Chapter I:

Fraternity Party

The year is 1954; the city Vlandercore, which is in the state Carnipolus, is a haven for criminals.  Vlandercore is surrounded by many other cities and states that are all on Slyvan Island.

Ryan Henderson, who was fifteen years old, woke up screaming in bed and ran to his mirror which was hanging on the wall.

‘Just a dream,’ he thought relieved and sighed

Ryan, who was white, had hazel eyes and dark brown hair and belonged to a gang known as the Firebirds that was lead by his friend Mike Scully.  The reason Mike was in charge was because he was the most experienced of the four.

Ryan left for school after having breakfast; he arrived shortly after and between first and second period, ran into two of his friends Johnny Storm and Pete McCarthy, who were two members of Mike’s gang.  Pete was a redhead, had blue eyes and was sixteen years old; while Johnny had bright blue hair that was shaped in a Mohawk.  He was taller than Pete and Ryan, but not as tall as Mike and wore earrings and had grey eyes.  Also, he was seventeen years old and made drugs for Mike to sell on the Black Market, yet he never took any himself, for Mike would not let him.  The same rule held true for Pete and Ryan.  However, the kingpin of the Firebirds did allow everyone to smoke cigarettes, but only he was allowed to smoke weed to show his leadership.
“When do you think Mike will reappear,” Johnny asked.

“Beats me,” Pete said.  “He’s been gone for three months.  I wonder if he’s ever coming back.”

“I’m sure he’s coming back,” Ryan said.  “He wouldn’t want to stay away from his hometown forever.”

“Why,” Johnny asked.  “Both Commissioner Johnson and Lieutenant Carlson were on his back for months.  They never got him for anything, though; I guess they couldn’t prove anything.”

“I believe you are right,” Pete agreed.
“Johnny Storm,” the intercom bellowed, “report to the Main Office at once!”

‘Christ,’ Johnny thought, ‘what now?’

He did though do as he was ordered and entered the Main Office like he was suppose to and came immediately face-to-face with the principal and his parents.  The principal spoke first.

“Johnny Storm,” he asked in his deep commanding voice, “you were caught carrying a switchblade to school.  Your punishment will be a week suspension.  You may not make up any of the work you will miss.  Do you have any questions?”

The teenager shook his head.

“In that case leave at once.  I hope that this will be a lesson to you.”

As Johnny and his parents walked out of the principal’s office, the former had had a sly smile which he kept carefully hidden.  He passed Pete and Ryan who noticed his smile and gave him one equally sly in return.

***

When Johnny returned home, however, he did not receive the same encouragement as he did with his friends.  Instead, his parents were yelling at him.

“Johnny,” his father shouted, “what made you think you could get away with it!”

“This is all Mike Scully’s fault,” Mrs. Storm shouted.  “If Johnny didn’t hang around with that goddamn hood, than he wouldn’t be in this position!”

“You’re right,” agreed Mr. Storm; “I agree with you one hundred percent!”

Johnny, meanwhile, was trying to escape from the commotion; it seamed now that his parents were quailing with themselves now and not yelling at him so much.

At last Mr. Storm turned to his son and said, “Johnny, you will never be able to see Mike Scully again and will be grounded for a week.  You will not be able to go anywhere unless one of us goes with you.  Am I being clear?”

There was a pause.

“Am I being clear?”  Mr. Storm’s voice was louder this time.

“Yes, father,” Johnny lied.

“I would like to add one thing,” Mrs. Storm said, “and that is that Johnny is also not allowed to see Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson.”
“Very well,” her husband agreed and then turned to Johnny to make sure he understood which he did, or so it seamed, for at about midnight, there was a knock on Johnny’s door and Johnny answered it, for his parents were asleep.

Before him lay the kingpin of the Firebirds - Mike Scully - the most famous hood in the city and he was smoking some weed and drinking some beer.  His revolver was berried in his belt, while his switchblade was hidden in his right pocket.  Behind the kingpin were Pete and Ryan.  Everyone in the gang was wearing t-shirts.  Both Mike and Johnny had short hair that grew backwards, while Pete and Ryan were the opposite and they did not put grease in their hair so not to be confused with Juan Sanchez Villa Lobos Ramirez’s gang – Los Lobos.
Mike, who was six feet, was the only one wearing a black shirt; Johnny, who was five and a half feet, was wearing a dark grey shirt and Pete and Ryan, who were both five feet, were wearing dark blue.  All four had their shirts tucked in.  Under his t-shirt, Mike was wearing a black undershirt.  The pants the hood wore were black jeans.  Johnny had on dark blue jeans while Pete and Ryan were wearing tan.
Mike Scully, the kingpin of the Firebirds, was the strongest of all of them, but Johnny Storm, his right-hand man, was not far behind.
Mike’s gang had a picture of a phoenix on the back of each of the gang member’s jackets which was the gang’s symbol; it was also known as the Firebird.

“Come Johnny,” Mike said, “we have much to do.”

“Where had you been,” Johnny asked.

“The usual,” was the only thing his friend said.

Mike Scully had been an orphan at the age of seven and was sent to an orphanage.  He survived by the use of his brains and stealing.  Mike slept wherever he could back then and, as he got older, he did not change that aspect of himself.

When Mike was in the orphanage, he was caught red-handed for theft at the age of thirteen; this event would later lead into more serious crimes, however murder was not one of them.  He was white, had small sharp animal teeth and ears like a like a lynx.  His hair was slicked black with water and his eyes were green.  He was about six feet tall and lied, stole, cheated, hotwired cars and rolled drunks.
Mike did everything you could think of and was an excellent motorcyclist; he owned a Harley Davidson, which he had spent six years training for.

Mike liked to participate in motorcycle races, which he did whenever he could.  He could break someone’s hand with a quick twist and could get away with anything.  He owned a switchblade, a black leather jacket, smoked pot and had a tattoo of a scorpion on his right shoulder.  He had both ears pierced of gold rings, a fake identification card and was able to turn a deaf ear on anyone he wanted.

Another thing Mike was good at was not slipping up in his lies.  He owned a revolver and was good at cards and hustling pool.  No one, except for Johnny and only in rare cases, told him what to do, since he was Mike’s right-hand man and chemist and therefore was the most valuable person the hood had.

The only time Mike killed was in rumbles and self defense.  The former he did not consider as murder.
“Come,” Mike whispered, “let’s go. I’m tired of waiting around here.”

“Where are we going,” Johnny whispered back.

“There’s a party that I feel like going to,” Mike answered.  “I heard that Jessie Fuller and Beth Winters are going to be there.  I remember Jessie from long ago.”

Jessie he had met while in the orphanage.  She was the daughter of the owner, who was very abusive to her.

“You mean the girls from school,” Johnny asked.

“Yeah,” said Mike, “now let’s get this show on the road.”

Mike rode his motorcycle, while his friends rode in Johnny’s car.  Johnny drove a black Ford and he had made it clear to them that he was the only one who drove his car.  Mike did not care since he could not drive a car; he could only a motorcycle.  Mike always sat in shotgun when he was in his right-hand’s car since he was the kingpin.

Mike Scully was ahead of his friends, thus leading the way.  He was the only one of them who had graduated high school and now he just roamed the streets.

The party was located at a fraternity and, when the Firebirds arrived, they did not bother to knock; they simply just walked in and looked around.  Some people were dancing; others were smoking or chewing and others were singing onstage.  

“Quite the party isn’t it,” Mike said.  “Now let’s look for Jessie and Beth.”

The four scanned the entire room for the two girls.  Finally Ryan saw them and pointed them out to his friend.  Mike and Johnny stopped talking and looked over to see Jessie Fuller and Beth Winters standing in a corner talking to each other.  Jessie was wearing a very expensive type of Capri pants and a long sleeve button up shirt, while Beth was wearing a simple white party dress.  The former was nineteen, while her friend was two years younger.  Both girls were white.  Jessie, though, had long black hair and green eyes, while her friend was blond and had blue eyes.
As soon as Beth saw the Firebirds, she said, “Come on Jessie, let’s just go,” but her friend disagreed. 

“Why Beth,” Jessie asked, for she recognized Mike Scully from the orphanage.  “You don’t know Mike as well as I do.”

“Indeed,” replied the kingpin of the Firebirds.  “I did hit on you Jessie.”

“Do you want to have some fun,” Johnny asked, trying to sound innocent.  He was actually doing a decent job of it.

“Shut up Johnny,” Beth said.  “Come on Jessie, let’s go.”

“Where,” Mike Scully asked.

“None of your fucking business,” Beth replied.  “You guys just want to get into our panties.”

There was silence while the two groups looked at each other; finally Johnny asked, “Well where were you going?”

“We’re staying down here,” Beth answered, but Jessie disagreed.

“Why not; I’m tired of being down here.  The music isn’t very good.”

There was some rock and roll music by Buddy Holly and right now they were playing a song Jessie did not like, so Beth gave in since she did not want to desert her friend and they all headed upstairs.

Upstairs the cards were dealt and the drinks served.  Mike, being an experienced player, had a crafty plan up his sleeve.  In his deck, he had a jack, a ten and two threes and a five.  His friend Johnny had an ace, three threes and a four.  Pete had a ten, an ace, an eight and two threes, while Ryan had a nine, a seven an eight, a three and a two.  Jessie had a king, a ten a five, a three and a two, while her friend Beth had a queen, an eight a four, a five and a two.

Mike wanted Johnny’s threes, so he made a crafty swap, by pretending to drop something.  In exchange for Johnny’s three, Mike gave his friend a jack.  Also, news got around of Jessie’s three and Mike wanted it, so he created a plan to steal it from her.  He had Johnny move his ten in exchange for a five to Jessie’s hand, steal her king and move it swiftly to Mike’s hand.  This maneuver was successful since the gang was quick.

Mike had made a Royal Flush and in his triumph, everyone else took off something.  As the game continued, Jessie and Beth were getting suspicious.  Finally Jessie asked: “Why don’t we win?  Something funny is going on.”

By this time, the girls were half naked wearing only their underwear, Mike was fully clothed, Johnny had his shoes and socks off and Pete and Ryan were topless.

“Must be the luck of the draw,” Mike said as he smoked a joint and drank another glass of wine before continuing the game. 

Then Pete and Ryan got up to leave.  As they put back on their shirts, Mike stopped them and asked:  “Where are you going?  The night is still young.”

“We’re tired,” Ryan answered and the two left, “got to get some sleep.”

“Whatever,” muttered Mike and returned to the game.

They played another round, with Mike still coming out on top, but this time he left Johnny and the girls topless.  Then Johnny got up to leave and he put back on his clothes.  The girls were really suspicious by now and so was Johnny, but, because it was only his shirt and footwear, he did not care too much.

“Going to be like the others,” Mike called after his friend, who did not reply.

Mike shrugged, but this time, when he attempted to play another round, both Jessie and Beth were getting dressed.

“And may I ask where you are going?”

“Your friends are right Mike Scully,” Jessie answered.  “It’s late and frankly, I think you cheated.”

“What makes you think that,” Mike asked, trying to sound all innocent.  He actually was doing a decent job of it.

“Don’t play games with me Mike Scully,” Jessie Fuller snapped.  “Never again will you ever see me naked!  I hope you enjoyed what you did see!  Goodnight!”

“It’s only a card game.”

“Oh an innocent card game,” Beth Winters snapped; “just a little innocent card game!  I hope I never have to deal with you again Mike Scully!  You will never ever see either of use nude again!  Goodbye!”

Mike watched the girls leave and thought to himself: ‘Oh, but I can see you naked, for there are other ways.’

When Johnny, Pete and Ryan arrived back home, they each received a beating from their fathers.

Chapter II:

The First Confrontation

Mike Scully had left the party due to a ruckus.  As he rode his motorcycle along the streets he overheard some conversation.  Upon investigating, he saw a group of about six people; five were carrying a heavy box while one was yelling orders at them.  Mike caught some of what he was saying.

“Oh your back is bent.  Your back is bent!  Well get it straight goddamn it!  I want that cocaine in the truck before dark.  We have a long way to go.  Anyone who doesn’t cooperate will be shot.”

Mike recognized the man giving orders as the kingpin known as Reggie.  Reggie, who was white, had yellow teeth and bad breath.  He had a gold earring on his right ear and a silver ring on his left hand.  He was one of the toughest crime bosses in the city.  Reggie looked slender and weak, but was very strong, but nowhere near as strong as Terminator.  He ran a drug dealing organization known as the Deadly Arachnids.  His gang had the words “The Deadly Arachnids” on the back of each of the gang member’s jackets which was the gang’s logo.  Reggie wore a black shirt with a scull on it and jeans.

Because both the Deadly Arachnids and the Flaming Cobras were so powerful, the two had agreed not to fight each other, but not to be allied either.  The two also had disputes over turf with each other and the Firebirds and racial disputes with the Black Scorpions and the Wolves.

Reggie carried a revolver and a switchblade with him at all times.  When he was in college, he had a great interest in chemicals, but then the drug lord set a room ablaze his senior year and was expelled three weeks later; it was then he began to start his criminal organization and from then on he was a true drug lord.  He shipped off any drugs he could get his hands on – cocaine, crack, pot – the list went on.


“Move faster,” yelled Reggie.  “I don’t want to hold up the people on the other end.”


Mike Scully had decided that he had seen enough and so he started the engine of his motorcycle, but they saw him.


“Spy,” Reggie shouted.  “Don’t let him get away!”


‘Shit,’ Mike thought as he pulled away on his motorcycle, but the Deadly Arachnids followed.  Reggie had hired the most experienced riders, who could shoot fairly accurately, while riding fast on a motorcycle.  The drug lord himself was in the lead and he singled for four of his men to cut Mike off from the right and four to cut him off from the left, while he attacked from the center.


Driving up a dirt hill required an enormous amount of strength for both sides and in order to do it, the motorcyclists were forced to change gears.  Mike located his switchblade while keeping one eye on the road.  His motorcycle bounced and wobbled as it struck the rocks that were in the way and Mike nearly fell off.


As the teenager came around the corner, he waited, switchblade in hand, ready to attack whoever came around the corner at him.   The first person he saw was coming from the right was Bob the Bulldog.  The man was five feet high, was white and had black hair.  He wore a black, leather jacket and had a short beard and mustache that was trimmed elegantly.  He also had on a black shirt and jeans.


Mike waited patiently until the Bulldog was close enough and then surprised him and stabbed him in the gut.  The man screamed and shouted to his comrades to help him, before he crashed with his motorcycle half on its side into a garbage can and stopped moving, but was not dead.


Then from a different direction, another man by the name of Doug appeared and shot at Mike, who ducked behind the garbage can.  For a while, the two just fired at each other; both were behind cover.

***


Meanwhile, the Bulldog had pulled the knife out of himself and, after putting the weapon in his pocket, mounted his motorcycle once again.  The Bulldog had decided to corner Mike with the assistance of his ally, so he radioed Doug, who agreed and the he mounted his motorcycle.  Mike prepared to fire, but then was distracted by the Bulldog who was firing upon him and was forced to run.


Wounded, Bob the Bulldog retreated into the night, but had difficulty controlling his cycle, which was already in bad shape.  Getting off the vehicle, he walked slowly and soon met up with the Flaming Cobras, headed by Terminator.


“Bob the Bulldog,” Terminator asked, “what brings you here?”


“I bring important news,” the Bulldog said.  “Mike Scully is back.”


“Mike Scully,” Terminator snarled.  “He’s the leader of that gang of teenagers that calls themselves the Firebirds.  His right-hand man is Johnny Storm, isn’t that right?”


The Bulldog nodded.


Standing beside Terminator was his right-hand man Max Shreck, who was also white.  Max Shreck was five feet high, wore a black leather jacket and smoked cigars.  Max Scheck lit a cigar and did not say anything; he was going to let his boss do the talking.


Terminator was a large and very strong man; stronger even than Reggie.  He wore a black leather vest.  His gang had a picture of a cobra on the back of each of the gang member’s jackets which was the gang’s symbol.  Terminator led the Flaming Cobras with strict authority.  He was white, like Bob and Max Shreck, but the feature that made the man distinct was his bald head.  All members of the Flaming Cobras carried shotguns.


Terminator turned back to Bob the Bulldog and asked, “When is Reggie going to deliver the drugs?”


“He was today,” answered the Bulldog, “but Mike Scully got in the way.”


“Shit,” swore Terminator.  “That bastard will need to be dealt with.  In that case Bob, we will assist you.”

“Come board the bus with us.”


When they got there Mike had already killed Doug and was retreating.


“See,” Terminator said to the Bulldog, “you didn’t need me.  Reggie can handle things himself.”


Indeed I can Terminator,” said Reggie, with a sly smile, “however, I believe we can rule the neighborhood if we join forces and become the Stinging Raptors.”


“Is that a fact Reggie,” Terminator asked.  “I though you didn’t want to team up.”


“Well I’ve changed my mind.  So are you in or out.”

Terminator gave it some thought, but before he could answer two police cars appeared and in one of them were Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and Officer Rodriguez.
Lieutenant Carlson was a large muscular man, who was black.  He dressed in plain clothes like the Commissioner, while Officer Rodriguez wore a police uniform.
“Shoot, goddamn it,” Reggie ordered as he fired his pistol and Terminator fired his shotgun.

While running for cover, Joe got shot in the back, which made him lame.  Although no blood showed through the bullet hole, Joe was dying and he decided to crash into one of the police cars at full speed as an effort to disable it and possibly kill the people that were inside.

He started up his engine with a tremendous roar and backed up the motorcycle as far as he could.  Then he sped at maximum speed towards the two cars.  Although he aimed at the car which held Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and Officer Rodriguez, he instead slammed into the other one on the driver’s side and busted the both the driver’s and his back passenger’s doors.

“Good God,” swore Officer Rodriguez, as she looked at the scene wide-eyed.  Officer Rodriguez was a Hispanic woman and was dressed in her uniform.
From the second vehicle, both the driver and back passenger were killed while the other two received terrible injuries.  This event also killed Joe, the murderer of the two men.

“Let’s get out of here,” said the Commissioner.

“Yeah get the hell out of here spade,” said Terminator nastily as he shot at them again.

“Look out,” the Commissioner shouted.  The bullet struck the other car and it exploded.  “Come on, let’s get out of here.”  Then he turned to the crime bosses and shouted “You may have won today, but I’ll get you someday, somehow.”

Terminator and Reggie laughed and fired at them.  As they continued firing into the night, their laugher got worse until it became faint, with only an echo and then at last with only the memory of laughter echoing in the police officers’ ears.

Terminator then turned to Reggie and agreed.  He liked the name and now only had to get the symbol changed on his clothes.  Reggie nodded and so the Stinging Raptors was born.

Chapter III:

Rumble At Firewater Bridge

Mike Scully found his friends talking to each other and sitting on a bench and asked them where Johnny was.  He had gotten held back along with his enemies and Jessie and Beth.  It was because of his grades; he had failed some classes and had to repeat his senior year.
“He got suspended for a week,” Pete McCarthy answered
 

“So, Mike, what have you been doing,” Ryan asked, but his friend had turned a deaf ear and was looking out the window.

When the four entered social studies and sat down the groups were distinctly separated.  The whites had their section, the blacks had theirs, the Hispanics had theirs and so on; it was like that since the school open in 1932.

The teacher, Mr. Richards, was very strict.  He had worked for Jessie’s father years before in the orphanage Mike had grown up in and Mike had a grudge against him for that.  However, Mr. Richards had quit finally a few years after Mike had left. 

“Alright,” he said, “let’s see how many different groups of people we have in this room.  All Jewish people stand up.”

There was about a ten-second delay before three people stood up.  Mr. Richards wrote the number on the board.

“Alright, now the colored.”

There was a lot of cheering from Nigel Nightmare’s gang known as the Black Scorpions.  The gang consisted of Nigel Nightmare, his right hand man Blackhawk and their cohorts, Ray, Greg, Harry, Kyle, Joey, Alex, Tim, Leroy and William.  Other colored people also stood; there were about thirty altogether.

“Alright people,” shouted Mr. Richards.  “Settle down.  Jesus Christ.  Whites go next.”

The Firebirds, which were Mike Scully, Johnny Storm, Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson, stood up along with about twenty other people.  They were all hooting and hollering and Mr. Richards had to quiet them and continued.

“Let’s see the Hispanics.”

The Wolves, or as the gang liked to say, Los Lobos all stood up hooting and hollering.  The gang consisted of Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez, his right hand man Victoro Garcia and his cohorts Jose, Pedro, Nomar, Mario and Carlos.  Also about ten other Hispanics stood up.
“Any Eskimos,” he asked and one stood up.  Other groups got various small numbers.

Finally Mr. Richards erased the board with the exception for the whites, the blacks and the Hispanics.

“Alright,” he said, “let’s talk some straight talk.  Give me some names.”

There was silence for a few seconds and then Mike Scully said: “Nigger,” which the teacher wrote on the board under “Colored.”

The blacks counter struck when Nigel Nightmare said, “White trash,” which was written under “Whites.”

“’Spicks,” was said by Johnny and it was written under “Hispanics.”

Tensions were beginning to get hostile and soon everyone was firing out racial slurs at one another.

“Spooks; spades,” Mike yelled. 

“Beaner,” shouted Kyle, who was one of the Black Scorpions.
“Grease ball,” shouted Jose, a member of Los Lobos.

“Honky,” Ray snapped; then he said, “Whitey.”

“Cracker,” William, another member of the Black Scorpions, said. 

“Wetback; greaser,” Johnny said.

“Gringo, gabacho, janqui,” Carlos snarled; he was a member of Los Lobos.

The list went on with all sides yelling at each other; finally the kingpins stood up and begun fighting each other.  Mike punched Nigel hard in the stomach and the black backed up into the wall.  Juan leapt at Mike and knocked him down and soon the two were wrestling.  Meanwhile, Mr. Richards was trying to keep the rest of the class back, before a major fight broke out.

“Alright, break it up,” Mr. Richards shouted.  “Goddamn it, I said break it up!  You’re acting like animals in a zoo!”

“Ten o’clock,” Mike challenged, “at Firewater Bridge.”

“We’ll be there,” Nigel said, accepting the challenge.

“You know the rules; no jazz before a rumble.”
“Yeah, we know.”
“Only switchblades are allowed,” Juan said, “and only the kingpins will fight; everyone else is to stand back!”

“Like an audience,” Nigel asked.

“Yeah, there ain’t nothing wrong with an audience, is there?”

The three rivals shook on it.

Juan’s gang knew both English and Spanish.  His gang had a picture of a wolf on the back of each of the gang member’s jackets which was the gang’s symbol.

Finally Mr. Richards managed to bark, “Continue this discussion after school hours!”

***

After school, but before the rumble, Johnny turned to his friend and asked, “How much experience do you have with Nigel and Juan?”

“Lot’s” replied Mike, “what, you think I’m chicken?”

“No, it’s just good to know your enemy.”

”Smart thinking Johnny, that’s the way to go.  It’s because of your smart thinking that keeps you as my right-hand man.  In answer to your question though, I know Nigel and Juan because they were with me in the orphanage I went to along with Blackhawk and Victoro Garcia, Juan’s right-hand man and long-time friend.  Back then, Nigel was known as Nigel Ravings and Blackhawk was known as Tom Thompson, but now, that means nothing.  Juan and Victoro both kept there real names.  What I am trying to say is, that if I don’t defend myself against these guys and kill them, then sooner or latter they’re going to kill me and then the Firebirds will be no more.”

“Why can’t I lead them?”

“If you could keep the gang together, you could do it.  Johnny, they were the ones that first started me into my degradation.  But perhaps the man who’s most important of all is Governor Fuller. He is the one who really turned me into who I am today.  All that Nigel and Blackhawk really did was to give me a hard time and dared me once.  Governor Fuller the real villain here.”
“Then why don’t you go after him?”

“He’s too powerful with all his respect, but sooner of latter he will pay for what he’s done to me.”

Mike then changed the subject by saying, “I’ve always been the father of this gang and you have always been my first born son.”  He was speaking figuratively, of course.  Johnny Storm’s parents never really gave their son any support; all they did really was control him.  They were never abusive though towards him, because his parents knew sooner or latter that he would overpower them in strength, so Mr. Storm made sure he was intimidating by other means.

“So I’m what you call a lieutenant,” Johnny asked.

“Yes, you could say that,” Mike replied, “or a right-hand; whichever.”

Then the two half hugged each other.  When they realized what they were doing, they broke apart.

“So what would I do,” Johnny asked as Mike “combed” his hair back with his hands. 
“Just fund me by making drugs and, if I ever have to take a leave of absence for any reason, you would run the gang until I returned.  You know things like that.”

“I see,” Johnny said.  “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

***

When Johnny’s, Pete’s and Ryan’s parents found out what was going on from Mr. Richards they ordered them not to go, but the kids rebelled.

“You can’t make us do anything, Dad,” Johnny replied.

“Like hell I can,” growled Mr. Storm.  “I am your father and I command you not to go!”  Then he decided to reason with his son and try to not make himself look so controlling.  “Look, I was your age once; I know what it’s like.  Right now you think it’s the most important thing in the world, but when you get to my age you will see that it’s not so important.”

“Oh shut up,” snapped Johnny before there was a knock at the door and he asked who it was and Pete and Ryan identified themselves.

“Be right out.”

“Oh no, you won’t,” Mr. Storm said, but his son shoved him out of the way and Mrs. Storm surrendered.

“Come on guys,” Johnny said, “let’s go.”

***

When the Firebirds got to their destination, which was the Firewater Bridge, Mike was leading them, but he walked slowly and carefully just in case of any surprises.

“Be on your guard,” he warned before the Black Scorpions appeared.

“Nigel,” Mike challenged, switchblade in hand, “long time no see.”

“Ah,” the kingpin of the Black Scorpions said, “so you do remember the orphanage, or prison, whatever you want to call it.”

“How can I forget,” snarled Mike.  Everyone could see they were building to something.  “There’s Governor Fuller, for example.”

“I hated that bastard as much as you did, Mike Scully,” Nigel said.  “Don’t think you’re alone in that, because your not; isn’t that right Blackhawk?”

“That’s correct Nigel Nightmare,” his friend and right hand man replied.  “But back then he wasn’t governor.

“True.”
Mike Scully, Nigel Nightmare, Blackhawk, Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia had all been put in to the orphanage for different reasons, but Mike was the only one to be put in there because he was an orphan.

Then Los Lobos appeared; in the lead was their kingpin Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez.

Turning to his enemies, Juan said, “This will be your last fight.”

“No,” Mike replied, “it will be yours.”

“It will be both of yours,” Nigel said.

Nigel and Juan were also carrying switchblades.  Nigel’s gang had a picture of a scorpion on the back

of each of the gang member’s jackets which was the gang’s symbol.

Soon the three were at it, while the other members of the gangs watched.

Mike slashed at his Nigel’s waist, but the black jumped back to quickly.

“Too slow Mike,” taunted Nigel as Juan attacked towards the Mike’s neck, but the white saw it and blocked the attack.  The hands were close to each other and the blades in a dangerous position; it one was to slip it could cut a hand, be the one who is holding it of its opponent’s.

The kingpins backed out of the streetlight and into the darkness.  One screamed; Johnny thought it was Mike, but he was not sure, but the right-hand man did hear someone scream and then a splash.  Apparently, someone had fallen off the bridge and into the water.

Nigel waved his arms in triumph, but his victory was cut short by Juan as the Hispanic ran over to do battle with him, but was prevented from doing so by Blackhawk.

“Going somewhere,” the young man asked.

“Only to knock down your fucking nigger ass Blackhawk,” Juan replied.

Blackhawk laughed and said, “I don’t think so you ‘spic,” before they were distracted by the sounds of sirens.

“Fucking pigs,” Blackhawk said.  “Come boys, we don’t want to get mixed up into any police affairs now would we?”  He laughed and followed Nigel, his leader, while the others followed him.

“Ningún cerdo se mete con nosotros,” Juan said.  “Vámonos, muchachos.”  Ain’t no pig going to mess with us.  Let’s go boys.
The Hispanics left, leaving Johnny, Pete and Ryan to stay behind and look into the river that the kingpin of the Firebirds fell into.

“Mike’s fell down there, right,” Ryan asked, as they began to walk away.

“Right,” Johnny answered.  “But he’ll survive; it’s not that far down.”

Someone tapped them on the shoulder and they turned around.  Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson, Officer Rodriguez and several other officers were standing before them.

“What are you kids doing here,” Commissioner Johnson asked.

“Nothing,” Johnny replied.

“Nothing,” said Lieutenant Carlson, unconvinced.  “It didn’t look like nothing from what I saw.”

“And what did you see?”

“Don’t play dumb with me.”

“Am I playing dumb,” Johnny asked, before being grabbed by the Lieutenant.

“Now you listen here kid,” snarled the Lieutenant, “now you better give me some answers . . .”

“Or what,” Ryan asked.  “Or your call our parents?  You pigs are so pathetic.”

“Shut up,” the Commissioner said.  “We’re taking you down to the station and are going to call your parents.  ‘Cuff ‘em.”

Several officers obeyed the Commissioner’s command and they headed towards the station.
***
At the station, the Lieutenant was questioning Mike’s friends.  He asked, “Where are the whereabouts of your companion, Mike Scully?”
“He fell in the water,” Johnny said.  “That’s all we know.”

“Yeah, right,” Commissioner Johnson said.
“He’s telling the truth,” backed up Pete.  “He was defeated by Nigel Nightmare and fell into the river.”

“Nigel Nightmare?  Oh yes, he’s the leader of that group that is known as the Black Scorpions.”

“That’s right Lieutenant,” Ryan said.

Just then there was a knock on the door and the Lieutenant answered it; in walked his boss, Commissioner Johnson.

“What have you found out, Lieutenant Carlson,” asked the Commissioner.

“Nothing boss,” the Lieutenant replied.

“So what’s the story,” asked the Commissioner, sitting down on a chair next to his cohort.

“Only what we already know.  Mike Scully and Nigel Nightmare had a fight and the only ones left when we got to the scene were these guys here.  They say Mike fell into the water.”

“Weak cover up for someone and we don’t have much to go on,” the Commissioner replied sighing.  “Still, it’s what we have to go by until new evidence can be collected.  In the meantime, see what you can get out of these guys.”

“You mean your going to detain us,” Johnny said.

“Yes, that’s right.  I hope that this will be a lesson to you.  Let’s go Lieutenant.”

The Commissioner ordered for three officers to take the three teenagers away and left with the Lieutenant for a cup of coffee.

Chapter IV:

The Noxide Chemical Plant

Five days later, because of the problem earlier with Mike, Reggie and Terminator had agreed to make the exchange in an old fallout shelter.  Terminator had agreed to pay Reggie one million dollars for the drugs and then he had a plan up his sleeve.  After the exchange was made, Terminator made a suggestion to Reggie: “Why don’t we invade the Noxide Chemical Plant?  Without their power, the city will be helpless and the police force will have to give into our every demand.”

“Very shrewd,” replied the drug lord.  “We’ll attack at ten o’clock at night.  Two of us will guard the back, two will guard the front.  The rest will trash the office and make off with the records and say it was an industrial accident.”

“Reggie,” said Terminator, “smart thinking; that’s the way to go.  In fact, I want you to handle that part of the plan personally.”

“And what will you do?”

“Me?  I will be handling the guards.”

“How?”

“Leave that to me.  Come on, let’s go.”

A police car arrived shortly carrying headed by Lieutenant Carlson, to patrol the area.

“Alright,” said Lieutenant Carlson, “these are the guys.  Get a look; get a good look.  Shoot to kill.”

The police entered the Plant and were blinded by what looked like green steam.

“Let’s move,” said the Lieutenant, lighting his cigarette and pulling out his revolver.

The Lieutenant’s group of police fanned out looking for the Stinging Raptures.  They carefully opened doors and turned on lights, but no one was seen or heard.  All of a sudden, two members of the Stinging Raptors known as Charlie and Jack, appeared from behind a canister and fired.  They hit two officers who hit the wall and fell down dead.  The police fired back and missed, for the men were two quick.

Charlie radioed into Terminator and Reggie where the police were.

“Shit,” radioed back Terminator.  “How many of them are there?”

“About six and one of them is Lieutenant Carlson.”

“That spade,”

The two groups continued firing at each other and finally Charlie and Jack had to run to another location in order of not being shot.  Charlie made it, but Jack was not quick enough and got shot in the leg when he leapt for the balcony they were on and fell onto the chain link balcony groaning.

***

“According to the map, we are here,” Terminator said, looking at the Plant’s map and scratching his bald head.  He pointed to their location.  “Now the main power source is over there, so the question is how we get to that location.”

“Certainly is a puzzle,” Max Shreck said.

“Freeze!”

The Lieutenant and his cohorts had discovered them.  Terminator’s group fanned out and they began firing at every policeman they saw.  Everyone was running for cover.  The shotguns that Terminator’s side of the gang had overrode the revolvers that Lieutenant Carlson and his officers had.  Then Lieutenant Carlson radioed into the Commissioner who said he would bring reinforcements and Terminator knew he was beaten.

The two parties shot back and forth at each other and finally, Terminator decided to abandon his idea of taking over the Plant and radioed into Reggie to retreat.  Reggie asked why and Terminator explained that Lieutenant Carlson had radioed in for reinforcements and Reggie agreed to abandon the idea and so the Stinging Raptures retreated.

Once outside, Reggie said to Terminator that they needed more men and the latter agreed so they headed back to the fallout shelter and made news in the underworld that they wanted new men.

About eight men showed up and only one spoke; he seamed to be a great speaker.

“I am Lex,” he said, introducing himself, “and these are Jason, Martian, Chester, Barry, Al, Warren and John.  We heard that you were looking for some new men.”

“That is correct,” Terminator said.
“What are your qualities,” Reggie asked.

“Some of us know explosives,” Lex answered, “while others know safe cracking.  A couple of us know hotwiring.”

Terminator and Reggie nodded and turned to each other and spoke in low voices.

“See how many know these crafts,” Reggie said and Terminator nodded in agreement.
“How many of you know about cracking safes,” Terminator asked and Al, Jason and Martian’s hands went up.  Next he asked about hotwiring and John and Warren’s hands went up.  At last he asked about explosives and Lex, Chester and Barry’s hands went up.

“Now,” Reggie said, “we need some people who can fight very well.  Have you ever heard of Mike Scully?”

“Of course,” Lex replied, “but he hasn’t been seen for a while; about five days I think.”
“You follow the news closely Lex,” Terminator said.  “Now answer the question: can you guys fight well?”

“Of course we can Terminator,” Lex replied calmly.

Terminator and Reggie continued talking in low voices and finally Reggie asked: “How many of you can ride a motorcycle?

“Martian, Chester, Al and I can,” Lex replied.

“Excellent,” Reggie said.

“We should let them in,” Terminator whispered and Reggie agreed.

Chapter V:

Peeping Toms

Mike Scully washed up onshore several feet from where he had fallen off Firewater Bridge.  He coughed and stood up.  His waist had been wounded from his fight with Nigel.  The teenager looked up and saw the full moon and guessed that it was midnight.  He decided to have a drink, but needed some money to get in.  Although, Mike hated doing things the legal way, he did not want to get licked by a bouncer, for the bouncers in Vlandercore, the city he lived in, were real tough.  He solved the problem by rolling a drunk, who was talking to herself about how happy she was to get her paycheck.  Mike threw her against the wall and pulled out his switchblade.  The woman was to terrified to scream as stole the woman’s purse and knocked her out.  He looked in the purse, pulled out the money and dropped the purse and fled. 

 Mike walked to the nearest bar in town known as Kale’s Strip Club, which had a bar in it and knocked on the door.  A tall, well built black man answered; he looked like a wrestler.


“Can I help you,” he asked.


“Yeah, Mike answered, “I want in.”


“I need to see some identification.”


Mike handed him his fake identification card, which was the only form of identification he had.  The age requirement to get in was eighteen.

“Go right on in Mr. Scully,” the man said and the hood walked inside.


Mike walked over to the bar and ordered a beer, which, of course, required him to show identification again.  He gave the bartender what was asked and soon Mike was holding a beer in his hand. He paid for his drink, which he only did, so he would not have the police on his trail, since he hated doing anything the legal way.   He walked over to a chair that was in the middle of the front row and lit a joint while watching women strip onstage.


The music that sounded was from the band known as Enterprise, which was a band Mike liked.  Mike decided to get some different type of action and left Kale’s to find his friends.  He knocked on the door to Johnny’s house and Mr. Storm answered.


“Mike Scully,” Mr. Storm ordered, “stay away from my son.  You’re a bad influence.”  Then the man slammed the door.


“Who was that,” asked his wife, coming downstairs.


“No one dear,” Mr. Storm answered.  “Go back to bed.”


Mike knocked on Pete’s door and his Mrs. McCarthy answered.  She did not say a word, but shut the door immediately in Mike’s face and the teenager got the picture.  He tried with Ryan and got the same result with Mrs. Henderson as he did with Mrs. McCarthy.


‘I will have to find them myself,’ Mike thought, but he did not have to, for they found him.


“Where were you,” he asked.


“At the police station because of the rumble we had,” Johnny explained.


“Nigel,” Mike snarled.  “That fucking nigger is going to give me a lot of problems.”  Changing the subject, he added, “I’ve heard from some people at your school that Jessie would be at her dormitory.”

“Doesn’t she share it with Beth,” the right-hand man asked.


“Yeah,” the kingpin answered.

Mike paused and then said, “Alright, let’s cut the crap and get to the point.  I have in my pocket a blank tape and have discovered from listening to people at school, that Jessie and Beth share a dorm room together.  If you guys want to bring binoculars, I don’t give a rat’s ass.”


He did not need to explain himself further; it became clear to the others what Mike was planning to do and they liked it.


“I’d like to do it,” Johnny Storm said, “but my parents took away the keys to my car and have hidden both them and the car.


“So have mine,” Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson said simultaneously.


“No problem,” Mike Scully said, “I’ll just hotwire one.”


They found a black Honda Civic in a parking lot.  Mike pulled out the skeleton key that he always carried and started the engine using it.  Johnny, being the right-hand man, would drive, since Mike was so used to motorcycles.  The latter sat next to his friend in the passenger seat, while Pete and Ryan sat in the back; it was just like in Johnny’s car.


It was about an hour’s drive to Beth’s house.  On the way, Mike lit a joint.


“Make a right at the next fork in the road,” Mike said, distinguishing his joint by tossing it out the window.

Johnny Storm turned right like his friend said.  He, along with Pete and Ryan, did not bring binoculars; the camera that Mike Scully had brought was the only piece of equipment that was in the car.


When they arrived, the lights had been turned off in every room except Beth’s.


“How are we going to know that it’s Beth’s room,” Pete asked, lighting a cigarette.


“The old fashioned way,” Mike said.  “Look.”


They decided to search the lighted room first and, upon searching, discovered both Jessie Fuller and Beth Winters.


“Good,” Mike said as Pete lit a cigarette, “they’re both still awake.  Now remember, no talking.”


From inside the dormitory room, the two girls were having a pillow fight.


“Shut up Jessie,” Beth said, jokingly, throwing a pillow at her friend.

The curtains in the girls’ room were opened, which provided a great view; whenever the two forgot to close them, or just decided to leave them open the boys did not know and they really did not care, for it provided a great view for them to spy on the girls.


The Firebirds were smiling and trying to keep from laughing; it was hard to do.  Sometimes a snicker from one of them would get through and he, or his friends, would have to hush him up, while from in the dormitory room, Jessie and Beth had finished their pillow fight and had decided to watch some television.  All of a sudden, Jessie asked: “Did you hear anything?”


“What are you talking about,” Beth asked, continuing to watch the television.


“I thought I heard something.”


“Probably was the wind, or something.  I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about.”


“You’re right,” Jessie said and her eyes returned to the television screen.


The girls watched television for about another fifteen minutes before retiring for the night.


From outside, Mike switched on the camera and pressed the button for recording.


Jessie turned towards the window and looked out and decided that it was too dark for anyone to see in so she did not close the curtains; Beth seamed to agree with her on this.


‘They’re not concerned about the windows,’ Ryan thought.  ‘Perhaps they think it’s too dark for anyone to see them.’


The Firebirds were all trying to keep from laughing, but it was hard.  Jessie started from the top and worked down while her friend worked the other way.


Jessie pulled off her bright green shirt while Beth slipped out of her dark purple pants.  The former threw her shirt aside and the latter threw her pants aside.  Jessie then unbuckled her bright orange pants and slipped out of her, while Beth yanked out of her dark red shirt.  The two girls threw their clothes in their own separate piles.


From outside came a snicker from Johnny and a sharp jab from Mike that had no counterattack.

Back in the dormitory, Jessie pulled down the straps of her bright blue bra and unbuckled it while her friend slipped out her indigo panties and from outside, the Firebirds’ mouths fell open.  Then Jessie slipped out of her lavender panties, while Beth unbuckled her violet bra.  The two girls then climbed in their beds while from outside, Mike switched off the camera and put it back into the car.


“What are we going to do with this,” Johnny Storm asked, as he smoked a cigarette.  “I’m sure some guys at school would love to have it.”


“True,” Mike Scully replied as he smoked some weed, “so how much are we going to charge them?”


“Twenty dollars,” Johnny replied.

“Not bad.  Very well, we’ll do it.  Now who will make the dubs?”


“Oh I will,” said Ryan Henderson.


“Very well,” Mike replied, handing him the tape.  “Now be extremely careful with this.  It’s valuable, if you know what I mean.”


“I do,” replied his friend.


“I’m sure you do.”  There was a slight sparkle in Mike’s eyes and even a sly smile; both disappeared very quickly.

Chapter VI:

Remembering The Past


It the late afternoon in June of the year 1954 and it was the following day.  Mike Scully was strolling down the street he passed a sign saying “Mr. Fuller’s Orphanage” and suddenly memories from that were best forgotten resurfaced.

***


Twelve Years Earlier:


“Here’s another one for you Mr. Fuller,” said a man.  “He’s an orphan; his parents died in an automobile accident.”

Mr. Fuller turned off the radio which was airing information about the Second World War and looked down at the kid that his supervisors had just brought in.  Mr. Fuller was a tall white man and his short, straight hair was dark brown like his eyes.  He wore a black business suit and a hat of the same color.  He turned to his supervisors and spoke without first removing his cigar to speak.  He had a loud and deep voice.


“Does he have any other relatives?”


His employees, who were both white, shook their heads and then Mr. Fuller addressed the boy. 


“What’s you name kid,” the man asked.


“Mike Scully,” said the boy.


“So Mike,” Mr. Fuller said, “you are now an orphan and this will be your home until you’re either eighteen or are adopted by someone else.  Do you know what the word adopted means?”


“No,” the boy said and Mr. Fuller explained it to him.

Mr. Fuller also explained the one rule to Mike; it was very simple: obey.  If broken, corporal punishment would be inflicted.  He also introduced Mike two the two supervisors; they were Mr. Dickens and Mr. Smith, who were both white.


“Now I think it’s time that you meet the others.”


Mr. Fuller had his two supervisors lead the boy to where the others were – outside.


Mike looked around at the other boys, but did not associate with them.  The other boys looked over at Mike.  Mike’s height was only about four feet, making him an easy target for any of them, but his brains made up for his height.  He realized that if he were to survive, then he would have to toughen up, but right now he did not want to interfere with any of them, so he walked away, but kept a careful eye on them.


Mike continued to survey the area and saw weights and other exercise equipment.  He decided that he would have to work out if he was going to survive in the orphanage.


Among the boys were Nigel Ravings and Tom Thompson; both were black had become friends; the two had a habit of bullying others which they inflicted on anyone they could.  The two were large and on one such occasion, Nigel pinned a white boy down, while wrestling him to the ground then Tom broke the boy’s arm.  The boy was ten and Nigel was twelve and his friend eleven.  The kid later said, after Mr. Fuller came and broke the fight up, that Nigel came down like a nightmare and Tom came down like a black hawk.  Since then the two were change their names.  Nigel Ravings became Nigel Nightmare and Tom Thompson became Blackhawk.  The two were taken away by Mr. Dickens and Mr. Smith and whipped harshly.  Mr. Fuller invested largely in stocks.  He had won millions of dollars due to this.

Mike Scully was a racist because of the way he had been raised by his parents and now kept a close eye on Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk in case they were to attack him.  He worked out for that purpose and for the next six years, Mike attended classes without much thought.  First on his schedule was English; after that came then social studies, then science and finally math.  Things went pretty smoothly these first six years until one day, at the age of thirteen, Mike was confronted by Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk.


“Hey white boy,” a voice behind him said.

Mike Scully, who was wearing a black t-shirt and sweatpants, turned around to see Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk.


“What did you want,” Mike snapped.


“We challenge you to steal Mr. Fuller’s wallet,” Nigel said.


“What,” Mike asked.


“Are you chicken,” Blackhawk said and Mike shook his head.


“Then do it.”


“Why should I, spade.”


“Think you’re tough eh,” Nigel said.  The hatred between Mike and the black kids had been developing over the past three years.


Mike nodded.


“You’ve been developing a hatred for Mr. Fuller over the past few years due to him inflected corporal punishment.  Am I correct?”


At that moment, anger that was built up inside Mike exploded and he attacked Nigel and shoved him against the wall.  Blackhawk ran over to help his friend and grabbed Mike by the collar of his shirt.


“That’s none of your fucking business,” Mike snarled.


“Now listen,” Blackhawk snarled.  “If you can defeat both of us, then we will figure that you’re not chicken, but if not, we will harass you for as long as you come in contact with us.”


“You’re threatening me?”


“Your smart kid,” Nigel said.  “But remember, what Blackhawk said.”


Mike snarled in anger and asked, “What time?”


“Ten-thirty; he should be asleep by then.”

“What’s going on here,” asked Mr. Dickens; he was being followed by Mr. Smith.

“Nothing, sir,” Nigel replied, trying to sound innocent.  “We were just chatting with our old friend Mike.”

“Don’t lie to me,” shouted Mr. Smith, who did not believe anything Nigel had just said and took out his whip and whipped the boy across the back fiercely.  Nigel howled in pain and Jessie Fuller walked past the group on her way to put on her makeup; only Mike noticed her.  The teenager looked at her briefly and then back at Mr. Smith and Mr. Dickens.  Jessie did not notice Mike, who now saw Nigel’s ripped shirt and blood.

“Goddamn kids,” shouted Mr. Smith, who started lashing the whip at all of them.

“Holy shit,” they shouted as they all received damaged.  Mike got his checks slashed, Nigel his right arm and Blackhawk his left thigh as he tried to make a break for it and failed.

In retaliation, Nigel grabbed a pipe that was leaning against a banister behind him and clubbed Mr. Smith over the head; he fell down unconscious on the ground, while, at the same time, Mike tried to make a break for it.  He shoved Blackhawk aside; the boy slammed into the wall, but was not unconscious.

Nigel, still armed with the pipe, called for Blackhawk to follow him.  Slowly, his friend got up and together they ran.

Mr. Dickens let them go so he could help his co-worker.  He watched as he saw Mike weaseling with Nigel in an attempt to escape and then everyone heard some booming footsteps and a familiar voice shout: “What the fuck is going on here!”

It was Mr. Fuller.  He was addressing Mr. Dickens who answered, “Mike was around Nigel and Blackhawk when we arrived.  Nigel grabbed a pipe and knocked Mr. Smith out cold, while Mike attempted to make a break for it.  He shoved aside Blackhawk and attempted to escape and that’s when you came, sir.”

Jessie was behind her father and she decided to leave the room in case the situation got worse; it was already very bad.  She was the exact same age as Mike.
“And you let Nigel and Blackhawk escape?”  Mr. Fuller was familiar with the name change of Nigel and Blackhawk. 

“I’m sorry sir,” Mr. Dickens said, “it won’t happen again.”

“Well it better not,” Mr. Fuller said, then shouted, “or you’ll lose your job!”

“Yes, sir; I understand, sir; I’m awfully sorry sir,” Mr. Dickens said and Mr. Fuller stormed away.

Chapter VII:

Innocent Turned Guilty

At ten-thirty, the teenage Mike Scully rose from his bed which was in a separate building.  Quietly he opened the door to his room and crept softly down the stairs.  He paused to make sure no one heard him.  When he was sure, he opened the main door to the building and crept along the darkened paved road towards the Fullers’ house armed only with only a piece of pipe that he found in the garage.  The garage door had been mistakenly left open.

Mike surveyed the area for any object that would allow him to get up where his boss slept.  He saw a latter leaning against a post.  Quietly picking it up, the future leader of the Firebirds moved it under Mr. Fuller’s bedroom.

From upstairs, Mr. Fuller was reading a book and sipping coffee while smoking a cigar.  He had his own room, but Mike was not going to strike just yet, for he wanted to see what everyone else was doing.

Mrs. Fuller was getting dressed; since he was not interested in her, he moved on to the next window and looked inside and saw the dinning room.  As Mike continued, he looked down to see if he was maintaining his balance on the latter and he was, just barely.  Carefully, while moving to the living room, Mike relocated his feet and it was at that moment that the latter fell.  Mike managed to jump to a flat rooftop, but the latter crashed onto the ground alerting everyone of his presence.

Mr. Fuller ran to get his gun as his wife and daughter raced to get dressed.  He thrust opened the door and scanned the area only to see Mike Scully under the latter and in pain groaning.  Mr. Fuller recognized him immediately.

“Mike Scully,” he said, pointing the gun at the orphan, “you are trespassing on my turf and are out of your building.  What do you have to say for yourself?”

By this time Jessie and her mother had appeared and were standing behind him.

“Go back inside,” hissed Mr. Fuller, “I’ve got everything under control.”

“Who’s that,” his wife asked.

“Mike Scully; he left the grounds.”

Meanwhile, Mike was trying to move the heavy latter of himself, but was having a hard time.

“What are you going to do,” Mrs. Fuller asked her husband.

“Give him a hard whipping,” replied her husband and then, turning to his daughter said, “Get the ladder off of him.”

Mr. Fuller never killed any of the boys; he just threatened them and whipped them; the shootings he left to his supervisors Mr. Dickens and Mr. Smith.  Actually, Mr. Fuller never liked anyone and that included his daughter.
“I can’t do it by myself,” Jessie said.  Jessie was wearing a swing skirt, while her mother was wearing a pleated skirt. 

“Then have your mother help you, but do it now.”

Mr. Fuller’s deep voice boomed loudly and the expression on his face fierce, so his family obeyed him without question.

Mike tried to get up but Mr. Fuller ordered him back down.

“Both of you inside,” Mr. Fuller ordered halfway turning away from Mike who at that moment picked up his pipe and threw it at his boss. The mettle pipe hit the man on the head and he fell down unconscious on the grass.  Quickly grabbing the gun that the man had dropped, Mike pointed it at the two females and said to Mrs. Fuller, “Do the broad a favor; don’t scream.”

The woman sucked in her scream as Mike dashed to search Mr. Fuller’s pockets.  He found a wallet and stuffed it into his pockets and then Mike was off into the night and back into the bed which he slept.

And so began the slow decline of the future infamous hood that would be the leader of the Firebirds.  He then stole a motorcycle and drove it over to when Nigel and Blackhawk were.

“I see you’ve stolen a motorcycle,” Nigel observed, “but did you steal the wallet?”

“Yes,” Mike answered, pulling it out of his pocket.

“Do you know what kind of motorcycle this is,” Blackhawk asked and Mike shook his head.  “It’s a Harley Davidson and I could tell you could not ride it; look at yourself.

Mike was covered in blood.

“I guess I’ll clean up,” he said.

“And start practicing,” Nigel said.  “You don’t want to fall off again on that motorcycle.  You earned it kid, you earned it.”

Chapter VIII:

A Rebel

Two years passed and it was now 1950.  All of what happened during that time was more whippings, beatings and slave labor.  Mike had begun hating Nigel and Blackhawk even more.  Their quarrels had gotten more and more violent and their personalities more and more dark, although they had never killed anyone.

“Mike,” ordered Mr. Dickens, “cut the grass in the front yard and make sure no more tricks; Mr. Fuller won’t let you get away so easy now.  Once you’re done, report to Mr. Fredrick’s class immediately.”

Mike turned a deaf ear to Mr. Dickens and smoked his cigarette.  He had started smoking cigarettes and drinking beer and wine three months ago, which was his fifteenth birthday; a day which was never anything special.  He had continued to practice ridding his motorcycle and was getting good at it, but he was still no expert.

“Come on, come on,” said Mr. Dickens grabbing Mike by the upper arms and shoulders and yanking him to his feet, but Mike rebelled by hitting the man with his head making his nose bleed.  As Mr. Dickens clutched painfully at his bleeding nose, Mike picked up a canister and knocked out his foe cold and that is when Mr. Fuller arrived.  He was wearing a light charcoal suit with a wide brimmed hat that was dark charcoal and not light.  The man had a white shirt on and a black necktie and he was smoking a cigar.

Behind Mr. Fuller were Mr. Smith and the entire staff of teachers; they were Mr. Fredrick, Mr. Anderson, Mr. Richards and Mr. Carlson.

“Mike Scully,” Mr. Fuller said, “you have done something very bad.  I don’t think whippings or beatings will do the trick.  No, what I think the solution is: isolation.  Grab him!”

Mr. Smith was in the lead.  As he jumped Mike, the teenager knocked him out with the canister.

“You want to try that canister on me,” asked Mr. Carlson.
Mike Scully swung the canister, but his attacker swerved to the right and Mike only was able to bash the teacher’s shoulder.  The man clutched his shoulder in pain screaming as Mike turned to quickly block Mr. Richards attack but was grabbed by Mr. Anderson.

“Come on,” said Mr. Anderson, taking control of the situation, “help me hold him.  Get the canister out of his hands.”

Everyone pried Mike’s hands from the canister and it crashed to the floor creating a loud bang.

“Everyone, follow me,” Mr. Fuller directed.  “I know just where I want to put this nuisance.”

Mr. Fredrick and Mr. Richards picked up the fallen body of Mr. Smith and dumped him over a chair then they went back to do the same with Mr. Carlson, whose eyes were moist with tears, which he tried to wipe off.

Mr. Fuller turned to Mr. Anderson and said, “Have you heard of this new kind of music that coming out?”

“You mean rock and roll.”

Yes.”

“I have.”

“It’s Satan’s music.  I want any form of it destroyed immediately.  Do I make myself clear?

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Anderson.

“Good.”

“In infesting the youth of today,” Mr. Fuller said.  “I want everything rock and roll related destroyed.  Now here is the cell; throw him in.”

The teachers carrying Mike abruptly threw him into his new room with such force so he landed on the bed, although they were not intending him to land anywhere in specific.

“Leave me alone with him,” Mr. Fuller said and his employees left after closing the door to the room and locking it.

Mike groaned as Mr. Fuller said,” This is your new home Mike; get used to it.”

Then he was gone, leaving Mike alone.

***

An hour later, Mr. Fuller’s daughter Jessie arrives to find Mike lying down on his back and said to him, “I sympathize with you Mike Scully.”

Mike had turned another one of his deaf ears and just lay on his bed looking up at the iron ceiling.  He had a cigarette in his mouth.

“Come on talk to me,” pleaded Jessie, but Mike still did not respond.  He rolled over on his side and turned his back to her.  Finally Mike turned to his former position and continued remained silent.  The hood was certainly good at ignoring people.

“Do you know what like to have that kind of a father,” Jessie continued.  “He physically abuses me and my mother all the time!”

At last Mike answered; he too the cigarette out of his mouth and shouted, “Shut the fuck up!  You’re lucky to even have one parent much less both!  For me, both of my parents are dead!”

There was silence between the two and a slight hostility, but finally Jessie said, “I’m sorry to hear that; it must be hard living on your own for all these years.”

“Well it ain’t over yet,” Mike snapped.  “I’ve still got three more years here before I’m free!”

“I hear you’ve got a motorcycle.”

“So, what’s it to you?”

“Nothing,” Jessie replied; “it was just something I heard.”  The girl looked down at her watch and thought, ‘Oh shit; I better go.’

As Mike watched the girl leave, he thought to himself, ‘She’s taken a liking to me; I can tell that by the way she acted.  Also, I could use her to spy on her father since last time when I went to his house he caught me.’

Then Mike put the cigarette he had in his mouth back in his mouth and began to smoke.  He was on his back and looking up at ceiling in the exact position as when Jessie found him; it was like he had not been doing anything.

Chapter IX:

Fighting

The only time Mike was allowed out of his room, was to do slave labor for Mr. Fuller and he was always accompanied by a group of armed adults.  Indeed Mr. Fuller was turning this orphanage into a prison and a slave labor camp.

“Hey Scully,” shouted Mr. Dickens, “you’re not working hard enough; work harder!”

Mr. Dickens carried a shotgun and a whip.  He was given permission by Mr. Fuller to shoot or whip anyone he wants who is not doing what they are suppose to be doing.

It was June and Mike was smoking a cigarette as he worked with the hot, cruel sun beating down on his body.  He had not worked out since he was put in isolation.  He scanned the field and saw Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk getting whipped on the back by Mr. Smith.  The two teenagers howled in pain and anger.  Mr. Dickens and Mr. Smith were the two head employees, which meant they oversaw the farm and made sure the boys behaved correctly.

During the past two years Nigel and Blackhawk had been roaming around trying to get other blacks to join them; they had not been successful.

Occasionally police would arrive if a situation got too out of hand.  Ever since the day Mike rebelled, Mr. Fuller had been ever so careful.  This was one of those times.  Commissioner Johnson had arrived.  Nigel’s and Blackhawk spat at him and cursed off racial slurs.
Since Mr. Fuller wanted to continue to be respected, he apologized to the Commissioner about the boys’ behavior and the policeman never said a word.

As the two continued with Mr. Fuller walking on the policeman’s right side, Commissioner Johnson told the Mr. Fuller what a good job he was doing maintaining the orphanage and keeping order and Mr. Fuller thanked him.
***
Meanwhile, the head employees order the boys back to work and the whips lashed out.  Mike and Nigel were quick enough to get out of the way, but a whip came down hard of Blackhawk.  He cried out in pain as the whip struck his neck which stung and left a bloody line.  The other whip struck the ground.

Blackhawk jumped back and began to circle his foe Mr. Smith.  Mr. Dickens did not want to leave his post because Mike may try to escape, so he held his ground as Blackhawk and Mr. Smith circled another.

Nigel came over to help his friend, who told him to leave it to him, but Nigel disagreed, saying that Mr. Smith was an enemy to both of them and together they would defeat him.  By this time Mr. Smith had made the first attack; he pointed his gun at the two blacks and ordered them back to work, or they would be shot.  The two blacks began circling Mr. Smith.  Commissioner Johnson raced over to help Mr. Smith, who right at that moment was jumped by Nigel and the two were wrestling for the gun.

“He’s got my gun!  He’s got my gun,” shouted Mr. Smith.  “Well don’t just stand there Mr. Dickens; help me!”

“But what if Mike tries to escape?”

“Don’t worry about that right now!  Just help me!”

Mr. Dickens raced over to assist his fellow employee, whose gun was firing all over the place.  People were screaming and running every which way.

“Jesus Christ,” Mike shouted as he dropped his shovel and ran away from the field.

The Commissioner picked up his revolver and aimed it right at the blacks’ heads and ordered for them to drop the gun, which they did, but not before it accidentally fired and shot Mr. Dickens in the chest.  The man fell gasping onto his knees, clutching his chest.  He coughed and then slowly died.

Mike saw what happened from where he hid behind a tool shed; it was the first time, he had seen anyone die, for he had not been with his parents when they had their fatal automobile accident.

Even with the knowledge of knowing the consequences of what would happen if they tried to escape, Nigel and Blackhawk scaled the iron barred fence.  They did this by one hoisting the other over the spikes and they escaped into freedom.  Mike, however, was not capable of doing due to being on his own and he cursed in hatred and jealousy.

***

Several months passed and the weather got colder; now it was October.  Meanwhile, down in his room, Mike opened a bottle of beer and sat down on his bed and began to drink.  He was interrupted by a familiar voice.

“Are you going to drink that all in one sitting?”

The adolescent looked up to see Jessie and then returned to his beer.

“Do you know what would happen if your father found out?  I’d get another whipping and I don’t want that.”
He returned to his beer and she just stood their watching him.  Finally he snapped, “Get the hell out of here!”  When she did not leave, he grabbed her hand through the iron bars and raised the bottle as a threat.  There was a dark expression on his face, which reminded the girl some of her father.  Quickly, she wrenched her hand away and ran away screaming, leaving Mike alone to finish his beer.
A few minutes later, she was with her father who was furious with her.  Shoving her against the wall he ordered her never to go into that area again.

“Am I being clear,” Mr. Fuller roared at his daughter who screamed.  He slapped her across the face and shoved her against the wall where she crouched crying.

Mr. Fuller and his wife slept in separate rooms.  Originally she had married him because he pretended to be nice to her; it was only a few months before Jessie’s birth that he began to be abusive, but she had no income to support herself, so divorce was not an option.

Mrs. Fuller ran across from where she was cooking, grabbed her husband and tried to pull him off Jessie, but he was too strong for her and he hit her in the jaw with his shoulder.  Mrs. Fuller clutched her lip in pain while Jessie ran whimpering out the door, while her mother continued to hit and yell at Mr. Fuller and he hit and yelled back.  Both were cursing. Finally Mrs. Fuller had a heart attack and fell to the floor.  The woman had a bad heard ever since she was in her twenties and now she was dead at age forty.  Mr. Fuller was six years older than she was.

Mr. Fuller looked down at his dead wife and said without any sympathy, “Well, I guess I’ll just have to slap Jessie twice as hard now that you’re dead.”

Chapter X:

Chaos

One year later in the middle of April, Mike, who was now sixteen, was attending Mr. Carlson’s English class.  Mr. Carlson was a short, black man with a loud commanding voice.  Three rows in back and to the left of him were two Hispanics by the names of Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia.  Juan and Victor had become friends long before arriving at the orphanage, which they were sent to because of selling pot.  Both had tattoos of the Virgin Mary on their right shoulders; they were about three years older than Mike.

Mike had begun to smoke weed, which he even did in class since he was now a rebel.

Mr. Carlson was very strict and beat the kids if they did not learn their lessons, or was late.  He kept everyone, even Mike Scully, on their toes.  Mike several times was punished for various reasons; not just smoking weed in class.

One day, Mr. Carlson caught Mike muttering about something and asked him if he would like to repeat it.

“No,” the hood replied calmly.

Juan whispered to Victoro, “I’m getting the hell out of here and am going back to live with my mother.  I don’t need this shit.”  Victoro nodded in agreement; he had the same idea.

Mr. Carlson overheard Juan and asked, “What kind of a life is that?  Your mother was a whore, if I’m not mistaken.  What are you going to do; pipe her out?”

Juan, now livid over the comment, grabbed Mr. Carlson and wrestled him down.  Victoro rushed over to assist his friend so Juan would not be killed by the teacher.

“Where the fuck did you hear that,” he snarled through his teeth as Mike rushed out of the room along with everyone else; only Mike made it, for the rest was stopped by Mr. Fuller, Mr. Smith and the other teachers.

“Get back in your seats,” ordered Mr. Fuller in his booming voice and all the students obeyed.  Mr. Fuller and his employees then pushed through the students to assist Mr. Carlson who was being murdered by Juan and Victoro, but it was difficult; the movement was very slow on his part.

“You will never say another goddamn thing about my mother you fucking nigger,” snarled Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez.

Victoro Garcia grabbed a pair of scissors and was about to stab the teacher in the throat, when his friend stopped him and said, “I want to hear what hear what Mr. Carlson has to say about the information on my mother before I kill him.”

“Please don’t kill me,” said Mr. Carlson, but Juan told him rudely to be quiet.  “It was a chilly night and I was in the neighborhood, when your mother started flirting with me.”

“What did she say and how did you know it was her?”

“She wanted someone to help warm her and must have recognized me from school.”

“Is that all,” asked the Hispanic with a sinister shine in his eyes and the black nodded.  “Good.”  Juan then picked up a pair of scissors and stabbed the helpless man in the throat.  Blood spilled out of the wound and gagging, Mr. Carlson died.

Mr. Fredrick then had to block Juan from escaping, which the Hispanic wanted more than anything else.

“I killed Mr. Carlson,” Juan snarled through clench teeth; “I’ll have no problem disposing of you.”

“The Catholic blood runs cold threw your veins Ramirez,” said Mr. Fredrick, challenging Juan.  And that is when it happened; Juan pinned the white science teacher to the wall and snarled through clenched teeth, “Never make fun of my religion!”

“I’ll show you whose boss,” Mr. Fredrick said as he socked Juan in the gut and threw him to across the room.  The pair of scissors fell from the Hispanic’s hand and onto the floor.

Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez was soon right back on his feet extremely angry; he rubbed his head and jumped Mr. Fredrick, but was held back by Mr. Smith and Mr. Anderson.
“Next time,” Juan said, “I’ll get my revenge.”
“Perhaps you will,” said Mr. Fuller with a sly smile; “perhaps you won’t.”
Mr. Fredrick, Mr. Anderson and Mr. Richards then turned to Mr. Fuller and announced that they were going to quit.
“Why,” Mr. Fuller asked.
“Because,” Mr. Richards said, “we’ve seen you abuse the juveniles here.”
“Well, they’re bad; therefore they get punished.”
“It’s the name of the game,” Mr. Smith said; he was standing a few feet behind his boss.
“Some were too young to tell,” Mr. Richards protested.
“They are end up the same sooner of latter,” Mr. Fuller said.
“How would you know,” Mr. Anderson said.
There was a pause before anyone spoke; finally, Mr. Fuller said with a sigh, “You can go if you want after you spend two more weeks here.”
***

Several weeks passed and Juan and Victoro were prowling the farm looking for trouble when Mr. Smith saw them and ordered them and ordered them back to work.
“Shut the fuck up,” snapped Juan as he and his friend stood their ground in case of any attack.
“Wait until Mr. Fuller gets here,” snarled Mr. Smith, “then you’ll be sorry.”
“Oh, we’re so scarred,” Victoro said and his friend snickered and the former pushed him down.
The supervisor figured that he probably could not fight both the combined strength of Juan and Victoro, so he decided to leave.  However, Mr. Smith unleashed a threat upon them; he said, “Just wait until I come back with Mr. Fuller.  You punks haven’t seen the last of me.”
At that persist moment, Mr. Fuller arrived.  After helping Mr. Smith up, he asked, “Mr. Smith, what the fuck happened here?”
“They jumped me,” Mr. Smith lied, brushing himself off.  “I wasn’t doing anything.”  Actually only half was true; Victoro did jump him, but he was hastening them and also wanted to get Juan into trouble.
“That’s a lie,” shouted the Hispanics at the same time.  Then Juan spoke, “All we were doing was taking a walk.”  This, like the supervisor’s testimony, was also only half true.
Mr. Fuller looked first at Mr. Smith and then at the Hispanics.  At last he said, “Mr. Smith, go inside and clean yourself up, while I’ll deal with these two.”
“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Smith.

Turning back to Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia, Mr. Fuller said, “First you kill Mr. Carlson, then you jump Mr. Smith, my supervisor.  Do you have any idea of what I could do to you now?”

The Hispanics did not answer and Mr. Fuller said, “I’m waiting.”

At last Juan said, “Yes.”

“Yes what?

“Yes, sir,” Juan answered.

“And for you, Victoro?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now may this never happen again, or else I’ll be at your backs like a snarling dog.”

Mr. Fuller left and Mike Scully arrived.

“Scully,” snarled Juan.

“Ramirez,” snarled Mike.

“You can’t win against both of us,” Victoro said.

“Oh how do you know ‘spic?”

“Because, gringo, we are two and you are one.”

“That doesn’t mean a fucking thing.”

“We’ll see,” Juan said.

Tensions were heating up and everyone prepared for battle.  The question was: who would make the first move?  That question was answered by Juan who leapt at the white and pushed him down.  Victoro went to help his friend as Mike was rolling on the grass with Mike in mortal combat.  There was a lot of punching, kicking and hitting between the Mike and Juan.  Victoro was in the background and he was hungry for action.  At last he could no more and jump into the fight; he landed someone between Mike and Juan.

With all three in the pile it was hard to tell which arm or leg belonged to whom.  They were all firing racial slurs at each other and the Hispanics were trying to murder Mike, who just was fighting in self-defense.  Juan hit Mike, who was being restrained by Victoro, on the nose and he bleed.

At last Juan said to his friend, “Come let’s just get out of here.”

“Yeah; we’ll start our own gang.”

“And I’ll be the kingpin of it.”

“Why you,” Victoro asked.

“Because I’m older and more experienced,” Juan replied.
Victoro grumbled about this before agreeing.  They took so long that Mike had time to escape from them.  Crying in pain and with a bloody nose, the future kingpin of the Firebirds crawled away and back into his isolated room, leaving a trail of blood, for anyone to follow, while Juan and Victoro were climbing down the other side of the fence.  No one had seen their escape.

***

A half hour later, Jessie appeared.  Mike cowered in shame and anger and told Jessie to leave him alone.

“No Mike I won’t,” Jessie said.  “My father started you decline and I’m going to end it.”

“Yeah right,” Mike snapped.  Then his voice softened.  “Jessie, just go.  There’s nothing you can do for me and if your father found out, it would be the end of both of us.  I don’t know about you, but personally, I want to stay alive.”

Realizing Mike was right, Jessie left, but on the way she was grabbed by Mr. Smith, who took her immediately to her father, who was wearing his charcoal suit while smoking a cigar.  His hat lay on the table next to him.

“Mr. Fuller, sir,” Mr. Smith said, “I found your daughter with Scully.”

Mr. Fuller sighed and told Mr. Smith to leave them alone.  Now Jessie was terrified as her father loomed over her.

“How many fucking times do I have to tell you not to go near him,” yelled Mr. Fuller smacking his daughter hard in the face and then throwing her against the wall hard.  “I’ll beat you twice as hard now that your mother is dead!”

Jessie screamed and from over in his cell Mike yelled to be let out, bur the hood would never be let out except to work in slave labor, for he had gotten to be too dangerous, but soon Mike’s yells stopped and the reason why was unknown.

Chapter XI:

Freedom

The moth was June and the year was 1953; Mike was now eighteen and he knew what that meant – freedom; freedom from the shithole that he had been in since 1942.

“I’ve been in this shithole for eleven fucking years,” Mike Scully snarled, “but now I am free.”

“True,” Mr. Fuller said, who made Mike jump.  Mr. Smith unlocked the door to Mike’s room and Mr. Fuller said, “Well Mike, you’re eighteen and free to go, but before you go anywhere remember to stay away from my daughter if you should ever meet her in the future.  Am I being clear?”


“Yes,” Mike lied.

“Good.  No get the fuck out of here!”

“Do any of you have any weed or cigarettes?”

“No,” Mr. Fuller said.  “I am not a drug dealer.”

“Shit,” swore Mike and then left to get his Harley Davidson and, after getting all set, sped out of the open gate as fast as he could.  The gate was supervised by Mr. Fuller, Mr. Smith and several guards.

The last thing Mr. Fuller said to Mike before he left was, “You haven’t seen the last of me.”

Mike did not respond and zoomed away from the orphanage at top speed.  Nothing happened until late at night, an electrical storm approached.
‘Oh shit,’ Mike thought, knowing that he would have to get to shelter.  He found it in some run-down tavern underground.

When he entered, the owner gave him a bottle of wine.

“This place ain’t what it used to be,” the owner said as Mike sat down to drink the wine.  Mike was the only customer.

“Business is slow today,” the owner went on, but still Mike did not respond; he now had turned a deaf ear and was smoking a cigarette.  The owner tried again by saying, “How about I make you a fake identification that said he was twenty-one?”

All of a sudden Mike attention turned to the bartender and asked, “How much are you going to charge me?”

“Fifteen dollars and no strings attached.”
“Forget it.”

“What about ten?”

“Okay,” agreed Mike, “but can I pay you back later?”

“Sorry,” the bartender said.  “Only up front.”

Just then a drunk appeared in the doorway and that gave Mike an idea.  Getting up he grabbed he drunk, who was clumsily counting his money and beat him up before stealing his wallet, which he put in his pocket.

Walking back over to the bar, Mike sat down and reached into his pocket and pulled out the wallet and gave the bartender ten dollars.  The bartender took out a camera, took the hood’s picture and then begun making his fake identification – the only identification Mike would have.

“Where’s the nearest tattoo parlor,” Mike asked and the bartender told him it was just a few blocks down the street, so, after the storm cleared, Mike went to the tattoo parlor, showed his identification to the tattoo man and told him to give him a scorpion on the right shoulder.

“Okay Mike,” the man said; “just hold still.”

When the process was over, Mike paid for the man, which he hated doing, but he did not want the police on his trail, especially not, right after he had gotten out of Mr. Fuller’s orphanage.

Mike decided to start up his own gang, whose only purpose would be for survival.  He would name it the Firebirds and its symbol would be the phoenix.  The gang would be unique, (not any other unlike some of the other gangs in the city Vlandercore, which was in the state Carnipolus) meaning it would be basically just a group of friends that stuck together.  The problem with this was that Mike did not have any friends and, because of his upbringing, he would only pick whites.

Walking out of the tavern, Mike walked uphill until he saw two blacks and two that may have been Hispanics beating up a white boy, who looked about fourteen.  The boy was bruised and bleeding.

“Help me,” he cried and the four young men, who were somewhere in their twenties, turned.  Mike immediately recognized the blacks as Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk and the possible Hispanics as Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia.

“So we meet again,” Nigel said.

“Nigel, why are you working with Hispanics?”

“Sometimes you’ve got to put your racial differences aside to fight a common enemy.”

“Who; someone of a different group; that makes a hell of a lot sense,” Mike said.  He was being sarcastic.

“Come on boys, let’s go,” Blackhawk said.  “This is getting boring.” From behind a wall, nine other blacks appeared and the gang left.

Nigel was in the lead of his gang with Blackhawk, his right-hand man behind him and the former shouted back at Mike, “The Black Scorpions are the best Mike and you are nothing!”

“Jesus Christ,” said Mike, “Nigel’s really got a gang.”

“So have we,” Juan said and five Hispanics appeared from behind trash cans.  There was about five in all.  “Meet the Wolves, or as we say in Spanish, Los Lobos.”


The Wolves (or Los Lobos if you want to say it in Spanish) departed and followed their kingpin Juan, who behind him was Victoro since they though it was getting boring as well.


“Great,” said Mike, “there are two gangs that are made up of two of my arch rivals and I’m solo.”  Turning to the fourteen-year old boy, who was crying in pain, he asked him his name.

“Johnny Storm,” was the answer.

“What special skills do you have?”

“I know chemistry.”

“Do you want to be in a gang,” Mike asked and the boy nodded.  “Good, I think your chemistry skills will be useful.”
As the two continued talking to each other, they got to know each other well.
The two got to know each other of the next several months and, by the end of the year had picked up two other young people, Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson.  It had been decided that Mike, being the most experienced of the four, would be the kingpin and “father” of the gang, Johnny would be the right-hand man and what would be first born “son” as well as the gang’s chemist and Pete and Ryan would just be “sons” of Mike and “brothers” of Johnny.

As the months went by, the Firebirds began to commit more and more crimes.  Once, in September, Mike had Johnny, his right hand man and chemist, make him some marijuana, cocaine and heroin for him to sell on the Black Market.  This got him several thousand dollars.  

***


Present, June 1954:

Mike Scully looked away from the sign that read “Mr. Fuller’s Orphanage” and turned and walked away with an angry face, yet also somewhat of a sad feeling which surprised him, since he had no memory of before his parents’ death in their fatal automobile accident and he hated the orphanage, but he hated Governor Fuller even more.

As far as Mike knew his hated enemy Governor Fuller still lived and still abused Jessie.  The strip poker game he had played with her was secretly a way to get her out of thinking about her father abusing her, but he could not get soft on her in front of his friends.  He had to play it cool, or else they would make fun of him and he feared his reputation as well as his gang would collapse, because, without his friends he was alone.  Mike considered them his family due to him having no memory of his real parents.

By this time, it was evening and Mike walked down the street.  He did not feel like committing a crime, he just felt sad and angry.

A hand touched Mike’s shoulder; he looked up to see who it was; it was Jessie Fuller.

“Mike,” Jessie asked, “what are you doing here?”

“I don’t know,” he said solemnly, getting up.  “I was taking a walk and I happened to walk near here and it brought back a lot of memories that are best forgotten.”

“Come,” Jessie said.  As the two walked away from the orphanage, she added, “You’re a good kid Mike, you know that?”

“No I am not a good kid, whatever that means!  I never was and I never will be!”

“My father corrupted you Mike, but now you are free of him.  You control your own destiny now.  Change your ways!”

Mike scowled and said, “I’ll never be free of him.  He will always be there in my memory.”

Just then, Johnny, Pete and Ryan walked up to him.  They were taking Johnny’s car for an evening ride.

“So Mike,” Johnny said, snickering, “you hanging around with this broad.”

Mike lost his cool for a second, but quickly regained it.  He looked at Jessie and then back at his friends.

“Which broad,” he asked, trying to be cool.  He looked around blankly.  “Oh you mean this broad.  I didn’t know she was there.”  The hood snickered and Jessie whacked Mike hard on the arm.

“Mike,” she said.  “I sympathized with you, but you’re just as bad as my father.  I never want to see you again!”

“Good,” replied Mike, still trying to be cool for his friends, “because I don’t want to see you either.”

It was a lie, but Mike, who seldom told the truth, needed to maintain his reputation.  He adjusted his leather jacket and said, “Come along boys.  We’ll have a night on the town.”

As usual, Mike had shotgun, Johnny took the driver’s seat since it was his car and Pete and Ryan sat in the back.

Chapter XII:

In Need Of Support

There was a knock on Beth Winter’s door.  She answered it to find Jessie in tears.

“What’s wrong,” she asked.

“It’s Mike Scully,” Jessie sniffed.  “He and his friends were mean to me.”

“Come inside and we’ll talk,” Beth said, putting her arm around her friend to comfort her.

“I knew Mike meant trouble,” Beth said.  “Why do you think you see potential in him?  He’s a criminal.”

“I thought I could change him,” Jessie whined.  Her face was streaked with tears.

Mr. Winters walked in from the next room.

“Is everything alright,” he asked.  “Is there anything I can do to help?  Perhaps your father should know.  Should I’ll call him?”  At that point, his wife had shown up.

“No!”

Both Beth and her parents were alarmed at Jessie’s sudden outburst.

“Why,” Mrs. Winters asked.

Jessie looked at her friend and her parents.  How could she explain to them the abuse her father gave her?  To everyone else her father was a well respected man who had enormous wealth because of his investment in stocks and now he was the Governor.  He started his term in the beginning of the year.  Instead she said, “Because he’s not home and there is no way of reaching him.”

“Oh I see,” Mrs. Winters said.  “Are you going to be alright, Jessie?  If you need to stay awhile to calm down you can do that?”

“No thanks,” replied Jessie.  “I’ll manage.”

“Are you sure,” Mr. Winters asked.  “It’s no problem.”

“No really,” Jessie said, looking at her friend.  “I’ll be fine.  I just need some time.”

“Okay,” Mr. Winters said and Mrs. Winters left.  “Oh Beth, show our guest to the door.”

Then he was gone too and Beth walked her friend to the door and opened it.  When Jessie was outside Beth called to her.  “If you need any support just come and see me.”

“Thanks,” Jessie said.  “I should be fine though.  Beth, just don’t tell my father.”

“Don’t worry; I won’t if you don’t want me to.”

“Thanks.”

“And I’d suggest you stay away from Mike.”

Jessie did not respond and quietly left her friend’s house.

Chapter XIII:
Selling Heroin


Two years later, Mike Scully asked Johnny Storm to make some heroin for him to sell and his right-hand man asked, “How much?”



“A pound,” replied the kingpin of the Firebirds.



“Oh yeah; I could do that.”



“Excellent.”  Then Mike changed the subject.  “Did you know Governor Fuller is making speeches about how bad rock and roll is?”


“No I did not.”



“Well he is.  Get this: according to him, it corrupts the youth of today.”



The two friends laughed as they turned to a public television, which showed Governor Fuller talking about rock and roll.  When he was elected two years ago, he had begun by making speeches on how rock and roll corrupted the youth.


“Rock and Roll is corrupts the youth of today,” Mr. Fuller shouted. “Unlike the music of my time . . .”



“Bastard,” snarled Mike shooting the television and some sparks flew out of it.  Turning to his friend, he said, “Johnny, I want the heroin as soon as possible.”



“Of course,” Johnny said.  “I’ll get right on it.”

***



Two hours later, Mike Scully picked up the heroin that Johnny Storm had stashed in his car and began selling it to all the gangs.  From the Stinging Raptors he got twenty grand; from the Black Scorpions, he got five grand; and from the Wolves, which were also known as Los Lobos, he got ten grand.

Mike immediately took the money to the bank and deposited it in his account.  He had only received about one hundred grand from his parents when they died, but now, due to Johnny’s drugs, his account was steadily increasing.
Chapter XIV:
Planning Revenge

One year later, Mike Scully decided to take a ride on his motorcycle.  He did not say where he was going.  The night was well lit by street lights, but he took a flashlight just in case he would stay out later.

Mike saw a figure wearing a dark charcoal suit and a hat walking up to him.  Mike turned on his flashlight to see the person’s face.  He snarled viciously when he saw who it was – Governor Fuller, who was smoking a cigar.  He was wearing his black suit and hat.
“Well, well, well,” said Governor Fuller, who was also holding a flashlight, “if it isn’t my old nemesis Mike Scully.”

“I’m out of your prison you fat warthog,” Mike said.

“Yes you are, but this is the real question: are you staying away from my daughter?”

“Why does it matter to you,” Mike asked.  “She’s an adult.”

“Because she’s my daughter, goddamn it,” Governor Fuller roared.  His face was furious with rage.  “I see that you’ve established yourself in a gang; are you the kingpin?”

“Actually I am.  Like it?”

“No, but I am not powerless.  Remember I have earned millions for invested in stocks and I am the Governor, so I am not without my resources.  You, on the other hand, are nothing except some hood that runs a gang; a gang that will easily die off once I put you behind bars and I can do that quite easily.”

Governor Fuller laughed before departing.  He decided to meet with the other gangs to see how they could do this; so one evening, Governor Fuller met with the Stinging Raptors, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos.  The Black Scorpions and Los Lobos had decided to work with them briefly to frame and possibly kill Mike Scully, but at first their kingpins were reluctant to work with their former boss because they had been treated very badly at the orphanage, but in the end they agreed because of their common enemy.  Governor Fuller had also brought his supervisor and right-hand man, Mr. Smith.  Mr. Smith had stayed on after the other employees had left the orphanage.

“Well Terminator,” Nigel began, addressing the thirty-year old bald kingpin, “you have gathered us to your turf on the promise of killing Mike Scully.  Now, what do you propose?”

“Does anyone know where he lives,” Terminator asked.
“He’s an orphan,” replied Governor Fuller, lighting another cigar.  “He lives wherever he can.”

“What about his friends,” Blackhawk asked.  “Can we use them for bait?”

“How,” Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez asked.

“By kidnapping them,” Bob the Bulldog suggested.

“No,” said Governor Fuller.  “We need an expert at this.  Your gangs aren’t enough.”

Max Shreck spoke up by asking, “Who says?”  The German looked at the others nastily.  “We’ve got more people than he does.”

“True,” Reggie agreed, “so why do we need a so-called expert?”  Reggie was twenty-five years old.

“I think what Governor Fuller is saying,” Mr. Smith said, supporting his boss, “is that you guys have been doing well, but we need extra support.”

“And just who would that be,” Victoro Garcia asked.

“Redstain,” was the reply.

“Are you crazy; the man’s insane!”

“Just leave everything to me,” was all Governor Fuller said.
Chapter XV:

Redstain

As the full moon approached, a dark figure raced into the night.  The figure was the serial killer known only as Redstain.  He was twenty-one years old and was armed with a knife with a long blade that hung at his side in its sleuth and slung across his left shoulder was a rifle.  The man also carried about six grenades and had red hair.
Redstain met Governor Fuller in a dark ally and said before taking his gun out, “Why if it isn’t the Governor.”
“Redstain,” Governor Fuller said, “I have need of your assistance.  We want you to kill Mike Scully.”

“The hood,” replied Redstain.  “And who’s we?”

“The Stinging Raptors, the Black Scorpions, the Wolves, myself and my right-hand man Mr. Smith.”

“Why should I work for you,” the serial killer asked.

“Because you want money,” Governor Fuller replied, “if I’m not mistaken and I can give it to you.”

Redstain thought about this for several minutes before agreeing.  There was one condition though - he could shoot anyone he wants.  Governor Fuller agreed to this – it seamed that he was more interested in ending the life of Mike Scully than saving the life of his daughter.

Shortly after, Beth’s house was attacked by Redstain.  He kicked open the door and shot Mr. Winters in the chest.  The man was dead before he hit the floor; his wife and Beth screamed.  Mrs. Winters was running for cover when the serial killer shot her in the head.  Beth, however, made it out the back door with Redstain chasing after her.

Mr. and Mrs. Henderson were walking towards their car.  As soon as they got in, Redstain fired his gun.  The bullet missed its target – the engine – and instead hit one of the wheels.

“Hold on,” shouted Mr. Henderson, who was driving, as his wife screamed.  The Ford, for that what type of car they had, crashed into a trash can and that is when the radio broadcasted an announcement saying that Redstain was on the loose.  Redstain shot the speaker nearest to him, so he would not have to listen to it.  He observed the car he had shot at.  Mr. and Mrs. Henderson had gotten out, but Redstain was not going to let them get away.

The serial killer intended to shoot the couple in the chest, but they had jumped out of the way and he struck the car which exploded; the explosion killed Mr. and Mrs. Henderson.

Redstain decided that he needed to leave the area before the police showed up.  He had created enough destruction in one area and decided to move to another.

“Someone stop that man!”

“Someone call the police.”

The two voices were that of Mr. and Mrs. McCarthy.  They caught Redstain’s attention and he shot them in the chest, killing them instantly.

Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and several other officers heard the heard the shooting and rushed over to stop the man.

“Redstain,” shouted the Commissioner, “drop your weapon and put you hands were I can see them.”

Redstain did not take orders from anyone and turned on the Commissioner and fired.  The man jumped out of the way and instead the bullet stuck Officer Rodriguez, a Hispanic policewoman.  She fell backwards from the might of the blast and lay unconscious on the ground.

Mr. Richards, an ex-employee of Governor Fuller and who now worked at the school where Johnny, Pete and Ryan went, was talking to Mr. Storm on the phone.

“I want you to know Mr. Storm,” Mr. Richards said, “that your son has been skipping several days of school.”  The social studies teacher took a look out the window and saw the chaos.  Turning back to the phone he said, “Look I have to go,” and hung up.

As soon as he walked outside, he was shot in the chest by the serial killer and his dead crumbled into a heap on the ground.

Mr. Fredrick and Mr. Anderson, who were passing by, also got killed by Redstian.  Their bodies slammed into the brick wall and slid to the ground and that is when the Commissioner, the Lieutenant and Officer Rodriguez retreated.
The parents of Johnny Storm were walking by when they saw Redstain and screamed, thus drawing his attention.  Turning towards them, the serial killer shot them just as Juan and Victoro’s parents arrived and behind them came their sons.  The fathers were killed first and followed by the mothers.

Just then the Firebirds appeared with Mike in front; Johnny was directly behind him and behind Johnny, side by side was Pete and Ryan.  He shot at them and they ran for cover.
Redstian decided that now he better flee, so he ran from the Commissioner’s group, where only the Commissioner, the Lieutenant and Officer Rodriguez remained.

Chapter XVI:

Battle At Ripley’s Bank
Once again Terminator, Reggie, Bob the Bulldog, Max Shreck, Nigel Nightmare, Blackhawk, Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez, Victoro Garcia, Mr. Fuller and Mr. Smith were gathered to decide what to do to frame Mike Scully.

“Redstain has killed many people,” begun Reggie, “along with your employees, Governor.”

“True,” Governor Fuller replied, as he smoked his cigar.  “The only one I have left is Mr. Smith.”

Mr. Smith, who was forty-five, looked at the Governor, who was fifty-eight; both men were white.

“He must be eliminated,” snarled the Hispanics together.

“Indeed,” said a new voice and everyone turned to see who just walked in.

“Mike Scully,” Governor Fuller said, “what an unpleasant surprise.”  Then he added, “Kill him.”

The Stinging Raptors, Governor Fuller and Mr. Smith all pulled out guns, while the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos (or the Wolves in English) pulled out their switchblades.  They all pointed their weapons at Mike, who remained calm.

“I don’t think it’s me you want to kill,” said Mike.

“And what makes us think that,” Governor Fuller asked; the weapons never swayed away from the hood.

“Because,” the twenty-two year-old man said, his voice never rising, “you have a bigger problem on your hands; Redstain.”

“What is it to you,” asked Governor Fuller.

“He had tried to kill me,” Mike answered.  “I can help you get him,” the criminal said and then he paused.  “That is, if you spare my life as of the moment.”

The hood’s nemesis pulled their weapons away and the Governor asked, “What do you propose,” and all Mike Scully did was smile.

***

The Firebirds met outside Ripley’s Bank with the other gangs, along with Governor Fuller and Mr. Smith.  The full moon was still shinning high in the sky, just like it was when Redstain first appeared.

‘I can’t believe Mike’s doing this,’ Johnny thought, but he did not say anything.

‘There’re three guards in the front and seven at the back,’ Fred, a member of the Stinging Raptors, radioed.

“That should be easy to take care of,” Terminator said.

The plan was the Group A, which were the Stinging Raptors who rode the bus, would attack the front, while Group B, who were the motorcyclists that were led by Reggie, would attack the back.  Once the area was clear, Group C, who were the Firebirds, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos would go in.  Everyone got it?”

“We got it.”

“What if Redstain shows up,” Max Scheck asked.

“Then we fucking kill him,” Terminator answered.

“Group A are you in position,” Reggie radioed.

“Yes.”

“Begin attack.”

One of the five officers guarding the front was Officer Rodriguez; one was Commissioner Johnson and one was Lieutenant Carlson.  Officer Rodriguez was the one to notice the bus and sound the alarm before the shots rang out.

Danny was driving and he had to turn the bus to the right so to not get hit, but several bullets struck Scott and Fred, killing them and wounded two others – Jed and Wally, who swore loudly.

The Stinging Raptors retaliated with shotguns, but missed.

Todd managed to kill the other two officers before he was killed by Officer Rodriguez.

***

Meanwhile, Reggie’s motorcyclists had begun their attack; they had killed one officer with the loss of Carl, Tom and Sam.  As they continued to fight, thus killing three more, they were wounded and Leroy, Greg and Harry, who were members of the Black Scorpions, had been seen and killed by the police.
A cackle was heard as a helicopter appeared.  Piloting the helicopter was the criminal known as Redstain.  He fired upon the bus destroying it; only Danny escaped; Jed and Wally were killed in the explosion.

The police and the criminals had briefly called a truce and began firing upon Redstain, who pulled upwards.

“Johnny,” Mike said; “let’s go.”

“Right,” his right hand man said, who was twenty.

Pete was now nineteen and Ryan was eighteen.  Neither of them said a word as they watched the other gangs pull out. 

Redstain was in a much better position then them and the only officer left was Officer Rodriguez, who retreated, along with Commissioner Johnson and Lieutenant Carlson, her superiors.
Once everyone had left, Redstain landed and robbed the bank.  He put the money in a black suitcase he was carrying and then departed, while dropping a grenade.  The bank exploded behind him as he ran back to the safety on his helicopter and flew away.

Chapter XVII:

Framing Mike Scully

The next day in the afternoon, Mike Scully saw Jessie Fuller, who was the same age as he was, walking along Hell Street and ran to catch up with her.
“Hey wait up,” he called.

“Piss off Scully,” Jessie said; she had recognized his voice, but Mike still laid a firm hand on her.  She spun around and asked, “Alright, Mike, what do you want?”

“Remember that time three years ago, where I made fun of you?”

“Yeah,” snapped Jessie, “and after I took pity on you because I know how my father is.”

“Yeah,” Mike replied, sighing, as he smoked some pot.  “I just wanted to apologize.  I really acted badly, didn’t I?  But you know that I had to stay tuff in front of my friends.  You understand that, right?”
At that moment, Johnny Storm, Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson appeared.  Beth Winters approached from another direction.

Johnny stood in the middle of the Firebirds as he said, “I see that you still hanging around that broad.”

“What is it to you,” asked Mike, standing his ground.  He was smoking a cigarette and a joint.

“Always looks bad when a guy chooses a broad over his buddies.  Isn’t that right, boys?”

Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson stood behind and to the side of their boss, who was Mike’s right-hand man.  Everyone was looking at each other as if waiting for someone else to make the first move.  Finally Johnny Storm turned around and began to depart.

“What’s wrong Storm,” Beth asked, trying to sound tuff, but she did not do so well.  “Are you going to flog your log?”

“Better than hanging around with any of you dorks,” Johnny said.

“Come on,” Pete said, “let’s go get some pizza.”

“Yeah,” Ryan agreed and the two departed as just as Governor Fuller shouted, “Officer!”
As Beth departed, three police officers arrived.  One was Commissioner Johnson, one was Lieutenant Carlson and the third was Officer Rodriguez.

“What seams to be the problem Governor,” the Commissioner asked.

“Mike Scully has kidnapped my daughter,” shouted the Governor, who just wanted to get Mike into trouble.

“I was just waiting for him to slip up,” the Lieutenant said.

“Jessie,” her father said, pretending to be a good person since he was in public; “I was worried about you.  I had to call the cops.”

“Just leave her alone, you bastard,” Mike said, before he got punched in the jaw.

“Aw fuck,” he yelled as he hit the concrete.  “Goddamn you!”  The twenty-two year old man was cut up and bruised and the only thing that saved his life right then was his helmet.

“Cuff him,” ordered the Commissioner.

“Under what charge,” said Mike.

“For kidnapping,” Officer Rodriguez said, snapping the handcuffs on the hood.  “You have the right to remain silent.  Anything you say will be used against you in court of law.  You have the right to ask for legal assistance.  You have the right to an attorney.  If you can’t afford one, one will be assigned to you.  Now get in the fucking car.”

***

In the jury was the Governor, who had threatened his daughter Jessie Fuller earlier so she would lie in court.

“All rise for the honorable Judge Hartman,” said Dr. Xavier, who was the Prosecutor and a doctor in science.
The Judge entered the room and said, “Be seated.  He was a large Hispanic man.

“Dr. Thompson,” the Judge said, “will you begin?”

“Certainly, Your Honor,” the Prosecutor said.  “The State accuses Mike Scully of kidnapping Jessie Fuller.  How do you plead Mr. Scully?”

“Innocent,” was the calm reply.

Exhibit A was the Harley Davidson Mike owned.

“I call upon Governor Fuller, the father of the victim, to testify.”
Governor Fuller walked through the door.

“Raise your right hand,” the Judge directed and the Governor obeyed.  “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help you God?”

“I do,” Governor Fuller lied and sat down in the witness box and testified, “I was walking down Hell Street on an evening walk, when I saw Mike grab my daughter and knocked me out cold with the words ‘You will never see her again.’  She was so frightened.  I suspect it was for money.”

The three police officers Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and Officer Rodriguez supported Governor Fuller, since they had been bribed.  Only Mr. Leer, who was Mike’s lawyer, defended the hood.

“I tell you my client is innocent,” Mr. Leer said.

“Is not,” Governor Fuller barked.

“Is too, goddamn it!”

“You’re a liar,” Officer Rodriguez snapped.

“No you are!”

“Order,” shouted the Judge, banging his mallet.  “There will be order in my courtroom!”

No one seamed to hear him and Mike and Jessie looked at each other, hopelessly.  Mike knew that he already lost and knew that Jessie could not help him.  In fact, he felt anger in his heart towards her, even though it was her father who put her up to this; he did not know that though.

At last things quieted down and the jury left to make their decision.  After half an hour they returned; Mike was guilty.

“No,” yelled Mike Scully, as he was handcuffed by the police; “I didn’t do it.  Governor Fuller set me up!”

“Mike Scully,” roared the Judge.  “Governor Fuller has been a respected member of our society for many years and if you ever say another negative thing about him in my courtroom I will lengthen your sentence!  I don’t care if he’s the Governor; he’s still a respected member of the community!”
This shut the hood up and he was taken away in silence.  A week later Judge Hartman gave the sentence – nine years in prison - and all requests for an appeal were denied.  The Lawyer went all the way to the Supreme Court, but in the end, he and his client lost.
Chapter XVIII:

Bribing The Guards

“Well,” said Johnny Storm, “since Mike is in jail, I’ll be running things.  Now let’s pay Mike a visit.”

***

When they arrived at the Carnipolus State Penitentiary and entered the Main Lobby.  They were greeted by a security guard.

“We want to see Mike Scully,” Johnny said.

“And what is your name?”

“Johnny Storm.”

“No, visiting hours are over.”

“Perhaps this will change your mind,” Johnny said, pulling out his money that he had from the drugs that Mike sold.
“Turn around so I can search you for weapons,” the guard said.  He disarmed them.
“I’ll bring him downstairs for you,” said the guard, as he took the money and left.

In a short time Mike appeared and Johnny immediately gave him the money he needed to bribe the guards.
Then Mike called for a guard, who rushed downstairs.
“Yes Mr. Scully,” answered the guard.
“Give me a nicer room.”

  On his first night, Mike had killed his cellmate when the black man attacked him.  The man was had made a club out of an old beef bone.  Mike had grabbed the bone in the fierce struggle, wrenched it from the man’s hand and had beaten him to death in self-defense.

“What have you doing Mike,” Johnny asked.

“Oh nothing much,” the kingpin replied; “just rolling a few drunks here and there.  What about Redstain; has anyone gotten him yet?”

“Unfortunately no,” replied Ryan.

“Shit,” swore Mike.

“I’m going to challenge the Wolves to a drag race next year,” Johnny said.  “Too bad you have to stay here.”

“What’s wrong with this year?”

“Need to shape up the car and that could take months.”

“I see.  Well I wish you the best of luck, my friend.”

“Alright time’s up,” said the guard, coming back downstairs.

“We’re just finishing,” Pete said.

“Only take another minute,” Ryan said.

“We’ll see you as often as we can,” Johnny said and the Firebirds left Mike alone.

“Alright Mr. Scully,” said the guard, “I’ll show you your new room.”

‘Excellent,’ thought the kingpin, getting up to follow the guard.

Chapter XVIV:

A Rumble After Hustling
The year passed and it was now 1959.  The month was February.  Mike Scully was still in prison and bribing guards and Johnny Storm had decided that the Firebirds would go hustle at pool.  The gang passed a public radio which broadcasted the death of Buddy Holly and aired another one of Governor Fuller’s speeches on how corrupt rock and roll was.
When the Firebirds arrived, they spotted two members of Los Lobos - Jose and Pedro – over near the soda fountain.  The two were smoking cigarettes and talking.  As the Firebirds continued looking around, they noticed almost all of the other members of Los Lobos; the only ones missing were the kingpin and the right-hand man.  The Firebirds did not know about Juan and Victoro’s girlfriends.
“Get the fuck out of here,” Jose snarled.

“We don’t have to,” Pete said.  “This is a public place.”

“You’re invading our turf,” Pedro said, just as Juan and Victoro entered along with their girlfriends Rosa Prez and Maria Gonez.  The former was the kingpin’s girlfriend.  They had been dating them since 1955.

“Que hacen aqui,” Juan asked Jose in Spanish.  What are they doing here?

“Invaden nuestro territorio,” the man replied. Invading our turf.

None of the Firebirds spoke a word of Spanish.

“You want to play pool,” Juan asked.

“Yeah,” Johnny replied.

“Alright then,” the kingpin of Los Lobos said, “let’s play.  What’s your bet?”

“Fifteen dollars,” Johnny said.

“We’ll take it,” Victoro said.  “You’re on.”

The Hispanics’ tattoos of the Virgin Mary covered their entire shoulder.  Some Hispanics had theirs on the right and some had them on the left.

Johnny Storm started.  Naturally, since he was hustling, he missed on purpose.

Juan was next and he got one in.

Pete was after him and he got one in.

Victoro was next and he missed, but he was not hustling.

As the game continued the Firebirds gradually got ahead until they finally defeated their enemy.

“Give us the money,” Johnny Storm said, but Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez stopped him and accused him of cheating.

“Come on Johnny, let’s go,” Jessie said, but by that time all the member’s of Los Lobos had pulled out their switchblades.

Knowing that this was getting hostile, Johnny said, “We’ll have a rumble at midnight at Salamander Park.”

“We’ll be there,” Juan said snarling, “and anything goes.”

“If that’s how you want it, then so be it,” Johnny said, snarling back.
“You know the rules; no jazz before a rumble,” Juan said.

“Yeah, we know.”

***

At midnight Los Lobos approached Salamander Park with great care.  The moon was half full.

“Be on your guard,” said Juan, who was leading the gang.  “Surprises could be anywhere.”

There was an ominous feel about the Park as the Wolves carefully searched for their enemies, then, without warning, someone jumped out from behind a bush with a switchblade and slashed Pedro through the gut.  The pain was terrible as the man screamed.  The attacker struck again, but this time Pedro blocked it with assistance from Mario.  Under a brief glimpse of light, Pedro caught some a face; the face of Pete McCarthy.

Then another figure with hazel eyes and dark brown hair appeared from behind another bush; he jumped into the light and was identified as Ryan Henderson.

From behind a large tree, another figure appeared; he had a bright blue Mohawk and work earrings.  He was easily identified as Johnny Storm.
Meanwhile, Pedro lay on the ground in pain as Pete and Ryan began attacking various members of the Wolves at random.
Jose blocked Pete’s attack just as Ryan stabbed him in the back with a knife.  The man fell to the ground with a trail of blood flowing out from the wound.
Nomar, Mario and Carlos attacked Johnny, who managed to stab Mario in the hand, forcing him to drop his knife.  He swore just as Johnny slashed him through the gut and up through to the heart.  The man fell instantly dead to the grounds.

Johnny retrieved his knife and that of his dead opponent’s, just when he saw Carlos and Nomar rush over to help Jose, who was fighting Pete.

“Pete, look out,” shouted Johnny, but it was too late and Pete’s whole body was stabbed all over and was finally cut in the throat.

As Johnny Storm watched helplessly as Pete Henderson went down, coughing.  He was too far away to assist him and as he fell down, his breath gave out.  Then he turned to see Ryan Henderson suffer the same fate with Rosa Prez and Maria Gonez.
Johnny decided to retreat and quickly ran away from his enemies.

“Let him go,” Juan said.  “We’ll get him latter.  I don’t want anymore casualties tonight.”


“Yes Juan,” Victoro said and Los Lobos left shortly after seeing Johnny disappear.

Chapter XX:

Drag Race On Blood Road

Johnny headed towards Carnipolus State Penitentiary; when they got there it was closed.


“Shit,” swore Johnny.  “I’ll have to try tomorrow,” 


The former kingpin saw Johnny as he looked out his window from his room.

When Johnny returned back to the streets, he encountered the Black Scorpions.  Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk were in front.  Carol Simpson, who was Nigel’s girlfriend, stood on her boyfriend’s left side, while Allison Parker, who was Blackhawk’s girlfriend, stood on her boyfriend’s right.

“Nightmare,” Johnny asked, “what do you want?”

“We want to challenge you to a drag race,” the kingpin of the Black Scorpions said.

“Oh really,” Johnny said.

“Hey, cracker,” Blackhawk said, “I heard Scully is really in trouble now.”


“Shut the fuck up, nigger,” Johnny said.

The Black Scorpions snickered and Johnny shouted, “You’re on at eight tonight at Blood Road.”
“You’ve got it,” Nigel snarled.
***


At eight o’clock on the dot the two cars were ready.


“You know rules; they ain’t any rules,” Blackhawk said.  “It’s to the cliff and whoever bails out first is chicken.”

Carol Simpson, who was Nigel’s girlfriend, stood between the two cars.  She raised a red handkerchief and dropped it.  Immediately the cars started towards the cliff.


“Come on baby,” Alison Parker as the black continued heading towards his destination with the white following close behind.

“You can do it Nigel,” Blackhawk said.


Jessie watched from the outskirts, but never said anything.

Blackhawk backed up into Johnny’s car and the latter spun out of control for a second giving the black time to pull away. 

The cliff was not too far away; the race would probably only take about five or ten minutes.

Eventually the two cars were neck-to-neck and neither could pull ahead.

“Get him, Blackhawk,” Nigel shouted.  “Kill that cracker!”

The two cars crashed into each other, hoping to make the other one crash, but had no success.

Johnny Storm had absolutely no support; his boss and friend, Mike Scully was in jail for something he did not do and his friends Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson had been killed in a rumble.  The more he thought about Mike, the angrier he became and he slammed him car full force into Blackhawk’s.  The latter spun out of control briefly giving Johnny time to pull away, but he was soon back on his tail.
‘Fucking hell,’ Johnny thought as Blackhawk crashed his car into Johnny’s and the latter spun out of control.

‘Excellent,’ Nigel Nightmare thought, snickering.

Johnny crashed into a tree and was badly injured, while his nemesis pulled ahead and won the race.

“Jessie,” Johnny Storm called; “help me.”


“Why,” Jessie asked, coming over.


“Because I need help and besides, I overhead you talking to Mike just before he I came on and can tell you have feelings for him and I’ll give you something to think about: he was mean to you to look good before me.”


Jessie Fuller thought about before agreeing and smashed in a window with a stone from the road and pulled Johnny out.  By that time, he had relapsed into unconsciousness.

Chapter XXI:
Redstain Returns

A year passed and it was now 1960.  The month was December.  Mr. Fuller was not governor anymore and he did not feel like being re-elected, but he would still make speeches on how rock and roll was harmful.
A helicopter appeared high in the sky and only one man was operating it; his name was Redstian.

“Miss me,” snickered the criminal firing the guns at random objects.


“No we sure didn’t,” laughed another voice, which belonged to Reggie.  Terminator began firing forcing the serial killer to move his helicopter upwards.


“Stop where you are.  This is the police.”


Now with both the Stinging Raptors and the police on his tail, Redstain swerved to the right only to be cut off the two more police helicopters.

“Fucking hell,” he swore as he once more moved upwards and away from the bullets, which forced the four helicopters to move away.

Suddenly every police helicopter began firing at once and Redstain was trapped.  Several of the bullets struck his arms, disabling them, while many struck the helicopter.  One spray of bullets struck the back propeller and Redstain’s helicopter spun out of control and began to fall spinning.  The serial killer crashed on top of an abandoned building, where his helicopter exploded.
Chapter XXII:

Robbing Ripley’s Bank
Terminator and Reggie looked at their fourteen remaining cohorts for a long time.  Finally, Terminator said, “Well at least we don’t have to worry about Redstain anymore.”
“That’s true,” Reggie agreed.  “Now we can rob that Ripley’s Bank.”

“As well as commit other crimes in the process,” Bob the Bulldog said and Max Shreck nodded his head in agreement.

“We would like to rob that bank again ourselves,” another voice said and the Stinging Raptors turned to look who spoke.  It was Nigel Nightmare from the Black Scorpions and with him was his right-hand man Blackhawk.

“So you want to re-team,” Terminator asked.

“That’s right,” a third voice said and everyone looked to see Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and his right-hand man Victoro Garcia.

Terminator and Reggie talked it over and decided that it was a good idea, so three of the four gangs met at Ripley’s Bank at eight-o’clock that night; the only gang missing was the Firebirds.

Unlike before, there were Officer Rodriguez and five officers guarding the front and ten at the back.  This time all the criminals were going to charge in at once.  The Stinging Raptors from the front and Los Lobos and the Black Scorpions from the back.
Alex and Tim from the Black Scorpions died after the group had killed four of the officers.  Then one member of Los Lobos died; his name was Pedro.
The youth gangs were only equipped with switchblades, but they had more agility than the police officers.

***

Back in front, one officer had been killed after Warren and John, two hot wirers from the Stinging Raptors, had been killed.  Finally the Stinging Raptors broke into the Ripley’s Bank and Officer Rodriguez was the only one who survived that attack.  She fled to escape being killed by the gang.

Barry, an explosive expert from the Stinging Raptors, destroyed the lock with dynamite and the gang charged in and went wild.  They smashed glass with their guns and pointed them at the banker.
“Give us the fucking money,” ordered Terminator and the bankers obeyed for every criminal’s gun was pointing at them.
***

Meanwhile, three more officers perished and the remaining fled, only to be jumped on by the two gangs and be stabbed to death.

The Black Scorpions and the Wolves broke threw the glass of the windows and climbed inside.  Everyone was rushing over to where the Stinging Raptors had the bankers pilling in cash as fast as they could.
“Can’t they go any faster,” Reggie asked, impatiently.

“They’re going fast enough, Reggie,” Terminator replied.

As the bankers continued putting money in nervously as fast as they could, the drug lord was getting more and more impatient.  At last he shot one through the heart and the banker collapsed in a crumpled heap on the floor.
“Goddamn it Reggie,” Terminator yelled.  “Why the fuck did you have to do that!”

Everyone’s eyes were turned to the drug lord and they all knew that Terminator was stronger.
“He was going to slow,” Reggie replied and Terminator pushed him down and stepped on his chest, while the others watched to see if this was Reggie’s end.

“Get the fuck off me Terminator,” snarled the kingpin.  “This is pointless!”

Instead, his ally took his foot off him and hoisted him up and pinned him against the wall saying, “Our alliance is over.  The Stinging Raptors are no more.  Now get the fuck out of here before I kill you.”

“Let’s go, boys,” Reggie said calmly, adjusting his shirt and his cohorts grabbed several bundles of money.

Terminator, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos watched Reggie leave before Terminator gave the single for his gang to leave.  Now, it was once again the Deadly Arachnids and the Flaming Cobras.

Next, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos departed after grabbing some money.  They departed after agreeing to meet at a fraternity on New Year’s Day for a drinking contest on midnight.
Chapter XXIII:

The Drinking Contest

The year was 1961 and it was the first day of the New Year.  The Black Scorpions and the Wolves arrived at the fraternity for the contest.  Ray, from the Black Scorpions and Pedro, from Los Lobos, went the best drinkers from each gang; they both had high tolerance levels.


Ray had already finished three bottles of beer when Pedro had only finished one, but the Hispanic was not concerned.  He just continued to drink from his bottle.


“Drink, drink, drink,” everyone chanted.


Bottles were getting broken everywhere as more beer was consumed.  Already Ray had finished fifteen beers as opposed to Pedro’s five, but finally the latter gave out and he crashed to the floor in a drunken heap.

The blacks cheered and crowded around the victor as Nomar was examining Pedro.


“You see,” Ray boomed loudly, “that drinking is the key to victory.”


Blackhawk began shaking the man’s hand as the Wolves cleared out.  The black was smiling and then he abruptly stopped and shouted, “Nigel, come over here; I think we have a problem!”


Nigel grabbed Ray’s wrist and said, “This man’s dead.”


“Do you think it was the alcohol,” Blackhawk asked.

“Absolutely,” the kingpin of the Black Scorpions replied.  “Fuck!  I picked Ray because he had the highest tolerance level of all of us; even better than you and me, Blackhawk.”

“What are we going to do,” Blackhawk asked and his friend just shrugged.
Chapter XXIV:

Loitering
“Alright,” Juan directed, “dump him right here,” and the two women dumped Pedro on the sofa.


“You think he’s dead,” Victoro asked.


“No,” replied the kingpin of Los Lobos; “he’s just overdosed.  He will probably be awake within a few days.  In the meantime, let’s commit some crimes or something.”

“Why not just loiter,” suggested his right-hand man.  “I need a break from fighting.”

“Fine, we’ll loiter,” Juan said, lighting a cigarette.  “Not a big fucking deal.”

“What about Pedro,” Carlos asked.

“Leave him,” Juan replied.  “There isn’t anything we can do for him.”


The gang saw Jessie Fuller, who was now twenty-five, sitting on a wooden crate.  She was thinking about her relationship with Mike Scully had been over the years.  Since 1957, he had been imprisoned by her father.

He had originally arrived at the orphanage at the age of seven and since then it was all downfall for him; partly due to the Nigel Nightmare and Blackhawk from the Black Scorpions, partly from Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia from Los Lobos and partly from her father, Former Governor Fuller.  Mostly it was from her father.

‘Mike,’ she thought, ‘help me get rid of the nightmare who is my father.’

***


Meanwhile, Mike, who did not know what happened to his gang since he had received no word from Johnny, was thinking about Jessie and about what happened just before his arrest and that she was the first girl he had known.  As he thought about her, he remembered the trouble he had gotten into with her father when he lived in the orphanage.  Mike also remembered that she had understood his nasty feelings towards her father and the abuse she took from him.


Slowly he fell asleep with nasty thoughts about the former Governor and seductive thoughts about Jessie.

Chapter XXV:

The Dog Fight


Two years passed and the year was 1963.  The month was now November and Former Governor Fuller had employed two body guards for himself.  He and his right-hand man Mr. Smith had decided to watch a dog fight.  The fight was between a Doberman Pincher and a Rottweiller.  The two dogs growled fiercely at each other.

The referee gave the command for the dogs to be released and soon the animals were in mortal combat.  The Doberman Pincher jumped on top of the Rottweiller and sunk its teeth in to its back.  Blood flowed from the wound as the latter cried out in pain and twisted its body to brake loose.  At last the Doberman Pincher had to release its powerful grip.

The former Governor and Mr. Smith sat in the middle of the front row, which contained the best and most expensive seats, while the two body guards sat on either side.  Former Governor Fuller and Mr. Smith had bet thirty grand on the Doberman Pincher.

“Come on,” the former Governor shouted, “don’t let me down.”

“Rip his fucking throat out,” shouted Mr. Smith.


In retaliation, the wounded Rottweiller leapt towards the Doberman Pincher and clamped down hard on its neck, causing blood to flow out and the dog cried in pain, but, this time, it was in a position to make a retaliator strike by biting the left side and ripping out its eye, half-blinding the Rottweiller.

The Rottweiller snarled in pain as the Doberman Pincher leapt into the air and bit down hard on its opponent’s neck causing blood to flow out of the dying animal.  Soon it was too weak to stand and the Rottweiller fell on its right side and the Doberman Pincher finished it off.

The Doberman Pincher had also lost a lot of blood as its owner walked it away after received his money, while the owner of the Rottweiller carried his dead dog away.
***

Meanwhile, the former Governor and Mr. Smith had collected their money and were walking towards the former’s black Cadillac with the bodyguards when they were jumped by the Deadly Arachnids.  As the bodyguards began firing, Former Governor Fuller and Mr. Smith ran to the car.  The Deadly Arachnids won a tough battle with the bodyguards only suffering some wounds, before turning on the former Governor and Mr. Smith. 

Former Governor Fuller was an excellent shot with his rifle and easily took out three motorcyclists; there names were Martin, Chester and Al.  The Deadly Arachnids departed after completely missing their targets and the Flaming Cobras arrived and Mr. Smith, who was also good with a rifle, took out Barry and Jason, two members on board the bus, but then Terminator and Max Shreck fired upon Mr. Smith, mortally wounding the man before the police began to arrive and the Flaming Cobras departed.


“Former Governor Fuller,” shouted Commissioner Johnson, “what’s the problem?”

“Call an ambulance,” shouted the former. “Mr. Smith’s been shot!”  He only said this to improve his public image, but the man really did not like anyone.

Lieutenant Carlson directed Officer Rodriguez to call for an ambulance, but when the vehicle arrived, Mr. Smith was already dead.


“Find me my daughter,” was the last thing the former Governor said before getting in his car.

***


Meanwhile, Johnny Storm had recovered from his injuries, which he received during the drag race between him and Nigel Nightmare and immediately began looking at the papers for updates on what had been going on recently during his absence.  He found a paper that headlined the assassination of John F. Kennedy.  Once Johnny finished gathering information, he mailed it to Mike, who was still imprisoned at Carnipolus State Penitentiary.  The former kingpin of the Firebirds considered it excellent and then he remembered that he only had three more years to go before he was released.
Over the years, Mike’s room in Carnipolus State Penitentiary had gotten better and better.  He had a television brought in and lots of good food.  He achieved all of this by bribing the guards by using the drug money that his right-hand man made.

‘Once I am released,’ Mike thought, ‘I will find you Jessie and we will be together even though your father hates it.  I do care about you.  We have a common enemy and that is your father.  With your help we can kill him and then we will be free of his wrath forever.’
Chapter XXVI:
Mike Scully Returns

The month was June and the year was 1966; Mike Scully, who was now thirty, was being released.  He had served his jail term, even though he was wrongfully accused and was being escorted out of the building by two guards.


Once out of the grounds, Mike resisted the urge to hotwire until he was a great distance away from the prison.  When he was finally felt safe, he hotwired a motorcycle, which was another Harley Davidson complete with a crash helmet, exactly like the one he had and zoomed away at top speed.  He was headed straight for where Johnny lived, which was the house that he had always occupied.  Pete and Ryan’s houses had new residence living in them, but Johnny’s only had a name change.
The two friends half hugged each other.  When they realized what they were doing, they broke apart.

“So how are you doing,” Johnny, who was now twenty-eight, asked as Mike “combed” his hair back with his hands.  “Did you use the money I sent you?”
“Sure did,” Mike answered.  “I got some good hospitality too.”

“That’s good.”
“So I hear the Stinging Raptors are no more and the two gangs that used to be them are dying out.”

“Exactly right,” Johnny replied.  “Soon we only have to worry about the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos.”

“Don’t forget about the former Governor.  He wants me.”

“Damn, you’re right.  Anyway, I brought some beer,” Johnny said.  “You want some, Mike?”

When Mike did not answer, Johnny asked, “Mike, are you okay?”

Mike was looking at a woman wearing a low cut sleeveless black nit top and skin tight black pants.  She had on a belt with a gold buckle and red high heel shoes and her black hair was frizzed up.  

 “Jessie,” exclaimed Mike.  He and Johnny were wide eyed at the new look.

 She was very uncomfortable about Johnny being present.  The kingpin of the Firebirds noticed this as he said, “Don’t worry; I’ll make sure he doesn’t mess with you this time.”

Jessie got calmer and Mike asked, “Are you still friends with Beth?”

”I am, even though she hates you.”
“Well a lot of people don’t like me.  Your father is one of them.”
“I’ve been thinking Mike,” Jessie said.

“So have I.”
“I saw potential in you.  I though I could change you.”  This made Johnny laugh, but Jessie continued after Mike punched his friend in the stomach to make him stop.  “But I guess I was wrong.  I suppose I just wasted my time on you.”

“Yes you did,” Mike replied.  “You also like me. Want to be my other financial supporter?”

Jessie nodded, before they were interrupted by Beth.
“Come on, Jessie, let’s go,” she said.
“I’ll stay right here.”

“Scram,” snapped Mike, necking Jessie, just to make Beth angry and Johnny laughed.
Beth Winters turned livid and said, “Jessie, this is your last chance to return and be my friend.  Are you coming?”

Jessie Fuller looked at Mike Scully, who was standing next to Johnny and replied firmly that she did not.
“Get the hell out of here,” snapped the kingpin of the Firebirds and his right-hand man laughed.
As Mike and Jessie watched Beth run away crying, the hood turned to Jessie and said, “You need to change your clothes if you want me to even consider you a member of the Firebirds.”

“Then I will,” Jessie replied.
“Tuff enough,” said the kingpin of the Firebirds and Jessie left, as he and Johnny went inside the right-hand man’s house.
***

“It’s great to see you again Mike,” Johnny said.  The two had taken off their coats and hung them over two chairs.

“It is great to be back,” was all Mike said in return.
Johnny poured his friend a beer and the two smoked cigarettes.  The sun was setting and it would soon be night.

“Let’s go outside,” Johnny said.  “It’s too damn hot in here.”

Mike agreed and the two walked outside.  They saw it was complete darkness with only the electric street lights to guide people.
Afterwards they were all mildly intoxicated, but where not drunk.  Mike led Jessie to the guest room while Johnny listened to the news on the radio, which said, “. . . so as of June 17, 1966, we find the defendant Rubin ‘Hurricane’ Carter, guilty of a triple murder in Paterson, N.J.  And in other news, the former Stinging Raptors and the Firebirds have been theorized to die out shortly.  The Black Scorpions and the Wolves are still going strong and if we are not careful, they will still continue into the 1970s.”
Johnny switched the station and began listening to rock and roll, while in his parents’ room, Mike was talking to Jessie.  The tattoo of the scorpion flashed out from his right shoulder.
“Did we lock the door,” he asked and Jessie nodded.

“No one’s going to disturb us if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“I know Johnny wouldn’t unless it was an emergency,” Mike said.  “I was more worried about people invading the turf.”
“The gangs now are fairly weak,” Jessie said.  “I don’t think there’s anything to be concerned about.”
“Just remember Jessie that no one, except on occasion Johnny, tells me what to do.”
There was silence before either of them spoke.  Finally Jessie said, “Mike, I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to be honest.”

“What is it?”

“Do you love me?”
Mike paused before speaking.  Finally he said, “We’ll that’s a very direct question; I don’t know how to answer that.”
“Well it’s either yes or no,” Jessie said.
“Then the answer is yes.”
Jessie starred at his eyes to make sure he was not lying and Mike calmly sat there and starred right back at her.  They were locked in this stance for a few moments, before they got up.
Mike ran his hand down Jessie’s cleavage and grabbed her belt and the two slimily French kissed.

“You’re sick Mike,” Jessie said, seductively once they had finished.  “You’re sick and I like it.”

Mike, who was quite good at not being seduced, only shrugged and said, “I don’t want to knock you up.”

“Of course not,” Jessie said, “but if you screw you won’t, necessarily.”
“True, but the key word here is necessarily.”
“You don’t want to.”

Mike shrugged and said “We’ll do it later.  Now remember that I don’t want either of you to participate in any rumbles or drag races.  Just remember that.”

 “Fine,” Jessie agreed.  “But it’s you’re job to tell Johnny.”

“Yeah I should.  Come on, let’s go downstairs.”
Once downstairs, Mike told Johnny not to participate in any drag races or rumbles and Mike’s word was law.
The three walked outside and Johnny and Jessie lifted their kingpin onto their shoulders and high into the air, shouting a warning to their enemies, “Now that we have Mike again, you will fall!”

Then they set Mike down and he said, “Tomorrow we will rob Jack’s Jewelry Store,” as they walked inside.

Once inside, Johnny entertained himself by watching television, while Mike and Jessie had sex in his parents’ bedroom.

Chapter XXVII:
Robbing Jack’s Jewelry Store

A woman was shopping for some expensive jewelry at Jack’s Jewelry Store when a bat dropped through the roof and landed on the floor.  The store manager and the woman looked up to see three people then drop down onto the ground.  The one in the middle carried a revolver and switchblade and was known as Mike Scully.  The one of his right was his friend Johnny Storm, who only carried a switchblade and the one on his left was a woman by the name of Jessie Fuller; she also only carried a switchblade.

While Jessie held off the store manager and the woman, Mike and Johnny began smashing the cases and stealing the jewelry.  Mike used the handle of his revolver as a hammer, while Johnny used the bat that was dropped.  Alarms sounded everywhere.

“Hey aren’t you Mr. Fuller’s daughter,” the store manager, who was black, asked and Jessie told him to shut up.  She was right next to him with the knife at his throat.  The three criminals were all wearing their leather jackets; Jessie had just received her leather jacket that morning.

“How’s it going Mike,” Jessie Fuller called.


“Fine,” her boyfriend replied.  “Are you doing okay over there?”


“Just fine,” his girlfriend replied.


Mike Scully and Johnny Storm began cramming any type of jewelry that they could find into the bag that they had brought.

The woman saw the store manager’s rifle and grabbed it.  Pointing it at Jessie’s head, she threatened, “Get the hell out of the store and leave the bag, or I’ll kill the woman.”


Mike and Johnny stopped what they were doing and the former told the latter to drop the bag.

“Drop your weapons and leave them where they are,” directed the woman, who was Hispanic.


Mike dropped his and told Johnny to do the same.  Johnny did so since he always followed his friend and leader.

“Call the police,” she directed to the store manager who immediately headed towards the phone.  She had to shout to be heard over the alarms.

Mike looked at his friend, who looked at him in return; both had the same thought: ‘Was this their end?’


“What are you going to do,” Mike asked.  “Shoot her and become a murderer?”

“It’s not murder . . .” began the store manager as the woman trembled.  Mike used this to his advantage to get the tables turned.  It started when Jessie tripped the Hispanic woman and the kingpin of the Firebirds said, “I bet you don’t have the guts.”
The Hispanic was down, leaving the store manager to fend for himself.  Jessie picked up the rifle and pointed it at him and said to her cohorts, “Pick up your weapons and the sack.  We’ve wasted enough time already.”

Johnny grabbed the sack after sleuthing his knife, while Mike armed himself.

“To the car,” he shouted and the three ran out as the alarms blasted.  Johnny drove and Mike sat in shotgun, while Jessie sat in the back.


“Come on move,” Mike commanded and the car sped away before the police arrived.


When the police did arrive, they questioned the store manager and the woman, who had regained consciousness.


“So you say it was the Firebirds,” Commissioner Johnson confirmed.


“Yes,” the store manager said.


“Unfortunately,” Lieutenant Johnson said, “we need better proof.  You can’t just accuse one gang; you need evidence.  I’m sorry, sir.”

“But . . .” started the woman, but Officer Rodriguez cut her off.


“Sorry ma’am,” she said, “but the Lieutenant’s right.”

Then the police drove away, leaving the store manager and the woman alone.

***


Back in the car, Jessie said, “You better give me the jewels to put into my account for safe keeping.”


“No,” Johnny accused.  “You’ll just take our shares.”


However Mike did not agree with Johnny.  He said, “Maybe she has a point.  She’s the one with the best rep out of the three of us.  If we give her the jewelry, then she can sell it using an alibi and once it becomes clean money, we’ll split it.”


Johnny began to see Mike’s logic and agreed.  Within a month, the money from the jewelry had been split evenly between them.

Chapter XXVIII:
The Trial

Two years passed and the year was 1968.  The three remaining members of the Flaming Cobras – Terminator, Max Shreck and Danny, - were going to meet up with the remaining members of the Deadly Arachnids – Reggie, Bob the Bulldog, Charlie, Jack, Chip and Lex – accidentally.

“So Reggie,” Terminator said, “I see you outnumber me.”

“Jealous,” Reggie replied.


“No,” Terminator replied.

“Police,” Danny shouted and everyone ran, but the police closed in on them.


“Stay where you are,” Commissioner Johnson said on his loudspeaker, “or we’ll have to open fire.”


There were five police cars that were all full.  In one was Commissioner Johnson, in another was Lieutenant Carlson and in a third was Officer Rodriguez.  The other two cars had only officers.

The two gangs were outnumbered and the kingpins looked at each other as Commissioner Johnson told them to drop their weapons and put their hands up.  All members did so and they were all arrested.
***

“Case closed,” Judge Hartman said; “next case; the case of the former Stinging Raptors.”

Dr. Xavier was once again the prosecutor and Mr. Leer was the lawyer.  Back in 1957, Mr. Leer had defended Mike Scully and lost to Dr. Xavier.  Judge Hartman was the judge of that trial and the judge of this one.
The former Stinging Raptors had no witnesses and were accused of murdering, theft and many other crimes.  They were all sentenced to multiple life imprisonment.

Chapter XXIX:

The Heroin Epidemic

Two years passed and the month was now August and the year was 1970.  Heroin was becoming alarmingly popular and Hepatitis C was going around.  The police had their hands full.  Mike Scully was getting millions of dollars through Johnny Storm, who made the heroin for Mike to sell.


“There you go, nigger,” Mike said to his foe Nigel Nightmare.  “I’m sure you’ll have a hell of a time with it.”


“Piss off, whitey,” snapped Nigel as he paid for the heroin and left.


His other foe, Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez bought some heroin as well.


“This is the shit of the future,” Mike said, “and I’m putting extra in for a greaser like you.”


“Go to hell, gringo,” Juan snapped taking the heroin and departing.


Once the Black Scorpions got to their turf, Nigel began cooking up heroin, while Blackhawk held a lighter under it.  When the heroin was finally “cooked”, they passed around the nettle.  First Nigel went; then Blackhawk, then Carol Simpson and then Alison Parker.

Back in the Wolves’ turf, Pedro and Carlos injected heroin.

 
There was the pattern was going around in both gangs’ turfs where the needle would be passed around starting with the kingpin and finally finishing up with the last supporting member.

“Oh I can’t feel my legs,” Nigel shouted.

“Neither can I,” Blackhawk shouted.

Shortly after, Pedro got infected with Hepatitis C and died.  Later, Carlos died of an overdose, exactly like the Black Scorpions.
“Fuck,” swore Nigel as he looked at his dead cohorts.

Now only he, his friend Blackhawk and the two women were left, exactly like how it was with the Wolves.  Both Los Lobos and the Black Scorpions were dying out.
There was a pause before Nigel spoke.  Finally he said, “You’re right.”

“Want to reform?”

“What’s the other option?”

“We have two; turn ourselves in for the crimes we’ve committed, or hang around the streets.”
“You know what I want to do,” Blackhawk said.  “Get even with the former Governor.”

“I do to,” his friend said, “but the former Governor is just too powerful.”

“True,” said a new voice and the Black Scorpions jumped.

“Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez,” Nigel said.

“The very same,” replied the former, walking in with the rest of his gang, which was his friend Victoro Garcia and the two women, Rosa Prez and Maria Gonez.


“We want to kill Former Governor Fuller,” Nigel said.


“Of course you do,” said a new voice and both the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos jumped.

Both kingpins turned to see who the newcomer was.


“Mike Scully,” they snarled.  “You killed us with your heroin!”  Nigel shoved Mike against the wall.  Johnny Storm and Jessie Fuller looked at the other gangs.


“Don’t blame me,” Mike said calmly, adjusting his jacket.  “I didn’t force you guys to take it.”


The members of the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos all pointed switchblades at Mike, who said, “It’s not me you want to kill; it’s Former Governor Fuller.”


The two gangs realized that Mike was right and put away their weapons.

“So what do you have in mind,” the kingpin of Los Lobos asked.

The kingpin of the Firebirds smiled and asked, “Is there a table anywhere?”
Chapter XXX:
The Plan

“Alright,” Mike said, as he smoked some weed and drank some beer, “we are going to lure the shithead to the Great Cathedral where we are going to kill him.  We are going to divide into three groups.  Each group will consist of its original gang members to keep everything simple.  Juan, are you ready will your gang?”


“Yes, Mike.”


“Nigel, how about you?”


“So am I.”


“Good.  The Wolves will attack first.  Juan will tell you what to do.  The floor is yours.”


“My gang will be hiding in dark corners close together and when we see him the girls will jump him first then Victoro and I will follow.  If he gets passed us, then he’ll climb higher.  Eventually he’ll get to Nigel’s gang.”


Now it was Nigel’s turn to speak.  He paused before speaking.  Finally he said, “I have stolen a net.  Carol and Allison will thrust it over the former Governor.  Blackhawk will hold him down while I kill him.  If he gets passed us he’ll go to our last defense, the Firebirds.  They will be on top of the building.  Mike, the floor is back to you.”


Mike began at once.  “If the former Governor gets passed both blockades he’ll then meet the combined forces of Johnny and Jessie.  They will jump him at the same time and throw gasoline on him then light him.  If he gets passed that, then he’ll have to get through me and that should be hard to do; he would be badly hurt by then.”

“What if he gets passed you,” Juan asked.

“Then that would be pretty fucking incredible.”
After the meeting was done, Johnny pulled his friend over to the side and asked him, “Mike, I thought you only killed in rumbles and self defense.”

“I do,” the kingpin of the Firebirds answered, “but I’m making a special exception just this once because the former Governor has done horrible things to me.”

“He corrupted you Mike,” said his girlfriend, who was now standing between the two.
“Yes Jessie; he corrupted me to the point where there is no return.”
There was a few moments before any of the three spoke Finally the kingpin of the Firebirds turned back to Johnny and continued, “The son of a bitch has got to pay for all the whippings, beatings, slave labor and especially, the isolation he gave me and no one, not even you Johnny, is going to stop me from doing so.  Do I make myself clear?”
“Very clear,” said his right-hand man.  He was not going to argue with his boss, who had made it very clear he was not going to change his mind and Jessie seemed to be agreeing with her boyfriend as she nodded her head slowly.
“Now Jessie,” Mike said, “I need you to go to your father with a fake story.”

“Are you nuts,” Johnny shouted.  “Her father would punch her face in the minute she got close enough!”

“Not if she was around a lot of people.  Her father would never want to ruin his public image.”

Johnny had to agree with what his friend said and Mike told Jessie how to act.

***

Meanwhile, the former Governor was always very careful wherever he went.  He lit a cigar just as his daughter, who had been sent by Mike Scully himself with a fake story, arrived.  The story was that if he did not arrive at the Great Cathedral, then she would say that he raped her.  It took a lot of convincing by Mike to get her to do this, but in the end, she did.

“You would threaten me like that,” roared her father.

“You don’t want to make a scene, do you,” Jessie asked and her father released his powerful grip at once and Jessie walked away, leaving him alone.
Once alone, the former Governor called for a helicopter to transport him away in fifteen minutes.  He would pay them seven grand.


Later, the former Governor walked into the Great Cathedral alone.  By this time it was dark and the full moon was out, for it had taken the rest of the day to get to the place.  Even though the Cathedral was the oldest building in the city of Vlandercore, the spiral stairs could still be walked on.

***


Meanwhile, Los Lobos, who were hiding in separate dark corners, prepared to jump him.  The girls were in front, since they would jump him first.  The two attacked the former Governor at the same time and he turned on them and fired.  He missed as he was knocked to the floor.  He pushed them off and their switchblade cut his charcoal suit, creating rips in it.

Juan and Victoro soon followed by attacking him from behind as he got up again.  The white man pushed the two Hispanics men out of the way and began firing upon their girlfriends, wounding them severely in vital areas.
***


Meanwhile, below, Commissioner Johnson heard the gunfire and gathered Lieutenant Carlson, Officer Rodriguez and about ten other officers to join him as they entered the building.


“That sounds like the former Governor and he’s in trouble,” the Commissioner said.

***


Meanwhile, Juan and Victoro had gotten themselves very shot up, but not in vital areas.  Now in a dilemma, they let their enemy, who had no injuries except for being shot here and their in unimportant, not vital, areas escape and climb higher.  The former Governor did not get shot anywhere that would slow him down.

Juan knelt beside Rosa Prez and Victoro knelt beside Maria Gonez.  They began picking them up when they whispered together, “Retreat, before he returns and kills you too.”


Tears dripped down Juan and Victoro’s faces as Rosa and Maria began slipping out from their arms and slumped down on the hard concrete of the Great Cathedral.

Juan took one last look at their enemy, who was running upstairs in the direction and decided that their girlfriends were right and they began crawling down the stairs.  They did not get very far before they collapsed from their wounds and rolled down the stairs.  When they finally stopped, they were being handcuffed by the police, for all of the crimes that they had done.

“’Cuff them,” ordered the Commissioner, “and get them to a hospital.  “I want them questioned before they go to jail.”

“Yes sir,” the Lieutenant said as two male officers searched the kingpin of Los Lobos and his right-hand man, while Officer Rodriguez called for an ambulance.  The two Hispanics knew that their gang was dead and there was nothing that they could do.  The Commissioner left five officers, not including Officer Rodriguez, to transport the criminals to their destination.

The former Governor had gotten passed the first group with only six bullets let and was still climbing the stairs.  Hidden several flights up, lying and waiting for his arrival, were the Black Scorpions.

Chapter XXXI:
The Second Group


Former Governor Fuller had his gun cocked as he slowly scaled the spiral steps.

Nigel Nightmare’s voice called out from the darkness, “So you got passed the Wolves, did you?  Well, you’re not getting passed us.”

Then, all of a sudden, Carol Simpson and Allison Parker threw a net over the former Governor, while Blackhawk held him down.  Then Nigel began stabbing his enemy with his switchblade.  The former Governor screamed in pain as several mussels were stabbed, but the Black Scorpions missed all vital areas.  He could not use his gun for it was as much tangled in the net as he was.  He fell to the floor and, in a fierce, painful struggle, threw the two girls off.  His right shoulder was bleeding as he managed to get himself untangled and began firing at his adversaries, who ran.  Due to his injury, he did not fire as accurate and therefore his first two bullets missed, but the third hit Nigel in the arm.

“Fuck,” he swore about six times.


“The police have already captured the Wolves,” the Former Governor said, snarling in pain and anger, “and now they will capture you if I don’t get you first.”

“Get him,” roared Nigel and the Black Scorpions attacked.  Their foe fired two excellent shot Carol Simpson and Allison Parker, just as their boyfriends jumped the former Governor and the three were fighting.  The former Governor shot his final bullet and missed and then used his gun as a club, but he seamed to have trouble with that too, due to his wounded shoulder and finally the gun was knocked out of his hand and down the steps.  Quickly he escaped by running up the steps.


Nigel and Blackhawk let the former Governor go and watched him climb higher in the Great Cathedral.  Now he was headed towards the third and final group – the Firebirds.  Then Nigel knelt beside Carol Simpson and Blackhawk knelt beside Alison Parker.  The two black men picked their girlfriends up carefully in their arms and began carrying them away, but the girls whispered together, “Retreat, I don’t want him killing you too.”


Tears dripped down Nigel and Blackhawk’s faces as Carol and Allison began slipping out from their arms, so their boyfriends placed them carefully down on the hard concrete of the Great Cathedral.

Soon the police arrived and with them were Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and Officer Rodriguez.


“’Cuff them,” ordered Commissioner Johnson and the two remaining members of the Black Scorpions were handcuffed and searched by male officers before they were escorted down to the police car.  Now only the Commissioner, the Lieutenant and Officer Rodriguez remained and Former Governor Fuller’s helicopter was already on its way.
Chapter XXXII:
On Top Of The Great Cathedral

The Firebirds were waiting to their enemy in the shadows.  The former Governor was walking very clumsily and noisily towards the trapdoor which opened into the top floor.  His right shoulder and mussels were still in pain, but he was not going to give up.  He was going to defeat his enemies once and for all.  Mike Scully would pay for all of what he had done to him while in the orphanage and his daughter would pay for seeing Mike and now because she had threatened him, with Mike’s help.  As for Johnny Storm, he would die so there would be no more members of the Firebirds.


Suddenly two members of the Firebirds – Johnny Storm and Jessie Fuller – leapt out of the darkness armed with gasoline and matches.

“What are you going to do,” the former Governor asked.  “Lit me?”

Jessie held the gasoline and Johnny held the matches.

“I’m impressed you slime,” Johnny said.  “You got passed the first two groups.”

“And I suffered damage,” the former Governor snarled.

“You probably did,” Jessie said, without sympathy.
This made her father angry and he lunged at his daughter.  Quick as lighting, she threw the gasoline over him while Johnny struck a match and lit him on fire.  The former Governor screamed as he ran around for a bit before dropping to the ground and rolling.
“Hide,” Johnny shouted; he had to shout over the arrival a helicopter.

“He’s planning to escape,” Jessie yelled.  “Let’s get him!”

“No,” shouted Mike, staying in the shadows.  “Leave him to me!  I will deal with him myself!”  Then he moved location so the former Governor would not find him in the dark area he once was in.  Mike slipped into the darkness on the opposite side, just next to the large bell.
***

Meanwhile, Former Governor Fuller had extinguished the fire as Johnny and Jessie were running downstairs and caught up with Commissioner Johnson, Lieutenant Carlson and Officer Rodriguez.  Johnny knocked out the two males by hitting their heads together, while Jessie fought Officer Rodriguez.  First she stabbed the woman in the hand, causing her to drop the gun and then she cut her throat.  Although the cut did not kill her, Officer Rodriguez was forced to retreat.  She ran coughing and dripping blood down the spiral stars.  Once she got to the bottom and out the door, she collapsed.  An ambulance was in the area and she was hurried to the hospital.
***

 Meanwhile, the former Governor caught up with Johnny Storm and Jessie Fuller and knocked them out by hitting their heads into each other.  Then he looked around and saw no one, for the kingpin of the Firebirds was still hidden in the shadows.
“It’s over Scully,” the man shouted.  “Come out and fight!”

He heard the faint sound out a gun cocking and turned but saw no one.
“Your friends are down Mike,” Former Governor Fuller shouted, stumbling over the knocked out bodies of the Commissioner and the Lieutenant.  “I have now defeated you!”

“Correction,” Mike Scully said coming out of the darkness with his revolver.  “My friends are down, but you haven’t gotten me.”
And with that the hood began firing at his hated enemy.  The first bullet, stuck the former Governor in the left hand, while the second grassed his left ear.  The third and forth missed as the former Governor jumped into the air.  Mike decided to save the last two bullets as he watched his enemy run away and leap over the wall and land on an enormous gargoyle.  He looked up and saw the helicopter.  In it there were two men; one was driving, while the other was holding a ladder.

Former Governor Fuller snarled in pain as the ladder was unrolled.
“Grab on,” the pilot shouted, “and hold on tight.  The wind is very strong.  We can’t hold our position for very long!”

The former Governor grabbed on to the ladder with all the strength he had left and the helicopter pulled away immediately.  
“Not as easy as you thought Scully,” the former Governor shouted.
‘Bastard,’ Mike thought as he aimed for his foe’s back, but the former Governor kept swinging from side to side because the wind was getting worse.  He climbed higher very slowly.

Mike aimed again, this time for the back propeller.  He fired and missed; the bullet sailed over the tail of the helicopter.


“Shit,” Mike swore as he aimed again.  This time the bullet bounced off the helicopter three inches away from the designated target.

“Fucking hell,” Mike swore loudly, but there was no way he could fight his enemy now.  Shaking his fist angrily, Mike Scully shouted, “I’ll get you next time you son of a bitch!  You can’t run from me forever!”

All of what the former Governor did was turn his head and smile an “I’ve won” smile as he flipped his arch rival off while the helicopter flew away into the distance.
Mike returned the gesture before he began searching for his friends, but while he was doing so Commissioner Johnson and Lieutenant Carlson had regained consciousness and were beginning to stand up.

Chapter XXXIII:
A Chaotic Courtroom

“You okay, Johnny,” Mike asked.  “Are you hurt badly?”


“I’ll be fine,” his friend answered.

“What about you, Jessie?”


“I’ll live,” his girlfriend answered.


“What happened to the former Governor,” Johnny asked.

“He escaped unfortunately.”


“What!  What about our plan?”


“It failed.  He managed to arrange for a helicopter to pick him up and I had run out of bullets to stop him.  He’s badly hurt though.”

“But not dead,” Jessie shouted.

“No Jessie,” Mike said, “he’s not dead, just horribly injured.”


Just then a group of officers appeared.  In them were Commissioner Johnson and the Lieutenant Carlson.  The Commissioner said, “You are arrested for attempting to assassinate the former Governor.”

The Lieutenant began reading their rights as Johnny and Jessie pulled out their switchblades in an attempt to resist arrest, but Mike told them not to.

“We’ll get out of this,” he said as his friends were arrested.

“Don’t be so sure Mike,” the Commissioner said gruffly, snapping handcuffs on the kingpin of the Firebirds who did not resist arrest.  “This time you’re going to taken down for good.”
***
 “All rise for the honorable Judge Hartman,” said Dr. Xavier, who was the Prosecutor.
The Judge entered the room and said, “Be seated.  He was a large Hispanic man.  The Black Scorpions and Los Lobos were also standing trial and Mr. Leer, a white lawyer, was defending them.   All the members of the gangs were in handcuffs.
“Dr. Thompson,” the Judge said, “will you begin?”

“Certainly, Your Honor,” the Prosecutor said.  “The State accuses the Firebirds, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos of attempting to assassinate the former Governor.  How do you plead?”

“Innocent,” was the calm reply.

Exhibit A were the switchblades, Exhibit B was Mike’s gun and Exhibit C were the nets.
“Since the former Governor is at a hospital,” the Judge said, “he can’t appear in court.  However, the hospital that has sent us his testimony and I’m going to read it for him, but before I do I swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help me God.”
Earlier that day, the Judge had received a large amount of money from the former Governor to read the testimony.
The Commissioner and the Lieutenant were serving as witnesses, while Mr. Leer was defending the hoods.

“I tell you my clients are innocent,” Mr. Leer said.

“Are not,” the Prosecutor barked.

As the three continued arguing, Jessie Fuller slipped out of her handcuffs since she had small hands.  Then she began to sneak towards Commissioner Johnson, who was arguing with Lieutenant Johnson about something.  She stole his keys from him and silently slunk back behind her boyfriend and unlocked his hands.  The noise his handcuffs made when they hit the floor was loud and caused everyone to look in that direction.


“They’re escaping,” the Prosecutor shouted as Johnny got free.  Nigel roughly managed to grab the keys just as the Firebirds began to run but were stopped by Mr. Leer and Dr. Xavier.  The five began fighting as he unlocked Blackhawk from them.  Then Nigel was set free by his friend.  All of the criminals with the exception of Jessie were quite skilled at picking locks.  Soon they were all free and Nigel and Juan leapt at the Judge while Blackhawk and Victoro jumped at the Prosecutor. 

During all this chaos, the Lawyer ran out the door and into his car, which was a Ford.
***


Meanwhile, back in the courtroom, Judge Hartman and Dr. Xavier lashed out.  Getting rid of the Doctor was easy; one quick stab through the heart by Blackhawk did it.


The police pulled out their guns and fired at Blackhawk and Victoro Garcia, but they were too quick and ran out the door.  Once outside, the two cut the wheels of the police car and then hotwired another two other cars to escape.


The two police officers looked at each other before deciding to assist the Judge who was slamming his mallet down on Nigel and Juan.


“Need a haircut greaser,” taunted Nigel and Juan snarled at the black as the Lawyer ran out the door.

Suddenly there was chaos.  The Commissioner and the Lieutenant jumped forward and the latter got in the way of Nigel Nightmare’s knife and got killed.
***


Meanwhile, Judge Hartman swung his mallet so hard that he completely missed his targets and struck the Commissioner, who was knocked unconscious.  Nigel tried to kill the Hispanic Judge, but was knocked down.  However, Juan’s switchblade cut the Judge’s throat forcing the Judge to drop his mallet.  He coughed as blood dripped from it.  Now defeated, Judge Hartman pushed his foe out of the way and ran out the door.  Although the cut did not kill the Judge, it did disable his vocal cords and put him in the hospital for a long time.

Juan looked down at the Commissioner who lay unconscious on the ground and said, “Stand him up.”  Nigel did so and the Commissioner was stabbed in the forehead and was killed instantly.

“Come on, let’s go,” the black said, dropping the dead body of the Commissioner.  “We don’t want to stand around at a crime scene.”

The Hispanic nodded and the two departed in separate cars that they hotwired.
Chapter XXXIV:

At Quiveran Graveyard 

The year was 1972 and the month was June.  Unknown to everyone, the Watergate Scandal was going on and like the United States, the Firebirds, the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos did not know about it.  They were all going separately to the Quiveran Graveyard, which was on a peninsula southeast from where they stood on Slyvan Island.

Juan Sanchez Villa-Lobos Ramirez and Victoro Garcia from Los Lobos were putting two flowers down in front of their girlfriends’ graves.


“This is for you, Rosa,” Juan said sadly, whipping a tear from his eye.  “I will never forget you.”
“I hope you enjoy these, Maria,” Victoro said sadly, whipping a tear from his eye.  “May you rest in peace.”

The Hispanics walked away from the graves of Rosa Prez and Maria Gonez just as Nigel and Blackhawk were putting six dozen flowers around their graves.

“I will miss you, Carol,” Nigel said, whipping several tears from his eyes.  “May no harm come to you.”
“And I will miss you, Allison,” Blackhawk said, whipping several tears from his eyes, before walking away from the graves that had on the names of Carol Simpson and Allison Parker on them just as Mike Scully, who was now thirty-six, was putting down twelve dozen flowers on the graves of Pete McCarthy and Ryan Henderson.  Johnny Storm was thirty-four and Jessie Fuller was thirty-six.  Mike and Jessie had the exact same birthday, while Johnny almost did.  Although he had the same month and day, he was born two years latter.
Mike said to his deceased friends whom he considered his family, “The former Governor has escaped, but I will get him one day.  He will pay for what he’s done.  I swear on your graves.”

Then he turned to Johnny and Jessie and said, “You’re the only family I have left in the world now,” before the three remaining members of the Firebirds solemnly turned and headed towards the car, which was a limousine.  And just like the Black Scorpions and Los Lobos, their hearts were filled with sadness and with anger, for they knew that somewhere in a hospital Former Governor Fuller lay and waited.  And at some point, once he was better, he would return to finish what he had started.  It would just be a matter of time before he would return, but when he did, the gangs would all be ready . . . ready for revenge.
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