Caveat emptor
Enclosed are the highs and lows of the past twenty-some-odd years of my life. Most of
which was spent behind a concrete wall at New Jersey State Prison in Trenton. These next few
dozen pages are the chronicles of my criminal life. How it began, and the end I hope these few
pages will signify.
I began my life in the Game; the term we use for the streets very early. Td say I was
about 12 or 13. As a juvenile delinquent I ran with a crew of a half dozen adolescent crooks who
were just like me. We used to commit petty thefts for things like: gum, chips and fruit from
vendors. Obviously we were hungry. After our trade skills were perfected we elevated our take
to video games out of department stores and stolen bikes we’d see laying around storefronts
unattended.
I never envisioned a life of crime for myself, I always wanted to be an architect growing
up. Lego’s, jigsaw puzzles, and DIY projects was my niche back in the day. Selling crackcocaine and shooting guns at rivals kind of snuck up on me somehow. Seemingly out of nowhere
at that.
I grew up living a bit of a transient life. With my mother always being in abusive
relationships, my family and I lived life on the run. I’ve lived in East Orange, NJ, Charlotte, NC;
everywhere so it seems. But I learned Game in the Pound!
The Alabama Housing Projects, also known as the Pound, was the largest and wildest
housing projects in Paterson. Goons were bom and bred there, and so was I. Growing up in the
Pound, I ran with the illest niggas in Paterson: Captain Bom, B-Lon, A.P. Ian, Kassan, Chase,
and Cle, just to name a few. Slap-boxing in front of building 205 was our daily routine.
Knocking clowns out at the Cheetah nightclub every Saturday night was a habit. It wasn’t just
done at the local clubs either. Nah, we’d fuck niggas up at school too.
Eastside High, home of the Ghosts! Half of Paterson went there. We were famous for
getting money in our schools bathrooms and chin checking rivals after school. Our arch nemesis
were dudes from the fourth ward. We’d brawl for bragging rights and street cred if nothing else.

On October 31,2000, Edward Robinson received an institutional disciplinary charge for
assaulting another inmate at the New Jersey State Prison. On November 14,2000, the institutions
disciplinary hearing officer determined Mr. Robinson guilty of the infraction. He received the
following sanction for this matter; 15 days detention, 365 days loss of computation time, 365
days administration segregation and 300 days loss of recreation.
In the month of December while Mr. Robinson was being housed in the administration
segregation unit S.I.D. Officer McBride summoned him to the Sgt. Office. Mr. McBride told Mr.
Robinson that he had been conducting an investigation into the assault of the inmate that Mr.
Robinson had had the altercation with and he had no reason to believe that he was involved in
illicit activities at the prison. Mr. Robinson sat in the interview with investigator Me. Bride and
listened to him attentively. After Mr. McBride finished telling Mr. Robinson about his
investigation, he asked him if he would be willing to help him. Mr. Robinson was confused as to
how he could be of help to Mr. McBride and asked him what he meant. Mr. McBride told him to
tell him where there drugs were coming from. Mr. Robinson informed Mr. McBride that he
didn’t have any knowledge of what he was talking about and wasn’t in any possession of any
such information and wouldn’t be of any use to him. At that time, Mr. McBride called Mr.
Robinson a liar and told him that he was going to ban his fiancee from visiting him at the prison
if he didn’t assist him with his investigation.
After Mr. McBride realized that Mr. Robinson could not give him information that he
was not aware of to assist him with his investigation he subsequently banned his fiance Ms.
Betancourt from being able to visit Mr. Robinson at the institution.
Mr. Robinson has since written several letters to the administration in hopes to resolve
this matter, but has yet to receive any response. Mr. Robinson’s fiance however, has received
several responses from all the letters and calls that she has made. Mr. Robinson has never been
given a hearing regarding the matter, he has never had the opportunity to view any evidence to
support the visit ban, nor has he ever been able to present any evidence to refute the ban. Mr.
Robinson has never even received an infraction that would warrant for him to have his visit
privileges with his fiance revoked. His fiance has never been convicted of any crimes, nor
charged with any crimes.

*

On December 10, 2000, Mr. Robinson’s fiance Dyma Betancourt received a phone call
from Mr. McBride questioning her about her relationship with Edward Robinson and asked her
to come and meet with him or her visitation privileges would be suspended.
On February 9,2001, Ms. Betancourt went to the institution to meet with Shirley Tyler
and Officer McBride who began questioning her about her business ‘Sirius Concepts.’
(Which at the time was mail order). Ms. Betancourt answered all of Mr. McBride’s questions
and showed him her business registry certificate and catalogs of her mail order business. She also
let him know that she sent a large envelope of catalogs to Mr. Robinson and did not know what
happened to them afterwards. She also let him know that she received a few orders that she
gladly filled.
Mr. McBride went on to question Ms. Betancourt about Sirius Concepts and inquired
about a list of customers that she had, unfortunately at that time she could not provide him with
information as her house had been broken into 4 months prior and all of her business records and
information had been stolen.
During the meeting with Mr. McBride, he asked Ms. Betancourt about drugs being
brought into the prison and continued to ask her who was bringing them in. Ms. Betancourt
assured him that she did not have any knowledge as to what he was talking about because she
didn’t know anyone at the prison other than Mr. Robinson. Mr. McBride accused her of lying
and went on to comment about Mr. Robinson in a negative way. He then told her that the ban he
had placed on her would stand until further investigation.
Prior to visiting Officer McBride Ms. Betancourt went to see Shirley Tyler to ask her
why she as being banned and Ms. Tyler informed her that they believed she was involved in
illicit activities without any further information. After her visit to the N.J.S.P. on February 9,
2001, Ms. Betancourt continued to write to the administration to inquire about her visitation.
However, no one at the N.J.S.P. has ever tried to contact Ms. Betancourt again about this matter
unless Ms. Betancourt initiated it, nor have any messages been left on her answering machine
asking her to return back to the institution for any follow up interviews. Ms. Betancourt has not
been involved in any illicit activities at the New Jersey State Prison, nor has she been convicted
of any crimes or charged with any crimes.

We considered ourselves “up the hill ” and when we wasn’t fighting each other were fighting the
niggas from “down the hill.”
Shout outs to my Hitters from the North Side: Malik, Harg, Dope, D-Nice, Build, Jon-Jon
(C.C.P), Black, Moon, Undo (R.LP), etc. The list is infinite. Clappin at Hitters from ‘down the
hill’ was extremely hazardous. Niggas from ‘down the hill’ always clapped back.

#YardGangArmada

Go with the name you can trust: Cappuccino! One of my many. On the inside my name is
synonymous with “integrity,” and all things great in existence. Prison is where I began to see
myself as more than a convicted felon. Shit! I’m an actual Brand. Don’t believe me? Ask your
favorite rapper. He’ll tell you.
I’ve been at the lair cheffing my new image for decades. I’ve spent years on y
educational pursuits and my legal studies. I stayed involved in civic groups on the inside;
L.I.F.E., G.E.D, creative writing, paralegal studies, etc. I did it all! And now, with the
publication of this piece, here, I invite all my disenfranchised brethren to follow my lead and live
by example.
#NEWMONEY is the Intellectual property Game many goons fail to place stock in. Own
your swag, my G! Own your life and style and well a version of you to whoever will buy it. It’s
yours....

