hell Burners

grabbed a heavy sugar container off the countertlargiv it at the boy with the umbrella,
hitting him on the shoulder and knocking him down.

Freddy began to shout, "Hey! Cool it!" But no oreatd him, as the boys surged toward
each other. Freddy turned to me, "Make 'em stop."

"Man, you make 'em stop. Your boys started it."

Just then someone hit me in the back of the hebhdald broken glass tinkle as a bottle
smashed against a mirror behind the counter.

Outside a squad car screeched to a stop in thelenaddhe street, red lights blinking.
Two uniformed policemen leaped out, leaving therdoaf the car wide open as they ran
toward the candy store with billy clubs in theimka.

The other boys had seen them at the same timd.bAsa given signal, we all poured out
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the door and scattered between the cars. A policemas right behind me but | turned over a
big garbage can in the middle of the sidewalk, sigvwhim up enough to get away down an
alley.

But the stage was set for an all out rumble.

The next night more than 100 Mau Maus gatheretleatandy store in Hell Burner turf.
Willie the Butch was there with more than 50 of bas/s and we marched together down the
middle of the street toward the candy store in Rirar_ord turf.

Charlie Cortez, one of the Mau Maus, had been bighheroin for the last week and
tonight was in a mood for fighting. When we gotth@ candy store, he snatched the door
open and grabbed one of the Phantom Lords who tinidileak and run. He slashed at him
with his knife but missed and shoved him backwawdsird me.

| was laughing. This was my kind of odds—about i®Q@5. | swung at the stumbling boy
with a heavy lead pipe with a huge joint on one.ét&lscreamed in pain as the pipe smashed
across his shoulder. As he crumpled to the sidewdlk him again, this time on the back of
the head. He dropped heavily on the concrete asltioel seeped through a deep gash.

"Come on," someone screamed, "let's burn this whwfeé' The boys scattered. Some of
them headed into the candy store and the othegedumto a pool hall next door. | got caught
in the wave and was carried into the candy stosdilllhad my pipe in my hand and was
swinging out at everything. The windows had alredden broken and | could see the
manager of the store huddling underneath the cotnyiag to protect himself. The boys had
gone wild. They were tearing up everything. Someomneed over the juke box and | was on
top of it with my pipe, smashing it to pieces. Othavere behind the counter ripping the
cabinets off the walls, breaking glass and disBesneone cleaned out the cash register and
then two of the boys heaved it through the broKategylass window.

| ran into the street, my face covered with blooanf a piece of flying glass. | was
running up and down the street smashing my pipasigear windshields.

About fifty boys were inside the pool hall. Theydnturned over all the pool tables and
broken the cue sticks. Now they were back out @ndtineet throwing pool balls at all the
shops across the street.

A gang of boys had stopped a car in the middidefstreet and were climbing all over it,
jumping up and down on the hood and the roof utnias bent beyond shape. Everyone was
laughing and shouting and destroying.

Sirens wailed as police cars converged from botts erf the street. Ordinarily, this would
act as a signal for the boys to break and run.tBaitriot fever had taken control and we no
longer cared.

A squad car worked its way to the middle of thecklbut the patrolmen were unable to
get their doors open as the boys surged aroundahepummeling it with broken bottles,
bricks and clubs as they smashed out the headlights shattered the windows. The
policemen, trapped inside, tried to call out onrthedio for help, but we clambered onto the
top of the car and snatched the antenna off. Oriteeoboys kicked at the siren until it came
loose and fell into the street.

More police cars screeched to a halt at the erideoblock. It was bedlam. More than 150
boys were fighting, shouting, overturning cars,aliieg glass. Policemen waded into the
seething, screaming mob slashing out with thely lolubs. | saw Charlie struggling with two
cops in the center of the street. | ran to help birhheard gunfire and knew it was time to
beat it.
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We scattered in all directions. Some of the boys dawn the streets and through the
alleys. Others took off into the apartments, updteps and onto the roof tops. In a matter of
minutes the mob scene had cleared and there whmgadeft but a block full of destruction.
Not a car had gone undamaged. The candy storeomagletely demolished. So was the pool
hall. All the windows had been broken in the bamwas the street and most of the whiskey
stolen out of the showcase. Someone had openeddaaa slashed the seats and then set the
stuffing on fire. The police were trying to put dbe fire but the car was still burning as we
left.

Everyone escaped except Charlie Cortez and thréeBdmers. Gang law stated that if
you were caught you had to bear the rap yourselfou began to "sing" or "rat out" you
would be punished by the gang. Or, if you were nisgn, they would punish your family.
Charlie was sentenced to three years and the athes/ed sentences also.

But the Phantom Lords never came back into HelhBrs territory again.
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Run baby run

Chapter seven

Lucifer’s Child

As the second summer approached it seemed the ghigtto was aflame with hate and
violence. The gangs had retrenched during the wartd emerged in the spring with strongly
organized forces. All that winter we had been m@kiip guns, stealing firearms, and storing
up munitions. | had gained a reputation as the rfemted gang leader in Brooklyn. | had
been arrested 18 times and once that winter haat §0edays in jail awaiting trial. But they
never could make the charges stick.

As warm weather came we began to act like crazgl piople. The Dragons had been
having a running battle with the Viceroys. The dfsMay, Mingo, President of the Chaplains,
walked into a candy store carrying a sawed-off gliotin his arm.

"Hey, baby," he said, pointing the shotgun acrassaim at a boy sitting in a booth, "you
Sawgrass?"

"Yeah, man, that's me. What you gonna do about it?"

Mingo didn't answer. He just pulled the shotguningo position and pointed it at his
head. "Hey, fella,” Sawgrass grinned weakly gettmdpis feet and backing up. "Don't point
that thing at me. It might go off." Mingo was high heroin and just looked at him blanking
as he pulled the trigger. The blast struck him gaisive the nose and blew the top of his head
off. The rest of his body fell twitching on the dlo Blood, bone and pellets were smashed
against the far side of the wall.

Mingo turned and walked out of the candy store. Mine police caught up with him, he
was walking down the street, shotgun dangling fradimp hand. They shouted at him to
stop. Instead, he turned and pointed the shotgtimatops. They opened fire on him and he
fell to the street riddled with bullets.

But inside everyone of us was a Mingo. It was asi¢in the whole city were crazy.

That summer we declared war on the police. We wadédter to the cops at 88th Precinct
and to the Housing Police. We told them we werdadieg war on them and from that time
on any cop who came into our turf would be killstlae enemy.

The police doubled their patrols, and often thremmwvould walk the beat together. This
didn't slow us down. We would gather on the rodatapd throw bricks, bottles, and garbage
cans at them. When they stepped out to see whahs@awing things, we would open fire.
Our aim was very bad and our homemade zip guns wemg inaccurate except in close
fighting. Our fondest dream was to kill a cop.

One of our favorite tricks was to throw the gaselbomb. We'd steal the gas from parked
cars at night and store it in soda and wine botiés'd make a wick with a rag, light it and
burst it on the side of a building or on a polieg.dt would explode in a mass of flames.
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Sometimes this backfired. One afternoon Dan Brunsomember of our gang, lit a
gasoline bomb to throw at the police station. Thekvaurned too fast and the bomb exploded
in his face. Before anyone could get to him he w@sered with flaming gasoline. The cops
rushed out and beat out the flames with their ha@ae of them was badly burned while
smothering the fire. They rushed Dan to the hokpith the doctors said it would be years
before he could ever be normal again.

We eased off on our fighting the following week,t Boon it resumed even more
furiously.

Holidays were favorite times for the gangs to rumlidaster, Memorial Day, and July 4th
most of the 285 gangs in the city would assembl€aatey Island. Everyone wore his best
clothes and tried to show off, which resulted inimuus and often fatal fights. That July 4th
the Bishops killed Larry Stein, one of our guys. as only 13 years old and five of them
beat him to death with bicycle chains and then dalris body in the sand under the
boardwalk. He wasn't found for almost a week.

When we got the news nearly 200 of us met in tleein@nt of the school for a revenge
meeting. The room was charged with hatred. Halfgiimes were drunk and wanted to go out
that night and burn the Bishops' apartment housdssat fire to the Bedford Avenue section
of Brooklyn. However, | was able to maintain or@ed we agreed to attend Larry's funeral
the next afternoon and then meet again tomorrowtt@make plans for a rumble.

The next afternoon we gathered at the cemeterthioburial. Two cars pulled up and a
small group of mourners got out. | recognized Larmother and father and his four brothers.
The Mau Maus had been hanging back in the cematetywhen the funeral party arrived we
all moved forward—more than 200 boys and girls, nodsis wearing our black jackets with
the red double M on the back.

| stepped out to speak to Mrs. Stein. She saw mengpand began to scream. "Get them
out of here! Get them out of here! Monsters. Wich&he turned and started to stagger back
to the car but fainted and fell to the grass. Hesbiand knelt over her and the little brothers
stood in stark horror looking at our gang as it ebwut of the tombs to stand around the
grave.

Mr. Stein looked up at me and cursed, "You're rasiide for this. If it weren't for you
and your filthy gang Larry would be alive today.g ldtarted toward me with hatred spitting
from his eyes, but the funeral director grabbed &nd pulled him back.

"Please wait on the other side of the grave,” threeffal director said to me. "Give us a
chance, won't you?"

| obliged and we dropped back beyond the graveewthikey revived Mrs. Stein and
proceeded with the service.

That night we had our second meeting. This timehingt was going to stop us. We'd
learned that afternoon that the GGIs had killed ointhe Bishops and they were to have the
funeral the next day. The boys wanted to bust egfuheral by throwing firebombs from the
buildings. The intense gang loyalty in avengings tfallen gang member was astounding.
They were seething with hatred and finally could contain it any longer. It was Mannie
who shouted that he was heading to the funerabpaithere the Bishop's body was awaiting
burial. "Let's go burn that creepy place,” he sbadutlf we wait until tomorrow it'll be too
later. Let's go now."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, let's go," they shouted in cholore than fifteen of them converged
on the little Negro furneral parlor, overturned lags and slashed the curtains with their
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knives.
The service was held the next day under heavy@gjimard, but we felt avenged.

The rumbles in the streets were exceeded only éyihtmare of violence that seethed
in my own heart. | was an animal, without consceggnoorals, reason, or any sense of right
and wrong. The gang supported me from their nigtdhberies and Frank helped me some.
But | preferred to make it on my own.

In the Spring of 1957 Frank came by and said thaimisl and Papa were coming for a
visit from Puerto Rico. He wanted me to come todpartment the next night to see them. |
refused. | had no need of them. They had rejectecanad now | wanted nothing to do with
them.

The next evening Frank brought Papa to my rooms&i@ Mama refused to come since |
did not want to see her.

Papa stood at the door a long time and looked asnesat on the side of my bed.

"Frank has told me about you," he said, his voiseg as he spoke until he was almost
shouting when he finished. "He says you're a gaagdr and the police are after you. This
true?"

| didn't answer him but turned to Frank, who wasding beside him and snarled, "What
the hell you been telling him? | told you | didwéant to see none of them."

"I told him the truth, Nicky," Frank said calmlynaybe it's about time you faced the truth
yourself."

"He has a demon," Papa said, staring at me witblknking his eyes. "He is possessed. |
must release him."

| looked at Papa and laughed nervously. "Last yé&aought | had a demon. But even the
demons are afraid of me now."

Papa walked across the room and placed a heavydramay shoulder. He pushed me
down until I had to kneel on the floor. He towesdzbve me, his huge hands binding me like
chains.

"l sense five evil spirits in him," Papa said. Hetimned Frank to grab hold of my arms
and hold them over my head. | struggled to getddmst they were too strong for me. "Five
demons!" Papa chanted, "this is why he is delinjuerday we shall cure him."

Clasping his hands on top of my head he exerteat gnessure as he pressed down and
twisted his hands, like he was trying to screwttipeoff a jar.

"Out! Out!" he screamed, "I command you to leaapa was speaking to the demon in
my mind.

Then he took both hands and slapped me hard osidke of the head, slapping my ears
again and again. | could hear him screaming fod#raons to come out of my ears.

Frank was holding my arms above my head as Paphgblthis huge hands around my
throat and began to choke me. "There's a demomsitohgue. Out demon, out." Then he
shouted, "There it is. | see it coming out.” "Hesalt is black, too," he said, and hit me in the
chest with his fist several times until | thoughy nbs would cave in.

Finally, he grabbed my hips and pulled me to my, felapping his hand over my groin
and commanding the evil spirits to leave my loins.

He released me and Frank backed away saying, "Bl@ltiae you a great favor, Nicky.
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You've been very evil but he has made you clean.”

Papa was standing in the middle of the room shalkieca leaf. | cursed and stormed out
the door and ran down the stairs to the street. fisos later | found a sailor sleeping off a
drunk on a bench in Washington Park. | rolled himd ook his wallet. If Papa had cast any
demons out of me, it didn't take them very longa@bback in. | was still Lucifer's child.

The nightmares grew worse. Papa's appearance seenmensify my fear of the future.
Night after night | lay in my bed screaming as loke from one recurring nightmare after
another. | redoubled my frenzied fighting tryingcimver up the consuming fear within.

That summer our fights with the police became ewene intense. Every night we were
on the rooftops waiting for the cops to come byotelWe would drop sand bags, throw
bottles and rocks—but we needed guns, rifles itiqudar. And these cost money.

| had an idea for an easy setup for a robberydirwiced that every Saturday at 3 a.m. a
man drove up to one of the apartments in a bigkb@eadillac. The guys watched him a lot
and we had a lot of jokes about him. We knew he fwaas Jersey and that he always waited
until Mario Silvario left for work. We figured heas sleeping with Mario's wife.

One night some of the guys dared Albert and megyoos them. So we climbed out on
the fire escape and watched him go to bed with Bilgario.

Every Saturday at 3 a.m. it was the same thingl pafk his Cadillac, lock the doors and
go up the stairs to Mario's apartment.

| told Mannie what an easy job | thought it woulel éand he agreed. We asked Willie the
Butch to bring his revolver and meet us at 2 a.m.

When we got to the apartment, Willie was alreaddreéhchecking his revolver. He had
taken all the bullets out and set them up in adinghe steps. Seeing us walk up he reloaded
and stuck it in his belt.

Our plan was for Willie and Mannie to wait behime touilding. When the man got out of
his car, | was going to walk up to him and ask higuestion. Then Willie and Mannie would
come out and Willie would hold the gun on him while searched him and took his money.

The clock on the big building in Flatbush at thensy of Houston chimed 3 a.m. and
Willie wanted to check the gun again. This timewent back behind the building and came
back in a few minutes whispering it was all set.

About 3:15 a.m. the Cadillac turned the corner stogped in front of the building. Willie
and Mannie crouched in the shadows and | pulledramcoat around me and walked out
onto the sidewalk. The man got out of his car. He & big fellow, about 40 years old with an
expensive coat and hat. He carefully locked hisarad started toward the building. The
streets were empty. Only the cars on the nearbyptigiifare broke the silence.

He saw me coming and stepped up his pace. "Hegy] siid, "I'm lost. Could you tell me
the way to Lafayette Avenue?"

The man drew back and looked in all directions.d8g kid," he said, "l don't want any
trouble.”

"Hey, man, all | want to know is the way to LafageAvenue." | grinned and put my
hand in my raincoat pocket like | had a gun pomt him.

"Help! Robbers" he screamed backing off towardchais
| pushed myself up against him, "Shut up, or llllyou."
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He gasped and looked at me in disbelief. Then &est to shout, "Somebody help me!
Help!"

Just then Willie threw his arm around the man'«krisxm behind and jabbed the barrel of
the gun into the side of his face. "Make anothemsioand I'll kill you," Willie hissed.

The man stood frozen as Mannie and | began to ffrirsk

In his coat pocket | found the biggest roll of ®illd ever seen. They were rolled together
with a rubber band around them. | guess he wasdakio Mario's wife.

"Hey, look, Willie. How about this? This guy's riddan, look at all this money."

| backed off laughing. We'd struck it rich. | washopping in the street and began to make
fun of him. "Hey, man, if | let you sleep with mydolady will you give me some money
every week?"

Mannie got in on the act and started to unbuckdentian's belt. "How about it, man? You
won't mind if we take your pants off so all theikglcan see how handsome you are!"

The man clenched his teeth and started to moary, "iMan, we're doing you a favor,"
Mannie said. "Come on, let's get these pants ddweral good little boy."

He pulled the buckle loose and the man startedreasn again, "Help! Hel.".

But | jumped forward and slapped my hand over hositim. He viciously sunk his teeth
into the heel of my palm. | jerked back shoutinghtot ‘em, Willie! Burn 'em! He bit me."

Willie stepped back and with both hands pointedréwelver at the man's back and pulled
the trigger. | heard the pin snap forward but najthappened.

| hit the man as hard as | could in the stomach wiy good hand. He bent forward and |
hit him on the side of the head with my other handit hurt so badly | thought | was going
to faint. | moved to one side circling him, "Shéan, Willie. Let 'em have it."

Willie pulled the trigger again. Still nothing hagapged. He kept trying but it wouldn't go
off.

| grabbed the gun from Willie and hit the man ia thce. There was a crunching sound of
metal against bone. The flesh opened up and | glahghe stark white of his cheekbone,
framed by scarlet red. He was trying to scream whahhim again, on top of the head. He
crumpled into the gutter, one hand dangling inedpen drain along the curb.

We didn't wait. Lights were coming on in the apathwindows and we could hear
somebody shouting. We ran down the street andhtoitain alley that led behind the school. |
was pulling my raincoat off as | ran and stuffethib a garbage can.

We separated at the next street. | ran back totragtsand up the stairs to my room. Once
inside, | locked the door and stood in the darkmpesging and laughing. This was the life.

| turned on the light and looked at my hand. | dosge the man's teeth marks in the heel
of my palm. | washed it out with some wine and vpegb my handkerchief around it.

| turned off the light and flopped on my bed. Thadige sirens wailed in the distance and |
laughed to myself. "What a bundle,” | thought &sitlin my pocket for the roll of bills.

God! It wasn't there. | jumped to my feet frantigalearching all my pockets. Suddenly, it
hit me. | had stuck it in my raincoat pocket whie fight began. Oh, no! | had stuffed the
raincoat in the trash can. And the gun! Willie'siguas gone too. | must have dropped it after
I'd hit the man.
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| couldn't go back down there now. The place wdwddcrawling with cops. I'd have to
wait until morning, but the garbage man would hagee by then and the coat and money
would be gone.

| fell back on the bed and pounded the mattreds mi fist. All that trouble, and nothing
to show for it.
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Run baby run

Chapter eight
The Laugh of Satan

During the two-year period | had been leader ofitael Maus seventeen people had been
killed. | had been arrested more times than | coaldember. We lived—all of us in the
gangs—as though there were no law. Nothing wasdaexcept our loyalty to each other—
especially the bond of loyalty that | felt towastdel and Mannie.

One night Israel sneaked up to my room in the neidiflthe night and threw a pigeon
through the door. He stood outside and laughededsehrd my frightened screams. When he
opened the door and flipped on the light | was artde bed. | tried to cover up my fear by
laughing as he threw the pigeon out the window. @&tdr he left, | lay trembling on the bed,
the sound of flapping wings ringing in my ears. \Whdinally drifted into a fitful slumber |
dreamt of falling. | awoke thinking | had heard tahagh of Satan.

The next morning Israel returned to tell me Manh&l been stabbed and was in the
hospital. "Whatsamatter, Nicky?" he said, aftehhd finished telling me about the stabbing.
"How come you're acting like that?"

My stomach was tied in a knot and | could feel bleod draining from my face. Mannie
and Israel were the only friends | had. Now sudgléf¢lt some of my security slipping away
as Israel told me how close Mannie had come togoited.

| shook my head, "I'm okay. Just mad. I'll getansee him and we'll find out who did it
and burn him good!"

That afternoon | tried to get in the hospital there were two uniformed policemen at the
door. | climbed up the fire escape and pecked enatimdow until Mannie unlocked it from
the other side. He was weak and barely able toldraek into bed.

"Who did it, baby?" | asked. "No one's gonna stab &nd get away with it."

"It was the Bishops. They caught me by myself amitohge twice, once in the leg and once
in the side.” "Which one?" | asked. "Do you knowiethone did it?"

"Yeah. It was the guy that they call Joe. He'srthew vice president. He act like a big
shot all the time. When he run away he said thewieg back to kill me. That's why the cops
are out there."

"Well, just you get well, baby. And when you get ae'll get that dirty nigger.”

| crawled back down the fire escape and that mgéit with Israel and Homer Belanchi,
our war councilor, to make plans for revenge. Wadk=l on a kidnapping.

The next day Homer stole a car. We hid it behinal@nwarehouse for two weeks until
Mannie was out of the hospital.

It was the week before Christmas 1957, when we noadenove. Homer drove the car
and we picked up Mannie. He was still limping oceae. Augie, Paco and | were in the back
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seat. We cruised down St. Edward Street past thiolia Center. There was a Christmas
dance at the Center that night and two uniformdatg@men were standing guard at the door.
We didn't see any Bishops hanging around so weeddown to the candy store and parked
across the street. It was almost 11:00 p.m. antbldeMannie to wait in the car.

We crossed the street and walked into the candg.sitere were several Bishops in the
store and | said, "Hey you guys, we're looking éar friend the Vice President of the
Bishops. We heard he wants to make peace and we tartalk to him about it. Is he
around?"

One of the Bishops said, "You mean Joe? Yeah,laek there in the corner kissing his
girl."

We sauntered back to where Joe was sitting onldbe lbeside his girl. He looked up and
Augie said, "Man, we are the people. The Mau M#s've come for you."

Joe tried to climb to his feet but Augie put histf@against his shoulder and pushed him
back down. Both of us had pistols in our pocketd bhe could see we had them pointed at
him.

He began to scream. Augie pulled his gun and paiittat the other boys in the store.
"Don't move. Any of you. First one to move is adieaan."

The owner looked like he was going to panic. "Wetajonna do anything to you, Pops,”
Augie said. "Just hold still and we'll be outtader a minute."

| spoke to Joe, who was still sitting on the flbeside the terrified girl. "Hey, Punk, you
got two choices. Either you go with us now or wik you where you sit. You want a minute
to think about it?"

The boy started to stammer something and | saidptiGglad you thought it over." |
jerked him to his feet and we walked out the dobilevisrael held his gun on the other boys
in the store.

"You tell the Bishops we'll bring him back after weach him a lesson about stabbing a
Mau Mau," Augie said. We closed the door behinémng forced him to run across the street
where we piled into the car. He sat in the backvbet Augie and me while we held our guns
on him. Homer started the car and we drove to amddned building near the Manhattan
Bridge.

We took him inside and tied him to a chair withaggn his mouth.

"Maybe we Kill you fast. Maybe we just let you stagre the rest of your life," | sneered
at him. Augie spat in his face and we walked oattifig the door behind us. It was midnight.

We didn't go back for two nights. When we did wek@5 of the Mau Maus with us. Joe
was lying on his side still tied to the chair. Hedhtried to escape but was too tightly bound.
We sat him upright and flipped on the light. He laen two full days without water or food.
The building was freezing. He blinked in fear amdrbr as we stood around him.

| called Mannie to come and stand before him. "Manis this the boy who stabbed you
and threatened to kill you?"

Mannie limped up on his cane. "That's him. He'sahe."

| pulled the gag off his mouth. His lips and tonguere puffed and cracked. His throat
was dry and he made grating, gasping noises ateldea talk.

"See, he admits he's the one," | said laughing.
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Augie grabbed his long hair and pulled his headkWacd. Mannie flicked the ash off his
cigarette and held it close to the boy's throaé'sleyes were wild with fear and Mannie
laughed as he gently touched the glowing coal atjdive tender skin. He screamed out in
pain and Mannie pulled it away.

"Again," Augie said to Mannie. "He stabbed you tvic

This time Mannie slowly ground the cigarette outtloa boy's mouth, deliberately forcing
it between his clenched cracked lips. The boy's cfuivered slightly as he ran his parched
tongue across the angry red blisters in a feeléamat to get rid of the ash and shreds of
tobacco which clung to them.

"Now, boys, it's your turn,” Augie said.

Each boy in the room lit a cigarette and moved towWwam while Augie grabbed his hair
again and held his head backward. He screamed fedth his throat making only funny
grating noises like sandpaper scraped over scra@en The boys pressed in on him, each one
grinding his cigarette out against his face andknéte screamed over and over until he
fainted from the pain.

We untied him and he slumped to the floor in the @nd cobwebs. Cursing loudly the
boys kicked him with their pointed shoes, breakingribs and jaw. We then dumped him in
the back of the car and drove to the candy stoBishop turf. Augie wrote a note and pinned
it to his back: "nobody hurts a Mau Mau and getayawith it." We drove slowly by the store
and rolled his unconcious body into the street.nlive roared away.

Christmas day | met Mannie in Gino's. We werergition a stool at the counter smoking
cigarettes and laughing about the week before.

| looked up and saw five of the Bishops crossing skreet. | glanced around and even
though we were in the heart of Mau Mau turf, we evatone. | poked Mannie, "Bishops,
man. Let's blow this place."

But it was too late. They saw us duck behind thenter to leave by the side door. We
had a head start and burst out the door and attresgreet into an alley. We were running as
fast as we could but in his weakened condition, Mamwas falling behind. When we rounded
the corner of the alley and out into the street-ytinet us head on.

| put my head down and ran right through them. Theye surprised at my daring and not
prepared for the attack. | hit one of them in tteer&ch with my head and he fell backward to
the sidewalk, skidding along on the seat of histpanput my hand on the hood of a parked
car and vaulted over it into the street. A deliveyck rumbled down the street and harshly
blew his horn as | sped toward safety. | hoped N&had taken advantage of my attack and
was following.

Suddenly, | realized Mannie hadn't caught up. hgéal back. None of the Bishops were
following me. | stopped running and stepped badkimthe street to see what had happened.
Back at the mouth of the alley | saw all five oémh had Mannie crouched against the wall
hitting him with their fists and kicking him in tregomach and groin.

| saw a quick flash of light and knew it was th#aetion of the sun on a knife blade. | ran
back fumbling for my knife and shouting, "Bastard&u filthy pigs! Leave him alone. |
gonna kill you."

But it was too late. | saw the boy with the knifdlghis arm back and with an underhand
gesture jab the knife toward Mannie's ribs withagiferce. Mannie gasped and | saw him jerk
upright. He remained erect against the wall foharsmoment, and then started to collapse
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face first toward the concrete. As he fell, the lvath the knife viciously plunged it once
more into his chest.

| had paused at the curb. | didn't believe theyldidny to kill him. Now | was like a wild
man. | rushed into the mob slashing with my knifel awinging with my fist. They scattered
and ran in both directions down the street. Mawms left lying on the sidewalk, blood
running out of his mouth and nose and a puddlengggy to form where it seeped out from
under his leather jacket.

He was lying on his stomach with his face turnedrgly at the neck looking up at me
with terror filled eyes. He tried to speak but whenopened his mouth nothing came out but
little bubbles of blood.

| knelt and turned him over on his back. | pickgrhis head and nestled him in my lap,
cuddling his head against my leather jacket. Hmo#lstained my pants and was warm and
sticky on my hands.

He kept trying to say something. His eyes were width terror. But when he opened his
lips to talk, all | could hear was a gurgle in hisgs. He kept blowing little blood bubbles
with his lips.

"Mannie, Mannie," | screamed. "Don't die, Manni@® die, Mannie."

He opened his mouth once, ever so slightly, andsthad of escaping air came out. It
sounded like the soft hiss of a tire as it setfl@sagainst the street. His head rolled in my
arms and | felt his chest collapse under his jacket

| stared at his unblinking eyes. He was dead!

"Mannie! Mannie! Mannie!" | was screaming at the tof my lungs, my own voice filled
with the stark horror of the reality | had just exipnced.

| heard voices down the street. A woman screantégly,"what's going on down there?"

| couldn't stay. With my police record they woutg to blame me. There was nothing else
| could do now. The voices grew louder. | scramhtedy feet. Mannie's limp body dropped
heavily back on the sidewalk. The hollow sound & head cracking against the hard
concrete echoed with every step as | raced dowbdhbk alley and out onto the next street. In
my mind | could picture Mannie lying there on thdesvalk, his face turned up at me with
those terrified eyes glazed open in death. | wasestc

| ran all the way to my apartment. | slammed therdbehind me and grabbed my
revolver out of the closet. My breath came in ggpdps as | sat trembling on the side of the
bed with my pistol aimed at the closed door. | wesified with fear.

| had never seen death so close up—at least nettéadace. He was my friend. One
minute he was laughing and talking. The next he lyiag on the street with blood bubbling
out his mouth ... | couldn't cope with this. | hdbught | was brave—unafraid of anything.
But death was too much for me. | began to get atciky stomach. Great waves of nausea
swept over me and | gagged over and over. | watedy, but didn't know how.

| jumped to my feet and ran against the wall. "fiot afraid! I'm not afraid!" | screamed
over and over.

| was like a man possessed with demons. | lookealydtands. | could see the dried blood
against my skin and under my fingernails. Again ithage flashed through my mind of his
cracked lips and glazed eyes.

| began to hit my head against the wall, screamiNgbody can hurt me! Nobody can
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hurt me! Nobody ..."

In exhaustion, | fell to the floor and gasped foredih. Fear! Stark, terrifying,
indefensible, unconquerable fear! It was like himgare come true. | rolled over and over on
the floor hugging my chest with both arms and moegrand screaming. The walls of the
room seemed to close in toward me and the ceiliogeth upward, stretching out until it was
10 miles away. | lay in the bottom of the tiny weugle looking up at the door and window
which were thousands of feet above me. | was crdmapd caught in the bottom of what was
like a square soda straw that was ten miles higih mo way of escape.

Then, from above, a thick oozy black cloud appeared began to settle down the straw
toward me. | was suffocating. | opened my moutbdeeam but nothing came out but bubbles
of blood. | was clawing at the walls trying to gseatrying to climb out. But my neck kept
flopping over to one side and | could sense my ha#tthg the floor with a sound like
Mannie's when it struck the concrete as he rollgdbd my lap.

The black cloud descended and | lay on my back wahds and feet extended upward
trying to ward it off. It was the cloud of death eath —death —and it was coming after me.
| could hear the soft hiss of air escaping from deflating lungs. | gagged and tried to
scream, but only more bubbles and then that lowlgurhad heard in Mannie's chest as the
blood gushed through his lungs and up into hisatrbheard it in my own chest. Suddenly,
the black cloud was upon me and | heard a hollawgHaechoing back up the sides of that
square straw where | lay. Over and over it echBeath ... Death ... Death ... It was the laugh
of Satan.

When | awoke it was morning. The sun was tryingpéek into my dirty window. | was
still on the floor, cramped, sore and cold. Thetfithing | noticed were my hands, still
covered with dried caked blood.
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Run baby run

Chapter nine
Into the Pit

Three days before easter four of us were on theecaf Auburn and St. Edward in front
of St. Edward-St. Michael Church. We knew that phiests collected a lot of money during
the Easter week special services and we were makamg to break into the church.

A policeman came out of the Housing Precinct Stat@ross the street and saw us
leaning up against the iron spike fence arounctbhech. He crossed the street and said, "Get
out of here, you Puerto Rican pigs.” We just stthwte with our arms draped across the top
of the fence and looked at him with blank stares.

He said it again. "You spies, | said clear out efeh"

The other boys scattered but | held my ground. ddpe glared at me, "l said move, you
dirty Spic, move." He drew back his billy club &sa hit me.

| spit on him. He swung at me with his club andutked as it smashed into the fence. |
charged into him and he grabbed me around the néekyvas twice as big as I, but | was
going to kill him if | could. | was reaching for nknife when | felt him unbuckle his holster
and reach for his revolver. He was calling for hatiphe same time.

| quickly backed away and put my hands up. "l suateg! | surrender!”

Police poured out the door of the Housing Precarad rushed across the street. They
grabbed hold of me and dragged me back acrossrdet,s1p the steps and into the station.

The cop who had struggled with me slapped my fare.H could taste the blood from
my lips.

"You're a big man with a gun, but inside you'recavard just like all the rest of these
filthy cops," | said.

He hit me again and | pretended to faint and &ethte floor.
"Get up, you dirty pig. This time we're going tondeyou away for good."

As they dragged me into the other room | hearddsk sergeant mutter, "That kid must
be out of his mind. Man, they ought to put him ad@ygood before he kills somebody."

| had been picked up by the police many times leefbut they never had been able to
hold me. No one would ever testify against me bgedhey knew when | got out | would Kill
them, or the Mau Maus would kill them for me.

This time they took me across town and put me ¢elb The jailer pushed me as | went
into the cell and | turned and charged at him witkh fists. He pulled me out in the corridor
and another cop held me while he beat me withisiis. f

"The only way to handle these S.0.B.'s is to bleathell out of 'em," he said. "They're all
a bunch of stinking, filthy pigs. We got a jail lfaif niggers, wops, and spies. You're just like
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all the rest and if you get out of line, we'll makau wish you were dead."

They pushed me back into the cell and | lay onhdrel floor cursing them. "Okay, punk,”
the turnkey said as he closed the cell door, "Wry'tdyou get up and jitterbug for us now?
Not so tough are you?" | bit my lips and didn'tlye@ut | knew | would kill him when | got
out.

The next day the jailer came back to my cell. Whenopened the door, | charged him
again knocking him back across the corridor. Hpstal me in the head with his keys. | felt
the blood running from a cut over my eye.

"Go ahead, hit me," | screamed. "But one day I'mngocome to your home and Kkill your
wife and children. Just you wait and see."”

| was only being booked on a minor offense of tesisarrest and failing to obey an
officer. But | was making it worse. The jailer kiked me back in the cell and locked the
door.

"All right, spic, you can stay there and rot!"

My hearing came up the following week. | was harfdzl and marched into the
courtroom. | sat in a chair while the policemandregeading off the charges.

The judge, a stern-faced man in his 50's with msiglasses, said, "Wait a minute, haven't
| had this boy before in this court?"

"Yes, your honor," the policeman answered, "thidis third appearance in this court.
Besides this, he has 21 arrests in his record asdbleen charged with everything from
robbery to assault with intent to kill."

The judge turned and looked at me.

"How old are you, young man?"

| slouched down in my chair and looked at the floor
"Stand up when | speak to you!" the judge snapped.
| stood to my feet and looked at him.

"l said, how old are you?" he repeated firmly.
"Eighteen," | answered.

"You're eighteen and you've been arrested 21 tiamek have been in this court three
times. Why aren't your parents with you?"

"They're in Puerto Rico," | answered.

"Who do you live with?"

"With nobody. | don't need nobody. | live with mifse
"How long have you lived by yourself?"

"Ever since | came to New York three years ago."

"Your honor," the officer interrupted, "he's no godle's the President of the Mau Maus.
He's the heart of all the trouble we've had inttbesing project. I've never seen a kid as mean
and vicious as this one. He's like an animal ardottly thing to do with a mad dog is to pen
him up. I'd like to recommend, your honor, that yau him in prison until he's 21. Maybe by
then we can restore some order in Ft. Greene."

The judge turned and looked at the officer. "Yoy ka's like an animal, eh? A mad dog,
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you say."
"That's right, your honor. And if you turned hinoke he'd kill someone before dark."

"Yes, | believe you're right," the judge said, logkback at me. "But | think we need at
least to try to find out what makes him like annaai. Why is he so vicious? Why does he
want to hate and steal and fight and kill? We hHawedreds just like him coming through our
courts every day and | think the state has somgibiiran obligation to try to salvage some of
these boys—not just lock them up for the rest efrthves. And | believe, that deep down in
the heart of this vicious 'mad dog' there's a Huatl can be saved.”

He turned to the officer, "Do you think we oughttg?"

"l don't know, your honor," said the policeman. &6k kids have killed three officers in
the last two years and we've had almost 50 murdi@ns there since I've been on that beat.
The only thing they respond to is force. And | knibwou turn him loose we'll just have to
lock him back up again—only the next time it witbpably be for murder.”

The judge glanced down at the sheet of paper mt fsbhim.
"Cruz, is it? Come up here Nicky Cruz and stanaieethe bench.”

| got up and walked to the front of the courtrodntould feel my knees beginning to
shake.

The judge leaned over the desk and looked straigmie.

"Nicky, I've got a boy just about your age. He gtieschool. He lives in a good house in
a nice neighborhood. He doesn't get into troubke.ptdys baseball on the school team and
makes good grades. He's not a mad dog like youlare.the reason he isn't a mad dog is
because he has someone to love him. Obviouslydgalt have anyone to love you—and you
don't love anyone either. You don't have the capacilove. You're sick, Nicky, and | want
to know why. | want to know what it is that makesuyhate so much. You're not normal like
other boys. The officer is right. You're an animébu live like an animal and you act like an
animal. | ought to treat you like an animal, buat going to find out why you're so abnormal.
I'm going to put you under the custody of our cqaychologist, Dr. John Goodman. I'm not
qualified to determine whether or not you're psyhdie will examine you and make the
final decision."

| nodded. | didn't know whether he was going ta tone loose or keep me in jail, but | did
understand that he wasn't going to send me torgregdeast not right then.

"One more thing, Nicky," the judge said, "if yout g&to any more trouble, if | get a single
complaint about you, if you misbehave at all, ttiem going to assume that you are entirely
incapable of understanding directions and respantbnresponsibility and | will send you
immediately to Elmira to the work farm. Understahd?

"Yes, sir," | answered. And | was surprised at nifysiewas the first time | had ever said
"sir" to any man. But it just seemed the right thto do in this case.

The next morning the court psychologist, Dr. Joloo@nan, came to my cell. He was a
big man with premature gray temples and a deepastais face. His shirt collar was frayed
and his shoes unshined.

"I've been assigned to review your case," he sditihg down on my bunk and crossing
his legs. "This means we'll have to spend some together."

"Sure, big man, anything you say."
"Listen, punk, | talk to 20 kids a day like you. tYamart your mouth off at me and you'll
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wish you hadn't.” | was taken aback by his abruphiner but sneered arrogantly, "You talk
mighty big for a head shrinker. Maybe you like t@va a visit from the Mau Maus one of
these nights."

Before | could move the doctor had hold of the frohmy shirt and almost lifted me off
the floor. "Let me tell you something, squirt. esp four years in the gangs and three years in
the Marines before going to college. See this Sdde?twisted his head so | could see the
deep scar running from the point of his cheekbote his collar. "I got that in the gangs, but
not until 1 had almost killed six other punks wighbaseball bat. Now if you want to play
rough, you've got the right man."

He shoved me backward and | stumbled against thencbsat down.
| spat on the floor, but said no more.

His voice returned to its matter-of-fact tone asshél, "Tomorrow morning | have to
make a trip up to Bear Mountain. You can ride aland we'll talk."

All the next day | was under the informal examiaatbdf the psychologist. We drove out
of the city into upper New York state. It was masfitrip out of the asphalt jungle since | had
landed from Puerto Rico three years before. lddiinge of excitement but remained sullen
and arrogant when he asked me questions.

After a brief stop at the clinic he took me by #tw® in the public park. We walked down
the path in front of the cages. | stopped and Idakethe wild animals pacing back and forth
behind bars.

"Do you like zoos, Nicky?" he asked.

| hate 'em,” | answered, turning away from the saaed walking back down the path.
"Oh? Why's that?"

"l hate them stinking animals. Always pacing. Algayanting out."

We sat on a park bench and talked. Dr. John psltede notebooks out of his brief case
and asked me to draw some pictures. Horses. Cootssds. | drew a picture of a house with
a huge door in the front.

"Why did you put such a big door on the house?adied.

"So the stupid headshrinker can get in," | answeliedon't accept that. Give me another
answer."

"All right, so | can get out in a hurry in case sne's chasing me."”
"Most people draw doors to get in."”

"Not me, I'm trying to get out.”

"Now draw me a picture of a tree," he said.

| drew a tree. Then | thought it wasn't right tavéa tree without a bird, so | drew a bird
in the top of the tree.

Dr. Goodman looked at the picture and said, "Do ljjaibirds, Nicky?"
"l hate 'em."”

"It seems to me you hate everything."

"Yeah. Maybe | do. But | hate birds most of all.”

"Why?" he asked, "because they're free?"
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In the distance | could hear the dark rumblinghainder.

This man was beginning to scare me with his questibtook my pencil and bored a hole
through the picture of the bird. "So, forget abihet bird. | just killed him."

"You think you can get rid of everything you'reaitr of by killing it, don't you."

"Who the hell do you think you are, you stupid du&cl screamed. "You think you can
get me to draw a stupid picture and ask me somebdyrastions and know all about me? |
ain't afraid of nobody. Everybody's afraid of mastlask the Bishops, they'll tell you about
me. There ain't no gang in New York that wantsuimbsle with the Mau Maus. | ain't afraid
of nobody." My voice had reached a fever pitch s®bd to my feet in front of him.

Dr. Goodman kept making notes in his pad. "Sit doMicky," he said, glancing up, "you
don't have to impress me."

"Listen, man, you keep picking on me and you'llavup a dead man."

The rumbling on the horizon grew louder as | stebdking in front of him. Dr. Goodman
looked up at me and started to say something, datdrops began to splatter on the path
beside us. He shook his head. "We'd better go beterget wet," he said.

We slammed the car doors just as the first hugesdad heavy rain splashed on the
windshield. Dr. John sat silently for a long timefdre starting the car and pulling out on the
road. "I don't know, Nicky," he said, "I just dokttow."

The trip back was misery. The rain was pelting ¢he without mercy. Dr. John drove
silently. 1 was lost in thought. | hated going baokthe city. | dreaded the thought of going
back to jail. | couldn't stand to be caged likeianimal.

The rain quit but the sun had already gone dowweadrove past the hundreds of blocks
of towering, grimy apartments. | felt like | wasking into a pit. | wanted to get out and run.
But instead of turning toward the jail, Dr. Johoveéd down and turned on Lafayette toward
the Ft. Greene project.

"Ain't you taking me to jail?" | asked, puzzled.

"No, | have the prerogative of locking you up oming you loose. | don't think jail will
do you any good."

"Yeah man, now you're on the beam," | grinned.
"No, you don't understand what | mean. | don'tkranything will do you any good."
"What do you mean, Doc, you think I'm hopelesstatighed.

He pulled his car up at the corner of lafayette Bhdsreene Place. "That's exactly right,
Nicky. I've worked with kids like you for years.uked to live in the ghetto. But I've never
seen a kid as hard, cold, and savage as you. Y\®nhaesponded to a thing I've said. You
hate everyone and you're afraid of anyone thaatbre your security.”

| opened the door and got out. "Well, you can gchédl, Doc. | don't need you or
nobody."

"Nicky," he said, as | started to walk away frone tar. I'll give it to you straight. You're
doomed. There's no hope for you. And unless yomgdgou're on a one way street to jail,
the electric chair, and hell."

"Yeah? Well, I'll see you there," | said.
"Where?" he said.
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“In hell, man," | said laughing.

He shook his head and drove off into the nightieldtto keep laughing but the sound died
in my throat.

| stood on the street corner with my hands in thekpts of my raincoat. It was 7 p.m. and
the streets were full of nameless faces with hogyegs ... moving, moving, moving. | felt
like a leaf on the sea of humanity, being blowneirery direction by my own senseless
passions. | looked at the people. Everyone was mgosome were running. It was May but
the wind was cold. It whipped my legs and made oié imside.

The words of the psychologist kept running throoghmind like a stuck record. "You're
on a one way street to jail, the electric chaid hall."

| had never looked at myself before. Not really, Oliked to look at myself in the mirror.
| had always been a clean boy, which is a bit uaufr most Puerto Ricans in my section.
Unlike most of the guys in the gang, | took pridehe way | dressed. | liked to wear a tie and
colored shirt. | always tried to keep my slacksspesl and used lots of lotion on my face. |
never did like to smoke too much because it madémagth smell bad.

But inside | suddenly felt dirty. The Nicky | saw the mirror wasn't the real Nicky. And
the Nicky | was looking at now was dirty ... filthy lost.

The juke box in Papa John's was blaring forth waittoud bebop tune. The traffic in the
street was bumper-to-bumper, horns were blowingistids shrilling, people shouting. |
looked at their blank nameless faces. No one walingmEveryone was in a hurry. Some of
the creeps were drunk. Most of the goofeys in fadrthe bar were hopped up. This was the
real Brooklyn. This was the real Nicky.

| started up the street toward my room on Ft. Ggedihe newspapers were whipping
against the iron fence and the iron grates in fofrihe stores. There were broken bottles and
empty beer cans along the sidewalk. The smell edgy food drifted down the street and
made me sick at my stomach. The sidewalks shookdtermy feet as the subways rattled
and faded into the dark unknown.

| caught up with an old wretch of a woman. | salg"dout from the rear | couldn't tell her
age. She was short, shorter than I. And she haakc& bcarf pulled tight around her head. Her
reddish yellow hair that had been dyed and dyedesmiore, stuck out around the edges. She
had on an old Navy peajacket that was about sessiao large for her. Her scrawny legs
covered with black slacks stuck out like toothpithdow the hemline of the peajacket. She
had on men's shoes without any socks.

| hated her. She symbolized all the dirt and fifthmy life. | reached in my pocket for my
blade. | wasn't kidding this time. | kept wondertogmyself how hard | would have to shove
it to get the blade to go through the hard felthef peajacket and into her back. It gave me a
warm sticky feeling inside to imagine the bloodpging out from under the edge of the
jacket and puddling on the street.

Just then a small dog came running down the stogerd us and swerved to miss her.
She turned and stared at him with empty ageless éyecognized her as one of the burned
out whores who used to live on my block. From theklon her face, the droopy eyelids, and
the blank stare in her eyes, | could tell she wghk.h

| turned loose of the blade, my mind now back orseffy and started to pass her. As | did,
| saw her vacant eyes watching a bright red ball@®imt bounced before the wind down the
middle of the street.
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A balloon. My first instinct was to dash into thieegt and step on it. | hated it. Damn, |
hated it! It was free.

Suddenly, a huge wave of compassion swept over Ini@entified with that stupid
bouncing balloon. It's a strange thing that thst fiime | was to feel pity in all my life it was
to be for an inanimate object being blown befoeewind, going nowhere.

So, instead of stepping into the street and stognpmit, | passed the old woman by and
speeded up to keep up with the balloon as it bainod rolled down the dirty street.

It seemed to be strangely out of place in thabyiketting. All around it were papers and
trash being blown by the cold wind also. On theewialk were the broken wine bottles and
crushed beer cans. Towering up on each side wergaitk dismal concrete and stone walls of
the inescapable prison where | lived. And her¢hemidst of all this was a free, red balloon,
being blown before the invisible forces of the varaf nature.

What was it about that stupid balloon that intexdsnhe? | quickened my pace to keep up
with it. | found myself hoping it wouldn't hit ague of broken glass and explode. And yet
knowing it could not possibly last. It was too daelie. It was too clean. It was too tender and
pure to continue to exist in the midst of all thel.

| held my breath each time it bounced in the att @me back down in the street. Waiting
for that final, irrevocable explosion. And yet ardinued on its merry course in the middle of
the street. | kept thinking, "Maybe it will make Maybe it can get all the way down the
block and be blown free into the park. Maybe it hathance after all."

| was almost praying for it. But then the dejectreturned as | thought of the park. That
stinking, stupid park. What if it does make it tetpark? What then? There's nothing for it
there. It will bounce against that rusty fence arglode. Or even if it makes it over the fence
and gets inside, it will fall on some of those letics in the grass and weeds and be gone.

"Or," | thought to myself, "even if somebody picksup, all they'll do is carry it to their
filthy apartment and it will be imprisoned the resdtits life. There is no hope. No hope for
it—or for me."

Suddenly, without warning, a police van rolled daive street. Before | could break away
from my chain of thought it was on top of the baticand | heard the pitiful "pop" as the van
mercilessly ground it into the pavement. The vais gane—down the street and around the
block. It didn't even know what it had done, andrewnad it known it wouldn't have cared. |
wanted to run after the van and shout, "You didppers. Don't you care?" | wanted to Kkill
them for crushing me into the street.

But the life was gone out of me. | stood on thebcamnd looked into the dark street but
there was no sign of the balloon. It had been gianto the trash and rubble in the middle of
Ft. Greene and had become like all the other mliBrooklyn.

| turned back to my steps and sat down. The oldrevsbuffled on down the street into
the darkness. The wind still whistled and the psaard trash kept blowing down the street
and sticking on the fence around the park. Anosemvay rattled by underneath and rumbled
into the darkness. | was afraid. Me, Nicky. | wasid. | was shaking not with the cold, but
from the inside out. | put my head in my hands tmaight, "It's useless. I'm doomed. It's just
like Dr. John said. There's no hope for Nicky exgap, the electric chair, and hell."

After that | didn't seem to care any more. | turtiegl presidency of the gang back over to
Israel. | was in the pit as deep as | could geer@&twas no hope any more. | might as well
become like all the others in the ghetto and torthe needle. And | was tired of running.
What was it the judge said | needed? Love! But wloan you find love in the pit?
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Run baby run

Chapter ten
The Encounter

It was a hot friday afternoon in July, 1958. Isradsidia, and | were sitting on the steps in
front of my apartment when some of the kids cameing down the street. "Hey, what's
going on," | shouted at them.

"There's a circus down at the school," one of ids kEhouted back.

Excitement in Brooklyn is sparse and far betwedrns1s one of the reasons that we had
to provide our own excitement in the form of fight&rcotics, and sex. Anything was better
than the boredom of sitting around. So we headeasadhe park toward the school on St.
Edward Street.

When we arrived a large crowd had formed in frohR&. 67. We elbowed our way
through the crowd, pushing the little kids to theund so we could see what was taking
place.

A man was standing on the fireplug blowing "Onwandristian Soldiers" on a trumpet.
He kept playing the same song over and over add@rt to him, standing on the sidewalk,
was another man. The skinniest, weakest, puniegirlg man | had ever seen. Above them
fluttered an American flag on a stick.

The trumpet player finally stopped and the crowgddreto shout at him. Almost 100 boys
and girls had gathered, blocking the street anevsatk.

The skinny man had a piano stool that he had gaitémf the school. He climbed up on
it and opened a black book. We began to shout alterfat him. He stood there with his head
bowed and we could see that he was afraid. Thetisigpbecame louder. The crowd was
packed in tight and | was standing with an arm adolydia. She was giggling as | tried to
reach around her shoulder and feel under her sweate

Suddenly, | realized that everything had grown gjuishifted my attention from Lydia
and looked up at the man on the piano bench. Hestaasling with his head bowed, his black
book open in his hands in front of him. An eerielifey swept over me, like | used to have
back home when my father practiced his witchcia¥erything got strangely quiet; even the
cars on Park Avenue, just half a block away, dide&m to be making any noise. It was an
unearthly quiet. | was afraid.

The old fear that | hadn't felt since joining thadMaus suddenly swept over me. It was
the fear | had battled in court in front of the ged It was the fear | felt the night | walked
home after my day with the court psychologist. Eacte | had been able to push it aside, to
run from it. But now, it crept into my heart anddycand | could feel it grabbing hold of my
very soul. | wanted to break and run but everybeldg was listening — waiting.

Suddenly, the skinny man raised his head and ini@evso faint you could hardly hear
him, he began to read from the black book. "For Godoved the world that He gave His
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only begotten son, that whosoever believeth in Hihguld not perish, but have everlasting
life."

| was shaking with fear. This guy had to be sonmel kaf priest or witch or something. He
was talking about love. | knew about "love.” | was expert. | reached over and pinched
Lydia's hip. She looked at me. "Listen to him, Ni¢kl scowled and turned my head back
toward the skinny man. He said something aboungdskir a miracle to happen. | didn't know
what a miracle was, but everyone else was listeantgl didn't want to be different.

He had finished speaking and was standing up tvaigng for something to happen.
Then, he said he wanted to talk to the presidemdsvace presidents of the gangs. | began to
sense that this man was dangerous. He was invadingorld and | didn't want any strangers
intruding.

He continued, "If you're so big and tough, you vdottl be afraid of coming up here and
shaking hands with a skinny preacher, would you?"

There was a stir in the crowd. Someone called ownfthe rear, "Hey, Buckboard,
whatsamatter, you scared?" He was referring to Boa@kd, the president of the Chaplains,
our brother gang.

| heard a movement in the rear of the crowd an#ddoup and there came Buckboard
along with Stagecoach and two other Negro membediseeagang. They were walking toward
the skinny preacher, who had now gotten down @fsimol and was standing to meet them.

| grew more nervous. | didn't like this at all.lagced around but everyone seemed to be
smiling and were opening up for Buckboard and Stageh to come through.

They shook hands and then the preacher and thepétuplayer took Buckboard and
Stagecoach and the other two boys over to the dgomwé the school. They stood there
talking and | walked away from Lydia and got cldedsrael. What're they doing?" | asked
him. Israel didn't answer. He had a funny look anface.

Suddenly, | saw the whole bunch of them get onrtkeees right there in the street.
Buckboard and Stagecoach had taken off their hatsaeere holding them in their hands and
kneeling down on the sidewalk.

When they got up, they started walking back towed crowd. | shouted at Buckboard,
"Hey, Buckboard, you got religion now?" Buckboardsaa big boy, about 6'2" and weighed
close to 200 pounds. He turned and looked at nzevilay | had never seen him look before.
His face was serious, dead serious. His eyes pieteep into mine and | understood what he
meant, even though | didn't understand what hagdraga to him. He said with his eyes,
"You better lay off, Nicky, this ain't no time féwoling around."

Suddenly, someone yelled at me. "Hey, Nicky, yoargolet those niggers show you up?
You afraid to go up, too!"

Israel punched me and nodded his head in the airect the two men. "Come on, Nicky,
let's go." | could see that he was serious andiéghlack. There was something sinister about
this whole thing ... something dangerous and deaepit smacked of something | was
deathly afraid of.

The crowd began to hoot and shout. "Hey, look atleader. He's afraid of the skinny
preacher."

Israel pulled at my jacket. "Come on, Nicky, lgs" | had no choice but to go forward
and stand in front of the two men.
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Israel shook hands with the two men. | was stilhiaf, hanging back. The skinny man
walked over to me and stuck out his hand. "Nicky, mame is David Wilkerson. I'm a
preacher from Pennsylvania."

| just stared at him and said, "Go to hell, preathe

"You don't like me, Nicky," he said, "but | feelfidirent about you. | love you. And not
only that, I've come to tell you about Jesus wheoyou, t0o."

| felt like a trapped animal about to be caged.iB&me was the crowd. In front of me
was the smiling face of this skinny man talking atblove. No one loved me. No one ever
had. As | stood there my mind raced back to thmetso many years ago when | had heard
my mother say, "l don't love you, Nicky." | thoughif your own mother doesn't love you
then no one loves you—or ever will."

The preacher just stood there, smiling, with hischstuck out. | always prided myself on
not being afraid. But | was afraid. Deeply afrdiattthis man was going to put me in a cage.
He was going to take away my friends. He was gtongpset everything and because of this |
hated him.

"You come near me, Preacher, and I'll kill you,’sdid, shrinking back toward the
protection of the crowd. | was afraid, and | didmibw how to deal with it.

The fear overwhelmed me. | was close to panicatled at him and turned and walked
back through the crowd. "This man's a Communisgspd shouted. "Leave him alone. He's
a Communist.”

| didn't know what a Communist was, but | knew #&svsomething that everyone was
supposed to be against. | was running, and | krtevBut | couldn't fight this kind of
approach. If he had come at me with a knife, | wolidve fought him. If he had come
begging and pleading, | would have laughed at huohlacked him in the teeth. But he came
saying, "l love you." And | had never come up agathis kind of approach before.

| barged through the crowd with my head up and tchat | reached out and grabbed
Lydia by the arm and pulled her away with me andsteeted up St. Edward, away from the
school.

Some of the boys followed and we went down into bHi@sement and | turned the
phonograph on as loud as it would play. | was gytm drown out the sound of those words
"Jesus loves you." Why would something like thad) lone so badly? | danced a while with
Lydia and drank a half bottle of cheap wine and lemdoa pack of cigarettes. Chain
smoking—lighting one from the tip of the other. ligdould sense | was nervous. "Nicky,
maybe you ought to talk to the preacher. Being astéan may not be as bad as you think." |
stared at her and she dropped her head.

| was miserable. And afraid. Suddenly, there wasramotion at the door and | looked up
and saw the skinny preacher walk in. He seemedisoflace, with his nice suit and white
shirt and neat tie, walking into this filthy baserheoom. He asked one of the boys, "Where's
Nicky?"

The boy pointed across the room where | was sittittiy my head in my hands, cigarette
dangling out of my mouth.

Wilkerson walked across the room like the placehgéd to him. He had a big smile on
his face. He stuck out his hand again and said;Kiil just wanted to shake hands with you
and ..." Before he could finish, | slapped himhe face—hard. He tried to force his grin but
it was obvious that | had made an impression on kMemheld his ground and the fear once
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again welled up inside me so that | was sick tostgynach. | did the only thing | knew to
retaliate. | spit on him.

"Nicky, they spit on Jesus, too, and he prayedh#taforgive them, for they know not
what they do.™

| screamed at him, cursing, "Get the hell out okHeand | pushed him backwards toward
the door.

"Nicky, before I leave let me tell you just onerityi Jesus loves you."

"Get out, you crazy priest. You don't know what yeualking about. I'll give you 24
hours to get off my turf or I'll kill you."

Wilkerson backed out the door, still smiling. "Remizer, Nicky, Jesus loves you." It was
more than | could take. | reached down and picketha empty wine bottle and smashed it to
the floor. | had never felt so frustrated, so desige so completely undone.

| stomped out the door, my pride welling up insadane. | was aware that all the other
guys knew that this guy had really gotten underskin. The only way | knew to fool them
was to act tough. If | showed my true emotions,deen a moment, | felt | would lose all
respect from the gang.

"That stupid, crazy witch," | said," if he comeschdere, I'll set him on fire." | slammed
the door shut behind me and stood on the sidevealkirig after him as he walked briskly
away. "Cocky," | thought. Yet, | knew deep insilere was something real about this strange
man.

| turned and walked in the other direction. Stogpay the pool parlor, | ordered a rack of
balls and tried to concentrate on the tip of mylpm®. But all | could hear in my mind was
the voice of that skinny preacher and the wordssu3 loves you."

"I don't care,” | thought, "he ain't going to scare, Nobody's gonna scare me."

| scratched the next two shots and threw the sirtkhe table. "Jesus loves you," the
words rang over and over in my ears. | told thesbihyat | was sick and | crept back to my
apartment.

| was afraid that | really was sick. | had nevengdo my room this early. It was 10:30
and | always waited until 3 or 4 a.m. before contimdped. | closed the door behind me and
locked it. | was shaking as | crossed the roomtantkd on the little lamp on the table beside
my bed. | took my gun out of the closet and put butlets in the magazine and laid it on the
table beside my bed. | kicked off my shoes and gidrtlothes. Laying my pack of cigarettes
on the table, | lay back on the bed and looketi@ttiling. | could hear those words of David
Wilkerson over and over, "Jesus loves you, Niclegu3 loves you."

| reached up and flipped off the light and lit ganiette. | was chain smoking again. |
couldn't rest. | twisted one way and then anotheouldn't sleep. The hours went by. | finally
got up and turned on the light and looked at myctvab a.m. | had turned on the bed all night
long.

Getting up, | dressed and put my gun back in theetl | took my cigarettes and walked
down the two flights of stairs and opened the frdobr of the apartment. The sky was just
beginning to turn gray. In the distance, | coularhie sounds of the great city as it yawned
and stretched to life.

| sat on the front steps with my head in my hafidissus loves you ... Jesus loves you ...
Jesus loves you."
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| heard a car pull up in front of the apartment de@rd the door slam shut. A hand
clapped me on the shoulder. | lifted my weary haad saw the skinny preacher standing in
front of me. He was still smiling and he said, "Nicky. Do you remember what | told you
last night? | just wanted to come by and tell ygaia. Nicky, Jesus loves you."

| jumped to my feet and made a motion for him. Wiifon had obviously wised up and
he jumped back out of my reach. | stood there srpdt him like an animal preparing to
leap. Wilkerson looked me straight in the eye aaid,s'You could kill me, Nicky. You could
cut me in a thousand pieces and lay them out orstileet. But every piece would cry out,
Jesus loves you. And you'll never be able to ramfthat."

| tried to stare him down, but he kept talking. ¢hy, I'm not scared of you. You talk
tough but inside you're just like all the rest & You're afraid. You're sick of your sin.
You're lonely. But Jesus loves you."

Something clicked. How did he know that | was Igf2dl didn't know what he was talking
about when he said sin. | was afraid to admit nay.fBut how did he know | was lonely? The
gang was always with me. | had any of the girlsahted. People were afraid of me—they
would see me coming and move off the sidewalk ata the street. | had been the leader of
the gang. How could anyone think | was lonely. Amed | was. And now this preacher knew
it.

| tried to get smart. "You believe you're going dbange me just like that,” | said,
snapping my fingers. "You think I'm going to heauyand pick up a Bible and walk around
like a preacher and people are going to start gafitky Cruz—angel —saint?" But |
realized that he meant business. That he was sincer

"Nicky, you didn't sleep much last night, did youRgain, | was amazed. How did he
know that | hadn't slept?

Wilkerson continued, "I didn't sleep much last nighher, Nicky. | stayed awake most of
the night praying for you. But before | did, | tatkto some of your boys. They tell me that no
one can get close to you. They are all afraid af. y@ut Nicky, I've come to tell you that
somebody does care. Jesus cares. He loves you.th&ndhe looked me straight in the face,
"One day, soon, Nicky, God's Spirit is going tolde#h you. One day, Nicky, you are going
to stop running and come running to Him."

| said no more. | got to my feet and turned my baokhim and walked back into the
apartment, shutting the door behind me. | climbbeddgteps to my room and sat on the side of
the bed looking out the window. His car was alregdgie when | looked down. In the east,
the sky was beginning to turn a rosy hue. The Hugkling across the street that housed
Brooklyn Tech blocked my view of the horizon. Butdsgenly, like catching a whiff of the sea
when you're still miles up the river, | had a faglthere was more to life than this. More than
these towering concrete buildings—these prisonsagliglass and stone.

| thought of his words, "One day you will stop rimgpy and come running to Him." |
didn't even know who He was. But | thought, sittthgre on the side of my bed looking out
over the trash-filled street with the sound of tinecks grinding and roaring down the
thoroughfare, that He must be something like the r&sing out of the ocean on a cloudless
day. Or maybe something like the morning star #tidithung in the dawning sky. Maybe ...
Someday ...

The time was closer than | knew.

In the days ahead | couldn't escape my encountér tive man that represented God. It
was lIsrael that bugged me constantly about himrEtime | saw him he said something
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about God.
"Damn it, Israel, if you don't shut up about thatd3tuff I'm gonna kill you."

But Israel kept talking about it and | suspectedvias seeing Wilkerson on the side. But |
didn't like it. | sensed this was one man who cooidsibly destroy our gang. Now that
Mannie was gone only Israel was left. And evend®aeed to be drifting in another direction.
His constant references to Wilkerson and his comstasire to force me to talk drove me to
the brink of despair.

| could take no more. The night before the 4thwy dvhen all the gangs were supposed
to converge on Coney lIsland, Israel spent the nigtit me. He talked long into the night
trying to convince me to stay away from Coney ldl#ime next night and go talk to Wilkerson
instead. | put my hands over my ears trying to adrawt his constant chatter. Eventually, he
dropped off to sleep. | lay in bed staring at thekdceiling, the fear almost consuming me. |
had to stop it. | had to shut Israel up. | couldtéind to hear any more about Wilkerson.

| reached under my mattress and closed my hanthemooden handle of the icepick I
had hidden there. | could hear Israel breathinglgei@ bed next to me. The more | thought
about him bugging me about God the more it infedane.

| could stand it no more. "This will teach you tagome," | screamed as | snatched the
icepick from under the mattress and plunged it towsrael's back.

The screaming aroused him and he jerked uprightenbed just as the icepick plunged
deep into the mattress behind him.

| pulled it out and tried to swing it again shogtiril told you to shut up about God. Why
didn't you shut up? Why? Why? Why?"

Israel grabbed me and we grappled, rolling offlibd onto the floor as | stabbed blindly
at him.

He shoved me backward and fell on top of me, stiaglany chest with his body, holding
my hands over my head against the fiber.

"Why couldn't you shut up?" | kept screaming.

"What's wrong with you?" Israel was yelling, tryitg hold me down. "You're crazy. It's
me. Your friend. What's wrong with you?"

Suddenly | realized he was crying as he yelled smmdggled with me. Tears were
streaming down his face. "Nicky. Nicky. Stop. I'ouy friend. | love you."

He had said it. It swept over me like he had pouredater in my face. He had said it just
like Wilkerson had said it. | relaxed my grip oreticepick and he snatched it out of my hand.
| had never seen him cry before. Why was he crying?

He held the icepick poised over my face. His hamag gripping it so tightly | could see
the white of his knuckles in the dim light. He wsisaking as his muscles tensed. For a
moment | thought he was going to stab me in thel heigh it, then he viciously slung it
across the room. He was still crying as he releasednd threw himself on his bed.

| rolled over, frustrated, confused and exhausfédat was wrong with me? I'd just tried
to kill my best friend!

| ran from the room and up the steps to the rooffytside it was dark and sultry. | made
my way across the roof to the place where old manz@les kept his pigeons in a cage. |
pried the cage open and grabbed a bird. The oftutered and flapped and flew off into the
night.
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| held the pigeon tightly against my bare chest mradle my way to the air ventilator and
sat down.

Birds! | hated them. So free. God | hated those whee free. Wilkerson was free. Israel
was approaching freedom. | could sense it. This Wwats free but | was trapped in my cage of
hate and fear.

| felt my fingers tighten around the bird's heddgtehing it away from his body. "I'm not
afraid."” The bird gave a small pitiful squeak arfdlt his body quiver as the bones in his neck
separated. "See, Mama, I'm not afraid.”

| went out of control. | twisted his neck back aadth until | felt the skin and bones
separate and with a vicious yank | ripped his heawh his body. The warm blood squirted
into my hands, dripping on my knees and onto thedarooftop. | held the gory head in my
hand and looked at it crying, "Now, you're not frie one is free."

Slinging the head off the roof top, | smashed tiilecgiivering body against the roof. At
last, that dammed bird was dead, never to haurdnegms again.

| stayed on the roof top, intermittently sleepingdawvaking. Each time I'd sleep the
nightmare would reoccur, more horrible than evdotee At dawn | returned to my room.
Israel was gone.

| spent most of the next day looking for him. Idily found him sitting alone in the
basement room where we held our gigs. All the sthad gone to Coney Island.

"Hey man, I'm sorry about last night,” | began.

"Forget it," Israel said with a weak grin.

"No baby, I'm sorry. That's not like me. Somethsngitong with me."

Israel got up and faked a punch at my jaw. "SuabybYou're just like me, nuts."

| spent the rest of the afternoon with him. It whs first time in three years | missed
Coney Island on July 4.

During the second week of July, 1958, Israel camarid told me about Wilkerson's big
meeting over at St. Nicholas Arena. In fact, Widar had been down and talked to Israel,
inviting the Mau Maus to the meeting. There wabea special bus for us in front of P.S. 67,
and they were going to have special seats resdéoved at the front of the auditorium. Israel
had told Wilkerson that he'd make sure the Mau Meer® there.

| shook my head and started to get up from thessteq walk back inside. | wanted
nothing to do with it. The waves of fear starte@iome again and | choked up so tight | had
trouble speaking.

"Hey man,—Israel called as | started to turn awspu ain't chicken are you?"

Israel had hit me at the only chink in my armor—ig only tender place. | turned back at
him, "Nicky ain't afraid of no-one ... that skinpyeacher ... you ... not even God."

Israel just stood there with a little smile playiagross his handsome face. "Sounds to me
like you're scared of something. How come you dealtt to go?"

| remembered Buckboard and Stagecoach kneeling therthe sidewalk in front of the
school. | knew that if it could happen to themlhe only thing | knew to do was run—keep
running. But to run now, in the face of Israel'saldnge, would make it seem like | was
afraid. Really afraid.

"What time that bus supposed to be there?" | asked.
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"7:00 p.m.," Israel answered. "The meeting stari&20. You gonna come?"

"Yeah man! You think I'm chicken or something? &eajet the whole gang and go over
there and burn that joint good."

Israel nodded and walked off down the street, simgndnis hips and jitterbugging. |
turned and climbed the steps to my room, threeg$labove the sidewalk. | felt sick.

| locked the door behind me and flopped on my backhe bed. | reached for a reefer.
Maybe this would help. | was out, so | smoked ail&gcigarette.

Thoughts flooded my mind like water rushing throwghood gate at the tide basin. | was
scared. The cigarette shook and the ashes febrdff my shirt and tumbled down onto the
dirty bed sheets. | was scared to get on thatltheted to leave my own turf. The thought of
having to travel away from the little plot of famil territory put terror into my heart. | was
afraid if 1 found myself in a large crowd of peoplevould be swallowed up and become a
blob—a nothing. | knew that once | got to the aréneould have to do something to call
attention to myself.

But most of all, | was afraid of what | had seen there on the street that day. | was
afraid that someone or something bigger and moveegfal than | would force me to my
knees in front of people and that | would cry. Iswkesperately afraid of tears. Tears were the
ultimate sign of weakness, failure, softness, amftlishness. | hadn't cried since | was eight
years old. Something made Israel cry. Not me—ever.

Yet, if | didn't go, | would be branded a chickey lbrael and the rest of the gang. | had
no choice.

It was hot that July night when we scrambled onréhdbe bus. There were a couple of
men dressed in suits and ties who were supposé&dep order. They might as well have
stayed at home. The noise on the bus was deafening.

| felt better once | was with my crowd. It was tle@eliness of my room that depressed
me. But on the bus it was different. More than 5@uMMaus crowded into the bus. The
harried men tried to keep order but finally, gapeand let us take over. The gang was pulling
at each other, shouting obscenities, opening wisd@moking, drinking wine, pulling the
bell cord, and shouting for the bus to get undey.wa

When we arrived at the arena, we opened the emgygkors and some even crawled out
the windows. There were several teenage girls stgratound in front of the arena with tight
shorts and brief halters. Cries such as, "Hey Bhbw about a piece?" and "Come on in with
me, Chick, we're heading for a real gig," punctddtee night. Some of the girls joined us as
we marched in.

Israel and | led the parade into the arena. An rusied to stop us at the inner door.
Inside, we could see people turning around andihgp&t us as we stormed into the foyer.

"Hey man, let us in,"” Israel said. "We are the Peophe Mau Maus. The Priest himself
invited me. We got reserved seats."

Down front, a member of the Chaplains saw us aoaddstip and shouted, "Hey, Nicky,
baby. Come on down. These seats are for you." VEbquliby the startled and helpless usher
and swaggered into the arena.

We were dressed in our Mau Mau uniforms. None ofamoved our black hats. We
paraded down the aisle, tapping loudly with ouresamand shouting and whistling to the
crowd.
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Looking out over the crowd, | could see membersidl gangs. There were Bishops,
GGl's, as well as some of the Phantom Lords froenBeadford Avenue Park. The arena was
almost full and it had all the makings of a fulakerumble. This might not be so bad after all.

The din of noise was deafening. We took our seadsj@ined in, whistling and shouting
and tapping our canes against the floor.

To one side, a girl started playing the organ. Aing Puerto Rican kid stood up and
clasped his hands to his chest and threw backdad.H'Oh Jeee —sus," he shouted. "Save
my big, black soul." And he collapsed into his chanid howls and gales of laughter from
the gangs.

Several boys and girls stood up near the orgarvaamd into the fish. The girls shaking
their hips at double beat to the time of the masid the boys jitterbugging around them.
Applause and shouts of approval greeted their pedoces. Things were beginning to get
out of hand.

Suddenly, a girl walked out on the stage. She vaatkethe center and stood behind the
microphone, her hands clasped in front of her,ingifor the noise to subside. It grew louder.
"Hey, baby, wiggle it a little bit,” someone shadittHow about a date, Honey?" A lanky kid
| had never seen before stood up and closed hssay@ held out his arms and said in an Al
Jolsen accent, "Maaammy!" The crowd increasedajgping and whistling.

The girl began to sing. Even from our vantage pwirthe third row, it was impossible to
hear her over the din of the crowd. As she sangraéboys and girls got up on the seats and
began gyrating and dancing. The girls in their sBhorts and brief halters and the boys with
their black Mau Mau jackets, pointed shoes, anaitpdi alpine hats covered with matches
and decorated in front with a silver star.

The girl finished her song and glanced nervouslyara the wings. We began to cheer
and clap and call for another song. However, shikaesdaoff the stage and suddenly the
skinny preacher stepped forward.

| hadn't seen him since that early morning encouséxeral weeks before. My heart
skipped a beat and the fear came flooding backuak like a dark foreboding cloud that
settled on every aspect of my personality. Israed wn his feet. "Hey, Davie! Here | am. See,
| told you I'd come. And look who's here," he sgijnting to me. | knew | had to do
something or | was going to crack from the feajurhped to my feet and shouted, "Hey
Preach ... whatcha gonna do ... convert us or $ongat’

The Mau Maus joined in the laughter and | sat bdoln, feeling better. They still
recognized me. Despite the fact that | was petrifrath fear, and had relinquished the
presidency to Israel; | was still their leader @hey still laughed at my jokes. | was back in
control of the situation.

Wilkerson began to speak: "This is the last nighbwr city wide youth crusade. Tonight,
we're going to do something different. I'm goingagk my friends, the Mau Maus, to receive
the offering."

Pandemonium broke loose. Gang members all oveaudéorium knew our reputation.
For the Mau Maus to take up the offering was likkirag Jack the Ripper to baby sit. The
people began to laugh and shout.

But | was on my feet in a second. I'd been waifmgsome opportunity to show off, to
draw attention to myself in a big way. This wad itouldn't believe that the preacher would
call on us, but if he wanted us to do it, we'dlsedb it.
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| pointed at five others, including Israel. "Yowuy you ... let's go.” The six of us walked
to the front and lined up in front of the stagehi®e us things got quiet— deathly quiet.

Wilkerson bent down and handed each one of us &bigream carton. "Now," he said,
"l want you to line up here in front of the platfior The organ will play and I'm going to ask
the people to come forward and give their offerfhen it is finished, | want you to come
around behind that curtain and up onto the stafewait here until you bring me the
offering."”

It was too good to be true. There was no doubtniyoae's mind what we would do.
Anyone who didn't take advantage of a situatioa tikis was a fool.

The offering was large. The aisles were full of gleowho were coming to the front.
Many of the adults put in large bills and others ipuchecks. If we were going to receive the
offering, |1 was determined to make it a good or@m8& of the gang members came forward,
jitterbugging and dancing down the aisles and eiglvetended to put in money or tried to
take some out of the cartons. When this happerggut my hand in my pocket like | was
going for my knife and say, "Hey, wait a minutebpaYou forgot to put anything in."

They would begin to laugh until they saw | was @asi "Man, the priest said give ... you
gonna give or do | have to get my boys to cut ttaflyou?"

Nearly everyone made some kind of contribution.

When all had come forward, | motioned with my head we all marched out the right
side of the auditorium through the drapes that alogg the wall. Right above our heads was
a huge red-lettered sign that said, "EXIT." It wasticeable to everyone and as we
disappeared behind the curtain, the laughter belyamas low at first, just a few snickers.
Then, we could hear it rising to a crescendo uh&lwhole auditorium was engulfed in gales
of laughter at the poor preacher who had been dopéde Mau Maus.

We gathered behind the curtain. The boys lookedeaexpectantly, wating for me to tell
them what to do. | could talk to them with my ey€key were looking for a sign, for a flick
of my eyes toward the exit that would say, "Letis.rLet's take this money and bug out of
here."

But something inside me was tugging in the othexation. The preacher had singled me
out and had shown confidence in me. | could do wreet expected of me by the crowd, or |
could do what he trusted me to do. The preachess ignited a spark inside of me. Instead of
flicking my eyes toward the exit door, | shook mgald "no."” "Come on," | said. "Let's take
the loot to the skinny priest.”

The boys couldn't believe me, but they had to datwhold them to do. There were two
boys ahead of me as we started up the steps bit@mdatform. One of them reached into the
ice cream bucket and took out a $20 bill and stlitfénto the pocket of his jacket.

"Hey, you! What the hell you think you're doing?t Puat money back. That belongs to
the priest.”

The boys turned and looked at me in unbelief. "Hédigky. Don't get so excited. Look at
all this dough. No one'll know. Come on! Thereanpy for all of us and him too.

| reached in my pocket and in a deft movement dutbeit my knife. Flicking the
switchblade open | said, "Man, this gonna be yametery unless you put it back."

There was no more argument. He humbly returnedvtiddled bill to the bucket. "Wait a
minute, we're not finished," | said. "How much mgiyeu have in your pocket, bright boy?"
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"Aw, Nicky, come on," he stuttered. "That's my mpnkly mother gave it to me to buy
some slacks."

"How much?" | asked again, pointing the gleamipgoti the knife at his adam's apple.
He flushed and reached in and pulled out two $ifidsa $5. | said, "In the bucket.”

"Man, you crazy or something. My old woman'll skire alive if | lose this." He was
almost screaming.

"Well, I'll tell you something, bright boy. I'm gaa skin you alive right here if you don't.
In the bucket!"

He looked at me again in disbelief. The knife cowed him | meant business. He wadded
it up and threw it in the bucket.

"Now, let's go," | said.

We walked single file out onto the stage. A lokifs began to boo. They thought we had
made a fool out of the preacher and were sorry adn'’h ducked out the door as they would
have done. But it gave a warm, satisfying feelingkhow | had done something right.
Something honorable. For the first time in all nig | had done right because | wanted to do
right. | liked the feeling.

"Here, Priest!" | said, "this is yours." | was news standing there in front of the crowd.
But as | handed him the money the room grew qaina

Wilkerson took the cartons from us and looked ma&git in the eye. "Thank you, Nicky.
| knew | could count on you." We turned and fileack to our seats. The auditorium was
guiet enough to hear a pin drop.

Wilkerson began to preach.

He spoke for about 15 minutes. Everyone was quiet didn't hear a single word. | kept
remembering that warm feeling | had when | handed khe money. Inside, | was
reproaching myself for not having taken off withetloot. But something had come alive
inside of me and | could feel it growing. It wadeling of goodness—of nobleness —of
righteousness. A feeling | had never experiencéorbe

| was interrupted in my chain of thought by a disance behind me. Wilkerson had
reached a point in his sermon telling us we oughbte one another. He was saying that the
Puerto Rican ought to love the Italian and thadtabught to love the Negro and the Negro
ought to love the Whites and we all ought to lome another.

Augie stood up behind me. "Hey Preach. You somd &ira nut or something. You want
me to love them Dagos? You're crazy! Looky herend Ae pulled up his shin and pointed to
a huge crimson scar on his side. "Two months agoadthem filthy Guineas put a bullet in
me. You think I can forget that? I'll kill that SB if | see him again.”

"Yeah," a boy from the Italian section jumped ts feet and ripped open his shirt. "See
this?" He pointed to a jagged scar around his sleowind down onto his chest. "One of them
nigger gangs cut me with a razor. I'll love thehright—with a lead pipe."

A colored boy in the back stood up and with venonhis voice hollered, "Hey, Guinea,
you wanta try it now?"

The room was suddenly charged with hatred. A cdldrey from the Chaplains got up,
turning over chairs. He was trying to work his wayt from the row of chairs heading toward
the Phantom Lord section. | could sense a rumble.
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A newspaper photographer ran down the aisle wighchmera. Stopping at the front, he
turned and began to take pictures.

Israel spoke quickly to three boys at the end efrtw. "Get him!" They jumped to their
feet and struggled with the photographer. One eflibys managed to snatch his camera out
of his hands and threw it to the floor. As the plgpapher bent to pick it up, a boy from
across the aisle kicked it down the aisle towarl filont of the room. The photographer
scrambled after it on his hands and knees. Jus¢ asached out his hand for it, another boy
kicked it away from him toward the far wall. Thegtbgrapher was on his feet running after
the camera, but before he could get to it, andblogrkicked it hard and it slid across the tile
floor and smashed into the concrete wall, brokeshwseless.

All of us were on our feet. The room was chargetth \Wwatred. | was looking for a way out
into the aisle. A full scale riot was building.

Suddenly | had a compelling urge to look at WilkersHe was standing calmly on stage.
His head bowed. His hands clasped tightly in frainhis chest. His knuckles showed white
against the skin. | could see his lips moving. éwrhe was praying.

Something clutched at my heart. | stopped and ldakie myself. All around me the
bedlam continued but | was looking inward. Here wWas skinny man, unafraid, in the midst
of all this danger. Where did he get his power? Wiagn't he afraid like all the rest of us? |
felt shame. Embarrassment. Guilt.

The only thing | knew about God at all was whatatHearned from seeing this man. |
thought about my one other exposure to God. Wheasla child my parents had taken me to
church. It was full of people. The priest mumbled ahe people chanted back at him. It was
a miserable hour. Nothing seemed to apply to mevér went back.

| slumped down in my chair. All around me the pandaium continued. Israel was
standing up looking backward. He was shouting, "H&yol it! Let's hear what the preacher
has to say."

The Mau Maus sat down. Israel continued to shoutjfoet. The noise died. Like a fog
moving in from the sea the silence swept towardhthek of the room and then up into the
balconies. Again, the deathly hush hung over tbaar

Something was happening to me. | was rememberingmiembered my childhood. |
remembered the hate for my mother. | remembere@rdtelays in New York when | ran like
a wild animal set free from a cage. It was as tholugere sitting in a movie and my actions
were flashing in front of my eyes. | saw the gitlsthe lust... the sex. | saw the stabbings ...
the hurt ... the hatred. It was almost more thaould stand. | was completely oblivious to
what was going on around me. All | could do wasewsrther. And the more | remembered the
greater the feelings of guilt and shame. | wasigfi@ open my eyes for fear someone would
be able to look inside and see what | was seeingas repulsive.

Wilkerson was speaking again. He said somethingitabepenting for your sin. | was
under the influence of a power a million times sger than any drug. | was not responsible
for my movements, actions or words. It was as thdugad been caught in a wild torrent of a
rampaging river. | was powerless to resist. | didnderstand what was taking place within
me. | only knew the fear was gone.

Beside me | heard Israel blow his nose. Behind imeard people crying. Something was
sweeping through that massive arena like the winding through the tops of the trees. Even
the curtains on the side of the auditorium begammtwve and rustle as if stirred by a
mysterious breath.
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Wilkerson was speaking again. "He's here! He'shia toom. He's come especially for
you. If you want your life changed, now is the timéhen he shouted with authority: "Stand
up! Those who will receive Jesus Christ and be gadn-stand up! Come forward."

| felt Israel stand to his feet. "Boys, I'm going. Who's with me?"

| was on my feet. | turned to the gang and waveditbn with my hand. "Let's go." There
was a spontaneous movement out of the chairs avatdahe front. More than 25 of the Mau
Maus responded. Behind us about 30 boys from gffaegs followed our example.

We stood around the bottom of the stage lookingaujwilkerson. He dismissed the
service and told us to follow him to the back rodorscounseling.

Israel was in front of me, his head bowed, his kanthief to his face. We went through
the door and into a hallway that led to the dregsooms.

Several of the gang members were standing aroutiteihallway giggling. "Hey, Nicky,
what's the matter, baby, you got religion?" | lodkg and one of the girls stepped forward in
front of us. She pulled her halter up and exposadblare breast for us to see. "You go in
there, honey, and you can kiss this goodbye."

| realize now they were jealous. They felt we wgoéng to share our love with God and
they wanted it all for themselves. This was allytkeew about love. It was all | knew about
love. But at the moment it made no difference. $hpd her away spitting on the floor and
said, "You make me sick." Nothing else matterethatmoment except the fact that | wanted
to be a follower of Jesus Christ—whoever He was.

A man talked to us about the Christian way of lifeen Wilkerson came in. "All right,
fellows," he said, "kneel down right here on treofl"

| thought he was crazy. | never had knelt downramtf of anyone. But an invisible force
pressed down on me. | felt my knees buckling. lldoti remain erect. It was as though a
giant hand were pushing me downward until my krieethe floor.

The touch of the hard floor brought me back toitgalt was summer. It was time for the
rumbles. | opened my eyes and thought to myseltha¥ke you doing here?" Israel was
beside me, weeping loudly. In the midst of all tieission | giggled.

"Hey, Israel, you're bugging me with that cryintsfael looked up and smiled through the
tears. But as we looked at each other | had aggraansation. | felt the tears welling up in
my eyes and suddenly they spilled over the siddsdaipped down my cheeks. | was crying.
For the first time since | cried my heart out untder house in Puerto Rico—I was crying.

Israel and | were both on our knees, side by siilé, tears streaming down our faces, yet
laughing at the same time. It was an indescribakbtic feeling.

Tears and laughter. | was happy, yet | was cry8anething was taking place in my life
that | had absolutely no control over ... and | Wwappy about it.

Suddenly | felt Wilkerson's hand on my head. He mwaying—praying for me. The tears
flowed more freely as | bowed my head and the shamderepentance and the wonderful joy
of salvation mixed their ingredients in my soul.

"Go on, Nicky," Wilkerson said, "Go ahead and ¢gur it out to God. Call on Him."

| opened my mouth but the words that came out wetanine. "O God, if you love me,
come into my life. I'm tired of running. Come intoy life and change me. Please change me."

That's all it was. But | felt myself being picked and swept heavenward.
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Marijuana! Sex! Blood! All the sadistic, immoralrills of a million lifetimes put together
could not begin to equal what | felt. | was litéyddaptized with love.

After the emotional crisis passed, Wilkerson quaedhe Scripture to us. "If any man be
in Christ, he is a new creature: old things arespdsaway; behold all things are become
new." (Il Cor. 5:17).

It made sense. For the first time in my life it rmagknse. | had become new. | was Nicky
and yet | was not Nicky. The old way of life hadajppeared. It was as though | had died to
the old way—and yet | was alive in a new kind ofywa

Happiness. Joy. Gladness. Release. Relief. Freedmmderful, wonderful freedom.
| had stopped running.

All my fear was gone. All my anxieties were gond. Ay hatred was gone. | was in love
with God ... with Jesus Christ ... and with thosauad me. | even loved myself. The hatred
I'd had for myself had turned to love. | sudderglized that the reason | had treated myself
in such a shoddy way was | didn't really love miyaslGod intended for me to love myself.

Israel and | embraced. The tears running down aced and wetting each other's shirts. |
loved him. He was my brother.

Wilkerson had stepped out but was now back in doen: | loved him, too. That skinny,
grinning preacher | had spit on just a few weeKsige—I loved him.

"Nicky, Israel,” he said, "I want to give you a Bbl have other Bibles for the Mau
Maus, too. Come with me and I'll get them for you."

We followed him to another room. There in boxestloa floor were copies of the black
book. He bent over and picked up a pocket sizetibedof the New Testament and started to
pass it to us. "Hey, Davie," | asked, "what abdwgse big books? Could we have the big
ones? We want everyone to know we're Christians'how

Wilkerson looked surprised. The "big books" werstjthat. They were giant sized
editions of the Bible. But the boys wanted them headvas willing to give them to us.

"Man," Israel said, grinning at me, "How about th#t twenty-five-pound Bible!" It felt
like it, too. But the weight of it was small in cparison to the weight that had been lifted
from my heart that night as the sin was removedthadove flowed in.

Late that night | climbed my steps to my room agew person. It was a little after 11:00
P.M. which was early for me—»but | was anxious tolggck to my room. There was no more
need to run. The streets had no appeal to me. hbadore need to be recognized as the gang
leader. | had no more fear of the night.

| went to my closet and took off my Mau Mau jacketd shoes and put them in a bag.
"No more," | thought to myself. "No longer will leed these." | reached up to the shelf and
took down my revolver. By force of habit | startedput the shells in the magazine so | could
sleep with the gun on my night stand. But suddémmembered. Jesus loves me. He will
protect me. | took the bullets and placed them badke small box and put the gun back on
the shelf. In the morning | would turn it in to thpelice.

| walked by the mirror. | couldn't believe whatdve There was a light coming from my
face | had never seen before. | smiled at myskléy; Nicky. Look how handsome you are.
Too bad you have to give up all the girls now @i are so handsome." | broke out laughing
at the irony of it all. But | was happy. The burdsrfear was gone. | could laugh.

| knelt beside the bed and threw my head backu%Jes' Nothing else came out. "Jesus
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... And finally the words came. "Thank you, Jesuthank you."

That night, for the first time in my memory, | poty head on my pillow and slept nine
beautiful hours. No tossing on the bed. No feas@mfnds outside my room. The nightmares
were gone.
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Run baby run

Chapter eleven
Out of the Wilderness

Early the next morning | was out on the street dig up the guys who had gone
forward the night before. | told them to bring thguns and bullets and meet me in
Washington Park. We were going to march on thecpdatation.

Going back to my room | stuck my revolver in mytbahd picking up my big Bible |
started back to Washington Park to meet the others.

Walking down Ft. Greene Place | came face to faitle an old Italian woman | had seen
before. In the past she had crossed the street slieisaw me coming. This time | held up
my big black book that said, "Holy Bible" on theveo in gold letters as | approached.

She stared at the Bible, "Where'd you steal thiakeBI'
| grinned, "I didn't steal it. A preacher gaveathe."

She shook her head, "Don't you know you shoulda'tabout sacred things? God will
punish you for this."

"I'm not lying. And God is not going to punish meclhuse he has forgiven me. I'm
heading to the police station now to give them rag.g1 pulled back my shirt so she could
see the gun stuck in my belt.

Her eyes moved slowly from the gun to the Bible &ndered in disbelief. "Hallelujah!"
she screamed as her face broke into a wreath ¢ésniihrowing up her arms she shouted
again, "Hallelujah!"

| grinned and ran past her toward Washington Park.

About 25 of the Mau Maus were there. Israel hadntleeganized and we marched down
St. Edward to the Housing Police Station on th@eoof Auburn Street.

We didn't stop to think what it must have lookekklito the police. Twenty-five of the
toughest gang members in Brooklyn were marchingndihwe middle of the street carrying an
arsenal of weapons and ammunition. | have thanked.ord many times that they didn't see
us until we were at the door. Had they seen uoekdway they would have barricaded the
doors and probably shot us down in the street.

When we walked in the Desk Sergeant jumped to ée$ &nd reached for his pistol.
"What's going on here? What're you guys up to?"

"Hey, easy man," Israel said. "We ain't coming aose no trouble. We come to turn in
our guns."

"You've what?" the sergeant shouted. "What theibglbing on here anyway?" He turned
and shouted over his shoulder, "Lieutenant, yotebget in here right away."

The lieutenant appeared at the door, "What areetlkeds doing here?" he asked the
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sergeant. "What's this all about?"

Israel turned to the lieutenant, "We've all givarr bearts to God and now we want to
give our guns to the police."

"Yeah," one of the guys chimed in, "maybe you ce@ tlhem to shoot the bad kids with."

We all laughed and the lieutenant turned to thgesart. "Is this on the level? Better get
some of the guys to check outside. We might beirah ambush or something."

| stepped up. "Hey, Lieutenant, looky here." | hafid my Bible. "The preacher gave us
these Bibles last night after we all turned ourrtseaver to Christ. We're not gonna be gang
members any longer. Now, we're Christians."

"What preacher?" the lieutenant asked.

"Man, David Wilkerson. That skinny preacher whoéet hanging around talking to all
the gangs. We had a big meeting over at St. NishAlena last night and we all come to
God. If you don't believe us, call him."

The lieutenant turned to the sergeant. "You gdtpheacher's number?"
"Yes, sir, he's staying with a Mrs. Ortez."

"Call him and tell him to get over here as quickhascan. We may be in for big trouble. If
this is something he's stirred up, I'll have hinaithso fast it'll make his head swim."

The sergeant placed the call and handed the phonthea lieutenant. "Reverend
Wilkerson? You better get down here right awaye ot a room full of Mau Maus and |
don't know what's going on." There was a pausetlagrl the lieutenant hung up. "He's on his
way. But before he gets here | want your guns—fathem."

"Sure, General," Israel said, "that's what we caloen here for." Then turning to the
gang he said, "All right you guys. Bring your gumg here and lay them on the counter.
Leave your bullets, too."

The policemen couldn't believe their eyes. By thise four other cops had come in and
they stood there in unbelief while the stack ottqis zip guns, and homemade rifles grew
higher.

When we finished the lieutenant just shook his h&adning to Israel he said, "All right.
Now suppose you tell me what's really going on."

Israel again related what had taken place at Sthdlas Arena. He told him we had
become Christians and that we were going to lid#farent kind of life. He then asked the
lieutenant if he would autograph his Bible.

This seemed like a great idea and all of us crovatednd asking the cops to autograph
our Bibles.

Just then David pushed through the door. He toeklook at all of us and walked straight
up to the lieutenant. The lieutenant asked albther officers to come into the room.

"Reverend,"” he said, "I want to shake your handitk®/son glanced around with a
quizzical look on his face but stuck out his harfdlevthe policemen pumped it firmly.

"How did you do it?" he asked. "These boys declae on us and have given us nothing
but trouble for years. Then this morning they bp in here and you know what they want?"

Wilkerson shook his head.
"They want us to autograph their Bibles!"
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Wilkerson was speechless. "You asked these policgmehat?” he stammered.

| opened my Bible and showed him the lieutenanifsgraph on the flyleaf. "Well, praise
the Lord!" David said. "See, lieutenant, God isvatk here in Ft. Greene!"

We all stepped out on the street and left the seitgehaking his head in wonder at the
pile of guns stacked on the counter in front of .him

We clamored around Wilkerson. Israel spoke up, Hzgvie, | been reading my Bible
most of the night. Look! I'm in the Bible. Here'symame all over the place. See? Israel.
That's me. I'm famous."

Several weeks later Reverend Arce, the ministea &panish Church called Iglesia de
Dies Juan 3:16 (Church of God John 3:16) came byapaytment. Israel was there. We had
been spending a lot of time together reading obteBiand walking around praying out loud.
Reverend Arce wanted us to come to his church #&x¢ might and give our testimonies. It
was a Wednesday night service and he promisedme ¢y and pick us up.

It was the first real church service | had everrbge We sang for almost an hour. Israel
and | were on the platform and the church buildvag packed full. Reverend Arce preached
a full length sermon and then called on me to gnetestimony.

After I finished speaking, | sat on the front romddistened to Israel.

It was the first time | had heard him speak in pubHe stood behind the pulpit, his
handsome face radiating the love of Christ. Indaatle voice he began to tell of the events
which led up to his conversion. Even though we been together daily during the past few
weeks, tonight | witnessed in him a depth of feglamd expression | had never seen before.
His words took me back to that night in St. Niclsolarena when Israel had so willingly
responded to the Gospel. | thought of my own atéttoward Davie. | had hated him—God
knows how | hated him! How could | have been songf®All he wanted to do was let God
love me through him— instead, | had spit on hinrsed him, wanted to kill him.

Israel's mention of David's name snapped me backaldy.

"l was still testing Wilkerson's sincerity," Israghs saying, relating his feelings after that
first street meeting when he had heard David preach

"One afternoon Wilkerson came by and asked mek® @m to meet some of the other
gang leaders. He wanted to invite them to the mgethe was having at St. Nicholas Arena.

"We went down into Brooklyn together and | pointad Little Jo-Jo, who was President
of the Coney Island Dragons, one of the largesesigangs in the city. | just pointed him out.
| didn't want him to know | set him up for Daviense they were big enemies of the Mau
Maus.

"l told Davie I'd walk home. As he walked up totlet Jo-Jo, | ducked behind some
apartment steps to listen. Jo-Jo looked him ov&rgeod and then spit on his shoes. This is
the highest sign of contempt you can give a felldorJo didn't say a word, he just spit on
David's shoes. Then he turned away and sat dowheosteps.

"Jo-Jo didn't have a home. Matter of fact, he didave much of anything. He slept in the
park in warm weather and when it rained or got d@dslept in the subway. Jo-Jo was a real
bum. He stole clothes out of those big welfare lsoxe the corner and wore ‘em til they were
just rags. Then he'd steal some more.

"That day he had on a pair of old sloppy canvagshath his toes stickin' out and some
big old droopy pants like belonged to a fat man.
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"l figured if Wilkerson was a phony it would show when he met Jo-Jo. Jo-Jo could
spot a phony. If Wilkerson wasn't for real, Jo-Jould stick him with his shiv.

"He looked up at Wilkerson and said, 'Get losth mgan. You don't belong around here.
You come to New York and talk big about God chaggeeople. You get shiny new shoes
and new pants, and we ain't got nothing. My ol leidked me out 'cause there are 10 kids in
our hole and no money. Man, | know your type. Yowd here slummin’ like them rich folks
who ride the bus through the Bowery. Well, you é&etet lost ‘fore someone runs a shiv in
your belly.'

"l could tell that something was getting hold ofvi¥és heart. Maybe he knew Jo-Jo was
telling the truth. He told me later it was becailme remembered something about some
General Booth who had said, 'it is impossible tmfmot men's hearts with the love of God
when their feet are perishing with cold." Maybeohd quote that just right, but anyhow Davie
said that's what flashed through his mind. And koaw what he did? He sat down on those
steps—right there on that street—and pulled higslodf and handed them to Jo-Jo

"Old Jo-Jo, he just looked up at Davie and saidhaWyou trying to prove preacher? That
you got a heart or something? | ain't gonna put gtinkin' shoes on.’

"But Davie talked right back to him. 'Man,' he sdibu been griping about shoes. Now
put 'em on or quit your belly-achin.’

"Jo-Jo said, 'l ain't never had no new shoes.’
"And Wilkerson just kept at him. 'Put ‘em on,’ lagds

"So Jo-Jo put on Davie's shoes. As he did Davidestavalking down the street toward
his car. | kinda crouched back in behind the stepge Jo-Jo chased Davie down the street.
Old Davie was in his socks and had to walk two kdoo the car with all the folks laughin' at
him. That's when | saw he was for real."

Israel paused in his testimony, choking back tedtsthing Davie had said had gotten
through to me. But this guy was no phony. He livdtat he preached. | knew then | couldn't
resist the kind of power that could make a man a@oething like that for someone like Jo-
Jo."

Following the service | made my way slowly throutje crowd still overwhelmed with
the church service and the power of the presenGodfin me as | spoke. | kept thinking that
maybe God wanted me to preach. Could this be Hysofrapeaking to me? | didn't know, but
| felt | needed time to think about it.

The people were still milling around the vestibated standing out front on the sidewalk.
| was still shaking hands when | walked out thenfrdoor. Just then two cars across the street
roared to life. | heard a woman scream. Glancinthat direction | saw gun barrels sticking
out the windows and recognized some of the Bishdpsy began shooting wildly in my
direction as the cars jerked away from the curlmpRewere falling down in front of the
church and running wildly back into the buildingitrg to escape the fusillade of shots. |
ducked behind a door as bullets smacked into thhreegbeside me. The cars sped off into the
night.

As the excitement died down an old man walked wgideeme and put his arm around my
shoulder, "Son, don't get discouraged. Jesus Himsel tempted in the wilderness following
his baptism. You should feel honored that Satarshgged you out for persecution. | predict
you will do great things for God if you perseverélé patted me on the shoulder and
disappeared into the crowd.
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| didn't know what "persevere" meant, but | wantedlo great things for God. | wasn't
too sure that | was honored because Satan hadisemishops around to try to kill me,
though.

Things seemed to have quieted down and | went batko start the long walk home.
Reverend Arce had driven Israel home but | wanteddlk. | needed to think. Mr. Delgado
who had been working with David Wilkerson, asked tmeome home and spend the night
with him. He was a kind, gentle, well-dressed nmahought he must be very wealthy. | was
ashamed of my poor manners and clothes and dedlisatifer. He gave me a dollar bill and
told me if | ever needed money to let him know.

| thanked him and started back to the apartmerds€dng Vanderbilt Avenue, | spotted
Loca standing in front of her apartment. "Hey, Nicwhere you been all this time? Someone
said you dropped out of the gang. Is that right?"

| told her it was.

"Hey, baby, we miss you. Things just aren't theeanthout you around. How come you
don't come back?"

Suddenly, someone locked their arms around me frehind. "Hey, you really do want
me back, don't you?" thinking it was one of our gyaboca's face was frozen with terror. |
hoisted my head and recognized Joe, the Bishopagdidnapped and burned.

| was struggling to get loose when | saw the kimféhis right hand. He held me from
behind with his left hand around my neck while heisg the blade over my shoulder toward
my heart. | threw my right hand up to ward off 8¥nch blade and it stabbed me in the hand
between my ring finger and little finger, going #tle way through my hand and barely
grazing my chest.

| spun around and he slashed at me again. "I'makifinyou this time," he cursed. "You
think you can get away from me by hiding behindharch, then baby you're wrong. I'm
gonna do the world a favor and kill a chicken whotsed square.”

| shouted at Loca, "Get out of here! This guy'sgfa

He moved toward me and jabbed the knife at my stbmigjumped back and snatched a
radio aerial off a parked car. Now the odds werne¥n my hand, the aerial was as deadly as
his switchblade.

| circled the boy, slashing the air with the metal. | was back in my own element now. |
felt confident I could kill him. I thought aheadhdwing from experience what his next move
would be. When he lunged at me with his knife, luldodance back and catch him off
balance. | could blind him with a back-handed swang paralyze or kill him with the second
blow.

| held the antenna in my left hand, my right hamgmng blood, held in front of me to
ward off his knife. "Com'on, baby,” | whispered.riiTit once more. Just once more. It'll be
your last."

The boy's eyes were narrowed with hate. | knevdide to kill him because nothing else
would stop him.

He started toward me and | stepped back as the Wihfzzed by my stomach. Now! He
was off balance. | brought the antenna back to wtapross his unprotected face.

Suddenly, it felt as though the hand of God grabbgdarm. "Turn the other cheek.” The
voice was so real it was audible. | looked on Bighop not as the enemy, but as a person. |
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felt sorry for him standing there in the night 8pij curse words with hate written on his face.
| could picture myself just a few weeks before dtag in the dark street trying to kill an
enemy.

| prayed. For the first time, | prayed for mysé@od, help me."
The Bishop regained his balance and looked up at\Wieat you say?"
| said it again, "God, help me." He stopped andcestat me.

Loca ran up thrusting the neck of a broken whidiettle into my hand. "Slit him open,
Nicky."

The boy started to run. "Throw it at him, Nickyratv it!"

| pulled back my arm but instead of throwing thdtleoat the fleeing Bishop, | threw it
against the side of the building.

Then | took my handkerchief and wrapped it aroundbadly bleeding hand. The blood
soaked through and Loca ran up the steps to hen eow brought me a bath towel to absorb
the bleeding. She wanted to walk me home but Iteldl could make it and started down the
sidewalk.

| was afraid to go to the hospital, but | knew eded help. | was getting weak from loss
of blood. | would have to cross Washington ParknfrBulton Place to get to Cumberland
Hospital. | figured I'd better go before | bleddeath. Standing on the corner of De Kalb by
the Fire Station, | waited for the light to chanBet my eyes began to roll and | knew | had
to get across the street before | fainted.

| staggered out into the middle of the traffic.tdiren | heard a shout and one of the Mau
Maus came running out in the street to help meial$ Tarzan, a real nut who wore a huge
Mexican hat.

"What you trying to do, Nicky, commit suicide?" Heought | was crazy because | had
given my heart to God.

"Man, I'm hurt. Hurt bad. Help me get to Israepaidament, will you?"

Tarzan walked with me to Israel's apartment ancchvebed the five flights of stairs to
his room. It was midnight when | rapped on the door

Israel's mother opened the door and invited m&lve could see | was hurt. Israel came
out of the other room. He looked at me and stadddugh. "Man, what happened to you?"

"l got stuck by a Bishop."
"Hey, baby, | didn't think this could ever happerybu."

Israel's mother interrupted and insisted that k@ahe hospital. Israel and Tarzan both
helped me down the stairs and to the emergency atdhe nearby hospital. Tarzan agreed to
take my wallet with the one dollar in it and telyfarother Frank what happened to me. Israel
waited until the doctor examined my hand. Tendat lieen cut and they were going to have
to put me to sleep to operate. Israel looked senmlien they wheeled me out. "Don't worry,
baby, we'll get the guy who did it."

| wanted to tell him that we didn't need to getereye any more. God would take care of
that. But the door closed softly behind me.

Early the next morning Israel was in my room. | gt groggy from the anesthesia but |
could tell there had been a change about him.allfigot my eyes opened and saw that he
had completely shaved his head.
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"Hey, baldie, what's up?" | mumbled.

Israel had the old look back on his face. "Marstfthey almost shoot us in front of the
church and now they stab you. This Jesus busisefes the birds. That guy had no right to
treat you that way. I'm gonna get him for you."

| was coming to my senses and raised up in the héely, man, you can't do that. |
could've gotten him myself last night but | lefint God's hands. If you go back to the street
you'll never come back. Remember what Davie sa@ltputting your hand to the plow.
Man, you stick with me and leave the fighting al8ne

| struggled to sit up and noticed that Lydia anddtta had come in with Israel.

| fell back on the bed still weak from the lossbtdod and the surgery. My entire arm was
in a big cast from the tips of my fingers to myaeib

Loretta was a cute black-haired Italian girl | ltlded on several occasions. She spoke up,
"Nicky, Israel's right. Those guys will come in thespital and kill you if you don't come
back to the gang. Let's make it like old times agakay? You get well and come on back to
the Mau Maus. We'll be waiting for you."

| turned and looked at Lydia. "Is that the way yeel too ?" | asked.

She hung her head. "Nicky, there's something lotet@tell you. I'm ashamed to bring it
up now when | should have done it a long time dlge.been a Christian for two years now."

"What?" | stared at her in unbelief. "You meandb me you've been a Christian all this
time and never did tell me. How can you be a Ciansand do all the things you've done?
Think about what we've done together. Don't tell yoa're a Christian. Christians don't act
like that. They aren't ashamed of God. | don'tdweiyou.”

Lydia bit her bottom lip and tears came to her eyesshe twisted the sheet with her
hands. "I'm ashamed, Nicky. | was scared to tell gbout Christ. | was afraid that if | told
you | was a Christian you wouldn't want me any nmore

Israel walked over to the side of the bed. "Heyn'am Nicky. You're just upset. You'l
feel better later on. Loretta and | think you oughtcome back to the gang. | don't know
about Lydia. But you think about it and don't wortif talk to some of the guys and we'll get
that guy who did this to you."

| turned away from them. Loretta came over andekisme on the side of the face. | felt
hot tears on my cheek as Lydia bent low to kiss'itra.sorry, Nicky. Forgive me, please.”

| said nothing and she kissed me and ran out.ridnéa@ door close behind them.

After they left | could almost feel the presenceSattan in the room. He was speaking to
me through Israel and Loretta. He was preparinghmaigh my disappointment over Lydia.
"Nicky," he whispered. "You're a fool. They arehigGo on back to the gang. Remember the
good times. Remember the satisfaction of gettingnmge. Remember how sweet it was to be
in the arms of a beautiful girl. You've let yourngadown, Nicky, but it's not too late to go
back."

As he was tempting me the nurse came in with myatirtray. | could still hear his
whisper. "Last night was the first time in youeliyou never fought back. What a coward you
are. Big brave Nicky Cruz, crying there in St. Notds. Running from a Bishop and letting
him get away. Sissy. Square. Coward."

"Mr. Cruz?" It was the nurse speaking as she sbaside my bed. "If you'll turn over I'll
fix your dinner tray."
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| jerked up in bed and slapped at the tray knockirigpm her hands and onto the floor.
"Get the hell out of here!"

| wanted to say more but nothing else came outth@lold curse words had disappeared.
| couldn't even think of them at the time. | juat here with my mouth open and suddenly the
tears flooded my eyes and ran down my face likeekfats. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry," | sobbed
out. "Please call a minister. Call Reverend Arce."

The nurse quietly picked up the dishes and pattedmthe shoulder. "I'll call him now.
You lie down and rest."

| lay back on my pillow and sobbed. In a short tiReverend Arce arrived and prayed
with me. As he prayed | felt release from the $pivat had possessed me. He told me he was
going to send Mr. Delgado up to see me in the mgrand he would see | was taken care of.

That night after the nurse had helped me changeajama top, | knelt beside the bed in
the hospital room. During the afternoon they had/@dosomeone into the other bed in the
room but | thought he was asleep. | began to ptayaud, which was the only way | knew
how to pray. | didn't know you could "pray to yoeifs' | thought you had to pray "to God"
and the only way | knew how to pray was to talkdion—out loud. So | began to pray.

| asked God to forgive the boy who had stabbed mget@a protect him from harm until he
could learn about Jesus. | asked God to forgivédanthe way | had acted toward Lydia and
for slapping the tray out of the nurse's handld tdim | would go anywhere and do anything
He wanted me to do. | reminded Him | wasn't aftaidlie but asked him to let me live long
enough to one day tell Mama and Papa about Jesus.

| was on my knees for a long time before | cravidadk into bed and went to sleep.

The next morning | was dressing to leave the hakpihen the man in the next bed
whispered and motioned for me to step closer. He avaold man with a tube in his throat.
He was shaking and very pale and could barely speake a whisper.

"l was awake last night," he whispered.
| was embarrassed and grinned foolishly.
"Thank you," he said. "Thank you for your prayer."”

"But | wasn't praying for you," | confessed. "l tight you were asleep. | was praying for
myself."

The old man reached over and grabbed my one gawdi Wwih his cold, clammy fingers.
His grip was very weak but | could feel him squegzi"Oh, no, you're wrong. You were
praying for me. And | prayed too. For the first énm many, many years, | prayed. I, too,
want to do what Jesus wants me to do. Thank you."

Big tears rolled down his drawn hollow cheeks aspeke. | said, "God bless you, my
friend,” and walked out. | had never tried to miersto anyone else in all my life. | didn't
know how even now. But | had a strong warm feelihgt God's Spirit had ministered
through me. And | was glad.

Mr. Delgado met me in the lobby. He had paid my doild ushered me out to his car. "I
called David Wilkerson last night,” he said. "HeisElmira conducting a series of meetings.
He wants me to bring you and Israel up there toaveir

"Davie mentioned it the last time | saw him," I&diBut Israel has gone back to the gang.
| don't think he'll go."”

I'll go see him tonight,” Mr. Delgado said. "Butday | want you to stay at my house
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where you'll be safe. We'll leave early in the niogrand drive to Elmira.”

It seemed ironic that | would be going to Elmirab® with Davie. This was where the
police wanted to send me, but for a very diffen@atson. | spent the rest of the day praying
for Israel, that he wouldn't go back to the gangvbeuld come with me to Elmira.

The next morning we got up early and drove throtinghcity toward Brooklyn and the Ft.
Greene project. Mr. Delgado said that Israel hageyto go with us and was supposed to
meet us on the corner of Myrtle and De Kalb atm.aVhen we got there Israel was not
there. | began to feel sick at my stomach. We e@itdhe block but didn't see him. Mr.
Delgado said we we were in a hurry but we'd ridehtsyapartment on St. Edward Street
across from P.S. 67 and see if we could find hire.dkbve by but didn't see any trace of him.
Mr. Delgado kept looking at his watch and said wrild have to go on.

"Can't we circle the block just one more time,aids "maybe we've missed him."

"Look, Nicky," he said, "I know you love Israel aygu're fearful he'll go back to the
gang. But he's got to learn to stand on his ownfeed sometime. He said he'd meet us at 7
a.m. and he's not here. We'll circle the block ar@me time but it's a 6-hour drive up to
Elmira and David is expecting you at 2 p.m."

We drove down the street one more time and theddaethrough the Bronx to pick up
Jeff Morales. Jeff was a Puerto Rican boy who wamtego into the ministry. David had
asked Mr. Delgado to bring him up for the nightinterpret for me when | spoke in the
church.

As we pulled away from the city, | felt a senserelief. | leaned back in the seat and
sighed. The weight was lifted. But in my heart theras a deep sadness because we were
leaving Israel behind and | had an ominous feetihgoom and despair about his future. |
didn't know it then, but it would be six years befd would see him again.

That night David introduced me to the people in ignand | gave my testimony. David
had told me to start at the beginning and tell moyysjust as it happened. | was hazy on the
details and couldn't remember much of what hadntgitace. | was quickly realizing that not
only had God taken many of the old desires awaynfroe, He had wiped many of the
memories out of my mind. But | told the story thesbl could. Many times | would get ahead
of my interpreter and Jeff would have to say, "Shkiown, Nicky, give me a chance to talk."
The people laughed and cried and when the invitatias given, many of them came to the
altar to give their hearts to Christ. The feelihgttGod was calling me to a special ministry
grew stronger as | saw Him at work in my life.

The next day | had a chance to talk with David dolong time. He asked me if | was
serious about going into the ministry. | told hinditin't know anything about it and couldn't
speak understandable English, but | felt God hadhdnd on my heart and was leading me in
that direction. David said he would do everythirggible to arrange for me to go to school.

School! | hadn't been in school for three years tleth | had been kicked out. "Davie, |
can't go back to school. The principal told me évier came back he'd turn me over to the
cops."

David laughed. "Not that school, Nicky. Bible schodow would you like to go to
California?"

"Where?"
"California, on the west coast."
"Is that near Manhattan?" | asked.
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Wilkerson burst out laughing. "Oh, Nicky, Nicky. &.ord has got a lot of work to do in
you. But | think He's just powerful enough to doYbu just wait and see. Great things are
going to happen through your ministry. | believé it

| shook my head. I'd heard the Manhattan cops yusteas tough as the cops in Brooklyn.
If | were going to school, I'd sure hope it'd bengplace out of the city of New York.

David wanted me to remain in Elmira while he wriite Bible school which I later found
out was in La Puente, California, outside Los AegelThe school was a three year Bible
school for boys and girls who wanted to preparettierministry but couldn't afford to go to
college. Of course, | hadn't completed high schmdl David was writing an air mail letter
asking them to accept me anyway.

He said he was making no bones about my past dan¢evas telling them of my dreams
and ambitions and asking them to accept me on posbaven though | had only been a
Christian for a few weeks.

But things were not so good in Elmira. Someonedmpadad a rumor that | was still a gang
leader and was trying to form a gang up there. ®axas upset over the matter and knew it
could mean trouble. | was staying with him at nigit was afraid people would criticize
David. We agreed to pray about it.

That night David talked to me about the Baptisnthia Spirit. | listened intently but didn't
understand what he was trying to get over to merddd passages of scripture from the book
of Acts, | Corinthians, Ephesians. He explained #iter a person is saved God wants to fill
him with His power. He explained about the convarsof Saul in Acts 9; that three days
after Saul was converted, he received the Baptistha Holy Spirit and was filled with new
power.

"That is what you need, Nicky," David said. "Godn#gato fill you with power and give
you special gifts.” "What kind of gifts you meandsked him.

He opened his Bible to | Corinthians 12:8-10 angl&xed about the nine gifts of the
Spirit. "These are given to those who are Baptindtie Holy Spirit. You may not receive all
of them, but you will receive some of them. We [Benstals believe that everyone who is
baptized in the Spirit speaks in tongues."

"You mean I'll be able to speak in English witheuéen studying?" | asked, amazed.

David started to say more but closed his Bible.€Tord told the apostles to 'tarry’ and
they would receive power. | don't want to rush thith you, Nicky. We'll wait on the Lord
and He will Baptize you when you are ready to reedt. In the meantime, we've got a
problem on our hands and we've got to pray abdut it

He flipped off the light and | said, "If he givesenanother tongue | hope it's Italian. |
know the cutest Italian girl you've ever seen ansuide would ..." | was interrupted by
Wilkerson's pillow as it sailed across the room améshed me in the face.

"To sleep, Nicky. Tomorrow is almost here and hba# town thinks you're still a gang
leader. If He gives you another tongue it had bdite something these people up here can
understand when you tell them you're really notuacherer.

The next morning David had a worried look on hisefavhen he came back from the
morning meeting. "Things aren't too good, Nicky. #eoing to have to get you away from
here before tonight and | don't know where | camdsgu unless it's back to New York."

"Do you think the Lord heard our prayers last nijHtasked.
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David looked shocked. "Well, of course | do. Thatlsy | pray, because | believe He
hears me."

"Did you pray God would take care of me?"
"You know | did."
"Then how come you're so anxious?"

David stood and looked for a minute, "Come onslgd get a late breakfast. I'm starved,
aren't you?"

At 2 p.m. that afternoon the phone rang in the inotem. It was the pastor of the church
where David was preaching. There was a woman inffise who wanted to talk to the two
of us. David said we'd be right over. We walkedaimd the pastor introduced us to a Mrs.
Johnson who had driven 200 miles from her homepstate New York. She was 72 years old
and said that last night the Holy Spirit had spoteher. She had read about me in the papers
and said the Holy Spirit had told her | was in tleuand she was to come after me.

| looked at David and big tears were running dowsiface. "Your name may be Mrs.
Johnson, but I think it is really Mrs. Ananias."

She looked at David with a strange look. "I donderstand.”

The pastor interrupted. "He's referring to the Aaaras mentioned in Acts 9 whom the
Holy Spirit touched and sent to minister to Paul.”

Mrs. Johnson smiled. "I only knew that the Lord gyame directions to come pick up this
young boy and take him home with me."

David told me to get ready to drive back with hee. told me he should have an answer
back from La Puente in a few days and he would $endhe as soon as he did. | didn't want
to go, but after hearing what had happened thet tigfore and seeing what was happening
now, | was afraid to stay.

Two weeks later | got a call from David. He wastetia The people at the Bible Institute
had written back and were so intrigued over thepeots of my coming they agreed to waive
all the requirements and take me as a regular stube told me to catch a bus back to New
York. I'd leave for California the following day.

This time | didn't mind the ride back to New Yotkiemembered the ride with Dr. John
and my depressed feeling of dropping back intogpiheBut the pit was gone. This time | was
on my way out of the wilderness. | was a have e-fieur wait in the bus station before David
could meet me. | had agreed to wait in the lobbketep out of trouble. However, trouble had
a way of tracking me down. It came in the form @f %iceroys who formed a silent circle
around me as | sat reading a magazine.

"Hey, look at pretty boy," one of them said, makneference to my suit and tie. "Hey,
Dude, you're outta your territory. Don't you kndwstViceroy turf?"

Suddenly, one of the boys spoke up. "Hey, you dungsv who this is? This that jerk from
the Mau Maus who turned preacher."”

Another one walked up to me and stuck his fingeiireg my face. "Hey, preacher, can |
touch you? Maybe some your holy-roly rub off on'me.

| slapped his hand away from my face. "You wanmaldinarled, the old Nicky breaking
through. "Well, just touch me one more time and'nga dead man."

"Hey," the boy jumped back in mock surprise. "Liste
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to him. He looks like a preacher but he talks Bke " and he used a filthy name.

Before he could move, | sprang to my feet and sapkKist into his stomach. As he bent
over from the blow, | hit him on the back of theaewnith my fist. He fell unconscious to the
floor. The other boys were too surprised to movbke People in the bus station were
scattering and hiding behind the benches. | backedhe door. "You guys try anything and
I'll have everyone of you killed. I'm going aftdret Mau Maus. I'll be back in an hour and
we'll kill every one of you Viceroys."

They knew | meant it and they knew the Mau Mausewetice as vicious and powerful as
they were. They looked at each other and backedrtbéhe other door, dragging their limp
companion with them.

"I'l be back," | shouted. "You guys better be be move because you're as good as dead
right now."

| ran out the door toward a nearby subway entraBo¢.on the way down the block |
passed a Spanish church. Something in me slowedowe and then turned me around. |
walked slowly up the steps into the open buildidgybe | should pray first, | thought. Then
I'll go after the Mau Maus.

But once inside the church | forgot about the Maaust—and the Viceroys. | began to
think about Jesus. And then about my new life ahéadahelt at the altar and the minutes
passed like seconds and I finally felt a tap onstin@ulder. | looked around. It was Wilkerson.

"l figured when | didn't find you in the bus statigou'd be here," he said.

"Naturally," I answered. "Where did you think I'd,lback with the gang?" He laughed as
we walked toward his car.
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Run baby run

Chapter twelve
School Daze

The bible institute in La Puente, California, isahand unpretentious. It is located on a
small tract of land just out of town. Most of theventy students enrolled in the school were
Spanish speaking and most of them came from madesinstances.

Steve Morales and | arrived by plane from New Yadrke school was different—more
different from anything | had ever experienced. Thkes were very strict and the schedule
very disciplined. The school was highly regimentsidh classes held Tuesday through
Saturday. Most of the students lived in barracketgormitories on the campus.

It took several months for me to get accustometié¢anstitute. | had always had my own
way, but at the Institute everything was done tek from the time we got up at 6:00 a.m.
until lights out at 9:30 p.m. There was virtually free time and we were required to spend
more than two hours a day in prayer besides théaixs in class. My biggest problem was
not being able to talk to the girls. This was slyidorbidden and the only time we could
converse was a few stolen moments before and@éss or while washing dishes during our
regular KP duty.

However, it was the philosophy of the school takediscipline and obedience. And even
though this was very difficult for me, it was jubke kind of training | needed. Anything less
strict would have allowed me too much freedom.

The meals were filling but far from appetizing. Qusual breakfast was hot mush and
toast, but once a week we had an egg. This type ltevever, was a definite part of our
training, since most of us would be Spanish minsste poor sections of the nation and would
be forced to live on very meager substance.

The teachers were very patient with me. | didntvikrhow to act and felt my insecurity
keenly. | tried to make up for it by acting smamtiashowing off.

| remember one morning during the third month dicst we were standing while the
teacher led us in a lengthy opening prayer. | heehbeyeing this cute black-haired, very
pious Mexican girl in front of me for some weekg hadn't been able to attract her attention.
In the middle of the prayer | gently slipped thaictaway from her desk thinking she'd surely
notice me now. At the "amen" we all sat down. Sbgced me all right! She turned around
from her awkward position on the floor and and ledkip at me with eyes that were spitting
fire. | was overcome with laughter as | reached mldavhelp her up. She glared at me and
scrambled to her feet unassisted. She never saidrd and somehow it wasn't funny
anymore. As she swung her chair back into posisbe,deliberately jabbed the sharp leg into
my shin. | don't think anything has ever hurt sccimd could feel the blood draining from my
face and thought | was going to faint. Everyonéhmclass laughed. | finally regained control
of myself and looked up at her. She glared backatwith eyes that could burn a hole
through an armored tank. | smiled weakly but fidé Il was going to throw up. She turned
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around and sat rigidly at her desk facing the teach

The professor cleared his throat and said, "Now wehave finished with the morning
devotion we shall begin. Mr. Cruz will be the ficste to recite for us this morning.

| looked at him with a weak, blank look. "Mr. Crlihe said, "You have prepared your
recitation have you not?" | tried to say somethidg my leg was hurting so badly | couldn't
talk.

"Mr. Cruz, you know the penalty for failing to hayeur lesson ready. | know that you
have great difficulty with the language and that yxave not disciplined your mind to think in
academic terms. We are all trying to be patienhwiu but unless you cooperate | have no
choice but to give you a zero and flunk you in ttosirse. | ask you once more, do you have
your material ready?"

| nodded and got to my feet. My mind was complebdank. | hobbled around to the front
of the room and faced the class. | looked downhatgretty girl with the dark eyes. She
smiled very sweetly and opened her notebook salldceee page after page of neatly written
notes on the very material | was supposed to recltoked at the teacher and said faintly,
"Excuse me." | ran out of the room toward the ddonyi

| had made a complete fool of myself. | thoughbuld act smart and everyone would
laugh at me like they had in the gangs. But thes@ple were different. They tolerated me
because they felt sorry for me. | was a misfit.Aricast.

| sat down on the side of my bed and wrote Davidk@v/son a long letter. | told him it
was tough out here and | had made a mistake inngprhiwas sorry | had let him down but
was afraid | was going to embarrass him if | stayesichool. | asked him to send me a plane
ticket home. | put a special delivery stamp on nt anailed it to Wilkerson's home in
Pennsylvania.

His reply arrived a week later. | eagerly tore offemenvelope to find a short note.
"Dear Nicky,
Glad to hear you are doing so well. Love God aad $atan.

Sorry we have no money in the budget right nowilllwrite you later when we get some
money.

Your friend, David."

| was sick, upset, and frustrated. This time | wrblr. Delgado a special delivery letter. |
knew he had money but was afraid to tell him | Wwaging such a rough time at school. | told
him my family in Puerto Rico needed money and | tmdome home to get a job and help
them. | hadn't heard from my family in a year, this seemed the only story | could tell and
get away with it.

A week later | received a special delivery letteni Delgado.
"Dear Nicky,

So glad to hear from you. | have sent money to yamnily so you can stay in school. God
bless you."

That night | went to talk to Dean Lopez. | told hite problems | was having. | was
rebelling against all authority. The day beforbatl been my turn to mop the auditorium and
| had thrown the mop on the floor and told thenadl ltome to California to go to school, not
work like a slave. | still walked like a jitterbug.knew | shouldn't even think like the old
Nicky used to think— but | couldn't help it. Wheretother guys in the dorm tried to pray for
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me, | shook them off and told them they were toodgfor me. | was a crook. A gangster.
They were all saints. They wanted to pray for mé pat hands on me, but | refused to let
them get close to me. | wept bitter tears as irshis little office and cried out for help.

Dean Lopez was a small, bronze-skinned man. Henkst and nodded his head and
finally reached for his battered Bible which wadden under a huge stack of ungraded test
papers.

"Nicky, you must get involved with the Holy Spirtou have been saved and you want to
follow Jesus, but you are never going to have &ay victory in your life until you receive
the Baptism in the Holy Spirit."

| sat and listened as Dean Lopez spoke to me frmojen Bible of the marvelous
victory that could be mine if I would receive Go8girit.

"In Acts 1," he said, "the apostles were in yotmation, Nicky. They had been saved but
they had no inner power. They were depending onpthesical presence of the person of
Jesus Christ to give them power. As long as theydcbe close to Him they were filled with
power. But when they were separated from Him theyewpowerless. Only one time in the
Gospels do we find record of Jesus healing anyatieut being in their presence. This was
in the case of the Centurion's servant. But even,tthe centurion had come to Jesus in order
for his faith to be fulfilled. In Matthew it is recded that Jesus commissioned the 12 disciples
and gave them power against unclean spirits, totlkeam out, and to heal all kinds of disease.
But even with His commission, they still did notveahe necessary power to follow through.
Evidence of this is found later in the same boolemla man brought his son to Jesus for
healing, saying he had brought him to the disciples$they were powerless to cure him."

| listened intently as the dean's fingers flippathvexpert knowledge through the pages of
the well used Bible. "In the Garden of Gethsemasaigd withdrew from His disciples to pray.
But as soon as He was out of their sight they becpowerless. He had asked them to stay
awake and watch for the soldiers, but instead iyt to sleep.”

| thought to myself, "That's me. | know what He wame to do but | don't have the
power to do it. | love Him and want to serve Himf bm powerless."

The dean kept talking, caressing his Bible withtasds like he was touching the finger
tips of a dear friend. His eyes glistened with rmois as he talked of his precious Lord. "Then
you remember later that night when Peter was stgndutside the palace. When they took
his Lord away Peter lost his power. He became atsqi coward. And that night even a
servant girl called his bluff and caused Petemse his Savior and deny he ever knew Him."

Lopez caught his breath in a sharp gasp and hage frermed in his eyes and dropped on
the yellowed pages of the open Bible. "Oh, Nickat®s so like all of us. How tragic! How
terribly tragic, that in His hour of need He hadstand alone. Would to God | had been there
to stand with Him ... to die with Him. And yet, Kig, | fear | would have been just like Peter,
for the Holy Spirit had not yet come and dependingny own strength, I, too, would have
deserted Him.

He had to stop talking as his voice choked up. tiee@ his handkerchief from his pocket
and blew his nose loudly.

He reopened his Bible to Acts and continued. "Njatky you remember what happened
after the crucifixion?"

| shook my head. | knew very little about the Bible
"The disciples all gave up. That's what happenégyTsaid that it was all over and they
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were going to go back to their fishing boats. Timyower they had was the power that
came from the physical presence of Jesus in whamSgirit of God lived. But after the
resurrection Jesus told the disciples to returdetiasalem and to wait until they received a
new power ... the promised power of the Holy Spirit

"The last promise Jesus gave His followers was theyld receive power. Look here in
Acts 1:8." He held the Bible across the desk soula read it with him. "But ye shall receive
power, after that the Holy Ghost is come upon yand ye shall be witnesses unto me both in
Jerusalem, and in all Judea, and in Samaria, atodtiv@ uttermost part of the earth.”

"You see, Nicky, this is not a command to go witndsis a promise that you will receive
power. And when the apostles received the powey, tould not help but become witnesses.
They received the power in the Baptism of the H8pirit. The Spirit had returned from
Heaven in a mighty and magnificent way and haeédilevery one of those apostles with the
same power that had filled Jesus."

| squirmed in my chair. "If He is sending His Spiril said, "why hasn't He sent Him to
me?"

"Oh, He has," the dean answered, now back up ofe&isand walking to and from beside
his little desk, "He has! You just haven't receiv#ich yet."

"Sent Him. Received Him. What's the difference?"

"The Spirit of God is in you, Nicky. He came intow life that night in St. Nicholas
Arena. No man can say that Jesus is the Lord, Ytihd Holy Ghost." It was the Spirit who
convicted you of your sin. It was the Spirit whosgayou the power to accept Jesus as your
Lord. It is the Spirit who has opened the doorsylom to be at school. But you have not let
Him fill you completely."”

"How do | do this?" | asked honestly. "I've triedgurify my life by getting rid of all my
sins. I've fasted and prayed, but nothing has hegahé

He smiled, "It's not anything you do, Nicky. Yourgily receive Him."
| shook my head. | was still puzzled.

Dean Lopez took his Bible once again and expelipypéd it open to the book of Acts.
"Let me tell you about a man named Saul. He wasgtm a big rumble’ in Damascus and
was struck down by the Spirit of Christ. Three ditser he was Baptized in the Spirit and
began to preach. This time the power came throlgletying on of hands."

"Is that the way | get it?" | asked. "Can someaae their hands on me and | will be
baptized in the Holy Spirit?"

"It could come that way," Dean Lopez answered. y@r may receive it when you are all
by yourself. But once it happens your life will mebe the same."

He paused, then looking me straight in the eye, S&ite world needs your voice, Nicky.
There are hundreds of thousands of young peoplevall America who still live where you
lived—and in the same manner you lived. They atggbtin the clutches of fear, hate, and
sin. They need a strong prophetic voice that wak up out of the slum and ghetto and point
them to Christ who is the way out of their misefpey will not hear the eloquent pulpiteers
of the day. They will not listen to the seminarydaible school teachers. They will not hear
the social workers. They will not hear the profesal evangelists. They will not attend the
large churches and would not be welcome even if theé. They need a prophet out of their
own ranks, Nicky. And from this hour, | am prayipou will be that prophet. You speak their
language. You have lived where they live. You éte them. You have hated like they hate.
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Feared like they fear. And now God has touched Yiteiand called you out of the gutter so
you may call others to follow in the Way of the €50

There was a long period of sacred silence. | hbardspeak again. "Nicky, do you want
me to pray for you to receive the Holy Spirit?"

| thought a long time, then answered, "No, | fée$ is something | must receive myself.
If I am to stand alone then | must receive it aldrigelieve He will fill me when He is ready
... for I am ready now.

Dean Lopez looked down and smiled. "You are wiseing Nicky. These words could
have come only from God's Spirit. The time is fagproaching when your life shall change
completely. | shall pray for you as you pray fouyself."

| glanced at the clock on the wall. | had been with four hours. It was 2:00 a.m.

The next five nights were spent in agonizing prayethe chapel. My days were filled
with class activity but at night I'd go to the ckipo plead with God to Baptize me in His
Holy Spirit. | didn't know how to pray except oauld and | got louder and louder. | would
kneel at the altar and cry out to God, "Baptize tegptize me, baptize me!" But nothing
happened. It was as though the room were a box matbutlets and my prayers could not
ascend to Heaven. Night after night | went to thapel and knelt and hit the altar rail with
my fists and screamed, "Baptize me God, pleasdzeapte that | might have the power of
Jesus." | even tried to mouth words in an unknocmgtie, but nothing came out.

Friday night, after a week of fruitless praying f@and five hours a night | was about to
break under the strain. At midnight | left the cllapnd was walking slowly across the
campus when | heard a man screaming behind the blakling. | dashed around the corner
and ran head on into Roberto, a former junkie. H&gberto! Roberto! What's the matter?"

He threw his arms in the air and shouted, "Prasé! Graise God! Praise God!"
"What's happened? Why are you so happy?"

"I've been Baptized in the Spirit. Tonight, justesv minutes ago, | was praying and God
touched my life and filled me with joy and happisiescan't stop. I've got to tell the world.
Praise God, Nicky, praise His wonderful name!" Hekie away and ran across the campus,
leaping in the air and shouting, "Hallelujah! Pea@zod."

"Hey, wait a minute," | shouted after him. "Robéroberto! Where did you receive the
Baptism? Where were you when it happened?"

He turned and breathlessly pointed toward the ass building. "In the classroom. In
the big classroom. | was at the front on my knewektee filled me with fire. Hallelujah! Praise
God!"

| waited to hear no more. | was off across the asmnp a mad dash heading for the
classroom. If He touched Roberto maybe He istsidie and He will touch me too. | skidded
through the door of the building and bounded domenhall to the big classroom. Screeching
to a stop at the door, | peered in. It was darkandt.

Slowly | entered the dark empty room and felt mywarough the chairs and desks to the
front. | knelt beside the desk where the pretty kdaired girl had flopped so
unceremoniously on the floor when | had pulled ¢hair from under her. | had no time to
reconstruct the event in my mind as | put my haodsther in traditional style and turned my
face toward the ceiling.

Then in a loud voice | cried out, "God, it's mecNI! I'm here, too. Baptize me!" | waited
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expectantly. Nothing happened.

Maybe I'm speaking to the wrong person, | thoughttry again. "Jesus,” | screamed at
the top of my voice. "lt's me, Nicky Cruz, down &édn the classroom in La Puente. I'm
waiting to be baptized in your Spirit. Let me reeethe Baptism.”" The expectancy was so
strong | was almost lifted off the floor. My moutvas open ready to speak in tongues. My
legs were tense under me ready to leap and runRieerto did. But nothing happened.
Nothing. Silence. The floor grew hard and my kneegan to hurt and | slowly stood up and
directly walked across the dark campus to my damnmit

The smell of night blooming jasmine was in the dine grass was wet under my feet
from the early dew. In the bushes | heard the togeof a whippoorwill and someplace in the
distance | heard the deep bellow of a night digsdling its cargo up from the valley. The
moon slipped behind a dark cloud like a seductady lwithdrawing into her apartment and
closing the door. The smell of jasmine and gardemafted on the cool night air and the
street lights blinked as the wind tossed the patmds across their shafts of light. | was alone
in God's paradise.

| slipped quietly into the dorm and felt my waynty bunk. | lay back on my bed with my
hands under my head and stared into the darkneesld hear the soft breathing of the other
boys. "God!" | sobbed. And | felt the hot tears @ta my eyes and run down into my ears
and onto the pillow. "I've been asking for a weekl you've let me down. I'm no good. |
know why you haven't filled me. I'm not good enoupgact like a jackass around all the other
people. | don't even know how to hold my knife dark. | can't read very well and | can't
think fast enough to keep up. All I know is the gahm so out of place here and I'm so dirty
and sinful. | want to be good. But | can't be geothout your Spirit and you won't give Him
to me because I'm not good enough.”

The image of my old room at 54 Ft. Greene Placsh#@id through my mind and |
shuddered uncontrollably. "I don't want to go ba@Gkd, but | just can't make it here. All
these boys and girls are so pious and holy angdd'fiithy and sinful. | know when I'm out of
place. I'm going back tomorrow."

| turned over and fell into a troubled sleep.

After class the following day, | went back to myrahitory to pack my things. | had made
up my mind to sneak off campus and begin the langney home— hitchhiking. It was
useless to remain here.

That evening as | sat on my bunk my thoughts wetezriupted by one of the off-campus
students.

"Ah, Nicky! Just the one | wanted to see."”
| thought to myself, "And you're just the one I didvant to see.”

"Nicky," he continued with a joyful sound about hifiwe're having a Bible study and
service down at the little mission on Guava Boutdvawant you to come with me."

| shook my head. "Not tonight, Gene. I'm tired drade a lot of studying to do. Ask one
of the other boys."

"But there are no other boys around,” he said aslapgped me on the back of the
shoulder, "and besides, the Spirit has told metoecafter you."

"Humph, the Spirit, eh? Well, the Spirit has tole no stay here and get some rest since
I've been so busy talking to Him all week. Now gwag and let me rest.” | lay down and
turned my back to him.
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"I will not leave unless you come with me," he ssidbbornly. And he sat down on the
foot of my bed and crossed his legs.

| was exasperated. This guy was crazy. Couldrt¢lhédidn't want to go?

"All right," I sighed, "I'll go with you. But don'be surprised if | fall asleep in the church
service." "Let's go," Gene said gleefully, pulliagmy arm.

"We're late now and I'm supposed to preach."

| had decided I'd go with him and sneak out afterdervice and hitchhike out of town. |
stuck my toothbrush and a few other necessitiemyirpocket and figured | could leave the
rest of the stuff here. It wasn't worth much anyway

We arrived at the little mission about 7:30 p.mwls brown adobe with stucco inside.
The crude wooden slat benches were filled withesicsimple Mexican people. "At least I'm
among good company,” | thought. "Yet even theseleeare better than I. At least they're
here because they want to be here. I'm here betawaseforced.”

Gene preached about 15 minutes and then gaveténesall. | was sitting on the back row
beside a grizzled man who smelled strongly ofalnd sweat. His clothes were grimy as if he
had just come in from one of the farms and hada%hed up. As Gene prayed the old man
next to me began to weep. "Jesus, Jesus, Jesushibeered over and over. "Thank you,
Jesus. Oh, thank you, Jesus."

Something moved in my soul. It was as though soméanl turned on a faucet, slowly at
first. Then | began to fill up. "Thank you, Jesuth& old farmer next to me prayed, "thank
you."

"Oh God!" | sobbed out, "Oh Jesus, Jesus, JesugsIclenching my teeth trying to hold
it in but the dam had burst and | was running dtlenaisle toward the front, stumbling and
staggering until | fell at the crudely splinterdtharail and cried uncontrollably.

| felt Gene's hand on my head. "Nicky," | couldddgmake out his words over my sobs.
"Nicky, God was not going to let you run away tdrigHis Spirit came to me an hour ago
and sent me to your dormitory to get you and bgog to this meeting. | knew you were
going to run away. He sent me to stop you."

How did he know? No one knew. No one but God.

"God sent me to you, Nicky. All the boys and thacteers have been praying for you at
school. We feel that God has placed His hand onityaumarvelous and wonderful way. We
feel He is about to move you out into a great amdsmme ministry. We love you. We love
you. We love you."

The tears were coming like rivers. | wanted to talk could say nothing. | felt him step
across the unpainted altar rail, put his arm araugdshoulders and kneel beside me. "Can |
pray for you, Nicky? Can | pray that Christ willgieze you in His Holy Spirit?"

| tried to answer but the crying grew worse. | nedidny head and made some funny
sounds which he interpreted to be an affirmativensan.

| was unaware of his praying. | don't even know tibe he prayed or not. Suddenly, |
opened my mouth and from it came the most beawtduhds I've ever heard. | felt a great
cleansing from within, as though my body had beergg@d from the bottoms of my feet to
the top of my head. The language | was praising @itld was not English or Spanish. It was
an unknown tongue. | had no idea what | was sakpungl knew it was praise to the most
Holy God in words that | could never form myself.
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Time had no meaning and the hardness of the uh&diswo by eight that | was kneeling
on seemed to make no difference. | was praising tBedvay | had always wanted to, and |
was never going to stop.

It seemed like only moments later that | felt Gehake my shoulder. "Nicky, it's time to
go. We've got to get back to school."

"No, this is good," | heard myself say, "Let meystare forever.”

"Nicky!" he was insistent, "we've got to go. Youncinish when we get back but we've
got to get back to the school.”

| looked up. The church was empty except for the tfvus. "Hey, where is everybody?"
"Man, it's 11:00 p.m. They've been gone for ovehaur."

"You mean I've been praying for two hours?" | cottithelieve it.

"Thank you, Jesus! Thank you!" | shouted as wefoathe car.

Gene let me out in front of the dorm and drove bffin inside and turned on the light. |
was singing, "Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almightygt the top of my voice.

"Hey, what's going on? What's wrong with you?" thimmgan shouting. "Turn that light
off. What kind of crazy nut are you anyway? Tura light off!"

"Shut up," | shouted. "Tonight | celebrate. You démow what has happened to me but |
do and tonight | sing ... 'Sunshine, Sunshine insawy today ..." A barrage of pillows came
at me from all over the room. "Turn the light o@tit | knew a light had been turned on in
my soul that would never be turned out. It wouldrbiorever.

That night | dreamed again, for the first time sindad been saved. In my dream | stood
on the hill top near Las Piedras in Puerto Ricoergh had stood many times before in my
nightmare. Looking up in the sky | saw the familiarm of a bird. | shuddered in my sleep
and tried to rouse myself. O God, don't let theantsigain. Please! But the bird grew nearer.
Only this time it was not the legless bird or ewepigeon. It was a dove, settling gently on
my head. The dream faded and | lapsed into a datisfying sleep.
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Run baby run

Chapter thirteen
Where Angels Fear to Tread

The days that followed were filled with joy and tay. The first change | noticed was in
my conduct. | wasn't a jitterbug any longer. | st@i attention during the prayers, praying
with the leader. Instead of acting smart | begashimw consideration to others, especially the
girl who sat in front of me with the beautiful dagles. | found her name was Gloria. The day
| shared my testimony with the class she came updaand shook my hand in a dignified,
lady-like way, "God bless you, Nicky. I've beenyng for you."

| had a feeling she probably had been praying llevédrop dead.” But | knew she was
genuinely happy God had touched me. It showed imbkautiful smile and deep dark eyes
that twinkled like the stars at midnight.

The next week | got up enough courage to ask hgotaith me to a mission service we
were holding at a little church near the campus Shiled and her dimples winked as she
nodded "yes."

During the year we attended many church servicgstbher. Although we were always
with a group of people, | learned a great deal abeu She was born in Arizona. Her father
was ltalian and her mother Mexican. They had maee@alifornia when she was five and
her parents had opened a bar in Oakland. Duringdm@or year in high school she had been
saved and decided to enter Bible School. Her paRieverend Sixto Sanchez, suggested she
write the Bible Institute. They accepted her anel shtered school in the fall of that year.

As the school year drew to a close | sensed Gloaa going through some deep inner
turmoil. The regimentation of the school was tgjlon her. At the close of the year she told
me she didn't believe she could take it another gad wouldn't be back. | was disappointed
but made her promise to write me.

That first summer | remained in Los Angeles. Somentls took me in and gave me a
place to stay. But | missed Gloria deeply. Wherostistarted in the fall, | was grateful to
find a waiting letter. She had kept her promise.

She told me, in part, of the motivations that cduser to leave school. "My experiences
were different from yours, Nicky," she wrote. "Evrough Mom and Dad ran a bar, | had
been raised in a good moral atmosphere. When bated, | went to extremes with my life. |
was taught that it was sinful to copy any of thetgras of the world. | took off all my
makeup, refused to wear a bathing suit, and delenh wear jewelry. Everything about me
was negative. Then when | got to school, it waseverse. | was about to crack up. | wanted
to tell you but we never had any time alone. | hppe understand and will keep praying for
me. But | won't be back to school."

The second year at Bible school moved fast. My eggdthproved and the other students
were beginning to accept me. | had several oppii¢gnto preach at street services and to
give my testimony in some of the nearby churches.
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In April, 1 got a letter from David Wilkerson. Heas still living in Pennsylvania but
wanted me to return to New York that summer anckwath the gangs in Brooklyn. He had
made plans to rent an apartment on Clinton Averetevden Fulton and Gates and had
secured commitments from Thurman Faison and Luigdde to serve with me if | would
come. Money was short but they would furnish utaaeto stay and pay us each $7 a week.

That night after study hour | went to the Deanfecefand called David collect. The phone
rang a long time and finally a drowsy voice answerde grunted he would accept the
charges.

"Hey, Davie, it's me, Nicky. Have you finished sepp'
"Nicky, have you any idea what time it is?"
"Sure, baby, it's 10:00 p.m."

"Nicky ..." there was just the slightest hint ofasperation in the voice, "it may be 10:00
p.m. in California, but it's 1:00 a.m. here and @waad | have been asleep for two hours. And
now you've wakened the baby, too."

"But Davie, | just wanted to give you the good néwsould hear the child screaming in
the background.

"What can be so good that it wouldn't wait untilmmag, Nicky?"

"This won't wait, Davie. I'm coming to New York veork with you this summer. God has
told me He wants me to come."

"That's wonderful, Nicky. It really is. I'm thrilte So is Gwen and so is the baby. I'll be
sending you a plane ticket. Good night."

| stayed awake all night making plans for my retiariNew York.

The trip home helped me see just how much | hadgddh It was as though my whole
life had been toned up—had come alive. As we begamnescent to Idle wild Airport in New
York, my heart tingled with memories and excitemérspotted the silhouette of the Empire
State Building on the horizon, and then the BrookBridge. | never realized how massive
the city was as it sprawled out for hundreds ofasgumiles. My heart overflowed with love
and compassion for the millions of people below wrere trapped in the asphalt jungle of
sin and despair. My eyes blurred with tears asiveted the city. | was sad yet happy—afraid
yet anxious. | was home.

David met me at the airport and we embraced and weashamedly. Putting his arm
around my shoulder he led me to the car, bubblirey with excitement about his new dream.
| listened as he talked of his plans for the futoffenis new Teen Challenge. But he could see
something was troubling me and finally slowed demough to ask what it was.

"Davie, what have you heard from Israel? Whereel3 Is he okay?"

David hung his head and finally looked up at mehwsomber eyes. "No, Nicky,
everything is not okay. | didn't say anything abdaunh my letters because | was afraid it
would discourage you. | guess | might as well yell now so you can begin to pray with me
about it."

We sat in the hot car in the airport parking loiletDavid told me of Israel.

"Israel is in prison, Nicky. He was involved in aurder in December after you left for
school. He's been in prison ever since."

My pulse quickened and | felt a cold sweat in thbrs of my hands. | took a deep breath.
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"Tell me all you know, Davie. I've got to hear it."

"l didn't hear about it until it was all over and had been shipped to prison in Elmira. |
drove up to New York to see Israel's mother. Siedowhen she talked to me and told me
there had been a big change in Israel's life dieeraccepted Christ, but then after the
disappointment he returned to the gang.”

"What disappointment?” | asked.
"Don't you know?"
"You mean about me getting stabbed? He said hegaiag to get the guy who did it."

"No, it was something deeper than that. His motbler me that the day you got out of the
hospital Mr. Delgado came by the apartment anddaska to go with you to meet me in
Elmira the next day. Israel got excited about itl @aid he'd go. She got him up the next
morning at 4 a.m., ironed his clothes and packeadshitcase. He walked over to Flatbush
Avenue and waited from 6 a.m. until 9 a.m. Somelh@xmissed you. He went back to the
apartment, threw his suitcase on the floor and htddmother that all Christians were a bunch
of fakes. That night he went back to the gang."

| could feel the tears coming to my eyes as | tdrteeDavid. "We looked for him. We
looked all over for him. | wanted to stay and l@szkme more but Mr. Delgado said we had to
go. Oh, David, if only we had known. If only we hiaked a little harder and a little longer
maybe he would be in school with me now."

David blew his nose and continued. "After he weatkoto the gang, he and four others
shot a kid from the South Street Angels in frontled Penny Arcade. He died on the spot.
Israel pled guilty to murder in the second degnme@ \®as sentenced to five years in the state
penitentiary. He's there now."

There was a long pause and | finally asked Davlteihad seen or heard from him since
he went to prison.

"I wrote him but found he could not write back. ldeuld only write his immediate
family. Even his correspondence courses had tebeterough the prison chaplain. | prayed
for him all that next summer and finally made @ wp to Elmira just to see him. They were
getting ready to transfer him to the work camp atnStock and would only let me see him
for a few minutes. He was doing all right, |1 gudsst he still has more than three years to
serve."

We sat in silence for a long time and | finallydsdil think we ought to pray for Israel.”

David bent over the steering wheel and began tp @ualoud. | turned around in the seat
and got on my knees on the floorboard with my elbosting on the seat. We spent almost
15 minutes praying there in the parking lot. Whenfimished David said, "We've done all we
can for Israel right now, Nicky, but there is ayduill of others just like him that we can still
salvage for Jesus Christ. Are you ready to go tck@o

"Let's go," | said, but | knew my work would nevee finished until | was able to free
Israel. David started the car and pulled out ihi lheavy New York traffic. | was on fire for
the Lord. "l want to visit my old gang members torow," | said nonchalantly. "I want to tell
them about Jesus."

David cocked his head to one side as he pullethefhighway and braked to a stop at a
red light. Looking over at me he said, "I'd go slalout that if | were you, Nicky. A lot has
happened since you've been away. You remember wbenbecame a Christian? They
almost killed you. I'd be careful. There's enoughdd without getting tangled up with the
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Mau Maus right now. Only fools walk in where angkar to tread."”

The stop light changed and we pulled off, swingivige to pass a bus. "I may be a fool,
Davie, but this time I'm a fool for Jesus' sake.wilégo with me and will protect me. Angels
may fear to tread in Mau Mau turf, but | go witlsus.”

David grinned and nodded his head as he turneddimbon Avenue. Pulling to a stop in
front of an apartment building he said, "He's yguide, Nicky. Not me. You do what He tells
you and you'll witness nothing but victory. Come bwant you to meet Thurman and Luis."

The next day was the big day. | had stayed awaks ofahe night praying. | put on my
suit and flashy tie, tucked my new leather Biblelemmy arm and started across town to the
Ft. Greene project. | was on my way to see the Maus.

The city hadn't changed much. A few of the oldelldngs had been condemned and
boarded up, but everything else was just as | éfad two years before.

But | was different. | had gained weight and cutimayr, but the big difference was inside.
| was a new Nicky.

As | crossed Washington Park my heart began tofaetdr. | was looking for Mau Maus;
yet, for the first time | was worried about how dwd greet them—and what they would say
when they saw me. How would | introduce myself?aswt scared, | just wanted wisdom to
handle the situation for the glory of God.

As | came out of the park | spotted a gang of MaauMleaning up against the side of a
building. David's words flashed through my mindpRofools walk in where angels fear to
tread," but | breathed a prayer out loud to theyHgyirit to go with me, and walked up the
loitering gang.

There were about thirteen boys in the crowd. |tggbWillie Cortez and slapping him on
the back | said, "Hey, Willie, baby ..." He turnaald stared at me. "Don't tell me you Nicky."

"Yeah, man, I'm Nicky."

"Man, you look like a saint or something."

"Cool it, baby. I've just come in from Californidhings are going well for me. I'm a
Christian and going to school.”

He grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me arseweral times, looking at my
clothes and my features. "Man, Nicky, | can't badié@. | can't believe it."

Then turning to the other gang members who wemngtauriously he said, "Hey, you
guys, take off your hats. This is Nicky. He used&our president. He was a big jitterbug.
He made history with the Mau Maus. He was the tesghbf ‘em all."

The boys took off their hats. Willie Cortez was @y one in the group | recognized.
Most of the kids were younger, much younger. Belytivere impressed. They had heard of
me and crowded around sticking out their hands.

| put my arm around Willie's shoulder and grinnédhian. "Hey, Willie, let's take a walk
through the park. | want to talk to you."

We walked off from the group and into WashingtorrkP&Villie was walking slowly
beside me with his hands in his pockets, shufflilgshoes on the concrete. "Willie," | broke
the silence, "l want to tell you what Christ haséddo my life."

Willie didn't lift his head but kept on walking &salked. | told him how | had given my
heart to Christ. | told him of the way God had had out of the wilderness of the concrete
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jungle to a place where | was now a creative hubeng.

Willie interrupted, and | could tell his voice wakaking. "Hey, Nicky, lay off, will ya?
You make me feel bad. When you talk something happeside my chest. Something has
changed you. You're not the same old Nicky. Youesoze."

"You're right, Willie, something has changed meeTood of Christ changed me and
washed me clean. I'm a different man. No longeil afmaid. No longer do | hate. Now | love.
And | love you, Willie. And | want to tell you thdesus loves you too."

We reached a bench and | motioned for Willie todsivn. He sat and looked up at me.
"Nicky, tell me more about God."

For the first time in my life | realized how impartt it is to talk to my friends about
Christ. | could see the loneliness in his face;igmrance—the fear. He was just as | had
been two years before. But now | wanted to tell themway out.

| sat down beside him and opened my Bible to thesg@ges | had marked in red pencil.
Tediously | read the passages in the Bible conogrman's sin. As | read, "for the wages of
sin is death," Willie looked up at me with fearhiis face.

"What you mean, Nicky? If I'm a sinner and Godag to kill me for sinning, then what
can | do? | mean, man, I've gotta do something. tV¢ha | do?" His eyes were wild with
excitement as he jumped to his feet.

"Sit down, Willie, I'm not finished. Let me show ydhe rest of it. God loves you. He
doesn't want you to go to hell. He loves you solmide sent His only Son to pay the price of
your sin. He sent Jesus to die for you that youleare eternal life. And Willie, if you will
accept Him; if you will confess Him, He will savely.”

Willie slumped back down on the bench, a look cfsation on his face. | sat looking at
him, my eyes filling up with tears. | squeezed thehut and began to pray but the tears
pushed through my tightly shut lids and ran downahngeks. When | opened my eyes, Willie
was crying too.

"Willie, do you know what it means to repent?"
He shook his head.

"It means to change. To turn around. Willie, if ydon't mind, | want you to do
something. It might hurt your pride. But I'm goitegpray for you. Will you kneel down?"

| had no idea Willie would respond. People werekingl up and down the sidewalk right
in front of the bench where we were sitting, butl/nodded his head and without hesitation
knelt on the sidewalk. Looking up he said, "NickyGod can change you, He can change me
too. Will you pray for me now?"

| put my hands on Willie's head and began to présft his body shaking under my hands
and heard his sobbing. He began to pray. We wetk pmying out loud—very loud.
Through my tears | cried out, "God! Touch Williebdch my friend Willie. Save him. Let
him be a leader to lead others to You."

Willie was praying in a loud tortured voice. "Jesuslesus ... Help me! Help me" He was
gulping for air as he wept and cried out, "Oh Jekakp me!"

We remained in the park for the rest of the aftemoAt dusk Willie returned to his
apartment promising to bring the rest of the gamgnly place the next night. | stood and
watched him walk off into the summer dusk. Evenmirdehind you could notice the
difference. Something had flowed through me to M/iCortez. | don't think | walked back to
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Clinton Avenue that evening ... | floated ... pragsGod with every breath. | remembered
running through the big field in front of our housePuerto Rico, flapping my arms and
trying to fly like a bird. Tonight | raised my headd breathed deep. At last, | was airborne.

| spent the rest of the summer with the gang dsinget preaching and personal work. |
fasted religiously, going without food, from 6:00ma on Wednesday until 6:00 a.m. on
Thursday. | found when | fasted and spent the iimprayer, things happened in my life. |
had also been writing Gloria and just lately hétels were taking on a warm friendly tone as
if she enjoyed writing me. Her plans for the comyear were still indefinite and | spent
much time praying for her.

Two weeks before | was to return to school onehefChristian businessmen on David's
advisory board stopped by with a check. He saichtba wanted to give me something extra
for the work | had done and suggested | use itafptane ticket to Puerto Rico to visit my
parents before going back to school. It was thid tfrmy life.

| arrived in San Juan late Monday afternoon andjlca bus to Las Piedras.

It was almost dark when | got off the bus and eththrough town toward the familiar
path that led up the grassy hill to the white frahmse on top of the knell. A hundred
thousand memories flooded through my heart and n$atneone shouted, "It's Nicky. It's
Nicky Cruz and | saw a man running ahead of mehaphill to tell Mama and Papa | was
home. Seconds later the door burst open and fotlveojounger boys came flying down the
hill. 1 hadn't seen them in five years but recogdithem as my brothers. Behind them, skirt
flying in the wind, came my mother. | dropped mytsase and ran up the hill to meet them.
We collided in a flurry of happy screams, tears) &mgs. The boys scrambled over me,
knocking me to the ground in a happy wrestling maMama was on her knees hugging my
neck and smothering me with kisses.

Regaining my composure | saw that the two of thenger boys had run after my suitcase
and were lugging it up the path toward the houdeoked up toward the house and there
standing straight and tall, was the powerful splitagure of Papa looking down the path
toward me. | started toward him slowly. He remais¢éghdfast, erect, watching me. Then |
began to run and he started slowly down the stapard me until he, too, broke into a run
and met me in front of the house. Grasping me snbig bearlike arms he swung me off the
ground and hugged me close to his chest. "Welcameehlittle bird, welcome home."

Frank had written Mama and Papa that my life haangked and | was in school in
California. The word had gotten around that | haddme a Christian and many of the church
people in Las Piedras came to the house that togtde me. They told me that others wanted
to come but were afraid to come to the "Witch's &l They believed Papa could speak to
the dead and in their superstition they were aftaidome near the house. However, they
wanted to have a service in the home of one o€Ctméstians and asked me to preach and give
my testimony. | told them | would conduct the seevbut it would be in my home. They
looked at each other and the leader of the groigy "ut, Nicky, many of our people are
afraid of the demons. They are afraid of your Papa.

| told them I'd take care of things here and tomarnight we would have a big Christian
service in my home.

Later that evening when Papa heard what we hadethrbe objected violently. "I will
not have it. There will be no Christian servicetlms house. Those people will ruin my
business. If we hold a Christian service the otlhelisnever come around ... | will be ruined
as a spiritualist. | forbid it."

107



Mama argued with him. "Can't you see how the Laxd bhanged your son? There must
be something to this. The last time you saw himvhae like an animal. Now he is a preacher,
a Christian minister. We will have the service gnd will attend."

Mama seldom argued with Papa, but when she diclsteeys got her way. She got it this
time. The next night the house was packed with lgebpm the village as well as several
preachers who had driven in from nearby towns.ds wteamy hot as | stood at the front of
the room and shared my testimony. | went into gdedahil of the devil's hold over me and
how | had been loosed from his power by the poweChrist. The people were very vocal
while | preached, murmuring approval and sometistesuting and clapping in glee as |
described various events in my life.

At the close of the services | asked them to bosirtheads. Then, inviting those who
would accept Christ as their personal Savior tp fdeward and kneel, | closed my eyes and
prayed silently.

There was a commotion and | could sense that soene egoming forward. | heard them
weeping as they knelt in front of me. | maintaimay position with my eyes closed and my
face raised to heaven. | could feel the perspmapiouring off my face, down my back, and
dripping off my legs. | was soaked with sweat frima heat | had generated while preaching.
But | felt God was working and | continued to pray.

Then | heard a woman on the floor in front of mgibeo pray. | recognized the voice
and opened my eyes in joyous unbelief. There, kmpah front of me with her face buried in
her skirt, was my mother and two of my younger hecs. | fell to the floor in front of her and
threw my arms around her sobbing figure.

"Oh, Nicky, my son, my son, | believe in Him toowént Him as Master of my life. | am
sick to death of demons and evil spirits and | wiig Jesus to be my Savior." Then she
began to pray, and | listened to the same voidehttih once sent me to my bedroom and later
under the house in wild hysterics crying | hate yod now heard that voice crying out to
God for salvation, and great sobs shook my bodshasprayed for forgiveness. "Please, dear
God, forgive me for having failed my son. Forgive fior driving him away from home.
Forgive me for my own sin and for not having bedéidvn you. | do believe. | now believe in
you. Save me, oh God, save me!"

| opened my arms and encompassed my two youngérdosoone fifteen and the other
sixteen, and we huddled together on the floor mgagnd praising God.

Eventually, | stood and looked at the crowd. Matheos had come and were kneeling on
the floor praying and weeping. | went from one hlie bther laying my hands on their heads
and praying for them. Finally, | stopped and lookéthe back of the room. There against the
far wall stood the solitary figure of Papa, toweriall and erect above the bowed heads. Our
eyes locked in a long stare and his chin quiversithly. Tears filled his eyes— but he turned
and abruptly walked out of the room.

Papa never did make an open profession of faith.higulife noticeably softened from
that time on. And after that night there was nenmather spiritualist service held in the Cruz
home. | returned to New York two days later and ohdéhe native pastors baptized my
mother and two brothers in water baptism the folhmweek.

| had less than a week in New York before leaviog Galifornia and my last year in
school. The night before | was to leave there waggayouth rally at Iglesia de Dios Juan
3:16. We made a big effort to get the Mau Mausttena. | had become friends with Steve,
their new president, and he said if | was goingedhere he would make sure the gang came
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to the service.

| was standing in the vestibule before the sergtegted examining the old bullet holes
from two years back when the Mau Maus began teeariMore than 85 of them showed up.
The little church was crowded to capacity. As thagne in | shouted at them. "Hey, man, this
is God's turf. Take off your hats." They obeyedingly. One fellow was standing in the far
corner of the vestibule with one of the debs. Hauskd, "Hey, Nicky, can | hug my girl over
here?"

| shouted back, "Yeah, man, go ahead but no kissmgno making out.” The rest of the
gang roared in laughter and went on in the auditori

At the close of the service, the pastor asked nshaoe my testimony. | turned and looked
at the boys. | knew that | was leaving the next fdayCalifornia and a sudden chill ran up my
spine. Some of these boys would be dead or inprgten | returned. | preached. | preached
as a dying man to dying men. | forgot about ematioastraints and poured my heart out. We
had already been in the church two hours and Icpesh another forty-five minutes. No one
moved. When 1 finished, the tears were streamingndmy face and | pled with them to
commit their lives to God. Thirteen of the boys eafarward and knelt at the altar. If only
Israel were here.

One of the boys who came forward was my old fridddiricane Hector. | remembered
the time | had initiated him into the gang and tinee we'd had a "fair fight" and he had run
when he saw | was going to kill him for stealing ralarm clock. Now, Hurricane was
kneeling at the altar.

After the service | walked back toward Ft. GreenéhwHurricane. He was the war
councilor for the Mau Maus. Since | had been imagntal in getting him to join the Mau
Maus, | felt a deep burden for him. | asked him rehwee lived.

"I'm staying in an abandoned apartment.”
"Man, how come you're not still living with yourlks?" | asked.

"They threw me out. They're ashamed of me. You rebez. | was one of those guys who
came forward that night at St. Nicholas Arena withu and Israel. Several weeks later |
talked my folks into going to church with me an@yhwere converted. We all got active in
the church and | was working with young people.add hdropped out of the gang and
everything just like you and Israel. But the chuveds too strict. | wanted to have parties for
the young people and they didn't believe in partienally got discouraged and dropped
out."

It was the same old story. He had met with the Wkaws later and they talked him into
coming back to the gang, just like they tried ti&k fae into it. They told him that Christians
were squares, punks, sissies and that the gantheamly group that had the real answers to
life. They literally evangelized him back into thang.

A series of arrests followed and his parents treethlk to him but he was bull headed and
they finally became so exasperated with him thég lkom he was going to have to leave
unless he could abide by their rules. He chosee&wd and had been living in an old
condemned building.

"Sometimes | go hungry,” he said, "but | would eatlstarve than ask my old man for
anything. He's a real square. All he wants to dgiso church and read his Bible. | used to be
like that but now I'm back where | belong, with tiau Maus."

We had reached his apartment building. The windeer® all boarded up and he told me

109



he had a place behind where he could pry up a bmaidsneak in. He slept on a pad on the
floor.

"Hurricane, how come you came down tonight?" | dsken, referring to the fact he
answered the altar call.

"I came down because inside | want to be rightkiid¢ want to follow God. But | can't
find the right answers. Each time | turn to Him d@hdn turn away things get harder. | wish
you were back in the gang, Nicky. Maybe | could lggatk to Christ if you were here."

We sat on the curb and talked into the small hotitke morning. | heard the clock in the
tower chime 4 a.m., "Hurricane, | feel the Spirit@od telling me to say this to you. The
clock just chimed 4 a.m. It's late. But if you wgilve your heart to Jesus, He'll take you back.
It's late, but not too late. You feel guilty, bub@&will forgive you. Won't you come to Jesus
now?"

Hector put his head in his hands and began to Buy.he kept shaking his head and
saying, "l can't, | can't. | want to do it. But hdw if | do, Il go right back to the gang
tomorrow. | can't do it. | just can't.”

| told him, "Hector, you won't live another yearyidu don't come to Christ now. You'll be
dead this time next year. They'll kill you." My lteavas overflowing with words that were
not mine as | prophesied to him. Hector just shioigskhead. "If it happens, it happens, Nicky,
and | can't do anything about it."

We were sitting on the curbstone on Lafayette Aeeriuasked him if |1 could pray for
him. He shrugged his shoulders. "It won't do nodgddicky, | know it."

| stood in the gutter and put my hands on his featiprayed that God would soften his
hard heart so he would return to Christ. Whenikhed, | shook hands with him. "Hurricane,
| hope to see you when | get back. But | have angtifeeling that unless you turn back to
Christ, I'll never see you again."

The next afternoon | left for California. | didikhow at that time just how accurate my
prophecy was.
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Run baby run

Chapter fourteen
Gloria!

The summer in New York transformed my life, my #img, my point of view. | returned
to California determined to preach.

But | didn't discover the greatest blessing untieturned to the campus at La Puente.
Gloria had returned to school. | didn't realizet jusw much | had missed her until | saw her
again.

But the situation at school was still impossibleegything seemed designed to keep us
apart. The regulations were just the same as thdybken two years before when we faced
this same frustration. Conversation at the tablas lmited to "pass the salt" and hawk-eyed
professors watched our every move on the campuen Ekwough | hated KP, | began
volunteering for extra duty washing dishes justbt near Gloria. The noisy kitchen was
anything but private, but | found that we couldrgaim a semi-private conversation as long as
we were both bent over the sink—I with my arms édinup to my elbows in hot soapy water
and Gloria handling the rinsing and draining.

As the months flew by | realized | was falling wmveé with her. My grades continued to
improve and | developed an appetite like a horse,id part, I'm sure, to all the extra exercise
| was getting at the dish washing sink. But | wasstrated because | couldn't express my
love. Every time we had a few minutes alone someamdd interrupt us. | tried to get to the
classroom early, but invariably some of the othedents would wander in just about the
time | tried to get serious with Gloria. The friaton was driving me crazy and even with my
Spanish ancestry, | found it almost impossible towknmyself into a romantic mood over a
sinkful of greasy dishes in a kitchen of hymn-simggstudents.

One Thursday night | received permission to watk itown. | stopped at the first phone
booth and called Gloria's dormitory number. Whee tounselor answered, | put my
handkerchief over the receiver and in a low bassevasked for Miss Steffani. There was a
pause and | heard the counselor whispering to &ltirthink it's your father.”

Gloria giggled when she heard me stammering orother end of the phone. | was so
frustrated | was desperate. "l need to be with'ybonumbled.

"Nicky, what are you trying to say?" Gloria whispdy remembering she was supposed to
be talking to her father.

| stuttered and stammered but the proper words dmiutome. All my associations with
girls had been on the gang level, and | really 'tlikimow how to talk to one as pure and sweet
as Gloria. "I think if | could see you face to faceould tell you better,” | said. "Maybe |
better go back to my room and stop bothering you."

"Nickieeee!" | heard her scream, "don't you dareghap on me." | could hear the other
girls in the room giggling. Gloria, though, wase®ined to force it out of me.
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"Sshhhh, they'll know it's me," | said.
"l don't care who knows it. Now tell me what youingng to say."

| groped for words and finally said, "I'm thinkimigwould be nice if you'd go around with
me this year at school." | had said it. It had alijucome out. | stood with choked breath
waiting for her reaction.

"Go around with you? What does that mean, go aroutid you?" Gloria was shouting
again and this time | could hear the girls lauglong loud.

"Just that,” | said highly embarrassed. | could the color rising in my cheeks even
though | was standing in a phone booth a half a@y from her. "l just thought I'd ask you
to go around with me."

Gloria was whispering again, "You mean you wanttake your girl?"

"Yes, that's what | mean,” | said, still blushingdatrying to scrooch down inside the
phone booth.

| could tell she had her mouth right up againstrdeiver as she breathed into the phone,
"Oh, yes, Nicky, that would be wonderful. | havédt f6od was leading us together for a
purpose. I'll write you a long note and slip itytmu at breakfast tomorrow."

After | hung up | stood in the booth a long timewhs a warm night but | was drenched
with cold sweat and my hands were shaking likedsaan a willow.

| learned later that after Gloria hung up, the cmlor looked up and with a stern
frowning voice said, "Gloria, why would your fatheall this time of night and ask you to go
around with him?"

One of the girls spoke up between giggles and SBetause her father's name is Nicky."

Gloria blushed through her dark complexion as theles room broke into gales of
laughter. It's not often a girl receives an invtatfrom a man of her dreams to "go around
with him" while 40 girls listen in. The counseloawindignant and gave them three minutes
to get ready for bed. But Gloria spent half thenhigith her head under her pillow with only
the soft light from the street as illumination, twvrg me her first love letter. It was totally
illegible, but was the most cherished letter I'verereceived.

Several weeks later | was approached by one oteaahers, Esteben Castillo, to assist
him in beginning a mission work in San Gabriel n#a school. He said he had enlisted
seven other students to work with him on the wedkeile had discovered a little church
building that had been closed and deserted. Tlikests were to go on Saturday and knock on
every door in the surrounding neighborhood to evite people to services at the mission.
The students would help clean up the little buidiand teach in a Sunday School and
Professor Castillo would preach and be the pastor.

| was honored by the invitation and especiallyltguli when he winked and told me had
had also asked Gloria to serve on the committeb wié. "You are a very wise teacher,
Senior Esteben," | smiled back. "I think we can al@reat work for the Lord with this
excellent committee you have selected."”

"Perhaps after you finish with the Lord's work, rdhewill be a little time for other
important things," he grinned.

| could see that word had already gotten arount@haria had agreed to go around with
me ... | mean, be my girl. | was deeply thankful ttuis wise and understanding teacher who
helped provide a way for our love to develop andsebm in the natural, God- intended
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manner.

Every Saturday for the next month we worked atlitde mission building and went door
to door inviting people to the Sunday servicesalyn the opportunity came for Gloria and
me to spend the day together. We had seen eachaathstantly but always in the presence
of others. But today, for the first time, we werargy to have three glorious uninterrupted
hours alone. Gloria had packed a picnic lunch dtet a full morning of inviting people to
the services, we went into a small park to eattatd

We both began at once—and then giggled at each iotloair embarrassment. "You first,
Nicky. Let me listen,” Gloria said.

The minutes turned into hours as we sat and talkeald been so anxious to share my life
with her—all the little details. | talked on endigsand she sat with rapt attention, her back
against the trunk of a large tree. | suddenly rzedlithat | was doing all the talking and she
was doing all the listening.

"I'm sorry, Gloria, but there is so much on my heaud | want you to know it all ... all the
good and all the bad. | want to share every momémhy past with you. Forgive me for
doing all the talking. Now you talk. Tell me what's your heart."

She began slowly at first, but then the words caamer and she poured out her heart to
me. She trailed off and grew silent. "What is itp&? Go on."

"I've grown cold, Nicky. | realized it when | camack to school and saw the change in
you. You're different. You're not silly nor inseeuany more like you used to be. You have
grown, matured and you are deeply spiritual. ligegou a life that has been yielded to the
Lord. And Nicky ..." and her eyes filled with teaf$-I-1 want that for myself. | want the
peace. The assurance. The confidence that youihaxair life. | have gone dry spiritually.
Even though God healed me and led me back to schawl still spiritually cold. | try to pray
but nothing happens. | am empty. Dead. | want wkee in you."

She dropped her head in her hands. | moved ovepainohy arm awkwardly around her
shoulders as we sat under the spreading tree. Ushedtto me and buried her head in my
chest. Both my arms encircled her sobbing form hsdoothed her hair with my hand.
Gloria turned her tear stained face toward mine @ndlips met in a long lingering kiss of
love.

"l love you, Nicky." The words slipped from her rablips into my ear. "Love you with
all my heart." We did not move from our sitting iimsis for a long time, but clung tightly
together like two vines embracing as they reachhereavens.

"Gloria, | want to marry you. I've known it for arlg time. | want to live the rest of my
life with you. | have nothing to offer. I've sinnédéeply but God has forgiven me. And if you
can find it in your heart to forgive me also, | wgou to be my wife."

| felt her arms tighten around my waist as shedauhier head deep into my shoulder. "Oh
yes, my darling. Oh yes. If God will allow it, I ivbe yours forever."

She raised her head and our lips met in another kisaned backward pulling her down
beside me. We lay on the grass, arms around ebhehiata deep embrace.

| felt a burning, prickling sensation in my legsodswas close but the past was still inside
me. The thought flashed through my mind that thas wne of God's most beautiful creatures.
Was | about to contaminate her with sinful desirEls€ burning sensation moved up my legs.
It was becoming more acute.

Suddenly, | bolted upright pushing her backwardfaes rolled in the grass. "Nicky!" she
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screamed. "What's wrong?"
"Ants!" | hollered. "Millions of em! They're all ar me!"

| began to run, slapping furiously at my legs aiekikg my shoes off. It was hopeless.
My socks were covered with thousands of little cealvling demons. | could feel them all the
way up to my knees and climbing higher. No amouinslapping seemed to stop their
relentless attack and forward movement. Gloria stasng at me with wild unbelief as | ran
in circles slapping and scratching.

"Turn around! Turn around!" | shouted. "Look théhet way! Quick!" She turned her
back and looked out over the park. | franticallgpnfiled with my belt buckle and snatched the
belt loose.

"Nicky ..." she began and turned back around.

“Turn around! Don't look!" | screamed. She realizedat | was doing and obediently
turned her back.

It took a long time to brush them all off. Sometleém had tried to dig in under the skin. |
had to beat my pants against a tree to knock dhexh off. Finally, | was able to tell Gloria it
was safe to turn around.

We walked back to the school. Or rather, she wasiteil hobbled.

| tried to keep from getting mad because she waghiag. But for the life of me |
couldn't see a single funny thing about it.

| left her in front of the girl's dormitory and mae bee line for my dorm and the shower.
Standing under the cold water and rubbing soap tiiored welts that covered my legs |
thanked God for Gloria—and the protecting powerHd Spirit. "God," | spoke into the
cascading water that gushed out of the shower Hekdow she's for me. These ants prove it.
| praise your name for showing me and pray thatwoon't ever have to show me again."

The next night, Sunday, | was scheduled to preatcheaSan Gabriel Mission. | felt the
Spirit of God upon me as | shared my testimony \hign small group of humble people who
had come to the service. At the close of the serlvigave the invitation. | saw Gloria as she
slipped out of her seat at the back of the litlern and walked forward. Our eyes locked in
an embrace as she knelt at the altar and then bboeetiead in prayer. | knelt beside her
while Senior Castillo put his hands on us and ptayéelt Gloria's hand grip my elbow as the
Spirit of God filled her heart. The hand of God wg®n us both.

At Christmas | went home with her to Oakland. Shed larranged for me to stay with
friends since her parents were still not sympathttdi her education at the Institute. Her
pastor, Reverend Sanchez, lined up a speaking engag at a small Spanish-speaking
church, Mission Bethania. | spent the days withri@land preached at night. Nothing could
have made me happier.

In the Spring of my final year | received anothettdr from David. He was buying a big
old house on Clinton Avenue to open a center fenagers and dope addicts. He was inviting
me to return to New York after graduation and wairk'een Challenge.

| talked it over with Gloria. It seemed as though t.ord were forcing His plans upon us.
We had thought we would wait another year until ialdinished school before being
married. But now doors were opening and it seerhatl God wanted me to return to New
York. Yet, | knew | couldn't return without her.

| wrote David and told him | would have to pray abd. | also told him that Gloria and |
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wanted to get married. Wilkerson wrote back sayiegwould wait for my answer and that
Gloria would be welcome too.

We decided on a November wedding and one monti Vetearrived in New York to
accept Wilkerson's offer and began our work at T€eallenge.

The huge old three story mansion at 416 Clinton inathe heart of an old residential
section of Brooklyn just a few blocks from the B&reene project. That summer college
students had come in and helped clean up the langsstart the ministry. David had secured
the services of a young couple to live in the bagide as supervisors. They had arranged for
Gloria and me to live in a tiny garage apartmerthatrear of the big house.

It was very small and crude. The shower was negt dothe main center and the only
bed was a couch, but to us it was heaven. We htingoand needed nothing. We had each
other and we had a burning desire to serve Godytest. When David apologized for our
poor cramped accommodations, | reminded him it m@asacrifice to serve Jesus—only an
honor.

Just before Christmas | made my visit back into Maau turf. My heart had been
burdened over Hurricane Hector and | wanted to fiimd and work with him personally now
that | was back in Brooklyn to stay. | found a groof Mau Maus at the candy store and
asked them, "Where's Hurricane?"

The fellows looked at each other and one of theich §&alk to Steve, our president, he'll
tell you what's happened.”

| was afraid of the truth but went to Steve's aparit. "What happened to Hector?" |
asked him after we exchanged greetings.

Steve shook his head and stared at the wall. "get'downstairs and I'll tell you. | don't
want my old lady to hear."

We walked down the stairs and stood just insidedib@ to escape the cold wind while
Steve told me the story.

"After he talked to you that night before you wéatck to California, he became very
restless. He was impatient. I've never seen hinh wWay. We had a big rumble with the
Bishops and he was like a wild man, trying to &ileryone who got in his way, even the Mau
Maus. Then, three months later, he got it."

"How did it happen?” | asked, the depression buigblip into my head and lungs and
causing my breath to come in shallow gasps.

"Who did it?"

"Hurricane, Gilbert, two other guys and me wenkitba Bishop. He lived by himself on
the fifth floor of an apartment. We found out latez had the wrong guy. But Hurricane was
determined to kill this guy and we went with him help. Hurricane had a revolver. We
knocked on this guy's door. It was dark. But thig gvas smart. Cracking the door he peeked
out and saw Hurricane with his revolver. He jumped into the hall and swung at the light
bulb with a two foot bayonet. It was one of thentblsuthat hang down from the ceiling and
he smashed it. We couldn't see nothing. He wasaikeazy man, swinging and jabbing with
that bayonet. Hurricane shot his gun three timeksthen we heard a scream, "He kill me! He
kill me!" We didn't know who it was and thought Haane had killed the Bishop. We all
beat it down the steps—five flights of 'em, and iot the street.”

Steve turned and looked back up the steps of his @partment to see if anyone was
trying to listen. "When we got to the street we ddmvricane wasn't with us. Gilbert ran back
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up the steps and found Hurricane standing up aggiasvall with that bayonet stuck all the
way through him. Gilbert said it was poking out back. The Bishop had run back in his
room and locked the door. Hector was scared andcwasg. He was leaning up against the
wall with that big knife poked all the way throudis gut begging Gilbert to keep him from
dying. He said he was scared to die. He cried dungeabout the clock striking and then he
fell down in the hallway on top of the knife anedi"

My throat was dry and my tongue felt Like it hadtoa stuck on it. | stuttered, "Why did
you leave him there?"

"Because we were all scared. We panicked. We'drrsmen death like that. All the guys
scattered and ran. The cops came but there wasonband they let the Bishop go. It shook
us up pretty good."

| turned to leave when Steve asked me, "Nicky, wdwatou think he meant about the
clock striking?"

| shook my head. "l dunno. I'll see you later.”

| was in a daze as | walked back toward ClintonrAxe With each step | could hear the
clock on the tower at Flatbush Avenue chime anddcbear my voice saying to Hurricane
Hector, "It's late, Hector, but not too late. Buyau don't give your heart to Christ V11 never
see you again."

"Dear God," | whispered, "please don't let me avalk away from another of my friends
without trying a little harder.”

My beginning salary was $10 a week plus room andrdioSince the little garage
apartment had no kitchen facilities, we ate all owals over at the big house. Gloria and |
both loved hot Spanish food. But at the center thagl to eat very stable foods, so we
squandered most of our $10 each week on Spanish Tdos was our one extra pleasure in
life.

We began our work in the streets. Wilkerson hadtevria little tract which we called the
"Chicken Tract." It had a message to teenagerdersitahg them to accept Christ and not be
"chicken." We passed these things out by the thuissan the streets of Brooklyn and
Harlem.

It was immediately evident that our major work wpmng to be with the dope addicts.
Many of the gang members who before had been isatisf smoke marijuana and drink wine
had graduated to heroin.

Our method was a brazen one. We'd walk up to grafigdds standing on the street
corners and start conversation.

"Hey, baby, you want to kick your habit?"
Almost invariably they would answer, "Yeah, mant baw?"

"Come to Teen Challenge over on Clinton. We'll piaryyou. We believe God answers
prayer. You can kick the habit through the poweiGaid." We'd give them a copy of the
chicken tract.

"Yeah, man, is that so? Well, maybe [I'll call yaqucome by someday." It was slow to
begin with. Most of my time was spent just standangund on the street comers talking. The
addicts don't work. They get their money by stegliwbbing, mugging and purse snatching.
They break into apartments and steal the furnitune sell it. They pick pockets. They steal
clothes off the lines, milk off the doorsteps, dmiyg to pick up enough money to feed their
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habit. All through Williamsburg there are little ggs of 8 to 10 persons standing on the
corners planning robberies or trying to figure baotv to get rid of stolen property.

By Christmas | had my first convert at the Center.

His name was Pedro and he was a Mau Mau. He wastallbcolored boy who had been
living with a married woman. One day the woman'sidamnd confronted him in a bar and
Pedro slashed him with a knife.

The husband was a member of the Scorpions, ansatows gang, and Pedro heard the
gang was coming after him. | found him one night &istened to his story and offered him
refuge at Teen Challenge. He willingly accepted.e€hdays after moving into the Center he
accepted Christ and gave his heart to the Lord.

For the next three months we lived, breathed, @aad?adro. Gloria and | spent our first
Christmas as husband and wife in our small two repertment with Pedro as our guest. He
ate every meal with us. He went with us every plaeewent. On weekends we'd ride the
subway to various churches to attend services.dRadrays went with us.

One night in March | came to bed late as usualri&lwad already crawled into our sofa-
bed in the front room. | thought she was asleep wamdtessed quietly to keep from waking
her. Slipping into bed | gently put my arm arouret Bhoulders when | realized she was
crying. | could feel her body shaking and sobbinger my arm.

"Hey, baby, what's the matter?"

That was all it took and the tears came in hugs.sidlay beside her rubbing her back and
comforting her until she calmed down enough to.tal¢hat is it, Gloria? Don't you feel good
or something?"

"It's not that, Nicky. You don't understand and yawver will."
"Understand what?" | was confused by her hosttieude.

"That leech!" Gloria spit out the word. "That leeétedro! Can't he understand | want to
spend some time with you alone. We've only beemiethfour months and he has to go with
us every place we go. He'd probably take a bath ustexcept there's only room for one in
the bathroom."

"Hey, com'on,” | soothed, "this doesn't sound like Gloria. You oughta feel proud. He's
our first convert. You oughta be praising the Lbrd.

"But, Nicky, | don't want to share you all the timenarried you and you're my husband
and at least | ought to be able to spend some watle you without that grinning Pedro
hanging around all the time saying, Praise the l"ord

"You're not serious about that are you, Gloria?"

"I've never been more serious about anything. Gnesdas to go. Either you're married
to me or you can go sleep with Pedro. | mean it.yBu can't have us both."

"Aw, listen, darling. If we send him back on theest, he'll go right back to the gang or
the Scorpions will kill him. We've got to keep himare."

"Well, if he goes back to the gang then there'setbimg wrong with your God. What
kind of God did Pedro give himself to, anyway? Ad3sho will turn loose of him the first
time he gets into trouble? | don't believe thabelieve that if a man has had a conversion
experience, God is big enough to keep him foreA&ad if we're going to play nursemaid to
every one of these fellows you're inviting in hdren I'm getting out.” Gloria's voice reached
a fever pitch as she talked.
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"But, Gloria, he's my first convert.”

"Maybe that's what's wrong with you and him too:sH@ur convert. Maybe if he was the
Lord's convert you wouldn't have to be so worribdwt him going back to the gang.”

"Well, maybe you're right. But we still have to giim a place to stay. And remember,
Gloria, the Lord has called me to this work and ggeeed to go with me."

"But, Nicky, | just don't want to have to share yallthe time."

| cuddled her close to me. "You don't have to simeenow. And tomorrow I'll talk to
Pedro and see if he can't find something to dceatstof hanging around us all the time.
Okay?"

"Okay," she mumbled as she put her head againsthaylder and snuggled close.

Sonny arrived the last day of April —along with r@giction of a May snow. He was the
first addict | worked with.

| walked into the chapel that night and noticecabegaced boy sitting in the far corner. |
could tell he was an addict and went to him andleatn beside him. Putting my arm around
his shoulders | began to talk frankly to him. Heptkeis head bowed and his eyes staring at
the floor while | spoke. "I know you're an addica. junkie. | can tell you've been hooked
many years and that you can't break the habit. thimk no one cares. You think no one can
help you. Let me tell you God cares. He can help'yo

The boy raised his head and gave me a blank dtarally, he told me his name was
Sonny. | found out later he had been raised idigisas home, but had run away and been in
jail countless times for addiction and theft. Heal to kick the habit "cold turkey" in jail
several times, but he was hopelessly hooked.

Sonny was a compulsive addict, who had a uniqueafggtting money to feed his habit.
His buddy would run down the street and snatch enavos purse and when she began to
scream, Sonny would run up saying, "Don't screanhy.|l know that thief. I'll get your purse
back. Just wait here, and I'll be back in a mirfiuide woman would stop screaming for the
police and stand waiting while Sonny darted off da¥e street to join his friend and divide
the spoils.

Kneeling beside him in the chapel, | said, "I wampray for you. You need Jesus in your
life." | felt a surge of compassion race through Ineart and began to cry as | prayed. "God,
help this man. He's dying. You're the only one whn help him. He needs hope, love. Please
help him."

When | finished Sonny said, "I have to go home."
"I'll take you home."
"No," he said with a look of panic on his face. trcan't do that.”

| knew he was scheming so he could get out anad gébt. "Then we'll keep you here," |
said.

"No," he said again. "l have to go to court in therning. They're going to sentence me to
jail. I don't even know why I'm here."

"You're here because God sent you," | said. "Gaasieg me to help you. Stay with us
here at the center tonight and I'll go to courthwjibu in the morning.” He insisted on going
home and | promised I'd pick him up at 8:00 a.m.

Early the next morning | went with him to court. ©ar way up the courthouse steps |
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told him, "Sonny, I'm going to pray God will causes judge to postpone your trial for two
months so you can break the habit and find ChAser that, he might let you off altogether.”

Sonny sneered, "Fat chance. That stinkin' judgempestpones anything. He'll have me
in jail before noon. Just you wait and see."

| paused on the steps of the courthouse and begpray out loud, "God, | ask you in
Jesus' name to send your Holy Spirit to touch jindge and have him postpone Sonny's case
so Sonny can become a Christian. | thank you fewarning my prayer. Amen."

Sonny looked at me like | was crazy. | tugged atdrm, "Com'on, let's go hear the judge
say he's going to postpone your case."

We entered the courtroom and Sonny reported tdodiidf at the front of the room. He
then took his seat with the other defendants wisk in the back.

The judge heard three cases and sentenced thedoloysy jail terms. The third boy to be
tried began to scream when the judge passed sentenkim. He scrambled up on the table
and tried to get to the judge, screaming he wasggta kill him. Everyone in the courtroom
jumped to their feet while the police knocked they lwown and handcuffed him. As they
dragged him out the side door screaming and kickilng judge mopped his brow saying,
"Next case.” Sonny stood nervously while the juttgembed through his file. Glancing up
over his glasses he said, "For some reason yotirigkénvestigation is not complete. | want
you to report back in 60 days,"

Sonny turned and looked at me with eyes full obelif. | smiled and motioned him to
come with me. We had a difficult task ahead andledd¢o get started.

Coming off heroin "cold turkey" is one of the m@gjonizing experiences imaginable. |
prepared a room for Sonny on the third floor of temter. | knew it would take constant
supervision so | warned Gloria that | was goingpend the next three days with Sonny. | set
up a phonograph with religious records and detezthio sit beside him in that room until he
had screamed it out.

The first day he was restless, pacing the floor tatldng rapidly. That night he began to
shake. | sat with him through the night as he hidédus sieges of chills, shaking until his
teeth clattered and the whole room vibrated. Aesnhe'd break loose from me and run for
the door, but | had it locked and he couldn't brism&ugh.

At dawn the second day his shaking subsided andnlagred to get him downstairs for a
little breakfast. | suggested we take a walk arotir@ block and he no sooner got outside
until he began to throw up. He bent low over tlegialk, holding his stomach and retching.
| pulled him upright but he broke away and staggento the street where he collapsed. |
dragged him back to the gutter and held his headyidap until the seizures passed and he
regained his strength. Then we returned to our roorthe third floor to wait and pray.

As the night approached he screamed out, "Niclognlt make it. I'm too far gone. I've
got to have a shot.”

"No, Sonny, we're going to come through this togetiod will give you the strength to
make it."

"I don't want the strength to make it. | want atsh@e got to have it. Please, please,
please, Nicky. Don't keep me here. For God's setk@é¢ go. Let me go."

"No, Sonny, for God's sake | will not let you goowy are precious to Him. He wants to
use you but He cannot do it as long as this denagnplessession of you. For God's sake, I'll
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keep you here until you're whole again."

| sat with him through the long night as he broktoicold sweats and heaved until |
thought his stomach would turn inside out. | batiesl head with wet towels, turned the
phonograph up loud, and sang to him with Bev Sineletlae Statesmen Quartet.

The next day | was dead on my feet. Once agaied to get food down him but it came
right back up. | sat beside his bed and prayed sutidown.

He fell into a fitful sleep, moaning and twitchinBwice he bolted up in bed and tried to
get to the door. The last time | had to tackle himd drag him back to bed.

About midnight, sitting in the chair beside his pddfelt the black cloud of sleep
descending on me. | tried to fight it off but | hiaglen 42 hours without sleep. | knew if | went
to sleep now he might sneak out and never come. bAek were close to victory, but |
couldn't fight it any longer and felt my chin touoty chest. "Maybe if | close my eyes for a
moment..."

| awoke with a start. The eerie glow from the dttgghts reflected in the large bare room
on the third floor of the building. | didn't thilkhad been asleep more than a few seconds but
something inside warned me | had slept far longgtanced at Sonny's bed. It was empty.
The covers were ruffled and thrown back. He wasfon

My heart leaped into my throat. | jumped to my feed started for the door when |
spotted him kneeling on the floor beside the windéwwave of relief swept over me as |
walked slowly to the window and knelt on the baaedwood floor beside him. A light spring
snow was falling and reflecting in the street lgloh the sidewalk. The street and sidewalk
were blended together in a pure white carpet aadrée branches outside the window with
their tiny delicate buds just beginning to peep, owdre sparkling with the soft white snow.
Each tender flake glistened individually as it ks by the street light, reminding me of a
scene that might appear on the front of a Christrass.

Sonny said, "It's beautiful. It's indescribabl@éalve never seen anything so beautiful, have
you?"

| was staring at him. His eyes were clear and bisevsteady. There was a radiance about
his face; his tongue was no longer thick nor heegp slurred.

He smiled at me, "God is good, Nicky. He is wonderfronight He has delivered me
from a fate worse than hell itself. He has releasedrom bondage."

| looked out the window at the delicate picturepofe beauty before me and whispered,
"Thank you, Lord, thank you." And | heard Sonny mur, "Thank you."

For the first time | left Sonny alone and walkedotlgh the new snow back to the
apartment. | was bareheaded and the frosty snotvféhaso gently stuck in my hair and
puffed softly under my feet as | walked up the m#svooden steps.

| knocked softly and Gloria unlatched the door. '‘a/time is it?" she said drowsily.

"About 3:00 a.m.," | answered. We stood in the dmad | held her close to me while we
watched the soft gentle snow drift silently to barbvering the dark and ugly with a beautiful
blanket of pure innocence. "Sonny has come to Chtisaid. "A new life has been born into
the Kingdom."

"Thank you, Jesus," Gloria said softly. There wadsng pause as we stood just inside the
door and watched the panorama of beauty beforé&hemn | felt Gloria's arm tighten around
my waist. "Sonny is not the only new life that ltasne into existence. | haven't had time to
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tell you, you've been so busy these last three,daysthere is a new life in me, too, Nicky.
We're going to have a baby."

| caught her up and crushed her against my chdsv@éand joy. "Oh, Gloria, | love you!
| love you so much!" Very gently | bent over angbged my arm under the back of her knees
and slowly lifted her into my arms. | kicked theod@nd it clicked shut, plunging the room
into total darkness. | carried her to the sofa tamdlerly lowered her onto the bed. Sitting
down beside her | gently laid my head against bértammy, cuddling as close as possible
to the new life inside. She took both her handsstraked my face and head. The exhaustion
took over and | fell into a deep peaceful sleep.

Following his conversion, Sonny introduced us t® dlark underworld of the big city and
showed us the world of the addicts, the prostitiaad hardened criminals.

Gloria and | spent many hours on the streets hgnalith tracts and our numbers increased
at the Center. We had very few teenagers howevest Mere adults. We opened the third
floor to house the women. Gloria helped with thesgand | worked with the men, although
as the director, | was in charge of both groupsiiddhad moved to a home on Staten Island
and was coming in each day when he was in towrupersise the work at the center. We
purchased a small nine-passenger bus and Gloriarmaaf the boys went out twice a week
to pick up gang members and bring them to the cénteservices.

Pedro left to take an apartment in Jersey but Setenyed until September when he left
for La Puente and the Bible Institute. That sanmareer the apartment on the second floor of
the center became vacant and Gloria and | moved 446 Clinton. The men's dormitory
room was at the rear of the second floor. Downstaie had our office, kitchen, and dining
hall, and a big room we used for a chapel. | hojped since we had relocated to the big
building it would help ease Gloria's tension. Ytiedying to live in the same house with 40
narcotic addicts does not lend itself to a lifealm and ease.

The tension continued. Gloria and | had few privatements since | was spending every
waking hour with the addicts. In the fall of 196B4d to make an emergency trip to Puerto
Rico. Mama had sent a cablegram to Frank. Papaleas Frank, Gene and | took our wives
and flew to Puerto Rico where | conducted my fashiemeral service. | had returned as a
Christian minister and even though Papa never gpardepted Christ as God's Son, | buried
him with the assurance that there had been a chanige life and that God, in his loving
mercy, would be able to judge him according tohesart. The "Great One" was dead—but
the memories of a Papa | had learned to love loreth my heart.

Alicia Ann was born in January 1963. She helpddafivoid in Gloria's lonely life since
she now had someone with whom to share her lovegitine long days. | yearned to spend
time with them, but my driving desire to ministerthe junkies kept me away from dawn 'til
midnight. | warned her not to let anyone else hibld baby, for even though | loved the
addicts | knew that minds severely damaged by dnege capable of anything.

But | now knew how many nights Gloria cried herdelfsleep in the loneliness of our
apartment. She must have been God's choice foifeayNlo other woman would have been
able to stand the strain.
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Chapter fifteen
Excursion into Hell

| had been out of town for a couple of days andrnwheeturned, Gloria told me about
Maria. Twenty-eight years old, she had come intb# street half frozen, suffering acute
withdrawal symptoms from heroin, and at the edgelexth. Gloria asked me to remember
her especially that night as | preached in thielgthapel.

After the services, Gloria brought Maria into myicé. She stammered out the words as
we talked, still suffering from her withdrawal.

"Tonight," she said, "I had the strangest feelihgttl wanted to turn loose of my
worthless life. As you preached | had this feelingt | really wanted to die to this wretched
life of mine. And yet, for the first time in all mife, | want to live. | can't understand it."

| explained to her that she was experiencing whatBible calls "repentance.” "Maria,
you cannot receive the love of God until you ar#ing to die to yourself. Tell me, do you
want to die to the old way of life? Do you want e of drugs and prostitution to be put to
death, buried, and forever forgotten?"

"Oh yes, yes, yes," she sobbed. "I'm willing tcathything to escape it."
"Are you willing to die to self?" | probed.
"Yes," she answered, choking back the tears, "évatd'

"Then let me tell you about a love so wonderful bgautiful, so magnificent that it can
take even a person like you and make them cleapared Let me tell you about Jesus." And
for the next 10 minutes | talked to her about Gpa@'dect love that was poured out to us in
Jesus Christ.

She buried her face in her hands and sobbed. ledaker to her and put my hand on her
shoulder. "Maria, let's kneel here and pray .and before | could finish my sentence, Maria
was on the floor on her knees. | could feel the thanst. Maria had been born again to a new
life in Jesus Christ.

A month later Maria stopped by my office. The dwge was tearing her apart and she
wanted to leave the Center. Her boyfriend, Johimay already given in to the call of the
drug, and had left the Center some days beforeeimiiddle of the night.

| got up and closed the door behind her. "Mariasaild, "nothing else in all my life is as
important as your future. Let's talk about what hagpened in your life."

She was ready. She went back to the time she wasd 8iad graduated from high school.
| let her talk.

"It was Johnny who taught me how to smoke marijudhagirlfriends had told me about
their experiences with marijuana. They said it wkay as long as you didn't go on to
something stronger. Johnny always seemed to haupaly of reefers and | thought it was a
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lot of fun."

Maria paused as if remembering those first dayshasbegan her descent into hell, and |
thought how typical she was of the dozens of additto were coming to the Center. Ninety
percent of them started with a stick of pot andhtigeaduated to dope. | knew what was
coming but felt she needed to express it. "Tellabeut it, Maria, what was the effect?" She
relaxed in her chair, her eyes half closed, asaldane her story.

"l felt my troubles would just float away," she amged. "One time | felt myself floating
miles and miles above the earth. Then | began meecapart. My fingers left my hands and
floated off into space. My hands left my wrists. iyns and legs left my body. | came into a
million pieces and floated off on a soft breeze."

She paused again, recollecting. "But the pot wasidugh. All it did was whet my desire
for something stronger. | was mentally hooked."

"Johnny gave me my first 'fix." He had been talkedgput it for several weeks. One
afternoon | had been crying all day. Nothing hasegoight and Johnny came in with the
needle and spoon. | knew what he was going to dibhé seemed so confident that it would
help me, I let him go ahead. | didn't know aboutgdaddiction then. But he assured me I'd be
all right.

"He pulled the belt tight around my arm above myoel until the vein stood out like a
big mound under my skin. He emptied the white, sliga contents of the little envelope
into a spoon. Adding water with an eye dropperhbkl a match under the spoon until the
liquid boiled. Once again he used the eye droppdrsaicked the now dissolved heroin back
into the dropper. Then, with expert knowledge, Abbpd the vein with the end of the
hypodermic needle. Then, carefully with the eyepger, he squeezed the potent liquid into
the open end of the hypodermic. Laying the drogséte he worked the needle up and down
in my arm until the liquid disappeared in the vdifelt nothing as he withdrew the needle. |
didn't know it then, but | had just become a 'mag.

"Johnny, I'm getting sick," | said.

"Naw, you're all right baby," he said, 'just takeasy and pretty soon you'll be floating.
Johnny promises and | don't ever go back on my jz@sndo 1?'

"But | couldn't hear him. | began to heave and tefocould move | had vomited on the
floor. | fell back across the bed and began to shad perspire. Johnny sat there beside me
and held my hand. Soon | relaxed and a warm, fiesting swept over me. | thought | was
rising up toward the ceiling and above me | codd d§ohnny's smiling face. He bent over me
and whispered, how's it doing, baby?"

"“Swell," | whispered, 'Man, that's getting goddhad begun my excursion to hell.

"I didn't have another fix for about a week. Thimé when Johnny suggested it | was
ready. The next one came three days later. Afedr lohnny didn't have to suggest it to me, |
was asking for it. | didn't know it at the time,tbwas addicted ... hooked.

"The following week Johnny came home and | wasto@gg to shake. | asked him for a
fix.

"Now listen, baby, I love you and all that, buiststuff costs money, you know.’
"l know it, Johnny, but | need a fix.'

"Johnny smiled, 'l can't do it, baby. Man, you'sgjimning to cost me.’

"Please Johnny," | pleaded with him, 'don't tease Can't you see | need a fix?'
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"Johnny started toward the door. Not today. Jusa$vit out. | ain't got the time or the
money.'

"Johnny!" | was screaming. 'Don't leave me. Fod'&sake don't leave.' But he was gone
and | heard the key turn in the lock.

"l tried to get hold of myself but | couldn't doydhing. | walked to the window and saw
Johnny down at the end of the block talking to apte of the girls. | knew who they were.
They worked for Johnny. He referred to them as gfnis 'stable.' They were prostitutes who
bought his stuff on the money they made at thattdr Johnny always kept them supplied and
they would pass the stuff along to their custonfi@r& commission.

"l stood there at the window and watched him agdashed into his coat pocket and
slipped one of the girls a small white envelopenéw it was the stuff. | watched Johnny give
away the precious heroin and could hardly stan@/ly should he give it to her and not let
me have it? God, | needed it.

"Suddenly, | heard myself screaming, ‘Johnny! Jghrirwas screaming out the window
at the top of my voice. He looked up and then staldack toward the apartment. When he
came in, | was across the bed sobbing and shakiragl lost all control of myself.

"He closed the door behind him. | sat up on the dmadl tried to talk, but before | could
say anything he came to me and | felt the backsohand as it smashed across my mouth.

"What the hell are you trying to do?' he scream¥du trying to get me picked up or
something?'

"Johnny, please. Help me. | need a fix. | saw gime the stuff to those girls. Why don't
you give it to me? Please?' | had reached a sthgeniplete desperation. | was shaking and
sobbing at the same time. | could taste the bl@d en down the side of my mouth but |
didn't care. All | wanted was that needle.

"Johnny grinned. 'Now listen, baby, you're diffdrémom those sluts down there on the
street. You got class. But this stuff ain't frelecdsts—plenty. Those girls down there work
for theirs. What're you doing for yours? Huh?"

"Til work, Johnny. I'll do anything. Anything. Jugitve me that needle.’

"l don't know,' said Johnny. 'You got too muchsslao be working out there on the
street.'

"Johnny, I'll do anything. Just tell me." | codkkl the floor coming up toward me as |
sank to his feet and put my arms around his kneésegs to keep from falling on my face.

"You mean you're willing to hustle for me on theest He paused and then continued
with enthusiasm. You can do it, baby, | know yoa dayou want to. Man, you can out-do
those other chicks ten to one. The guys would ciime&ing to you and between us we could
make a real killing. How about it? I'd be makingmag and could buy you as much as you
wanted—you'd never have to go through this agaimatdbout it? Is that what you want?'

"Yes, Johnny, yes, yes, yes. Just give me a shot.'

"Johnny walked over to the stove and turned orbtiveer. He pulled out his spoon and
sprinkled a little bit of the white powder into thettom and held it over the flame. Filling the
needle, he walked over to where | was crouchederildor.

"Man, baby, this is the beginning of heaven fothbof us. With you on my side we can
reach the moon.' | felt the needle penetrate thm.v€&he shaking stopped almost
immediately—within seconds. Johnny helped me up @mo the bed where | sank into a
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deep sleep. But Johnny was wrong. It wasn't thenbety of heaven. It was the beginning of
a long, horrible nightmare that would last for gitgrrifying years. Not heaven—nbut hell.

"Hell is a bottomless pit, where you keep on fgligoing down, down, never reaching
bottom. In the fall into drug addiction there is place to stop and catch on. There is no way
to arrest the descent. | was on my way down.

"Johnny couldn't use me unless | was addicted wBwn | became a slave to drugs, | also
became his slave. | had to do what he wanted d..nenwanted me to prostitute for him to
bring in the money. He kept me supplied, but | daage that things weren't quite the heaven
he said they would be.

"For one thing, | soon learned Johnny also hadhematoman. | knew he didn't want to
marry me, but never thought he was keeping anatieenan. | found out about it the hard
way.

"Things had been a little slow the night before &rdhd gotten up and gone down the
street the next afternoon to do a little shoppinged to get out and forget what | was and
pretend | was just like all the other people. | wemnding at the corner of Hicks and Atlantic
waiting for the light to change when | felt a hamal my shoulder that spun me completely
around.

"You're Maria, ain't you?' She was a dark womathwong black hair that flowed down
across her shoulders. Her eyes were spitting Biedore | could answer her she said, 'Yeah,
you're the one. I've seen you before. You're treernassing with my man. I'll teach you, you
cheap whore.'

"l tried to back away from her but she slapped mthe face. The light had changed and
people were milling all around but | wasn't goimglte pushed around by anyone, not like
this. | reached out and snatched her hair and pustiebackwards at the same time.

"She screamed like a wild woman. 'You dirty slueeping with my man. I'm gonna kill
you.' She was crazy. She swung at me with her @andd ducked. | pushed my body against
her and she fell backward against the rail arotmedentrance to the subway. | heard her gasp
for air as her backbone slammed into the hard jpipe. "I took her head in my hands and
pushed her backwards over the pipe and down tothardblack steps that led to the subway
below. | was trying to get my fingernails into heyes where | knew | could hurt her.
Suddenly, she sunk her teeth into the side of nmglhkicould feel the flesh tear as | ripped
my hand out of her mouth screaming with pain.

"As | backed up someone grabbed me from behindtlaaadrowd moved in between us.
The man who grabbed me whirled me around and pustedut into the street where |
stumbled and fell. The crowd was still milling analthe other woman and | darted across the
street and down the sidewalk on the other side.

"l never looked back, but ran to the apartmentkedany hand and got the girl across the
hall to bandage it. That night | was back on theett... | never saw her again.

"l didn't feel any more obligations to Johnny, tgbul knew | could get a fix from one of
a dozen guys, all who would be glad to have me imgrkor them. So it became a long
nightmare. | lived with one man after another. Wéire drug addicts. | sold my body and they
went out and stole.

"l learned to work in partnership with some of thteer girls. We'd rent a room for the
night. Then we'd go out on the street and wait. &ofithe men were regular customers. Most
were complete strangers. Niggers, wops, Orienfalsrto Ricans, whites ... their money was
all the same color.
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"Some nights I'd draw a complete blank. Othersgétlas many as nine or ten during the
evening. That was a good night. But by then, it s@sting me almost $40 a day just to keep
in fixes, and that meant | had to get at least éiwstomers a night to keep going.

"It was sheer hell. When | could sleep during thg tid wake up screaming from horrible
dreams. | was imprisoned in my own body and | wgsown jailer. There was no escape
from that fear, dirtiness, and ugliness of sin.

"I was afraid of drunks. Some were perverts andssadSeveral of the girls had been
tortured into unnatural acts. One girl got in wahguy one night who got his kicks out of
beating a girl with a belt. He was half drunk andtbe time they got to the room, he was
almost crazy with excitement. He made her undressthen he took her bra and tied her
hands to the doorknob and beat her across the shtoarad breasts with his belt until she
passed out from screaming.

"| preferred to use the room I'd rented. On sonmasions the man might want me to go
to his apartment or to a hotel room. Some of theenewbusinessmen in town for trips or
conventions. But | was afraid to go to a man's ro@errible things happened and some of
the girls never came back.

"Some of the men were afraid to go to my room,idftiaey'd get rolled. They'd want me
to go with them in their car.

"After a couple of bad experiences, | put a stothis.

"One man let me out clear over on the other sidmwh, and it took me all night to get
back home on the subway. The other man took memw lonely road. He was drunk and
demanded his money back. When | refused he puttal po my head and pulled the trigger.
The gun misfired and | ran, but it was my last timgo in someone's car.

"The guys on the street weren't the only ones\e gie trouble. | was in constant trouble
with the police, too. | was in jail eleven timeseovhe eight years of my addiction. The
longest sentence was six months. | was picked upverything. Shoplifting. Drug addiction.
Petty theft. Vagrancy. And yes, prostitution.

"l hated the jails. My first time in jail | criedna cried. | promised myself I'd never do
anything to get picked up again. But four montherld was back. Ten times | was back.

"The police were constantly bugging me. One copldr/@ome around every couple of
days while | was on the street and try to get mgatavith him. But | knew there wasn't any
money in it, so | never did.

"But the heroin was tearing me apart. | rememberfinsy overdose: | was still working
and had moved back in with mother. | had left Jghiiother was working in a factory and |
was in an office. | told mother | needed some néthes for my job and begged her into
getting a loan at the bank.

"I came home from work early one afternoon andtgetmoney out of the bureau. Going
down into Harlem where the pusher lived, | boudpeat $tuff and put it inside my bra. Then |
went down a couple of blocks to a basement whersespunkies | knew lived. | was
desperate. Shaky, | loaded the needle from a bxzdfleand shot myself in the vein. | knew at
the time something was wrong. | got dizzy and fntl can remember someone playing
around with me, trying to get me to my feet. | thihey got scared when | didn't respond.
Someone ripped my bra off, got the rest of the mt] then pulled me out of the basement
leaving me crumpled on the sidewalk.

"When | woke up | was in Bellevue. The police haadirfd me and taken me to the
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hospital. Someone had rolled me. All my money waiseg There were three cops standing
around my bed, all of them asking me questiondhatsame time. | told them | had been
drinking and someone had put something in my ligiut they knew. And they had the

doctor mark an '‘OD' on my record for ‘overdosedtMaas the first of three.

"The last one almost killed me.

"l had been drinking in my room. The combinationcbieap wine and the overdose of
heroin knocked me out.

"l fell asleep on the bed and my cigarette fellnmy hair. | can remember the strange
feeling. | dreamed that the hand of God reachedhdamvd shook me ... and kept shaking me. |
can remember saying, 'Damn it, God, leave me alStap that shaking.' But the shaking
didn't stop. And | woke up.

"I knew something was wrong, but felt nothing. luttb smell something putrid—the
smell of burned meat. | tried to get up but fell tbe floor. Crawling to the mirror | pulled
myself up and looked. The face | saw wasn't mingas bald. All my hair had burned off.
My face was a mass of blisters and charred flesih Bars were almost completely burned
off. The smoke, like smoke from burned toast, aide from both my ears. Both hands were
burned and blistered where subconsciously | had to beat out the fire.

"l began to scream. A man across the hall heardhysyerical screaming and knowing |
was a junkie came and pounded on the door.

"l stumbled to the door and grasped the knob tryingpen it, but the flesh on my palms
stuck to the metal when | turned the knob. Thehfldgpped off my hands and | couldn't twist
the knob.

"Somehow, he got the door open from the other $idewanted to take me to the hospital
but | refused. | collapsed back on the bed anddasken to take me to my friend Inez's
apartment. He did. | spent the night there.

"But the bums were second- and third-degree andp#ie became unbearable. | was
scared of the hospital. | had been there beforewkiny | was hooked, | realized if | went to
the hospital, I'd have to kick the habit and corfieold turkey. | didn't think | could stand it.
| would die. And | was afraid of dying.

"But the next day, Inez forced me to go to the itakpShe didn't have to force much. |
knew | was going to die unless | did. | was thereanth and a half while the burns healed.

"After | was released, | went back to the streetodk my first shot 45 minutes after
walking out the door of the hospital and that nighias back on the beat. Only it was harder
now because of the scars and burns. No one wané&édviy clothes were covered with
cigarette burns and coffee stains. My flesh waty dind smelled. Sometimes | would walk
down the street gagging. And the addiction wasinlgivne insane.

"A Spanish fellow named Rene used to talk to méherstreets. He had been a pusher but
had gotten tangled up with Teen Challenge and hekke# the habit. He had become a
Christian and for the last several months had ladéten me to come here and kick it also.

"One cold night in March, | was desperatley cravanix. | stumbled down the block and
around the corner to 416 Clinton and collapsecherstairway next to the desk.

"Mario was at the desk that night. He called Glo8he gently picked me up and | leaned
on her as we walked through the side door in fodrihe desk and into the chapel.

"Kneel down, Maria," she said. 'Kneel down andyprawas in a stupor and thought | was
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dying. But if it took this to stay alive, I'd da itknelt on the floor behind one of the benches
but before | could get my head down, | began to izohvomited all down the front of my
blouse and on the floor. | began to cry and shaicellapsed in a heap on the floor, with
both hands in front of me in my own vomit.

"l looked up and the other girls in the room hadhecaround me. | recognized some of
them that | had seen in jail, but they were différd hey all looked like angels, floating on air
across the chairs and tables coming slowly towaed They were smiling. There was a shine
on their faces. Their eyes sparkled, not from poHpbut from an inward light that shone
down on me.

"l was in a daze and it seemed like my head wasspy round and round.

"Gloria was there beside me and | was aware thawss kneeling in my vomit. | turned
my head to try to cry but could only heave.

"The girls gathered around me and | could hear theagying. Gloria stood to her feet and
| could feel her hands on my head. A power, antetecspiritual power came flooding
through my body, almost picking me up off the fl@sr it flowed through her delicate hands
into my burned out body.

"I heard music. Some of the girls were singindaidddered and threw up again.
"Please, can't | go to bed?' | stammered.

"l felt strong arms under my armpits as one ofdhis picked me up and almost carried
me up the stairs. | heard water running and coedd them pulling at my clothes. | was too
sick to care. | thought they were going to drown htbought maybe they were all a bunch of
gueers and were going to kill me. | didn't care.

"They gently put me under the shower and washedfimé was the first time in months |
had been clean all over and it helped. They hetpediry off and put a clean slip on me and
led me to a bunk bed in a large room that wasdfigth other bunks.

"Can | have a smoke?' | asked one of the girleri&kaid, 'Sorry, Maria, we don't smoke
here. But here's some candy. Try it. | think itlwglp.'

"l collapsed across the bed and began to shaksy. tBlo& turns rubbing my back. Every
time I'd ask for a smoke Gloria would pop anothiece of candy in my mouth.

"They sat with me for two days and two nights. grthe night, I'd wake up trembling
and see Gloria there beside my bed, reading hée Biipraying out loud. | was never alone.

"It was on the third night that Gloria said, 'Marlavant you to come downstairs to the
chapel service.' | was weak. So weak. But | camendim the chapel and sat in the back of
the room.

"That was the night you were speaking. And it wea nhight that | came into this office
and knelt here and cried out my heart to the Lord."

Maria stopped talking. Her head was bowed forwhed,eyes staring at the Bible resting
on top of my desk.

"Maria," | whispered gently, "didn't the Lord heahat cry?"

She looked up, "Oh yes, Nicky. I've never doubteat.tBut when the pull of the drugs
gets so strong, | want to give in." A tear ran ddvem cheek. "Just keep praying for me. With
God's help I'll make it now."
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Chapter sixteen
With Christ in Harlem

David was on the road most of the time, recruisngimer workers and raising money for
the center. As time went on, he had less and lesopal contact with the addicts themselves
and found himself in the role of an administrator+eée which | felt he did not want to
assume but which was thrust on him by circumstances

The majority of our field work was done in the streneetings and in personal street
corner encounters. Almost every afternoon we sedbwpplatform and loudspeaker in some
ghetto section of the city.

One afternoon Mario and | took a small group in passenger bus into the heart of
Spanish Harlem. We were handing out tracts, trygngpund up a crowd for a street service,
but meeting with little success.

Mario said to me, "I'm gonna get us a crowd."
"Not this afternoon,” | said. "No one cares. We Imigs well pack up and go home."

"No," Mario said. "We're gonna get a crowd. You &hd others start putting up the
speakers. In less than an hour we're gonna havsggest street meeting we've ever had.”

"Man, how do you think you're gonna have a meetuittpout any people? They're just
not interested today."

"Never mind. Just let me handle it," Mario said.il8rg shyly he hurried down the street
and around the corner.

We started putting up the equipment. It was syrietl faith venture. | felt like Noah
building his ark on the top of a dry mountain. Buw¢ hammered away, trusting God to
provide the showers.

He did. Fifteen minutes later we had finished andas back on the corner handing out
tracts when | saw a huge mob of boys running ddwenstreet toward me. They were waving
sticks and baseball bats and yelling at the tofhef voices. | turned and started back to the
platform when | saw another mob of kids coming frtime other direction, shouting and
waving sticks. "I gotta get out of here," | thoughthese kids are going to rumble." But it
was too late! | was surrounded by the screamirmpveihg gangs. | kept waiting for them to
start slugging.

Suddenly | saw Mario running down an alley in thielafe of the block shouting up the
fire escapes: "Hey, everybody, the leader of tteous Mau Mau gang from Brooklyn is
going to speak in 15 minutes. Come hear him. Cosa the great Nicky Cruz, the most
dangerous man in Brooklyn. Come prepared. He'#ex kind still dangerous.

The kids were pouring from the apartments, downfiteeescapes, and running toward
me. They were flocking by me shouting, "Where'skifit | want to see him. Where's the
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leader of the Mau Maus?"
Mario came up, grinning from ear to ear. "See)d §ou I'd get a crowd."

We looked around. He'd gotten a crowd all rightefEhmust have been 300 kids milling
around in the middle of the street.

| shook my head. "l just hope you don't get uskiliIMan, these kids are mean."

Mario was still grinning and puffing from running:‘Come on, Preacher. Your
congregation’s waiting."

With perspiration running down his face, he crawdpdo the mike and held out his hands
for silence. The kids listened as he spoke, mudh & carnival barker getting an audience
keyed up for the sideshow.

"Ladies and gentlemen. Today is the big day. Tlhdde of the vicious and famous Mau
Maus is going to speak to you ... the most dangenoan in New York. He's feared by young
and old alike. Only he's not the leader any mores lthe ex-leader. And this afternoon he's
gonna tell you why he's no longer with the gang &hg he's running with Jesus. | now give
you the one and only, NICKY CRUZ, ex-leader of Mau Maus."

He was shouting when he finished and | jumped egolatform behind the mike. The kids
in the crowd began to shout and clap. | stood tberéhe platform grinning and waving my
hand while they applauded. Many of them recognipedor had read about me in the paper.
About two hundred adults had gathered at the b&tkeocrowd. Two police cars pulled up,
one on each side of the mob.

| held out my arms and the shouting, whistling apg@lauding grew quieter. In a moment
the crowd was silent.

| felt strongly anointed by the Holy Spirit as Idaa to preach. There words came freely
and without strain. "l used to be the leader of M Maus. | can see you've heard of my
reputation.” Once more the crowd broke into spostas applause. | held out my arms and
they quieted down.

"This afternoon | want to tell you why I'm the esabler of the Mau Maus. I'm the ex-
leader because Jesus changed my heart! One dagineet meeting just like this, | listened to
a preacher tell me of someone who could changéafmyHe told me Jesus loves me. | didn't
even know who Jesus was. And | knew nobody lovedBueDavie Wilkerson told me Jesus
loves me. And my life is now changed. | gave mysel5od and He gave me new life. | used
to be just like you. | was running in the stre&eeping on rooftops. | had been kicked out of
school for fighting. The police were looking for raed I'd been arrested many times and put
in jail. I was afraid. But then Jesus changed rfe; IHe gave me something to live for. He
gave me hope. He gave me new purpose in life. Ngdpam | smoking pot and fighting and
killing. No longer do | lie awake at night afraido longer do | have nightmares. Now people
speak to me when | pass by. The police respect'menarried and have a little baby. But
most of all, I'm happy and am no longer running."

The crowd was hushed and attentive. | finished raggage and gave an altar call.

Twenty-two responded to the invitation and knelivdaat the front of the crowd while |
prayed.

| finished praying and looked up. The policemen keftl their cars and were standing
with their hats in their hands and their head bavwedrned my face toward the sky. The sun
was shining in Harlem.
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Spanish Harlem became a favorite place for us o fibeet meetings. We seemed to be
able to draw bigger crowds and the need for thep&lowas more apparent than any other
place we preached. | kept reminding our team théete sin abounded, grace did much more
abound.”

Gloria had a hard time accepting Spanish Harlere. @ldn't get used to the smell. She
tried not to act snobbish, but some of the openkatarwere almost more than she could
stomach. It was even hard for me to get used tdliggethat swarmed over the meats, fruits
and vegetables.

And then, added to this, was the odor of the addithey seem to ooze a foul odor. And
when grouped together, especially during the hdathe summer, the smell is almost
repulsive.

We learned much during those first months of stpeeaiching. We learned that the ones
who had the most success were the ones who had cffrttee streets and could present a
first-hand testimony of the changing, transformipgwer of Jesus Christ. | was not as
successful in preaching to dope addicts as sontbeohddicts themselves. We found they
made our best preachers. Their honest, sincerelmgnbstimonies made a terrific impact on
other addicts. More and more we began to carry theéth us into the streets to do our
preaching. However, this too raised problems. Mamgs at the street preaching services the
addicts on the street would try to tempt and teagemen and women. They'd light up a pot
stick in front of them and deliberately blow thedkma in their faces. I've even seen a man pull
out a needle and package of heroin and wave litarfidce of one of our addicts saying, "Hey,
Baby, don't you miss this? Man, this is living. Ygatta try it." The temptation was almost
overpowering, but these lives were protected biyigld of God's strength.

| found Maria, in particular, to be unashamed tandt before a crowd of her former
associates, prostitutes and junkies, and testitigayrace of God. Her simple testimony often
moved the crowds to tears as she told of a God isfaoclose personal friend. Who, in the
form of his Son Jesus Christ, walks the hard strekthe city touching people in their sin and
making them whole. Most of them had never been sxgdo a God like this. The God they
had heard of, if they had heard of one at all, av&od of judgment who curses sin and whips
people into line like a policeman. Or perhaps tiaentify God with the cold, formal, mumbo
jumbo churches they had seen.

One day a former gang member, a young Negro boy kdw been on heroin, was
testifying concerning his childhood. He told of ey to leave home at the age of thirteen
because the apartment was too crowded. He spoldffefent men who lived with his
mother. He told of sleeping on the rooftops andhi@ subways. He testified of having to
scrounge food for himself, begging and stealing.hidd no home at all and would use the
rooftops or the alleys for a latrine. He was livitkg a wild animal in the streets.

As he talked, an old woman in the back of the crddedan to weep. She became almost
hysterical in her weeping and | went around behiva crowd to minister to her. After her
weeping subsided, she told me this boy could haen ther son. She had five boys to leave
home and live just like that in the streets of ¢itg. Her guilt was more than she could bear.
We gathered around her and prayed for her. Shevthee head back and looked toward the
Heavens, crying out for God to forgive her and gcother sons, wherever they were. She
found her peace with God that afternoon, but theatge to her boys had already been done.
And in thousands of other cases the damage wabaeitilg done. We felt like we were trying
to dry up the ocean by dipping at the surf witteaspoon. However, we knew that God did
not expect us to win the world—just to testify dredfaithful. And that was our goal.
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Late one Thursday evening we set up a street ngegtithe corner of a school yard in
Spanish Harlem. It was a hot summer night and gelarowd had gathered to listen to the
peppy Spanish choruses and fast Gospel music ldraddrom our loudspeakers.

The crowd was restless and jumpy. As the music chav® a faster tempo some of our
girls and boys stood in front of the mike and betrasing, clapping their hands to the fast
songs. To one side, though, | noticed a disturhafsggoup of "little people” were dancing to
the music. There were about five or six of thetejiiugging in the street, wiggling their hips
and kicking their feet. Some of the audience wasralited and had begun to urge them on,
laughing and clapping with them. I left my positiand walked around to them.

"Hey, you kids. How come you're dancing here? Thikesus' turf.”

One of them said, "That man over there paid usatce. See, he gave us a dime." They
pointed to a slim young man, about 28 years old)y whs standing on the edge of the crowd.
| walked over to talk to him. He saw me coming &edan to jitterbug to the music himself.

| tried to talk to him. He kept dancing up and dowkicking his feet and shaking his hips
saying, "Man, that's tough music, cha-cha-cha.”

He spun around in the street and slapped his hegalast his thighs. Shaking his hips and
throwing his head back like a wild man he chant&&-bop, cha-cha-cha ... dum-de-dum-
dum ... swingin, man, swingin."

| finally broke through to him, "Hey man, | wantask you something."

He kept right on dancing to the time of the musi¢gah, Daddio, watchawant? ...
watchawant? ... be-bop, de-dum-dum ... watchawant?"

| said, "Did you give those kids money to make th#gmce and break up our meeting?”
My patience was beginning to wear a little thin.

Whirling around he said, "That's right, man, you tiee right daddy this time. I'm your
man ... da-da-de-da . .." He was smacking hisdigkkicking his feet high in front of his face
as he whirled.

| thought he was crazy. "Why?" | shouted at himatiyiwhat's wrong with you anyway?"

"Because we don't like you. We don't like ChrissiatNo. No. No. We don't like
Christians. Da-da-dum-de-dum.”

| was exasperated. "Well, man," | said, balling mpg fists and starting toward him,
"We're gonna finish this service and you're gorima sp or I'll bust you against that building
and shut you up for good."

He could see | was serious, but he couldn't stutisimischief quite that fast. He clapped
his hand over his mouth in an obvious move and 8tared back over his hand in mock
terror. But he stopped dancing and he shut up.

| went back to the microphone and preached thatiegeabout my experiences growing
up in New York.

| testified about the din, poverty, shame and sat had been in my life. Then | preached
about the sin of parents who allow their childrergtow up in such sin. | begged them to set
a good example for their children.

People began to take off their hats as | spokes Ehone of the best signs of reverence
and respect. | noticed tears in the eyes of marthepeople and the appearance of scattered
handkerchiefs. | knew that the power of Christ wamving in a special way, but didn't realize
the impact that He was to have in the momentsltowo
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As | spoke | noticed an old man, an obvious wirtanding in the middle of all these
people weeping. A young girl close to the frontibdrher head in her hands and knelt in the
street, her bare knees against the hard, dirtyrparne One of our girl workers left the group
and knelt beside her, praying with her. | continteegdreach.

It was obvious that the power of God's Spirit wathas meeting. As | finished preaching
and gave the altar call | noticed an addict oneithge of the crowd in great agony of spirit. He
reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out séviags" and threw them into the street at
his feet. He began to scream, stomping on the ktthite envelopes. "I curse you, you filthy
powder. You've ruined my life. You've driven my wifiway. You've killed my children.
You've sent my soul to hell. I curse you! | curseiy)

He collapsed to the pavement on his knees, weepidgocking back and forth with his
face in his hands. One of our male staff membersdulito his side. Two other of our addicts
gathered around him, one with his hand on his headl the other kneeling, all of them
praying out loud as he cried out for forgiveness.

Eight or nine addicts came to the front of the adamd knelt in the street in front of the
microphone. | went from one to the other, laying hands on their heads and praying for
them, completely oblivious to the sound of the le#naffic and the stares of curious
onlookers.

After the service we counseled with those who hadesand told them about the Center.
We invited them to come and live with us while tHegked the habit. There were always
some who would come with us right then. Others wdé hesitant and refuse. Some would
come around a week or so later and ask to be athitt

As the crowd departed, we gathered up our equipmedtstarted to load it in the bus.
One of the little kids who had been dancing in $lreet began pulling on my coat sleeve. |
asked him what he wanted and he said that the ili@amean" wanted to talk to me. | asked
him where the man was and he pointed across thet $tr a dark alley.

It was already night and | had no desire to wath @ dark alley where a crazy man was
hiding. | told the kid to tell the man | would b&agd to talk to him—out here under the street
lights.

The kid went back and in a few minutes he returndte had almost finished
disassembling our equipment. He shook his headsaittithe man needed to see me but he
was too embarrassed to come out in the light.

| started to tell the kid, "no dice." But suddehigmembered David Wilkerson coming to
me in the basement room where | had gone to hide #ife first street service. | remember
how he walked in unafraid and said, "Nicky, Jesmaes$ you." It was this fearlessness and
compassion that led me to accept Christ as my &avio

So, looking into the black sky, | told the Lord thHe wanted me to talk to this wild
"dancing man," | would go. But | was going in Higi® and not in my own might and power
and | was expecting Him to go before me— especiatty that dark alley.

| made my way across the street and stopped aritiance to the alley. It was like the
entrance to a tomb. | whispered a prayer, "Loslre hope you've gotten here ahead of me,"
and in | went. | felt my way down the masonry wati® the darkness.

Then, | heard the muffled sound of a man sobbingovVed forward and in the dim light
could see him crouched on his haunches in the rofdsigroup of stinking garbage cans. His
head was between his legs and his body was rackbdcenvulsive sobs. | moved forward
and knelt beside him. The rank odor from the gagb@ans was overpowering. But here was
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human need, and the desire to help was even strdmgethe stench from the alley.

"Help me. Please help me." He sobbed out. "I rdsditayou in the papers. | heard that
you had been converted and had been to Bible schRtezse help me."

| couldn't believe that this was the same man whlg minutes before had been dancing
and singing in the street, trying to break up oeeting.

"Will God forgive me? Tell me, have | slipped tar? Will He forgive me? Please help
me."

| told him God would forgive. | knew. He had forgivme. | asked him about himself. He
poured out his story as | knelt there in the fdftthe alley beside him.

He had once felt that God was calling him into thaistry. He had given up his job and
attended a Bible School to study for the minisRgturning to New York, however, he met a
woman who seduced him away from his wife. His vafel two children begged him not to
leave them. They reminded him of his vows to Godl lais marriage vows. But he was a man
possessed with a demon and left his wife and mawealith the other woman. Then two
months later she left him, telling him she wasdicé him and he wasn't any fun any more.
He had gone to pieces and was now smoking potaadgt pills. | asked him what kind of
pills and he said he was taking Bombitas (DesoxyrNeémbies, Tuinal, and Seconal
(barbiturates). He felt he was losing his mind.

"l was trying to drive you away," he moaned. "Teathy | acted like I did out on the
street and in the school yard. | was afraid. | afaid of God and afraid to face Him. | want
to come back to God. | want to go back to my wifiel &hildren but don't know how. Will
you pray for me?" He raised his head and | saw &ylesf pathos and guilt, pleading for
help.

| helped him to his feet and we walked out of theyaand across the street to the bus. Six
of us got in the bus. He sat in one of the midelkats with his head bent over on the back of
the seat in front of him. We began to pray with hath of us praying audibly. He was praying
also. Suddenly | was aware that he was quotingoficd. From out of his memory and his
training at Bible School poured forth the wordgled 51st Psalm—the Psalm that King David
prayed after he committed adultery with Bathshehd sent her husband into battle to be
killed. Never have | felt the power of God so cl@sel did when this former minister, who
had become a servant of Satan, received the Spir@hrist and cried out his prayer of
confession and request for forgiveness in the wofdlse Holy Scripture.

Have mercy upon me, O God, according to thy lokingihess according unto the
multitude of thy tender mercies blot out my traesgrons.

Wash me thoroughly from mine iniquity, and cleamgefrom my sin.
For | acknowledge my transgressions: and my seves before me.

Against thee, and thee only have | sinned, and dbiseevil in thy sight; that thou
mightest be justified when thou speakest, andda gthen thou judgest.

Behold, | was shapen in iniquity, and in sin did mgyther conceive me.

Behold, thou desirest truth in the inward partsgam the hidden part thou shalt make me
to know wisdom.

Purge me with hyssop, and | shall be clean! washame | shall be whiter than snow.
Make me to hear joy and gladness; that the bonéshvthou hast broken may rejoice.
Hide thy face from my sins, and blot out all mimiguities.
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Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew atrggirit within me.

Cast me not away from they presence; and takehgdtioly Spirit from me.
Restore unto me the joy of thy salvation; and ugpineé with thy free spirit.

Then will | teach transgressors thy ways; and siarghall be converted unto thee.

Deliver me from blood guiltiness, O God, thou Géany salvation; and my tongue shall
sing aloud of thy righteousness.

He finished praying. The bus was quiet. Then Glepake up in a soft, beautiful voice,
finishing the words of the Psalm. "The sacrificésSGod are a broken spirit: a broken and
contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise."

We all arose from our knees. He was wiping his faib his handkerchief and blowing
his nose. The rest of us were blowing and sniffting

He turned to me. "l gave my last dime to those\ckads to dance in the street. Could you
give me a quarter to call my wife and catch a sybwean going home."

I've made it a practice never to give junkies onagi money. | know that almost without
exception it will go for dope or booze. But thissmhe exception. | reached in my pocket and
pulled out my last dollar bill. He took it and hweggme around the neck, his face still wet
from tears. Then he went to the others and huggeld ef them too.

"You'll be hearing from me," he said. "I'll be bdtck

He was back. Two days later he brought his wife amol children by the center to
introduce them. There was a radiance in his faae ¢buld never be produced by drugs or
pills. It was the light of God.
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Run baby run

Chapter seventeen

Through the Valley of the Shadow

It is almost impossible to put 40 drug addicts unalee roof without having problems—
especially when they're supervised by green inéapeed personnel. The only thing that kept
the organization of Teen Challenge from explodirag\the Holy Spirit. We were sitting on a
powder keg and anyone of us could light the fuseane psychopathic mind and blow us all
into oblivion. Our only hope was to stay as clas&bd as possible.

It was difficult to tell those who were genuinerfrahose who were counterfeit, for most
of these men and women were professional consarlisey made their living telling lies. But
we trusted them as far as we could. | was a stidklediscipline and soon learned most of
them didn't resent it if it were just and reasoralbh fact, they relished it because it gave
them a firm base of operation—a solid sense ofriggim. However, | knew all of them didn't
feel this way.

David agreed with my philosophy. But the distadtefesponsibility of having to
constantly reprimand the offenders began to weggvity upon me. Many times | had to get
out of bed in the middle of the night to quell atdrbance and sometimes even dismiss
someone for an infraction of the rules.

Most of the major decisions were left up to me avel had to add additional staff
members, most of them just out of college. | beck®enly aware of my lack of formal
training and sensed my own insecurity. | knew ditthr nothing about administrative
procedures and even less about the psychologipattsof interpersonal relations necessary
to maintain communication and rapport with my fellstaff members. | could sense jealousy
on the part of some of those working under me awhime aware of a gradual breakdown in
relationships.

When David would stop by the center, I'd try to lekpthat | had problems too big too
handle, but he'd always come back at me with, ™¢an handle it, Nicky. | have great
confidence in your ability." But the problems conied to stack up like dark clouds on the
horizon before a storm.

In the fall | flew with Davie to Pittsburgh to spean Kathryn Kuhlman's city-wide
crusade. Miss Kuhlman has one of the world's gseaBpirit-filled ministries. Her work
through the Kathryn Kuhlman Foundation reachepaits of the globe. She had visited Teen
Challenge and had taken a personal interest in ork.v had shown her around the city and
taken her into the ghetto. "I thank God for liftipgu out of these slums," she had said to me.
"If you ever have a problem too big to handle, oad."

| thought | might try to talk to her while | was Rittsburgh because the burden on my
heart was becoming heavier. However, | got caughinuthe bigness of her program. That
night, speaking through my friend Jeff Morales wiaal come along to interpret, | shared my
testimony with several thousand people in the geeatitorium. After the service we had
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dinner in a small restaurant but | never had theodpnnity to speak to Miss Kuhlman alone.
So | left Pittsburgh even more frustrated over mgbility to handle my own personal
problems.

By January 1964, we had grown too large to keepabien on the third floor at 416
Clinton. We made arrangements to secure a housessattre street for the women's quarters. |
was aware of conspiracies behind my back with somthe junkies | had been forced to
discipline. Besides this, we had taken severalid@sbinto the Center who were giving us
considerable trouble. | was constantly afraid ohéhem might try to seduce some of the
inexperienced college girls who had been broughd work as counselors.

Handling addicts was like trying to beat out a briere with a wet towel. Every time | got
one little situation under control another woul@dk out. | found myself getting personally
involved and when a junkie returned to the worldegjan to take it personally.

Gloria warned me about trying to bear all the bardéone, but the responsibility fell
heavy on my shoulders.

Then Quetta came to the center. She was a "madbiale and at one time had been
"married” to another girl. She wore men's clotheants, jacket, even men's shoes and
underwear. She was in her early 30's with verydkin and pitch black hair cut like a man.
She was a thin, willowy, attractive girl with antgaing personality.

Quetta was one of the biggest narcotic pusherdencity. For years she had run a
"shooting gallery” in her apartment. Men and worhad come not only to buy heroin, but to
participate in sexual immorality. She suppliedthdt was needed—needles, cookers, heroin,
pills, and for those with unnatural desires —med &omen. It was a messy situation.

When the police raided Quetta's apartment theyegiakp 12 persons including some
professional prostitutes and uncovered 10 "outfijggdoon, needle, and eyedropper). They
literally demolished the apartment, ripping out thalls and tearing up the floor until they
discovered her cache of drugs worth thousands lte#rdo

Quetta came to the center while on probation. la®pd the rules to her and told her she
was to dress in women's clothing and let her hawvg Furthermore, she was never to be
alone with one of the other junkies unless a wostaff member was present. She was too
sick to disagree and seemed thankful to be outibf In less than a week she made a
profession of faith and gave every outward evidesfdeeing converted.

| soon realized, however, that even conversionsbeacounterfeit. Even though we used
Quetta to testify in many of the street meetings|tithere was something false about her.

Two weeks later one of the girl counselors camegoearly one morning. She was white
as a sheet and shaking like a leaf. "What's wrDiape? Come in and sit down."

Diane was our newest staff member, a country gwhfNebraska who had just recently
graduated from Bible College. "I don't know howt&ll you, Nicky," she said. "It's Quetta
and Lilly."

Lilly was one of the junkies who had come into temter just a week before. She had
been attending the services but hadn't made anyntoment to the Lord. | felt my mouth go
dry. "What about them?" | said. Diane blushed amadghher head. "They were in the kitchen
together last night about midnight. | walked inthem, and Nicky, they were ... were ... )"
Her voice trailed off in shame and embarrassmdnhalen't been able to sleep all night.
What can we do?"

| got up from my chair and paced back and forthuadbthe deck. "Go back to the
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building and tell them | want to see them in myiagfimmediately,” | choked out. "This place
is dedicated to the Lord. We can't have any oftijpe of thing going on."

Diane left and | sat at my desk with my head in hands, praying desperately for
wisdom. Where had | failed? We had let Quettafie$br the center. The newspapers had
carried her story and given much publicity. She lesdn spoken in churches about the
change in her life.

| waited more than an hour and then started outltfue to see what was keeping them.
Diane met me on the steps. "They left. Both of th&mey got scared and said they were
leaving. We couldn't stop them."

| turned and walked slowly back to the center.oktthe defeat personally—and hard. For
three days Gloria prayed with me and talked to mé sulked over my seeming inability to
reach these addicts with the true message.

"Nicky, even Jesus had failures among his folloyeskke said. "Remember all those who
have been faithful and successful. Remember Sormyisvin Bible school studying to be a
minister. Think of Maria and the wonderful changéer life. Remember what God had done
for you. Have you forgotten your own salvation exgrece? How can you doubt God and
grow discouraged over these isolated failures?"

Gloria was right, but | was unable to pull mysealt of my despondency. As the summer
wore on the burden of guilt grew greater. | felvds a total failure. Communications had
broken down between me and most of the other stafhbers. David still believed in me, but
| was acutely and painfully aware of the constamlufes in the center. The tension grew
greater. Gloria kept trying to pull me out of myfekted attitude, but | was entirely negative
in everything | did.

The only bright spot was the arrival of Jimmy Baéimmy had been hooked on narcotics
for eight years. He wandered into the center askanghedicine, thinking it was a hospital.
"We have no medicine here but Jesus," | told him.

He thought | was crazy. "Man, | thought this wadiaic. You're a bunch of kooks." He
looked wildly around trying to get out of my office

"Sit down, Jimmy. | want to talk to you. Christ caimange you."
"No one can change me,"” Jimmy mumbled. "I've tead can't leave it alone."

| got up from my desk and walked over to him. Rigamy hands on his head | began to
pray. | felt him shudder and he fell to his knea#img out to God. From that night on he
never wanted another shot of heroin.

"See," Gloria said, when | told her about Jimmyswersion, "God is showing you He
can still use you. How can you continue to doulshPiMWhy not be positive?

It's been several months since you went out fostreet services at night. Get to work for
God and you'll feel the leadership of the Holy 8pike you used to."

| took her advice and agreed to lead the stresicasrthe last week in August. The first
night out we set up our platform in Brooklyn andelgan to preach. It was a hot sultry night
but the crowd was large and attentive. | preaclsed And felt good about my message. As |
neared the end of my sermon | gave the altar call.

Suddenly, | glanced up and on the far back edghefrowd | saw him. His face was
unmistakable. It was Israel. All these years. | badn praying, searching, inquiring ... and
suddenly there he was, a face in the crowd.
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My heart leaped. Perhaps God has sent him baek.the old fire pour into my heart as |
gave the invitation. He seemed to be listeningnitye stretching his neck to hear my words.
The portable organ began to play and the girksliroke into song. | saw Israel turn and start
to walk away.

Jumping down from the platform | elbowed my wayidusly through the crowd, trying
to reach him before he disappeared in the mob aplpe

"Israel! Israel!” | shouted after him. "Wait! WditHe paused and turned around. It had
been six years since I'd seen him. He was heamgm#ore mature. But his handsome face
was like chiseled marble and his eyes were deepad

| threw my arms around him and tried to pull hinckh#ward the crowd. He resisted and
stood unmovable. "Israel,” | screamed bubbling va "Is it really you?" | jumped back
and held his shoulders at arm's length looking buar. "Where have you been? Where are
you living? What are you doing? Tell me everythidhy haven't you called me? I've looked
all over New York for you. This is the greatest adyny life."

His eyes were distant and cold, his manner strandewithdrawn.
"I've got to go, Nicky. It's been good to see ygain."

"Got to go? | haven't seen you in six years. Youeen in my daily prayers. You're
coming home with me." | began to tug at his arm eishook his head and pulled his arm
away from me. | could feel the strong muscles rigplnder his skin.

"Someday, Nicky. Not now." He shrugged me off atadlted to walk away.

"Hey, wait a minute. What's wrong with you? Young best friend. You can't just walk
away."

He turned and froze me in one spot with a chilprestirom those steel gray unflinching
eyes. "Later, Nicky!" he spat out. He turned shagid walked down the sidewalk into the
darkness.

| stood and called out to him in despair. But heemg¢urned around. He just kept walking
into the darkness from whence he came.

| returned to the center a broken man. | dejectetthgle my way up the narrow stairs to
the third floor and shut the door behind me in ohthe attic rooms. "God," | cried out in an
agonized voice, "what have | done? Israel's lodtitie my fault. Forgive me." | dropped to
the floor and fell into a period of uncontrollaldeying. | beat my hands against the wall in
utter despair. But | received no answer. For twarbd remained in the hot attic room,
exhausting myself physically, emotionally, and spaly.

| knew | was going to leave the center. | felt ministry was finished. | was a failure in
everything | tried to do. Everyone | touched weatlbQuetta. Lilly. Now Israel. It was
hopeless for me to stay on and fight the mountiatilds that | couldn't overcome. It was
hopeless for me even to remain in the ministry.asviinished. Whipped. Beaten. | pulled
myself to my feet and stood looking out the sméicavindow at the dark sky. "God, I'm
beat. I've been wrong. I've been trusting in myaall not in you. If this is the reason you've
let this thing come to pass, | am willing to corsfesy terrible sin. Humble me. Kill me if you
must. But, dear God, don't throw me on the scraplie

The sobs came again and shook my body. | stodteinidor looking back. The room was
silent. | didn't know whether He heard me or natt 8t that moment it made little difference.
| had done all | knew to do.
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| went back down the steps to my apartment. Glbad put the baby to bed and was
clearing the remains of her late supper from théetd closed the door and walked toward the
chair. Before | could sit she was in front of mertdrms encircled my waist as she drew me
close. She knew nothing of what had taken pladberstreet or the upper room, but because
we were one flesh, she could sense | had been wdurdhd she was beside me to hold my
failing spirit and give me strength in time of need

| crushed her to me and buried my face in her steuhs the tears began again. For a
long time we stood there, pressed tightly agaiasheother, my body racked with sobs. At
last the crying passed and | pulled her face up wiy hands and looked deep into her eyes.
They were filled with tears, like deep fountainghmivater springing up from the pure earth
beneath. But she was not crying. She was smilingr; so faintly. And the love that flowed
from her heart overflowed in her eyes as the tepilted out over the edges and ran in little
rivulets down her light bronze cheeks.

| held her face tightly in my hands. She was béalutMore beautiful than ever before.
She smiled and then her lips parted as she redchetk in a soft lingering kiss. | could taste
the salt from my own tears and the moist warmtthefmouth against mine.

"It's over, Gloria. I'm finished. I'm going to lemvMaybe I've grown proud. Maybe I've
sinned. | don't know, but | know the spirit has aeed from me. I'm like Samson going out to
fight the Philistines without the power of God. lnfailure. | ruin everything | touch."”

"What is it, Nicky?" her voice was soft and genthat has happened?”

"Tonight | saw Israel. For the first time in sixare | saw my dearest friend. He turned his
back on me. It's my fault he's like he is. Had 1 left him alone in the city six years ago, he
would be working beside me today. Instead, he spestyears in prison and tonight is lost.
God doesn't care any more."

"Nicky, that is almost blasphemy," Gloria said, keice still soft.

"You cannot blame yourself for what happened tadbkrYou were just a scared kid that
morning you drove out of town. It wasn't your faytiu missed Israel. It's wrong to blame
yourself. And how can you dare say God doesn't eage more? He does care. He cared
enough to save you."

"You don't understand,” | said, shaking my head.etEsince Davie told me Israel went
back to the gang | have blamed myself. | have edrthe burden of guilt on my heart.
Tonight | saw him, and he turned his back on mewdaldn't even speak to me. If only you
could have seen the cold hardness in his face."

"But, Nicky, you can't give up now, just when Gaddeginning to work ..."

"Tomorrow I'm going to resign,” | interrupted. "bd't belong here. | don't belong in the
ministry. I'm not good enough. If | stay, the whadleen Challenge will be destroyed. I'm like
Jonah. Maybe I'm still running from God and domow it. They need to throw me overboard
so a fish can eat me up. If they don't get rid efthre whole ship will sink."

"Nicky, that's crazy talk. Satan is causing yows&y that," Gloria said, on the verge of
tears.

| pulled away. "Satan is in me all right. But I'tillgyoing to resign."
"Nicky, the least you can do is talk to Davie fitst

"I've tried, a hundred times. But he's always tasyb He thinks | can handle things. Well,
| can't take it any more. I'm a misfit and it's éifor me to admit it to myself. I'm a failure ... a

140



failure."

After we went to bed Gloria slipped her arm aronmglhead and rubbed the back of my
neck. "Nicky, before you resign will you promise mae thing? Will you call Kathryn
Kuhlman and talk to her?"

| nodded my head in agreement. My pillow was weahwears as | heard Gloria whisper,
"Nicky, God will take care of us."

| buried my head in my pillow, praying that God veunever let the sun come up on
another day in my life.

In those days of darkness and indecision a singggtostar appeared in the form of this
tall dignified lady who seemed to exude the vemspnce of the Holy Spirit. Just talking with
Miss Kuhlman on the phone the next morning seencetielp. She insisted | come to
Pittsburgh at her expense before making any fieaisibn.

The next afternoon | flew to Pittsburgh. | was sisgd she didn't try to talk me into
staying at Teen Challenge. Instead, she said, apsriGod is leading you into a different
ministry, Nicky. Perhaps He is leading you throtigh valley of the shadow in order to bring
you out into the sunshine on the other side. Jesp kyour eyes on Jesus. Don't become bitter
and discouraged. God has placed His hand on yowilHeot desert you. Remember, Nicky,
when we go through the valley, He goes with us."

We prayed together and she prayed if it were Gedidor me to leave Teen Challenge
that He keep the cloud of discouragement closerarote. If He wanted me to stay, that He
lift the cloud so | could feel free to remain inW& ork.

| flew back to the city the next morning, thankfat the friendship and confidence of this
gracious and dynamic Christian.

That night, after the baby was in bed, | sat akitehen table and talked again to Gloria. |
just wanted out. We would start all over, maybeCadifornia. Gloria said she would follow
me wherever | went. Her great love and confideraaeegne a new strength. Before | went to
bed | took a piece of paper and a stub of a pamcilwrote out my resignation.

It was a miserable weekend. Monday morning whenidasrived at the center, | handed
him the resignation and waited while he read it.

He hung his head. "Am | the one who has failed yieky?" he asked softly. "Have |
been in such a hurry | haven't been here to helpwieen you needed me? Come into the
office and talk to me."

| silently followed him down the hall and into tbéice. He closed the door behind us and
looked at me with a deeply grieved face.

"Nicky, | don't know what's behind this. But | kndim to blame for much of it. | have
been chastising myself daily for not spending nmtone with you. But I've been on the go so
much raising money for the center. | haven't eveenbable to spend time with my family.
The burden has rested heavy on my shoulders. $oebek talk | want to ask you to forgive
me for having failed you. Will you forgive me, Nigk"

| hung my head and nodded it silently. David sigkdegply and collapsed into a chair.
"Talk to me, Nicky."

"It's too late to talk, Davie. I've been tryingtédk to you. | feel this is what | have to do."”
"But why, Nicky, why? What has caused this suddecision?"
"It's not sudden, Davie. It's been coming for ggltime."” And then | poured my heart out
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to him.

"Nicky," Davie said, his piercing eyes looking sgifat at me. "All of us go through these
periods of depression. | have let people down aE tbeen let down by people. | have
wanted to throw in the towel many times. Often Véndound myself with Elijah under the
juniper bush crying, "it is enough, O Lord, takeagwmy life." But, Nicky, you have walked
where angels fear to tread. | just can't see youing from these little defeats.”

"They aren't little to me, Davie. My mind is alrgaghade up. I'm sorry."

The next day | put Gloria and Alicia on a plane @akland and two days later | flew to
Houston to keep my last scheduled speaking engagethevas August 1964. | had been at
Teen Challenge two years and nine months.

In Houston | was ashamed to tell the people thed resigned from Teen Challenge. But
my preaching was cold and ineffectual. | was anxita get on to California and be with
Gloria.

Flying across the nation | slowly became aware ks no longer flying on an expense
account. We had saved very little money and thaeptackets and moving expenses would
just about drain us. | was scared. Insecure. Feigd.

| remembered the times people had tried to prests icdo my hand when | was speaking
in rallies and conferences. | would thank them ask them to write out a check to Teen
Challenge. | wanted nothing for myself. My wholie lhad been wrapped up in the center. It
seemed ironic that even in Houston | had contirtoell the people to make out the checks
to Teen Challenge, knowing | barely had enough moodive on for the next few days.

Gloria met me at the airport. She had rented alsapartment. We were broke and
depressed. | had given God almost six years ofifeyahd | felt He had turned His back on
me. I'd quit, leave the ministry, and start frone thottom in some other field. The sun sank
into the Pacific Ocean and my whole world plung&d blackness.

| had no idea which way to turn. | found myself vdtawing from everything. | didn't
even want to go to church with Gloria, preferrimgjust sit around the house staring at the
walls. Gloria tried to pray with me but | felt hdpss and shrugged her off, telling her she
could pray but | was empty.

Within weeks word got around | was back in Califarrinvitations to speak in churches
began to pour in. | soon got tired of telling théno" and trying to make up some kind of
excuse. | finally told Gloria not to take anymoomg distance calls and not to answer the
letters that came in the daily mail.

But we were getting desperate financially. We hselduup all our savings and Gloria had
been unable to get a job.

As a last resort | accepted an invitation to praachyouth crusade. | was spiritually cold.
For the first time in my life | went into the pulpwvithout praying. Sitting on the platform |
was amazed at how hard and cold | was. | was skoakeny mercenary attitude. Yet | was
desperate. If God had let me down like | felt Hd maNew York, then | felt no obligation to
seek His blessing in preaching. If they'd pay ritetake it. It was as simple as that.

But it was not quite that simple with God. ObvigydHle had far bigger plans than for me
just to draw a paycheck for preaching. Preachingdita is sacred business—and He has
promised, "My word ... shall not return to me empty

When | gave the invitation something happened.t,Frgoung teenage boy stepped out
from the crowd and came forward, kneeling at tharallhen another came from the far side

142



of the auditorium. Then more streamed forward uhid aisles were full of young people

coming to the altar rail and kneeling to commitithiees to Jesus Christ. The crowd was so
great at the front of the church that many hadtaod behind those kneeling at the crowded
rail. In the back of the church | saw people falio their knees and crying out to God. Still

they came. | had never been in a service whenpiré 8f God swept through a congregation

with such power.

God was trying to say something to me, not in wéispbut in thundering tones. He was
telling me He was still on His throne. He was redimig me that even though | had let Him
down, He was not going to let me down. He wasrngline in unmistakable terms He was not
through with my life ... that He still had use fae, even when | was unwilling to be used.

| felt my knees shaking and tried to hold on to Iblaek of the pulpit. Suddenly, my eyes
were full of tears as I, the preacher of the nighimbled forward and knelt at the back side
of the altar rail. There, with heart overflowingtlvirepentance, | poured out my soul to God
in recommitment.

Following the service Gloria and | sat in the aathe church parking lot. We had planned
to go out and eat and then take a drive. Insteadagveed to go home. As we entered the
door, | fell to my knees. Gloria was beside me aedooth wept and cried out to God. And |
knew. | knew there was more. | knew that all thidgswork together for good to them that
love God. | looked up through the tears and sugdezdlized He was beside me. | could feel
His presence. | could almost hear Him say, "Yeaudin | walk through the valley of the
shadow of death | will fear no evil, for thou arithvme. Thy rod and thy staff they comfort
me."

We had been through the valley of the shadow. Bsitgrace had brought us through and
now the sunlight of tomorrow glistened on the dist@ountain peaks signifying the dawning
of a new day.
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Run baby run

Chapter eighteen
Walkin’ in Jesus’ Turf

The big break came just before Christmas whendived an invitation from a layman's
group known as the "Full Gospel Business Men'solahip International.” It was through
this group of dedicated businessmen that speakwitations from high schools and colleges
began to pour in. During 1965 | traveled to mosthef major cities across the nation. My
crusade rallies, many of them sponsored by churdfesl denominations, were having
wonderful success and | spoke to crowds up tohteastand.

| thanked God daily for His goodness. But | wa#l ststless and had a deep yearning in
my heart. | couldn't seem to put my finger on thebpem but | was becoming more restless
every day.

Then | met Dan Malachuk, a tall, extroverted busamean from New Jersey who
unknowingly brought my problem to the surface. Heauwally mentioned one night that he
understood my original desire was to work with thtle people.” | didn't respond to his
question but neither could | get it out of my mind.

| remembered my own childhood. If only someone tactd enough to lead me to Christ
as a child then maybe—I talked it over with Gloi@od was using my testimony in large
crusades, but every time | saw an article in thespaper about children arrested for sniffing
glue or smoking marijuana, my head ached. We keptipg that God would provide a way
for us to reach these children.

A few months later Dan helped arrange a four-dagane in Seattle. All this time | had
been speaking through my interpreter, Jeff Moralef. had moved to California in order to
travel with me to the large rallies where the andes had trouble with my accent. But just a
half hour before | was to leave for the airporf defled.

"Nicky, I'm in bed with pneumonia. The doctor refdago let me go. You're going to have
to be on your own."

Standing on the platform before a battery of mibkpes and TV cameras | surveyed the
huge crowd. Could they understand me with my PuRitan accent? Would they laugh at
my poor grammar? Nervously | cleared my throat apgéned my mouth to speak. No
words—only a garbled mumble. | cleared my throat aomething came out that sounded
like "uuuggghhhlikfg."

The crowd fidgeted nervously but politely. It wagpkless. | was too used to having Jeff
stand beside me. | bowed my head and asked forrp&iyear Lord, if you can give me an
unknown tongue to praise your name, then I'm tngsyiou to give me a known tongue to tell
these kids about you."

| raised my head and started to speak. The words pexfect and flowed from my mouth
with supernatural power. Jeff had been replacedesys and from that moment on | knew as
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long as | was speaking for Him | would never needng¢erpreter.
After the final service Dan stopped by my hotelmoo

“Nicky, God is blessing in a marvelous way. Thegkt@ love offering of $3,000 for you
to use in your ministry."

"Dan, | can't take that money."

"Nicky," Dan said as he made himself at home spregdn the couch and kicking off his
shoes, "the money is not for you. It's for God'skabrough you."

"And | can use it any way | feel God wants?" | akke

"That's right,” Dan said.

"Then I'll use it for the little people. | want start a Center to minister to them."
"Wonderful," Dan exploded, straightening up ongbéa, "call it Outreach for Youth."

Outreach for Youth it was. | returned to Califormvith the $3,000 determined to open a
center where | could take the little people off siieet and win them to Christ.

We set up our Center in Fresno at 221 N. Broadwag. applied for our official
California charter and | hung out a sign on theaffjeorch, "Outreach for Youth, Nicky Cruz,
Director."

Right away | started combing the streets. My fday out | found an 11-year-old boy
sitting in a doorway. | sat down beside him ancedghkis name.

He looked at me out of the corner of his eyes amally said, "Ruben, whatcha wanna
know for?"

"I dunno,"” I slurred back, "you just looked kinadmésome and | thought I'd talk to you."

He willingly told me his father was a junkie. Hddden sniffing glue just the day before.
He was a 6th grade dropout at school. | listenebthen told him | was opening a Center for
kids like him and asked if he'd like to come livéghwme.

"You mean you want me to come?"
"Sure," | said, "but we'll have to talk to your digdirst."

"Hell," the 11-year-old boy answered, "my old mdnte glad to get rid of me. The one
you gotta clear it with is my probation officer."

The probation officer was delighted and that nigbben moved in with us.

Within the next several weeks we picked up two miids. We enrolled them all in
school and held daily Bible studies at the CerfRerben gave us a great deal of trouble at
first, but at the end of the second week he mapl®fssion of faith during one of the Bible
studies. The next afternoon when he came from $dtewent straight to his room and began
to study. Gloria winked at me. "What more evideooald you want that his conversion was
sincere?" she said. | needed none. Deep insidedded. The restlessness was disappearing.

As the days went by we began getting calls frontralight mothers who said their
children were completely out of hand and beggingpuske them in. In a matter of weeks we
were full and still getting calls. Gloria and | sphenuch time in prayer seeking God to direct
us.

Early one morning, after only a couple of hourslekp, the phone rang. | fumbled for the
receiver. It was Dan Smith, an active member ofEb# Gospel Business Men's chapter in
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Fresno.

"Nicky, God is leading in a mysterious way. Severiluis have been praying about the
work you are doing. God has laid it on my hearttétp you form a Board of Directors. | have
talked with Earl Draper, an accountant, with RemdrPaul Evans, and H.J. Keener, manager
of a local TV station. We are willing to work wittou if you want us."

It was another answer to prayer as this small gfuipusiness and professional people
rallied behind the Center to help give direction.

Later that same month Dave Carter joined our $tafffork with the boys. | had known
Dave, a tall, quiet Negro, when he was a gang fesddlew York. He had gone to Bible
School after his conversion and since he had ndyamnnections was able to spend many
hours counseling individually with the love-starviedys. We also had two young Mexican
girls, Frances Ramirez and Angie Sedillos, joiriauadd the woman's touch and help with the
secretarial work.

The final member of the staff was someone very iaspgéo me. It was Jimmy Baez.
Jimmy had just graduated from Bible School and radra quiet, soft spoken girl. He was
coming to work as our Supervisor, but to me he masge than that. He was walking proof of
the changing, transforming power of Jesus Christvas difficult to imagine this scholarly
looking young man with handsome face and dark richrglasses was the same frail,
emaciated lad who had crawled into Teen Challehg&isg from withdrawal of heroin and
begging for drugs.

With our hearts filled with faith in God and ourrtts busy with the "little people" we
moved forward. God was blessing and | didn't tHickuld hold any more of His marvelous
surprises. But for those who love God there isimdt ko the surprises of tomorrow.

That Fall, Dan Malachuk arranged for me to retariNew York for a series of speaking
engagements. After meeting me at the airport wealback into town past mile after mile of
slum apartments. | sat slumped in the front se@asf's car and watched the ghetto flash by.
Something kept tugging at my heart. | was no loragpart of the ghetto but it was still a part
of me. | began to wonder about old friends and gaegibers—especially Israel. "Jesus," |
prayed, "please give me one more chance to witodssn."

After the meeting that night Dan followed to my élatbom. The phone was ringing when
we entered.

| answered and there was a long silence on ther ethé before | heard a weak but
familiar voice say, "Nicky, it's me. Israel.”

"Israel' | shouted. "Praise God! My prayer is aesad. Where are you?"

"I'm home, Nicky, in the Bronx. | just read in tpaper you were in town and called you
brother, Frank. He said | could catch you at thielio

| started to say something else but he interrupted "Nicky, I-I-I was wondering if |
might be able to see you while you're in town. dogalk over old times."

| could hardly believe my ears. | turned to Datis"Israel. He wants to see me."

"Ask him to meet us at the hotel tomorrow night damner,"” Dan said. The long awaited
reunion was set for 6:00 p.m. the next evening.

| prayed for him all that night asking God to gime the right words to touch his heart for
Christ.

Dan and | paced the hotel lobby from 5:30 until07@dm. He hadn't shown up. My heart
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was in my throat as | remembered that early morning years before when we had missed
him the first time.

Suddenly | saw him. His handsome features, deepyges, wavy hair. Nothing had
changed. | couldn't speak as the tears came toyes; ENicky," he choked out as he grasped
my hand, "I can't believe it." Suddenly we weregdlaimg and talking at the same time,
completely oblivious to the human traffic all aroums.

Long moments later he pulled away and said, "Ni¢kyant you to meet my wife, Rosa."

Beside him was a short, sweet little Puerto Ricamwgth a grin that spread all the way
across her beautiful face. | reached down to takehland but she grabbed me around the
neck and kissed me solidly on the cheek.

"It like | know you," she winked and said with beskEnglish. "I been living with you all
this time. Israel talk about you much these thregry."

We started downstairs to the Hay Market Room fandr. Israel and Rosa hung back and
| could sense something was bothering them. "Henael, what's the matter, baby? Dan is
paying for it. Come on."

Israel gave me an embarrassed look and finallyeduthe to one side. "Nicky, | don't
belong in such a fancy place. I've never beendwanky joint like this. | don't know what to
do."

| put my arm around his shoulder. "I don't know wteado either," | said. "Just order the
most expensive thing and let the 'Jolly Green Gy for it," | grinned, pointing at Dan.

After dinner we took the elevator to my room on tberteenth floor. Israel was relaxed
and seemed his old self as he told us of his hontigei ghetto.

"It isn't the most pleasant place to live," he sd\We have to keep our dishes in the
refrigerator to keep the roaches off. But it cobédworse. Downstairs the rats come in out of
the alley and bite the kids while they sleep."

Israel paused and reflected. "It's like you're chdidown there," he said. "You can't get
away. It's a bad place to raise the kids. Last whsde little girls in my building, all around
nine years old, were raped in the back alley. Wigtdtare let the children out on the street
and I'm sick of it. | want out. But—"

His voice trailed off and he got up from his chad walked to the window looking out
toward the glimmering tower on the Empire Stateldng. "But you gotta live someplace,
and any place else the rent's too high. But magse¢ year ... maybe next year we can move
to a nicer place. | haven't done too badly. | sthdut as a dishwasher and have worked my
way up to a clerk on Wall Street."

"But after you make it, what then?" | interrupted.
Israel turned and looked at me with a puzzled stavat did you say?" he asked.
| knew the time had come to dig deeper into the. gssael, tell me what went wrong."

He walked back to the couch where Rosa was siftintysat nervously beside her. "l don't
mind talking about it. | guess | need to. I've neegen told Rosa. You remember that
morning after you got out of the hospital when ymd that man were going to meet me?"

| nodded. The memory was painful.

"l waited out there for three hours. | felt likdal. | was sick of Christians and that night
| went back to the gang."”
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| interrupted. "Israel, I'm sorry. We looked forwa."

He shook his head. "Who cares? It was a long tigte Blaybe things would have been
different had | gone with you. Who knows?"

He paused and then began again. "After that wengtttis trouble with the South Street
Angels. This guy came in our turf and we told hira didn't want no jigs around. He got
smart and we hit him. He ran and five of us chdsedinto South Street turf and caught him
at the Penny Arcade. We dragged him outside amtkdtlghting with him. The next thing |
know one of our guys had this gun in his hand amag shooting. Paco started holding his
belly and mocking saying, 'Oh, I'm shot! I'm shail' our guys were laughing.

"Then the jig fell to the ground. He really was shée was a dead man. | could see the
hole in his head."

Israel paused. The only sound was the muffled @b#re traffic on the street far below.

"We ran. Four of us got caught. The other guy gatya The guy who pulled the trigger
got twenty years. The rest of us got five to twehty

He stopped talking and hung his head. "It was ywars of hell.
Regaining his composure he continued. "l had tadex' to get out of prison.”
"What do you mean a "fix?" Dan interrupted.

"My Parole Board said | would be released whenuld@rove to them | had a job waiting
for me. They said I'd have to go back to my old koirdidn't want to go back to Brooklyn. |
wanted to start out all over again but they sédd to go back home. So | got a 'fix' through
this junkie who was in there with me. He knew a mdro had a dress factory in Brooklyn
and this man told my mother if she'd pay him $5@ lpgomise me a job. She gave him the
money and he wrote a letter saying | had a job whgat out of prison. It was the only way |
could get a job. Man, who wants an ex-con workiorghim?"

"But did you get the job?" Dan asked.

"Naw," Israel said. "l told you it was a 'fix." Tireewasn't any job. This was just a way to
get out of jail."

"So | came out and went to the employment agendyliad to them about my past. You
think they'd have hired me if | told them | justtgut of prison the day before? | got a job as
a dishwasher and then a dozen other jobs. I've lygenever since. You've got to lie to get a
job. If my boss now knew | was an ex-con he'd fire, even though I've been out of prison
four years and done a good job. So, | lie. Everytoes."

"Didn't your parole officer help you?" Dan asked.

"Yeah, that was one guy who really tried. But wbaiild he do? He had a hundred other
guys to help too. No, it was up to me and I've mathas far on my own."

The room grew quiet. Rosa had been sitting quiedlside Israel all this time. She had
never heard him speak of this part of his life.

| said, "Israel, do you remember that time we weaking for the Phantom Lords and ran
into an ambush?"

Israel nodded, "I remember."

"You saved my life that night, Israel. Tonight I mtdo return that favor. Tonight | want to
tell you something that will save your life."
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Rosa reached over and ran her arm through his, Bo#y turned and looked at me
expectantly.

"Israel, you're my dearest friend. You can tellréf® been a change in my life. The old
Nicky is dead. The person you see tonight is naltyeNicky at all. It's Jesus Christ living in
me. Do you remember that night at St. Nicholas Ar@hen we gave our hearts to the Lord?"

Israel nodded, his eyes dropping toward the floor.

"God came into your heart that night, Israel. I\krib God made a bargain with you. And
He is still keeping His end of the bargain. He hasturned loose of you, Israel. You've been
running all these years, but He still has holdai.y

| reached for my Bible. "In the Old Testament thege story of a man called Jacob. He,
too, was running from God. Then one night, juse lignight, he had a rumble with an angel.
The angel won and Jacob surrendered to God. Artdnight God changed his name. No
Jacob any more—»but Israel. And Israel means 'oreewdiks with God.™

| closed my Bible and paused before continuingadbs eyes were wet with tears and
Rosa was clutching his arm. "I have laid awakeiglitrfor years praying for you—thinking
how wonderful it would be to have you working beside—not like we used to do—but in
God's work. Israel, tonight | want you to become ariho walks with God. | want you to step
out and start walkin' in Jesus' turf."

Israel looked up, his eyes full of tears. He turaad looked at Rosa. She was puzzled and
spoke to him in Spanish. | had been talking in EBhgand realized Rosa had not understood
all 1 said. She asked him what | wanted. Israal toér | wanted them to give their hearts to
Christ. He talked rapidly in Spanish, telling hés tesire to return to God—Iike Jacob of old
to go back. He asked her if she would come with. him

She smiled and her eyes sparkled as she noddeaiséR&od!" | shouted. Kneel down
beside this sofa while | pray."

Israel and Rosa knelt beside the sofa. Dan sligmed his chair and knelt on the other
side of the room. | put my hands on their headskeeyhn to pray, first in English, and then in
Spanish, slipping back and front between the twguages. | felt the Spirit of God flowing
through my heart and down my arms and fingertipg their lives. | prayed, asking God to
forgive them and bless them and receive them hedulliness of His Kingdom.

It was a lengthy prayer. When | finished | heancé$ begin to pray. Slowly at first, then
with intensity as he cried out, "Lord, forgive nf&rgive me. Forgive me." Then his prayer
changed and | could feel the new strength shuddeugh his body as he began saying,
"Lord, I thank you."

Rosa joined in, "Thank you, God, thank you." Dan Isuael and Rosa in a cab and paid
their fare back to their apartment in the Bronxicky," he said, wiping his eyes as they
drove away, "this has been the greatest night ofif@and | feel God is going to send Israel
to California to work with you."

| nodded. Maybe so. God always had a way of takarg of things.
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Run baby run
Epilogue

It was a late spring afternoon as Nicky and Glianged on the front steps of the Center
at 221 N. Broadway watching Ralphie and Karl cgttine grass in the deepening twilight. It
was almost time for the street meeting in the ghéttthe backyard you could hear the happy
sounds of Dave Carter and Jimmy Baez laughing EnAUoey, and Kirk playing croquet.
Supper was over and inside, Francie and Angie sigael the other boys in the nightly clean-
up. Alicia and little Laura, now 16 months old, yg#d happily in the fresh mown grass.

Gloria sat on a lower step gazing affectionateld #éimoughtfully at her dark skinned
husband as he leaned against the post, eyes baHdclas if lost in a dream world. She
reached up and placed her hand on his knee.

"Honey, what's wrong? What are you thinking?"
"What do you mean?" he asked drowsily, reluctanitito loose of his thoughts.

"I mean, what are you dreaming about now? Are ydurgnning? We have the Center
for the little people. Israel and Rosa are living-resno and serving the Lord.

Sonny is pastoring a big church in L.A. Jimmy isrking with you and Maria is serving
God in New York. Next week you fly to Sweden andhBwrk to preach. Why are you still
dreaming? What more could you ask from God?"

Nicky straightened up and looked deep into the immgy eyes of his companion. His
voice had a faraway sound as he said, "It's not Whak of God, Sweetheart, but what He's
asking of me. We are only scratching the surfadh @aur ministry."

There was a long pause. Only the sounds of theyhapjvity echoed around the house.
"But Nicky," Gloria said, still gazing intently &im, "it's not just your task. It's the task of all
Christians—everywhere."

"I know that," he said. "I keep thinking about #ibse big churches in the inner city that
are sitting empty during the week. Wouldn't it benderful if those unused classrooms could
be turned into dormitories filled with hundreds wfloved children and teenagers from the
slums? Each church could become its own Center ethby volunteers."

"Nicky," Gloria interrupted, squeezing his kneepUijre too much of a dreamer. Do you
think those church people are going to turn themutiful buildings into dormitories for lost
and homeless kids? These church people want to ha@iphey want someone else to do it for
them. They fuss now if a drunk interrupts a worségpvice. Think what they would say if
they came to church some Sunday morning and folieid $acred temples desecrated with
beds and cots and a bunch of former junkies anel giffers in the spic and span halls. No,
Nicky, you're a dreamer. These people don't wagetaheir hands dirty. They rebel against
having their carpets stained with dirt from baretfe

Nicky shook his head. "You're right, of course.eep wondering what Jesus would do.
Would He get His hands dirty?"
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He paused and looked past her toward the distaohtaims, reflecting. "You remember
last year when we drove out to Point Loma on the ibhaSan Diego? Remember that huge
lighthouse? For years it's guided ships into thddra But now times have changed. | read
just last week that there is too much smog and'tbdyad to build a new lighthouse down
near the water so the light can shine under theggsmo

Gloria listened intently.

"This is what's happened today. The church sahds with its light shining high. But few
can see it because times have changed and thareissmog. A new light is needed to shine
near the ground—down where the people are. It isenough for me to be a keeper of the
lighthouse, | must be a bearer of the light as.viddl, I'm not running any more. | just want to
be where the action is."

"I know," Gloria said, her voice reflecting her gegride and understanding. "And that's
what | want for you. But you may have to go it @olWou know that, don't you?"

"Not alone," Nicky said, reaching down and pladmsg hand over hers. "I'd be walking in
Jesus' turf."

The sound of the boys laughing in the back yardvdoeider as they finished their game
and headed inside. Karl and Ralphie had pickedheip Bibles and were sitting on the curb in
front of the house.

Nicky lowered his head and glanced at Gloria outheftop of his eyes. "I got a call this
afternoon from a mother in Pasadena." He pauseahfexpected reaction.

Gloria just waited for him to continue. "Her twelyear-old boy has been picked up by
the police for peddling marijuana. Her husband waatput him in prison.” Nicky stopped
talking and his voice trailed off. "But we don'Mesany room and we're out of money."

They sat in silence. Nicky watched a small spamopping up and down in the grass. His
eyes filled with tears as he thought of the unknahiid ... so typical of thousands of others
... hungry for love ... willing to risk jail jusbtget some attention ... looking for something
real.

Gloria interrupted his thoughts. "Nicky," she saumftly, her fingers entwining with his,
"What are you going to do?"

Nicky grinned and looked her in the face sayingm'gjoing to do what Jesus would have
me do. I'm going to get involved.”

"Oh, Nicky, Nicky," Gloria said as she threw hemararound his legs. "l love you!
There's always room for one more. And God will padev'

Jimmy backed the bus out of the driveway. The baymmbled aboard for the street
service in the ghetto. Nicky pulled Gloria to heet. "Vamanos! Let's run. It's time to do
Jesus' work."
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A Personal Challenge
from Nicky Cruz

Dear Friend of Nicky Cruz Outreach,

During the last decade of the 20th Century therge been a disturbing reluctance to talk
seriously about matters spiritual and religious. Wa&ve become accustomed to not talking
openly about the things that matter most.

Our excuse has been, "Religious faith is a privatater." But whatever your faith, it is a
fact that when millions of people stop believingGod, enormous public consequences
follow. Dostoyevsky reminded us in The Brothersaazov that "if God does not exist,
everything is permissible.” We are now seeing "@hang."

What can be done? First, we must once again conpelic policy with our deepest
beliefs. Right now, we may say one thing and ddhamo.

We say we want law and order, but we allow viotgimes to return to the streets.
We say we want to stop illegitimacy, but we subsiiehavior that leads to it.
We Say we want families to stay together, but weerdavorce an easy way out.

We say we want to discourage teenage sex, but easacross America are more eager
to dispense condoms than moral guidance, treategdgers as if they were young animals
in heat.

We say we want a colorblind society, but we comtitaujudge people by race and skin
pigment.

We must return religion to its proper place. Ramgiprovides us with moral bearings.
The solution to our chief problem of spiritual irogerishment depends on spiritual renewal.
The surrender of strong beliefs—in our private apdblic lives—has resulted in a
demoralized society.

| am mad at what we 've allowed Satan to do to culdren! That's why I'm fighting
harder than ever before to show our youth that & there is hope. | challenge you to join
this battle to rescue our kids.

With God's help, we will win! Your missionary tdoan America,
Nicky Cruz
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Nicky Cruz Outreach:
Dedicated to rescuing teens from their gang lifestyle

Special Report: Street Gangs — Drawing the Line

PADUCAH... JONESBORO... PEARL. Three American tovgiging testimony to the
tragic fact that teen violence is no longer cordine the inner city. It's happening across the
country in suburbia, small towns and perhaps everacstreet near you. In response to
growing gang violence, communities are drawing @éaline to tout out gangs and prevent
youths form joining them. Parents now have access host of effective resources to help
them "gang proof their kids. This special repomtains valuable research information that
can help save the lives of our teens.

What is a gang?

A youth gang is defined as adolescents and yountisagho interact frequently and are
deliberately involved in illegal activities, shaaecommon identity (often expressed through a
gang name), adopt certain symbols and/or claimraebower certain "turf." Elaborate hand
signs and colorful graffiti characterize many ofddg's gang "families,” make gangs
glamorous and attractive to many kids today.

The Lure of gangs

The reasons why teens are attracted to gangs dledeeimented. Gangs prey upon
youth at a time when their needs are the greatesh Sense of belonging, recognition and
protection. Gangs promise all this and more. Thatts" associated with gang membership
and the excitement and danger that many kids tlotvenake the lure of gangs even more
powerful.

Gangs inevitably bring with them a deadly blendgohs, drugs, sexual promiscuity,
vandalism, violence and turf wars.

A 1997 report from théffice of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prewentevealed
that 10 percent of high school students had caaiedgapon (gun, knife or club) on school
property in the month preceding the survey.

Kids are being scared into joining gangs or sutier consequences. A 1997 sampling of
schools in North Carolina found that 37 percentigiht and ninth graders were afraid of
attacks at school.

Luis Pizaro, former gang member, now counseling lkadt of gangs, recalled, "When |
became a gang member and | gated someone, | wanseg them die. It was a rage. The act
of violence took me to a stage where | did a lathaigs that | regret. | hurt so many people. |
made so many people suffer.”

Another ex-gang member named Anthony spoke candigbyit what attracted him to the
gang life: "I was into women and music. And | usdéldhat to fill the void that was left in my
heart because | never had that father there."

Gangs have been the focus of numerous "youth Gelsummits” held at the state and
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national levels. Most recently, U.S. Attorney Gextgianet Reno met with 60 mayors and 15
police chiefs in Salt Lake City to recommend additm be taken to curb gang violence.

While schools and government authorities are adgptizero tolerance" measures
regarding gangs, the most effective deterrent essigith the family and the church. "We
have to take radical steps to rescue our kidsjtestdrts with the family. I'm also challenging
our churches to take a stronger leadership rokhawing kids there's something better than
joining a gang," Cruz said.

"This gang stuff is for real.”
Although not all school violence is gang relatezha®ls like the

South Divisional High School in Milwaukee, WI, fachallenges with each new school
day. Principal Don Creger spoke candidly with NicBguz: "Last year we lost five students
to violence. The year before we lost six. The yweore that we lost nine. Last year, | had a
boy in my office for gang activity. Two days latee was shot and killed. | stood in front of
his casket and said, 'What can | do for him?' | ey for his family. But, I've got to go back
to that school, and I've got to let the kids knbwg gang stuff is for real.”

Gang membership is gaining a foothold in our schodhe students themselves are
concerned. According to one national study, nedaflypercent of students reported having
"very serious problems" with gangs in their schodluis Harris Associates survey Met
Life, 1996)

A 1996 study by the National Youth Gang Centermested more than 25,000 gangs in
operation with over 650,000 members. Some expexisastimate gang membership at closer
to 900,000.

Students Offer Forgiveness
in the Face of Tragedy:

WEST PADUCAH, KY-On December 1,1997, an early mognprayer meeting at Heath
High School was interrupted by gunshots. It wasag that changed this Kentucky town
forever.

Three young girls died and five other students wayanded when they were shot by a 14
year-old classmate.

The eyes of the nation focused on West Paducahitancaction to such an act of
violence. Amazingly, in the midst of a profound semf loss and grief, forgiveness emerged.
The day after the shooting, students raised bararasposters reading, "Michael, we love
you. Michael, we forgive you," referring to Michagarneal, the boy who reportedly fired the
shots.

Nine months later, the emotional wounds are stiider, yet a spirit of supernatural
forgiveness continues to fill many of the studeaftscted by this horrific tragedy.

Nicky Cruz and his ministry team recently visitede$VPaducah to talk with the students
of Heath High School.

Cruz was particularly touched by Missy Jenkins, whkas one of the five students
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wounded. The bullet left her paralyzed, unable &kw'Her forgiveness is something that |
have rarely seen in Christianity,” Cruz observédalked to her point-blank: 'Do you forgive
Michael?' They used to play together as kids. @it 3 forgive him with all my heart.™

Cruz prayed for Missy, truly believing that she IwNalk again. "She was the most
touching, beautiful angel," Cruz said. "She showespirit of forgiveness deeper and more
real that | think | have ever seen."

Cruz and his ministry team were the only outsidediméhat have been permitted to
conduct interviews in Heath High School. Principdll Bond said he felt that Nicky Cruz
could help his students overcome fear, unforgivenasd anger. Crus's address to an
assembly of students, teachers and 40 pastoryeecaistanding ovation.

Mr. Bond cares deeply for the kids and wants thet i the school. Heath High School
is blessed with good Christian counselors. Afterthooting, the school made the services of
its counseling staff available to the students. Kide had a choice of several counselors, but
the majority chose to go to the Christian counselor

Among the students interviewed by Cruz was Benrgir@a minister's son, who was
praised in the national media for his heroism. Hesweading the student prayer gathering
when Michael Carneal began shooting. Strong reeolwhat happened next:

"When we got done praying ... | just hears a pap spun around,” Strong said. "And | ...
was like, 'Mike, what are you doing?' And then & jet a bunch of them (shots) go."

Strong said Carneal squeezed off 11 shots befoianéwe what was happening. "Then |
seen some people fall, and | seen blood," Stroity 5&nd | just ran over there ... | was just
telling him to be calm and drop the gun, whatevar.he just kind of slouched down and
dropped the gun.”

"He didn't say anything throughout the entire thuwgil | grabbed him ... When | went
over and grabbed him, he was shaking and he sa#h)'t believe | did that,™ Strong said.

Strong was praised for disarming Carneal and ptewgriurther bloodshed. There was
one more bullet left in the chamber of the 22 alibistol Carneal was carrying.

Cruz had high praise for police, school and citijcals, who presented options to deal
with potentially dangerous situations in the futufer example, one factor affecting Michael
Carneal's behavior was anger at other studentshatianade fun of him and were cruel and
cutting with their words. With the help and backind police, school officials have
established a policy to avert the effects of damgdanguage. Students who are verbally
abusive can now be dismissed form school.

"This could be any town and any school in our courtthank God for the courage and
forgiveness these kids have shown. We must stoprahgtred and the resulting violence
from killing any more of our kids," Cruz concluded.
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The Word in the Streets
A Personal Account
by NicRy Cruz

"What Satan meant for evil, God has transformed etforce for good,” proclaimed
Nicky after taping the final segments of a two-hawcu-drama on teen violence entitled,
Moving Targets: Why Kids Kill. The video is hostéy fithess expert, Jake Steinfeld. It
features Reggie and Sara White, educators, cousselad teens whose lives have been
touched by violence.

"I want to get this video into the hands of pastgisdance counselors, parents and teens.
It's going to save lives."

Cruz referred to the tragic shootings, some gataje®, taking more than 15 lives over
the past two years at schools in Paducah, Kentultkyesboro, Arkansas; Pearl, Mississippi;
and Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

The video depicts the shocking reality of kidsikij kids, but it goes much farther to give
hope and offer solutions to the epidemic of teatevice.

"Forgiveness is not a fee ling, but a choice, andids deeply touched seeing these
teenagers forgiving the schoolmate who shot, killedvounded them," Cruz stated.

Missy Jenkins was paralyzed by the gunfire that nded five and killed three
schoolmates in West Paducah, Kentucky. The blu$-é&yende looked up from her
wheelchair and said with a soft smile, "People #rmking, 'Why do you forgive him? He
killed kids. He paralyzed you.' But it's hard foe to hold a grudge in my heart. It makes me
feel so much better to forgive him, because whergive him | can think of other things and
get on with my life, Christ wants you to be likentiand He forgave everybody. So I'm going
to forgive him even though he did this to me."

| was there in the schools. As | stood in frontvwad high school assemblies, | watched the
faces, the concern, the seriousness. | can tdsidfy something took place there that | will
treasure for the rest of my life.

There was a tremendous opening from the kids. Tlere gang members present—all
kinds of kids—rough kids. They were even goinglésecthe school! All these things
happened in just two or three months. There had eeor seven killings.

| simply stood there and told them what Jesus miahy life. | just put my heart into their
hands. People asked me, "Nicky, what makes youffeoedt? " | told them that | am not
different. I'm still Nicky Cruz. Jesus Christ cam® my heart and made the difference. When
| spoke to those kids, | was like a thief. | waskiog at them and | saw the pain, the anger,
the rebellion, the hate, the guilt. And | took tbat and I felt it—and gave it back to them.

Their reaction was tremendous conviction. I've nee=n people crying feeling the pain
as | saw it that morning. Why? Because the messagienple. Jesus loves you (John 3:16).
That is the simple message | gave back to those &dd loves them. | love them. And the
result was that many people today are living fauke"
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Nicky Cruz not only visited a Kentucky school, & and his ministry team have been to
Arkansas, Mississippi and Wisconsin to tell studdns story and to hear the concerns of the
parents and teens affected by gang violence.

What Cruz and his team bound was eye-opening arydwah begin to answer the tough
guestions:

"Why Do Kids Kill?"

Have we unwittingly conditioned our kids to kill’z2@ain parents would not purposely do
such a thing; however, a startling hypothesis wasented by David Grossman, military
psychologist and author:

"We've taught our children to laugh and derive plea form human death and suffering,”
Grossman noted in an interview for the Nicky Crelevision specialMoving Targets: Why
Kids Kill.

Grossman related this shocking story: "After theesboro shootings, one of the high
school teachers told me how her students reactesh whe told them about the shootings in
the middle school. 'They laughed,' she told me @ditimay. A similar reaction happens all the
time in movie theaters when there is bloody viokenthe young people laugh and cheer and
keep right on eating popcorn and drinking pop."

"Killing on's fellow students does not come natlyr&b children. It is a learned skill. This
"virus of violence" id picked up from abuse andleim@e in the home, especially from the
pervasive violence presented as entertainmentamiseéon, the movies and 'point and shoot'
video games."

"Every time a child plays an interactive video garhe is learning the exact same
conditioned reflex skill as a soldier or policeio#fr in training."

"Observation with violent videos and games is péi pattern common to several of the
recent school shootings. Other pieces of the puamkide deep feelings of inferiority,
writing or talking about killing people, and readgcess to guns,” Grossman stated.

Action Plan For Parents:

What can parents do right now to fight back agatimstthreat of gangs?
Nicky Cruz offers these guidelines:

1. Discourage your children from hanging out vittown gang members.
2. Occupy your children's free time.

3. Develop good communication with your children.

4. Spend time with your children.

5. Do not buy or allow your children to dress imgsstyle clothing.

6. Set limits for your children.

7. Do not allow your children to write or practiagiting gang names, symbols, or other
gang graffiti on their books, papers, clothes, svall any other place. Do not allow them to
get tattoos.

8. Develop an anti-gang environment in your hookkh
9. Learn about gang and drug activity in your camity.
10. Participate in the education of your children.
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11. Become an active parent, not a passive parent.

Early Warning Signs:
A Parent Checklist

HERE IS A SIMPLE CHECKLIST of early warning signacaquestions to ask about
gang activity. These simple guidelines could sawer ghild's life:

1. What is going on in the neighborhood?
. Who are the people involved?
. Is my child one of them?
. Are they dressing differently than they used to?

2

3

4

5. If so, what are they now wearing?

6. Are their friends dressing the same way?

7. Are you finding drawings (logos) on noteboqgtapers and T-shirts?
8. Are they getting in trouble at school or witke tpolice?

9. Do they suddenly have a nickname?

10. Do they have money they cannot explain?

11. Watch out for bruises, which can be signs ofggaitiation.

12. Watch out for tattoos/body-writing, which mag a sign of gang membership.
13. Are there signs of drug or alcohol abuse?

Please not that one or more of these identifiersy mat mean gang involvement or
membership. A parent should look for multiple idfeexs and for similarity among their
child's friends (i.e., same type and color of clogf).

Reach Out!

"THE BEST WAY TO make sure your own kids don't getolved in gangs is to make
sure they know their real family loves and caredliem,” Cruz noted.

"l also want to encourage partnership between $&amuchurches and those in the inner
city. Suburban churches can become key playersupplging spiritual ammunition like
Bibles, Sunday school materials, and library resesilike tapes. They need to set up shop
together with inner-city churches," Cruz said.

"Most of these kids wouldn't fit into a traditionahurch, and most church members
wouldn't want to sit by a gang member or drug addet the church must learn to mix like
this and help one another," nicky added.
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Luis Pizaro, who works with Nicky Cruz Outreachdad, "When Jesus came, He was
with the sinners. If He came today, He would behwiiie dope dealers, the prostitutes, the
pimps, the homosexuals. And these are the peoples&at us out to reach.”

4 Ways to "Gang Proof” Your Neighborhood

1. Develop positive alternatives for your childresuych as after-school and weekend
activities, clubs and sports. Get older kids to toegounger ones.

2. Talk with other parents. Find out the straigtdap on what's happening with their kids,
support one another and thereby spot problems soone

3. Work with police and other agencies. Reportpmugus activity. Organize a
Neighborhood Watch. Tell police about gang graffiliake use of support resources in your
community.

4. Get organized. Talk with your minister, famdpunselor, community association,
school principal, guidance counselor and coach.té&brithe Boys and Girls Club, YMCA,
YWCA, YMHA and Scouts. Look for drug abuse and pmmon groups, youth-serving
agencies and community centers.

Special Report:
Too Little, Too Late? Have We Lost Our Kids?

Are our worst fears coming to pass? Are we losimgkids to the violence spreading like
a cancer in our cities and town? Who knows wheie thalignancy will surface next?
Parents, schools, police and churches are mobgizmfight an enemy that has left scores of
victims, dead and wounded. We can only pray oortsfare not too late.

From the winter of 1996 to spring, 1998, eight dgadhool shootings shocked the nation
into the grim reality that this is not an isolag@genomenon. A violent enemy is stalking the
land in the guise of children turned killers. At ttoll continues to mount.

As recently as September 29, 1998, the AssociatesisReported shots were fired in a
North Miami, Florida, high school, wounding two gants and a teacher. Police believed the
shootings were in retaliation for a fight that toplace earlier, even though the school had
several security guards and surveillance cameras.

While the number of murders committed by childrexder 18 has begun to drop over the
past two years, "The nature of murders seems igetieng worse. We've graduated into the
ear of juvenile mass murder ... more violent kgbn... more senseless killings ... kids are
catching up with adult murders,"” said Charles Pingwauthor oKids Who Kill
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Why Kids Kill

"What them is influencing these kids to commit surrific crimes?" These are not
Sunday school kids just having a bad day. Accortingplice, prosecutors, psychologists and
parents, the school shooters of the last elevertmarvere similar in may ways.

Most were above average in intelligence, but fefierior. They had the usual adolescent
complaints of being too fat, too short, unlovedlywuand being picked on by others, but none
of them coped well with the accompanying negateadihgs. Most of them were suicidal.

Each had easy access to semiautomatic weageerents taught some of them how to
shoot the weapons, in some cases to promote aeshia guns, in other cases to teach their
children gun safety. Given the fact that many temnge no concept of the finality of death,
putting powerful firearms at their disposal caralscary proposition.

They all wrote and talked about killing peoplde warning signs were present. In almost
all the cases, the adults didn't take the threateissly.

They all were absorbing "cultural violence-Violent musical messages, violent movies,
violent video games, and TV and Internet violenteens are highly susceptible to these
powerful images.

Conditioned to Kill?

Could our society unintentionally be conditioningrchildren to kill from a very early
age? According to David Grossman, military psych@t author and resident of Jonesboro,
Arkansas, the two most powerful factors conditigniour kids to Kkill are violence on
television and point-and-shoot video games.

"Today, the data linking violence in the media tolence in society are superior too those
linking cancer and tobacco," Grossman said in figdito Kill," and article which appeared
in the August 1998 issue of Christianity Today.

He cited a study appearing Trhe Journal of the American Medical AssociationM»
which concluded that "the introduction of television the 1950s caused a subsequent
doubling of the homicide rate, i.e., long-term dhivod exposure to television is a causal
factor behind the approximate one-half of the hdadeis committed in the United States.
(JAMA-June 10, 1992.)

Mayors Address Violence

U.S. Attorney General, Janet Reno, and the mayb8)dJS cities met for a National
Youth Violence Summit, September 24, 1998, in Bake City in an attempt to stem the tide
of teen violence. The Mayors were joined by 15 gmichiefs and representatives from the
federal government, the news media and the emerent industry.

"What young people tell me they need most is sometmntalk to, somebody who
understands how hard it is to grow up today," Reaid.

Recommendations from the mayors included safe lsad@nkids, expanded arts and
recreation opportunities, and stronger measur&esdp guns out of the hands of kids.

The mayors also proposed that schools substantiagf up” counseling staff to head off
problems early, before they become Ilaw enforcemgamblems. Meanwhile, police
departments are working to put more officers onstieets and in schools.

Police in the hallways:

In New York City, the Board of Education recentlygted to give NYPD control of school
security to improve the quality and training of aohsecurity personnel. Many parents were
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reportedly upset with the Board's decision, sayimgt police would turn the schools into
armed camps.

This "get tough" approach to law enforcement inogtisettings includes "zero tolerance”
for weapons and drugs. The Seattle School Disisia strict enforcer of zero tolerance.
Recently, and 11 year-old boy was expelled fromeatt®e middle school after a tow squirt
gun fell out of his backpack in the cafeteria. Acliog to the report, there were 68 security
incidents involving weapons in the Seattle Schoistrizt during the 1997-1998 school year
(MSNBC, September 23, 1998).

Action points:

WE MAY NEVER satisfactorily answer the question, Héf causes teen violence?"
Therefore, we should act on the information we harnd take action, right where we are.
Parents, teachers, church leaders, public servanste citizens, adults and youths can do
something to save kids.

The following nine action pints were proposed bgda Mintle, Ph.D., a licensed clinical
social worker and author. Her article, "When Kids Ballistic,” appeared in the September
1998 issue of Charisma magazine.

1. Don't live in fear. "God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of pownd of love and
of a sound mind" (2 Tim. 1:7, NKJV). God is ourugé and strength and a very present help
in trouble, as Psalm 46:1 says. We have to conttoukinction in this world even when
danger and sin are present.

2. Be attentive to kids who may be in troubleLook for signs of depression —gloom,
loss of interest in activities, low esteem, irritdyp, underachievement at school, social
withdrawal, changes in appetite, difficulty sleepirtoncentration problems and excessive
tiredness. Take it seriously when someone talksuding animals or people. Encourage your
teens to notify a parent or other authority if ttyige of talk is heard. They might save lives.

3. Work to solve family problems.We know that unhappy homes are related to juvenile
delinquency and mental iliness. Also, rebelliomighest in very permissive or very reactive
homes. Family breakups, depression, abuse or fi@gmessures negatively affect teens and
parents alike. Don't underestimate the emotionalgpsuch stress has on teens. Most of us
today live away from our extended families. As sule social report and positive peer
pressures often are lacking on our daily lives.réfuee, teens feel less stability and more
isolation.

4. Be involved with your teenagerParents need to know what their kids are up tenkv
legislators believe this. During the last decadeact, 17 states passed laws making parents
responsible for the crimes of their children. Toany kids spend hours alone after school
with nothing to do.

5. Learn how the media affects your family The average child will have witnessed
100,000 acts of violence before the age of 18. Kesk questions about the shows they are
watching. Who is the villain and shy? Who is theof?eHow is the family portrayed? Then,
make your viewing choices.

6. Become familiar with popular culture. Listen to the lyrics of songs, watch and
comprehend youth-oriented TV programs, talk aboly wertain movies are unsuitable for
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teens, and pay attention to video games purchasplhyed. It is also unwise to allow teens
unmonitored access to the Internet. There are taoyntemptations and inappropriate chat
rooms that can be accessed by kids.

7. Don't be naive about gunslt is alarmingly easy for a teen to get a lethaapon.
Movies and other media have desensitized kidseé@thual damage guns can cause. Guns are
not for play, and the responsibility that comeshwatgun in immense. Preventing the misuse
of a firearm requires more than proper gun safeiping.

8. Stand up for Christian values It isn't a coincidence that more and more kids ar
callous about crime and are without shame or reendrkey are raised in a society where
moral absolutes are politically incorrect, and vehabortion is legal. The breakdown of our
moral fabric leads to unconscionable behavior.

9. Recognize the need for spiritual warfare

Dabbling in the occult and exposing the mind to ges of torment, murder or torture
opens the door to evil. There is a fight for thals®f these kids. Learn to pray and intercede
for them. We must put on the full armor and go ibtattle. We have to reach out and
demonstrate the reality of a living God to thes@diess, hurting kids. No one is beyond
redemption through His grace.
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A Personal Challenge
from Nicky Cruz

Dear Friend,

"Why do kids act like they don't need us?" Thatatw hear parents say. But too often,
our response is to write our kids off, and thaésywdangerous.

If we wait for our kids to ask for help, then #lsnost too late!

Consequently we are seeing a "throwaway generatidrkids left on their own—without
peace, without society. Kids are joining gangsdplace their dysfunctional families.

We are a generation without a legacy. Literallythanothing to live for.

Somewhere along the line, somebody has boughtinéd Hezekiah, king of Judah, said
2,500 years ago: "let the next generation worry @bihemselves. We will enjoy peace and
security right now." (See 2 Kings 20:19.)

How can we bless our kids today so they will hdeeding in the future?

| challenge you: Don't write them off. Get tougle Bersistent. Be strong in your faith,
and don't let up.

| once met a man who thought | was absolutely craimgulted him. | abused him. But he
kept on hounding me. Every time | turned aroundwhs there, in my face, telling me that
Jesus loved me. "I know you hate me, Nicky, butdling you that Jesus loves you, and He
will keep after you until you know that He lovesi yo

That man was a street preacher named David Wilkersle was right. One day, forty
years ago, Jesus Christ broke through my hard heart

| am convinced that is what you and | need to de.rist be relentless in our efforts to
rescue our kids. We 're far from being perfect, andkids will constantly remind us of that.
But we know who we believe in. And He will not éeas or forsake us when we are dealing
with our children.

Your missionary to Teen America
Nicky Cruz
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Photos and captions courtesy of Nicky Cruz
Ministries, Run Baby Run: The Life Story of Nicky
Cruz, Video, 1998

THE RIVER OUTSIDE SAN JUAN

Nicky was born in Puerto Rico, under the shadowitthcraft. 'This was to me the age of
innocence ... We were playing, pushing one anottteen | was watching my own flesh and
blood brother drowning. My brother was in trouldie, had already given up. | was desperate,
| was crying. | dove all the way in for life or fateath. It was one of the most powerful
memories in my life ... it was the biggest nightenatraumatic - it changed the course of my
life when | saw | had to deal with life and death."”

NICKY, HIS BROTHER, FRANK, AND FRIENDS

Years later, in their old neighborhood, Nicky rentems the rescue. “Then there was this
beautiful moment of joy. We were hugging, laughiagd crying. | felt 1 could handle
anything. Remember, | saved your life, you owe dos't forget that!'
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THE STATUE OF LIBERTY

Nicky's father put him on a plane at the old SaanJairport. He went to New York City
in the dead of winter without even a coat. "I saanNYork from the sky. It was clear. | saw
white on the ground, | never saw snow. | saw thidimgs as the plane went around for the
landing, the Statue of Liberty. | was intimidategl the awesomeness of the city. | made it.
I'm free! I'm going to run!"

PUBLIC SCHOOL 67

"It was Puerto Rican against Puerto Rican. There aveother harassment at school. This
guy wanted my money. He said | had to belong taraygif | didn't there was no guarantee ...
you've got to belong to survive."

ISRAEL NARVAEZ

Nicky's fellow gang member and now life-long friend

"There was this hit movie about the Mau Maus, aricah tribe. Mau Mau meant 'kill,
kill'. We wanted to be like them ... killers. We nmtad to be killers. We became the Mau
Maus."
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CARLOS REYES
Another one of the gang members who remains Nidkgsd today.

"There were five gangs in the neighborhood. The Miaus were the Puerto Rican gang.
The gang fights were called rumbles. After a whital didn't think about it... it was just

natural.”

PASTOR DAVID WILKERSON

The gang spotted this skinny white guy talking ah#esus. This preacher was a young
man God had called into the city. "I didn't wanttay within the four walls of a comfortable
church," said Pastor Wilkerson. "Nicky was mockinghat was the cover-up of the hurt that
was inside." Nicky remembers, "I spit at him. | idvaged him and | saw his boldness. The
preacher said, You can kill me and cut me intogsebut remember that every piece will cry

out Jesus Christ loves you, and | love you.”

THE AMERICAN BIBLE INSTITUTE

A turning point in Nicky's life was when he acceapi€hrist at the St. Nicholas Arena.
"The Holy Spirit came over that place with suchaotion," Wilkerson said. After Nicky's
change of heart, Pastor Wilkerson sent him toBltide college, where he met the girl he was
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to marry, Gloria.

NICKY AND GLORIA IN BIBLE COLLEGE DAYS

Gloria remembers, "Most of them were pastor's kidd missionary's kids. He sort of
stood out. The connection was we both loved workitp young people, and of course our
love for the Lord, and for each other.”

MR. AND MRS. NICKY CRUZ

After their wedding, Gloria and Nicky began to wavkh Pastor Wilkerson in New York
City at his Teen Challenge Center for drug addalspholics and gang members. "It was the
Holy Ghost Hospital ... hundreds and hundreds of dddicts were saved,"” said Nicky.

SONNY ARGUINZONI

Nicky's first case at the center was a heroin ddalith many prior arrests, convictions
and failed rehab programs in his past. Nicky sai@dnny, "God changed me, God is able to
change you. We're going to believe God for a mardcl
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PASTOR SONNY ARGUINZONI TODAY
After the miracle of his release from drugs, PaStonny now remembers,

"| felt something happening inside of me. | nevet that before." Nicky stated, "Three
days locked-up living with God. Your life will nevbe the same."

THE ANOINTING IS ON NICKY
"Do you want to receive Jesus Christ?"

TRUCE (To Reach Urban Children Everywhere), "These aggressive inner-city
outreaches among the gang members and drug adflictsnmunities,” states Patrick Dow,
CEO of Nicky Cruz Ministries and Nicky's son-in-laas he travels with him around the
country.

YOUNG PEOPLE AT A CRUZ OUTREACH ACCEPTING JESUS

"Nicky brings a sense of hope, but also a senstheiGospel of Jesus Christ that will
change their hearts and their lives if they wikpend to it." - Pastor Don Steiger, Nicky's
Pastor.
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NICKY MINISTERING

God called Nicky back to the streets to help kidgreat danger of their lives. He knows
their stories. He knows their pain and fears. He&d it all himself, he shows them a better
way of life, then he asks, "Are you ready to reeelesus?"

AN EMBRACE AFTER PRAYER

"It is the most beautiful thing. You knew God was @eased,” says Alicia Cruz Dow,
Nicky's daughter, after she's watched young pedp@ge their lives for Christ.
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