Зast Лiga, 

How’s the Gidzbark crew? You still spitting rhymes with Old Mietek? Ta for the pistol tip. Somali kids went ape when they saw I was packing right there in class. Heads tho was pissed. It was sayonara school till they called in the feds. Who took one look and saw it was no gun but a replica self-defence pepper spray pistol, which is semilegal here. Which my old man not I shipped cross a dozen borders. Which was no fault of mine so they bollocked him and let us go. Still, it was worth it for the looks kids gave me as I was being squeezed into the cop car in cuffs, the blues spinning, the whole school on pause. Thousand pairs of eyes staring. Class. Heads wanted to bump me as example to the rest. But guess what - some senior school governor types pull rank. I get forgiveness for being a migrant minor. Said kicking me out only makes it easier for me to go gangster. Smart when you think about it, but all in all I got was 2 weeks suspense. 2 bare weeks, for bringing weapons to school, bro! Can you believe the shitty luck? My old man was less forgiving – very so after his brethren in blue went round our flat and dragged him to the local nick under armed guard. Well, maybe they’re not so much brethren no more. The law here is the straightest in the world and he’s just a washed up bung taker from the arse end of Europa. Sitting there pissed when they bust the flat and found his old pig ID must’ve hurt. Reminded the old captain of how he was caught and why we came here in the 1st place. In bloody disgrace. He went mental when they finally let us loose. Bust my nose again when we got home. I took 2 of his teeth. That shook him. Wanted to ground me for half a year, but after the homecoming punch up he decided to cut that to 4 weeks. Wish you could have seen the duel. Before, the hidings were always one way. Now things is different. Very. 

Writing in mother tongue is sweet again, let me tell you, but Christ it’s hard work. Right up until Xmas I’m stuck in my room, which is why I’m not texting or mailing or web chatting ya, but writing this fucking letter. Mother’s taken everything. My phone, my laptop, even my PSP. Only been left pen and paper cause I’m meant to be homeworking. 1 week gone and I’m climbing the walls. Well, not quite, not since Abdi, one of the Somali pirates, started popping round for “study sessions”, but I’ll tell you about him and his gifts later. And the Plan too, which is why before you chuck this letter somewhere someone else can find it without reading to the very end, don’t. If what I’m thinking works we’ll be rich by Easter. I make 16 in 2 months time and he’s already said he’ll birthday kick me out. Especially now that he knows I hit like flesh and blood and what that means now I’ve outgrown the bastard. 

Sorry, bro, but I had to take a break again. One page and my hand and head are sore from effort. Been a week of this home jail time and I’m starting to freak. The first five days were hell cold turkey. Wish I could call or text or chat ya, but I can’t so it’s jurrasic time between us. Anyway, like I said, I’ll be man in three weeks time. In England that means everything. Your folks say you’re of age at 16, you’re free to go. Can’t buy booze, but fags yes, driving lessons yes, marry and work and all that big time stuff. That’s me 3 months from now. I’m already growing me a serious ‘tache. Ready for the big time. You listening, my border bandita? Bet you are. Good. Now then speak – how’s the old M3? Running sweet? Still minting on the boosted spirits from Kaliningrad? I’m not asking to be polite, just to test if you’re still ripe for international trade. I know you must be unless you’ve fallen in love, which I trust you would not have the stupid Ruski sense to do. I know half of you is Polish, but the other half is Red, which means you’re half crazy, which means I’ve got to keep an eye on you forever and ever, you get me? Anyway, I miss you and the rest of the estate. London is dreamtime, the shops and the rides and the chances, but none of that is where me and the old folks is at right now. When we first got off the coach, we got us a room in some old Polish biddy’s mansion in some place called Ealing. Nice quiet part of town. Not like the battleship blocks back home. No noise at night. No skinhead rappers burning holes in playgrounds. Clean cars, big gardens, everyone behind their doors by nine. But once she saw padre was nothing but a vodka sponge and Ma a hyper swearing slapper, grandma chucked us out. Which is why we are now living above a shitty laundrette in some shitty part of west west London where the streets smell of curry and the curry houses stink of smack. I’ve got to get out. Old man’s got no pride and Ma no shame. Blokes keep calling her at all hours, when she is in what with working two jobs at once. No wonder he’s going mental, but then again its his limpdick fault for fucking up in the first place. If he hadn’t got cocky and caught by the stupid anti-cop cops we wouldn’t have come here and he wouldn’t be mute, considering she’s the one who took the English lessons years ago and the one out working and meeting blokes and having fun. She lets him soak in vodka just to keep the muppet down. I ain’t never getting like that. I know they married young and all that, but you’d think, wouldn’t you? You’d think something new would happen here. Not coming all this way just for a swap. Now she the force and he the furniture. 

All that’s my home life since. I haven’t said anything in texts and emails before, cause it wasn’t the time or place, but this is the 1st letter I’ve ever written to anyone and strange shit comes to mind when there’s just you, some paper and endless hours sharing one fucking bedroom. There’s not even anything outside the window to look at, you get me? A grey brick wall and rain for curtains. You see now why I’m going spare? You see why I need the Plan? I’ve just had a wee chew of khat, this leaf shit Abdi brings me when visiting. It’s kind of like hash and kind of like mushies. Hard to describe. Tastes like shit when you chew it, but it’s the effect that counts. Blanks things out for while, then wires you up. All tense, and ready for something. This home jail time is driving me mental. What do they expect me to do? Sit here for four weeks and roll out holy at the end? Abdi’s just about the only thing keeping me from killing the old man right now and doing a runner back to yous. I’m serious. Crooked fuck lets me watch telly evening time. Other than that, I’m in my room all day and night. Believe it. Though since Abdi’s become my study buddy, I been learning. Listening to his stories. You heard about all the pirate action? How Somalis hijack 1000 ton ships on these little boats? Make millions in ransom? Shit, when I got here first and saw these cocoa-faced beanpoles in school suits I thought they was just chickens. Ripe for plucking. Thought that at first of them all British Boyz. Took a few fights to realise the hard ones were hard enough and soft not worth bouncing off of. Coming home with another ripped blazer harder still, facing the the old man’s pissed temper. Back home, life seemed easier. Plus there is girls around to occupy a boy. Here, 1200 of us and not a single one of them. Can you believe that shit? A thousand girls locked away in another school on the other side of the district. What’s with this prohibition? I’m starting to fancy the lady teachers, man, and they ain’t nothing to write home about. Anyway, got another week of hols left but still can’t see any point going back. Last year of secondary just about all of the end grade is coursework so what the hell am I going to have to show for it? Can’t even speak proper and they want me to sit exams? Am I dumb enough to let them? 

Me and Abdi already talked of life the other side of that birthday. He has some hard core contacts here, I’ll tell ya. Big smiling kid but kind of bad with it. Can feel it right off. You know our crew, we always thought we had it. In Gidzbark a few NY baseball caps and some grafitti covered estates passes for East Coast stylin’, but out here I must look such a whait-man-can’t chump. All them lyrics we spat, all them rides we took in your Beemster, all those girls so impressed with our hip hop ways – next to these African brothers, we is whitewash. Eminem did it and then? Nobody, that’s who. Abdi has his crew, and though they don’t do music like us, they listen and listen large – new Beemers, flash clothes, serious dollars. And you know why? Cause they grew up playing with real kalashnikovs, not plastic or Playstation crap. Their Africa motherland all at war since they were born so even kids get roped in now to soldiering, seeing as most everyone is dead. So when they come at you, you got yourself a problem. But what to hear something funny? One time, another Polish kid at school grassed them up for the time he got robbed by some Somali’s at knifepoint. Just outside school too. Told their folks, folks told the local Polish priest, priest told Heads and suddenly the school is overrun with mouthy Polak grown ups, thinking they will save their kids from stabbings if Heads calls the cops. Don’t they read African history these muppets or what? Do they think detention’s gonna turn devils to lambs? 

Who gives a fuck about Polish kids? Who’s gonna win this one? Fucking chumps. Man, for all our hip hop styling and all our Biggie and Tupac love, I see these black faces and have dark thoughts. But they don’t seem to give a fuck what colour I am so why should I judge them different? Why should I respect my old man? What the hell is he? I’m getting wound up now. This place, this situation, life full stop for now is sick. Anyway, you just make sure this letter don’t get into the wrong hands. Plan works, we be rich. Plan busts, we be in international trouble. Abdi just been round and gone. Boy, was he smiling. Freak me out these giants. Can’t read them, and they speak this gangsta style shows me up something severe. Man, when he grabbed my hand Muslim style the skin was so rough. But he’s happy, and you know why? Because he likes the Plan. See, when he first came round to tell the old man he’s brought me homework, padre sees this black beanpole staring him down on his own doorstep and just lets him through. Meant to be bringing me homework, but Abdi thinks for himself. Brought me some of this khat shit to chew, so there’s no bother about the folks smelling you smoking dope. Smart boy. But best, he had me an Question. And this is where I hope you’re proper listening. Asked if I could get the replica out again. Without sking what for, I said no cause the piece was now with the feds. Then he asked how we got it through customs. Seeing as we’d come over on the coach, and padre had not been back since, I worked out he must have just had it packed in there with his passport and y-fronts. See, boarding a coach is just tossing your bags, unmarked, in the hold and squeezing yourself into the seats above. Nobody labels, nobody x-rays anything. Then the darkman got this look in his eye, thinking, then said toys like my old man’s mean money. On the streets of Southall BIG money. See, in England cops don’t carry guns. Yeah, It’s too fucked up but because of this if you do get caught with a piece it’s straight inside for five years. And every bullet gets you another calendar on top of that. You get me? Twelve months inside just for a fucking shell!!! Abdi said even replicas can get you big time behind bars, seeing they can be rebored again to shoot live rounds. Gun shaped pepper sprays can’t. Ha! Legal in some parts of the EU and not others, which is where opportunities lie. If I get my hands on some more of these pepper reps, Abdi’s boys could walk around and hit places, shops, petrol stations, and even if they get busted penalties are less because it’s just spray and not ammo! You get me? These boys don’t got no problem getting pistols, enough backroom supplies of them, but no one’s started importing

Fuck, sorry bro. Padre interrupted. Wanted to know what I was so quiet about so long. Told him I was wanking. So what? Tell him I’m writing a letter? Now that would make the fuck paranoid. Said he’d slap me. There was a moment. This place, bro, it’s getting nasty. There was a moment there. Anyway, fuck, now where was I? That fuck is driving me nuts! The Plan. If he blows it. If anyone blows it I’m gonna freak. It’s too close and too beautiful for fuck ups now. Can you see it coming? The solution to all our problems? Getting the hell out of home and out in the big bad world? Yep! Coaches is the way. The plebs fave form of transportation. They borught me here and they’ll get me back out again. Only this time without me having to speand another 30 hours in some seat watching half the world go by. Get this – our shit rides alone. This is the scene - you, pretending to be a passenger, get yourself over to the coach station. The moment some London coach pulls up, a crowd wrpas round it. Seats are never marked in advance so everyone is shoving to get on first. In all that mess, you sneak a suticase into the hold and make like you’r with someone. Brother seeing his sis setting off or son waving old folks goodbye. Everyone’s so busy squeezing on, no one will ever notice. 30 hours later, I play the same game this end. Shit, there is a coach a day from most big towns. Even if some shipments get busted, we’re hundreds of miles away, innocent as virgin lambs, mate! You get me?!!! 

Don’t think this is a pipe dream. Don’t think I haven’t throught it through. Aunt Gienia rode a coach over summertime and told the story of how they got pulled half way across some night in Holland. They x-rayed the whole lot, the bags, the bus, the lot. Found a case full of fags. Said Whose is it? No one owned up. So the cops said if someone doesn’t own up, they’ll arrest every goddam passenger and fingerprint the lot of them and the fucking spare driver put his hand up! Paid a thousand Euros in taxes or fines or whatever, there and then. Cost them three hours delay, and the driver his job, but then we’re going to go 1 smarter. We lose some shipments this way, so what? They can lock up whole coach loads of Polaks, torture them, we’re sound asleep in our beds, counting shipments in our dreams, you get me. Only thing we got to check is it don’t happen often. I want the pirates on our side not our backs. Just imagine the first load! Some replicas, a kilo of amphetamines, weed, whatever. Maybe even some straight fags, just for the hell of it. Anyway, last time Abdi came round, I poked him the plan. He didn’t believe it could be so easy so I sent him to Victoria to watch. Came back today, all smiles. Saw at least three Polak coaches arrive in an hour. Passengers off, bags everywhere, drivers just keen to get the hell to a hotel. Mayhem. Perfect, he said! We shook on it, chewed on it, the khat shit sending us high, then

Padre screaming murder again. I used to care. The gun he carried, the badge, his shitty Polonez the most bullet proof car in town, remember? Proper menace. Told Abdi about it. And then the bust. He knew the special squad was out setting traps for bribesters, but he was too fucking sure of himself. Old man. Forty now, the punk, and finished. I’m not ending like that. That fucking careless! Wish you was here. Wish Old Mietek and the rest of the crew was round the corner. But fuck that – I need you where you are now. Partner. We got us, we got us the Plan, the one thing I said to Abdi we ain’t got is funds. Now he sees the plan is real. I hit him for investment. He flashed some dollars there and then. Which means we’re in. Which means if you’re still reading at this point, you will be a rich man! Yes, if we don’t screw it and they don’t screw us, we will be laughing. Yes sir. Yes we will!

So the deal – 200 Euros coming your way. Not in this letter. I’ll wire it over. you know, transfer. Counter to counter. Can’t trace it. You buy a couple of them spray reps, some hash off of Waldek and a few cartons of fags, pop them in a holdall then into some London bound coach. Remember to text me the details. The bag, the licence plate. Don’t screw this bit up! I’ll have my mobile back next week, so no bother. 30 hours later, Abdi gets his first taste of Eastern commerce, we get a cut, talk 2, 3 thousand next shipment. You get me? Give it a few months of a few shipments a week and we’ll be in serious dollar city. Next talk to Bejerowicz, tell him to line up some serious kilos. Just don’t tell him what it’s for! They’ll cut us out. We’ll run with Abdi a few times, then on our own, once we have enough stake. Enough contacts. These pirate boys look good at first, but I want to be my own boss, not dead in the ground for nothing by Easter. You hear me? They got guns. No good us trying to use replicas on them. Think about it. Yeah, you see my point? That’s why that first bag needs extras. Just between you and me. You know the revolver old Mietek has hidden in his flat? Have that off him and pack it with the first shipment we agree. Just for me. Just in case, I want me a real self-defence mechanism. You never know. I can’t see this line being open more than half a year. Someone will get wind sooners or laters. But by then we might move onto bigger things. Proper gear from across the old border. Big time, bro, which is why I needs a rough old tested piece – old Mietek’s had his since his army days. Revolvers don’t jam like the automatics they have here either. Safer all round. Only where do I stash it? What if the old man smells something? Fuck him. Fuck him! He does, I’ll flash a real piece in his face. Maybe unload too. He called me son once upon a time, probably, but its so long ago, it don’t count no more. Who you gonna trust anyway, brother? My Ma? My Pa? Fuck them. This better work. Think about getting another piece. Just to be safe. You got a week. Remmber, fags, hash, a few reps, a few proper pistols. For me. My protection. We’ll be fine. Be rich. Enough time! Fuck, it’s late. What a day. That Abdi. His boys. Better b real and fuck with proper pirates than sleep with crooked cops, you get me. You get me??? Good good. Yeah. Peace out

Щзst Лiga 
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