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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteur The crime-infested intersection of West Fayette and Monroe Streets is well-known--
and cautiously avoided--by most of Baltimore. But this notorious corner's 24-hour open-air drug market
provides the economic fuel for a dying neighborhood. David Simon, an award-winning author and crime
reporter, and Edward Burns, a 20-year veteran of the urban drug war, tell the chilling story of this desolate
crossroad. Through the eyes of one broken family--two drug-addicted adults and their smart, vulnerable 15-
year-old son, DeAndre McCollough, Simon and Burns examine the sinister realities of inner cities across the
country and unflinchingly assess why law enforcement policies, moral crusades, and the welfare system


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00BH0VT48

have accomplished so little. This extraordinary book isa crucial ook at the price of the drug culture and the
poignant scenes of hope, caring, and love that astonishingly rise in the midst of a place America has
abandoned.ExtraitGary McCullough nods, flustered, looking out at the Wabash Avenue courtroom for some
better truth, or some better way of telling it.From the middle of the third bench, his mother covers her frown
with both hands, terrified at the image of her son's life hanging in the balance.Gary catches her eye and tries
to smile, then loses his train of thought."It'slike. . . judge, please, thisisjust crazy."Judge Bass, sensing the
panic, tries to put the defendant at ease." Take your time, Mr. McCullough, I'm listening to you.l just need
you to speak louder.""Okay.""Go ahead.""All right."Where to beginWhat to sayWhat to leave unsaid?So
much to worry about now that all that foolishness with Ronnie is getting its day in court.Gary has taken a
charge behind this nonsense; he's seen the bullpen on Eager Street because of it.And now, when he should be
speaking up for himself and putting it all to rest, he's a stammering wreck.It's hell getting the God's honest
truth out of your mouth when the damn thing iswrapped up in lies."We had an argument . . . ," says
Gary.True enough.”. . . about some money."Lie." An' Ronnie, | mean, Veronica began yelling." True
again."So | asked her to leave. . ."Still true.”. . . but she kept cussin’ me and telling me she wasn't going to
go without the, ah, the, um . . . the money."The lie again."Mr.McCullough, you'll have to speak up.""Um . .
""You'll haveto talk louder so | can hear you."Gary nods, agreeable.” She just wouldn't leave," he tells
Judge Bass, "so | finally shoved her alittle, toward the door, like.l didn't hit her, | just pushed her to get her
out of the house." Truth, or close enough to it."And she threw abrick at me. . ."Truth."A brick?'asks Judge
Bass."And aknife," adds Gary.Lie.A home run swing from Gary McCullough.” She threw a knife at you?""|
was standing in the doorway.""What kind of knife?'"Kitchen kind.Had a big blade and all."The judge can't
let that one go.He's looking up at the acoustic-tile ceiling, giving words to the thought running through the
heads of everyone else in the courtroom."Where did she get the knife?'Gary shrugs, wondering what that
has to do with anything.He's sweating profusely, a prisoner inside his gray pinstripe church suit."l mean,”
says the judge."Did she have the knife on her or did she go and get the knife from somewhere?She didn't just
find it lying in the street, did she?'Gary shrugs again, then scratches his ear, thinking about it.To look at him,
to catch even aglimpse of the sincerity in hisface, you'd think there might actually have been aknife
involved.Who's to sayWith Gary McCullough, a man far too honest about most things, the occasional lie
alwaystakes on alife of its own.Today, on a bright May morning, eight months after the fact, he truly
believes Ronnie tossed a knife at him.If she had a knife, she surely would have.Judge Bass raises an
eyebrow, then glances over at the assistant state's attorney, who lets the judge continue the redirect." Do you
know where the knife came from?'the judge asks Gary."From Ronnie's hand.She threw it." Laughter breaks
from the clustered humanity on the court benches.Even Judge Bass has to smile."But you don't know where
shegot it.""Uh-uh.""Okay, go on."Go on, Mr. McCullough.Tell the tale as best you can.But leave out the
part about the vials of heroin, the part where you wouldn't share a blast with Ronnie and she started to raise
hell, calling you all kinds of names.By all means, mention the brick--the kitchen knife, even--but leave out
the part where you ran out of the house afterward to confront her, grabbing her neck, and then shoving her
down the sidewalk.Tell it in small pieces, asif it's abroken puzzle.Tell it the way you think they might want
to hear it."l didn't hit her," Gary says.That this case is now being played out in court is, in itself, an
incredible thing.That it couldn't be stetted or nol-prossed or reduced to some unsupervised probation is
testament only to the current political imperatives.Gary and Ronnie both had come to court today certain that
they could make the thing go away; Ronnie would decline to testify and the prosecutors would shrug and
toss the casefile into atall stack of district court dismissals.But no.It wasn't just the usual Western District
prosecutor in court today, but an assistant state's attorney from downtown somewhere.And this case could
not be dismissed as everyone desired because of its status as a domestic violence complaint.In the eyes of the
government, Ronnie Boice is no longer the quick-thinking, game-running, syringe-switching wonder of
Fayette Street.Consciousness has been sufficiently raised so that now, by a policy new to the prosecutor's
office, all domestic assault cases are fully pursued--even when awife or girlfriend has attempted to back
away from her original statement.For today at least, Ronnie Boice will be representing battered
womanhood.It's a noble effort by the state's attorney's office, a worthy strategy in those casesin which
abused women are too frightened or intimidated to testify against their assailants.In the present case,
however, the new policy is asource of unintentional hilarity.Ronnie never had any intention of pursuing the
case; she just wanted Gary to know that what was his--coke, dope, or both--was hers as well.But now shelll
have to testify or risk being charged with obstructing justice.And if she tells the truth on the stand--tells them
that it was a shoving match over a blast--well, that will mean a charge of false statement or perjury for her



original complaint.When Gary declined a plea offer of six monthsin jail followed by spousal abuse
counseling, the court trial was the only option left."Why would Miss Boice make a complaint against you if
you didn't hit her?'asks the prosecutor, picking up the redirect.”l don't know," says Gary, looking genuinely
hurt."But you're saying she made all this up?™Y es.""Why would she do that?'Gary's mouth gapes open,
then shuts.He wants to say it.He has to fight himself not to say it: Why do you think, fool ?She wanted my
blast.She wanted my blast and | said no and so she called the police.If Gary told them that, if he let it fall
from hislipsin the Western District court, everything would make sense.And neither the judge nor the
prosecutor would bother to bring any charge from the admission of drug use, not in Baltimore, anyway.But
Gary can't see that; he keeps his secret.Ronnie, too.Just before Gary took the witness stand in his own
defense, Ronnie gave her own grudging testimony.Questioned by the prosecutor, she made no mention of
the blast, choosing instead to pretend that the argument was about Gary giving his attentions to some other
girl.In sharp contrast to Gary's later panic, his girl managed to thread the needle masterfully.Droll from the
witness stand, her eyes bouncing between Gary at the defense table and his mother three rows back, she
destroyed the case without directly contradicting her original complaint.No, she did not throw a brick.No,
there was no knife.Y es, Gary did shove her, and later, on the sidewalk, he slapped her.But yeah, well, she
did push him, too.In fact, she might have pushed him first, now that she thinks on it."Mutual combat," said
Judge Bass, looking at the state's attorney in bland resignation.Once Ronnie | eft the witness stand, it only
remained for Gary to make some kind of denial and now, testifying in his own defense, he manages that
much."Y our honor.I didn't hit her.l swear."Not guilty.The Western District prosecutor nods agreeably, then
tosses the file into the discard pile. The domestic violence specialist from downtown looks crestfallen.Out in
the courthouse hallway, the victory celebration is brief and ugly.Gary walks out with his mother on his arm,
Ronnie, right behind him, with her own mother, who apparently didn't want to miss her daughter's big day in
court."Well," ventures Roberta McCullough, "at least that's over.""Over and done with," agrees Miss
Sarah."But | don't think our childrens should be together,” Miss Roberta says, eyeing Ronnie
fretfully." They're just not good for each other. They don't do each other any good."Ronnie's mother
bristles."What the hell you mean by that?'Hands braced against her hips, she stares down at the smaller
woman with contempt.Gary is behind his mother, looking at Ronnie in horror.Ronnie is smiling."l just mean
...""They'se grown-up children," shouts Miss Sarah, performing for the entire building."Y ou can't tell them
what to do, you ol' bitch cow."Roberta McCullough's small frame seems to warp from the verbal assault, her
eyes falling to the floor.Shaking, she holds one hand to her heart; Gary takes the other and triesto lead her to
the stairs."Who the hell you think you is?'shouts Ronnie's mother." Tell my daughter what she can and can't
do.You can go an' fuck yo'self, you ol' cow."From the top of the stairs, Gary helps his stricken mother to the
rail, then looks back over his shoulder to see Ronnie and her mother following.Miss Sarah keeps bellowing
insults; Ronnie is behind her, smiling so wickedly that Gary realizes that thisis part of the price, that
Ronnie--having known that his mother would be there for him--had contrived to bring her own mother to the
show."Y ou think you so high and mighty," yells Miss Sarah."Y our son ain't no better than my daughter." The
words echo down the stairs.Without turning, Miss Roberta falls back on the grace that she knows: "I'll pray
for you," shetells her adversary."That'sal | can do.""Don't need your got-damn prayers, bitch."They leave
the courthouse separately: Gary, consoling his mother, promising to have nothing more to do with Ronnie or
her family; Ronnie, heading to L afayette Market with the matriarch of the Boice clan, the two of them
reliving the hallway battlein all its detail. The episode is enough to keep Gary from Ronnie al that night and
the next day.He runs the streets telling himself that nothing--no caper, no blast, no game--will be enough to
subject his mother to anything like that again.And it istrue that Gary loathes nothing so much as the idea
that hislifeisbringing grief to his mother.Revue de pressePraise for The Corner:"The Corner is an intimate,
intense dispatch from the broken heart of urban America. It isimpossible to read these pages and not feel
stunned at the high price, in human potential, in thwarted aspirations, that simple survival on the streets of
West Baltimore demands of its citizens. An important document, as devastating asit islucid."--Richard
Price, author of Clockers'The Corner is aremarkable book--very tough, very demanding, very rewarding.
Some of it isbrutal and all of it is heartbreaking. As areporter, | can only stand back and admire David
Simon and Edward Burns for an amazing piece of reportage. To be there for an entire year, to make sense of
random events and alist of characters long enough to make Charles Dickens envious, and to write
coherently--it's a breathtaking achievement. And they manage to make West Baltimore as much a character
as any of the flesh-and-blood people in the book."--Glenn Frankel, author of Beyond the Promised Land"If
you want to understand street-corner life in the inner city, you should read The Corner, an amazingly



intimate, detailed work of reporting that makes human and vivid aworld that outsiders ordinarily are forced
to learn about through statistics, sound bites, and stereotypes.”--Nicholas Lemann, author of The Promised
Land



