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SC CODE OF LAWS

CHAPTER 15
Offenses Against Morality and Decency

ARTICLE 3
Obscenity, Material Harmful to Minors, Child Exploitation, and Child Prostitution

SECTION 16-15-305(C)(1)
(C) As used in this article:

(1) "sexual conduct” means:

(a) vaginal, anal, or oral intercourse, whether actual or simulated, normal or perverted, whether
between human beings, animals, or a combination thereof:

(b) masturbation, excretory functions, or lewd exhibition, actual or simulated, of the genitals,
pubic hair, anus, vulva, or female breast nipples including male or female genitals in a state of
sexual stimulation or arousal or covered male genitals in a discernably turgid state;

(c) an act or condition that depicts actual or simulated bestiality, sado-masochistic abuse,
meaning flagellation or torture by or upon a person who is nude or clad in undergarments or in a
costume which reveals the pubic hair, anus, vulva, genitals, or female breast nipples, or the
condition of being fettered, bound, or otherwise physically restrained on the part of the one so
clothed;

(d) an act or condition that depicts actual or simulated touching, caressing, or fondling of, or
other similar physical contact with, the covered or exposed genitals, pubic or anal regions, or
female breast nipple, whether alone or between humans, animals, or a human and an animal, of
the same or opposite sex, in an act of actual or apparent sexual stimulation or gratification; or

(e) an act or condition that depicts the insertion of any part of a person's body, other than the
male sexual organ, or of any object into another person's anus or vagina, except when done as
part of a recognized medical procedure.
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PUSH

knowing a man put his dick in you, g'l:,lSh white stuff i
your booty you could get pregnant. 'm th-:lve now, |
been knowing about that since I was ﬁve' Or six, maybe ] |
always known about pussy and dick. I ca-n’t remfamber
not knowing. No, I can’t remember a time T did not
know. But thas all I knowed. I didn’t know how long it
take, what’s happening inside, nothmg, I dldnt know
nothing. ‘

The nurse is saying somethmg I don t hear. T hear
kids at school. Boy say I'm lafﬁng ugly. He say,
“Claireece is so ugly she laffing ugl ”*‘:I’Ils fren’ say,
“No, that fat bitch is crying ugly.” Laf
thinking about those stupid

“Mother,” she say. “Wh :
say, “Mary L Johnston” (L for I
likeSlice, isoun’ too! \coun o il
born,” she say. I say, “Greenwor
say, “You ever been there?
nowhere.” She say, “Reaso
wood, Mississippi, myself.”
I'm spozed to say somethmg;

“Father,” she say. “Wh; 1t’s yor
 “Carl Kenwood Jones,

She say, “What’s the I

I say, “Carl Kenwo
Bronx” /
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So back to the kitchen o
higher than the f 8T ey » pil
plate hig © Brst time, know i1 € my owp
gonna make me go back again. | sit d_on’t she just
the tray. Try not to look at her. Try tc)er Pies down o
people on TV running on the beaey :::‘;ﬁh the white
see grease running down Mama’s Chin - Tty not g
her grab whole ham hock wif her han(i TY not to gee
myself doing the same thing. Eating, firs 1
make me, beat me if [ don’, then eating hopins - o
| k back go away. I keep eating il the St
Y 0 L - " , N
gray T ’hg(rht, @d ZV.[an.ng 1s a blur; and T just fa]) back
Qf__he .COﬁFh SQ full it like 'm dyin’ and 1 g0 to sleep,
1 ays do; almost. Almost, g0 to sleep; it’s the pain
1oulder keep me from totally conking out this
1 M " 1a’s hahd'between my legs, moving up
Jefhand stop, she getting ready to pinch me

:‘- Mama ‘Can"t-ﬁt into bathtub no more.
sleep, go to sleep, T tells myself. Mama’s
yide: upmy legs, in my pussy. God

p . of weeks or so, ever since
{4 sy

outta school shit, 1983
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This time I know Mama know. Umm hmmm, she

* know. She bring him to me. I ain’ crazy, that stinky hq, |
i l give me to him. Probably thas’ what he require to fuck
| her, some of me. Got to where he jus’ come in MY roop,

any ole time, not jus” night. He climb on me..Shut up!
he say. He slap my ass, You Wlde as uthe Mssissippi,
don’t tell me a little bit of dick hurt you heifer. Git sy,
it, he laff, you 4s usta it. Ifaubackon bed, he fall righ;
on top of me. Then IOhang Ea!;lonsc:hange bodies, 1
be dancing in videos! In m i ’aldng,ﬂ'y, jus’ a
dancing! Umm hmm } i

for Doug E. Fresh or

nigger, shut up! He -

First he ni_eés i
th.enfu,c-;‘ 9
gef,fhoWwau gonna ms
your t '
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look way above me, put me out of their eyes. My fahver
don’t see me really. If he did he would know I was like a
white girl, a real person, inside. He would not climb on
me from forever and stick his dick in me 'n get me
inside on fire, bleed, I bleed then he slap me. Can’t he
see I am a girl for flowers and thin straw legs and a place
in the picture. I been out the picture so long I am used
to it. But that don’t mean it don’t hurt. Sometimes I
pass by store window and somebody fat dark skin, old
looking, someone look like my muver look back at me.
But I know it can’t be my muver ’cause my muver is at
home. She have not left home since .LittleLMongo was
born. Who I see? I stand in tub sometime, look my
body, it stretch marks, ripples. I try to hide myself, then
I try to show myself. T ax my muver for money to git my
hair done, clothes. I know the money he got e
from my baby. She usta give me money; now .
I ax for money she say I took her husl
Her man? Please! Thas my muthe
hear her tell someone on phone I am
husband, I’'m fast. What it take for my
Sometimes I wish I was not alive. B
to die. Ain’ no plug to pull out.’N no n
feel my heart don’t stop beating

she was a little baby. I never st
mouth. My muver say what f.Or-E
I never do you. What that chil

She retarded. Mongoloid. Do




Chapter 2
Page 34






Page 35

/ 9

could just sit here wif my muver eye
drawed, watching TV, eat, watch IV cati@ar com,
over fuck us’es. Go from room to room, slap me op me
ass when he through, holler WHEEER WHEEE! Caﬁ
me name Butter Ball Big Mama Tiwo Ton of Fun. 1 hate
hear him talk more than I hate fuck. Sometimes fuck feel

ryday wif the shadeg

[Ctul'e OfF good. T}%at C(?nfuse me, everyth.jng get SWimming on
Sajp St arrakb&n’s | me, floating like for days sometl‘mes. I just sit in back
£ eve {1 kaddlcm classroom, some'body = sometl.nng I shout on ’em, hit
rytb_mg bag ’em; rest of the time I mine my bizness. I was on my way
S forgey . 04 to graduate from LS. 146 'n then fuckface Miz Lichen.
3 beat ] hls the stein mess shit e} E4 in. my inside world, I am so
B t’imHVea prettY’ like a adve.msement girl on co@ercial, ’n some-
5 € he one ride up here in car, someone look like the son of that
Ime I knoy 4, guy that got kilt when he was president a long time ago
or Tom Cruise—or anybody like that pull up here in a
he hospita] my car and I be riding like on TV chile—JeeZUS! It’s 8 a.m.
ither but justa , o"clock! I know I woketed up at 6 a.m., lord where the
really all she time go! I got to.get dress for school. I got to be (ilt school
ready on th by9 a.m. Today is ﬁ.rst -day. I'been tessed. I been incomed
o heon ehglblf‘:. I got Medicaid card and proof of address. All
g T that shit. I is ready. Ready for school. School something
uff, I'm tol (this nuthin’1). School gonna help me get out dis house. I
n, Thave gotta throw some water on my ass and git up. What 'm
love M 601na wear what I’'m gonna wear? One thing I do got is
(thas i sy ?lot]}esi thanks to my muver’s charge at Lane Bryant 'n
2ah, chﬂd : sell hot shit. Come to building go from door to
ngolofl tyo ‘size he call outin hallway I got your size
2t1{e; ss. L wear my pink stretch pants? I think
ftin - e gt

g
1

S

Page 39



g Umig
halloy, end; ong g,

1€ years js SWitmmig
; Pick up your lipy
Call me shoe shine |
s when fart sounds |
iend no girlfriends
I don’t know what |
lin g through my
1g along with ¢
. I realize no 0%

d, eve
1 pge opeﬂ

ee
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hot stinky down my thighs sssssss splatter splatter,
wanna die I hate myself HATE myself. Giggles giggles
but I don’t move I barely breathe I just sit. They giggle.
[ stare straight ahead. They talk me. I don’ say nuffin’,

Seven, he on me almost every night. First jt’s just in
my mouth. Then it’s more more. He is intercoursing
me. Say I can take it. Look you don’t even bleed, virgin
girls bleed. You not virgin. I'm seven.

I don’t realize I've gone from walking real real slow
to standing perfectly still. 'm in the lobby of first day of
school Higher Education Alternative/Each One Teach
One just standing there. I realize this ’cause Miz Rain
done peeked her head out last door on the left and said,
“You alright?” I know who she is *cause Miss Cornrow
with the glasses had done pointed her out to me after I
finish testing and show me my teacher and classroom.

I make my feet move. I don’t say anything. Nothing
in my mouth to say. I move my feet some more. Miz Rain
ask me if 'm in the A.B.E. class. I say yes. She say this is
it and go back inside door. The first thing I see when I
step through door is the windows, where we is is high up,
no other buildings in the way. Sky blue blue. I looks
around the room now. Walls painted lite ugly green. Miz
Rain at her desk, her back to me, her face to the class and
the windows. “Class” only about five, six other people.

Miz Teacher turn around say, Have a seat. I stays stand-
ing at door. I swallow hard, start to, I think ’'m gonna
cry. Llook Miz Teacher’s long dreadlocky hair, look kinda
nice but look kinda nasty too. My knees is shaking, I'm




1 Cange i
*her, Ity
> ain’ cirgy
n I gow
, bring 1
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gom’ |

|
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gonna get to talk to anybody. Welfare very crowded
nowadays. “I go in the morning first thing.”

Same thing in me when I try to hit Mrs Lichenstein
'n when I grabbed the knife in the dishwater—only
deeper. I think my mind a TV set smell like between my
muver’s legs. 1 stupid. I ain’ got no education even tho’ I
not miss days of school. I talks funny. The air floats like
water wif pictures around me sometime. Sometimes I
can’t breathe. P’'m a good girl. 1 don’t fucks boyz but I'm
pregnant. My fahver fuck me. And she know it. She kick
me in my head when I'm pregnant. She take 72y money.
Money for Little Mongo should be mine. A Day at the
Beach Shore A Day A Day ABC Alphabetical order CD
ABCD. I grab my notebook. I look at my muver.

“I go to welfare tomorrow— Tuesday. Wednesday I
go to school. Monday, Wednesday, and Friday I go to
school.”

I look Mama. This baby feel like a watermelon be-
tween mybones getting biggerand my anklesfeelin’ tight
’cause they swoled. I sigh. This gonna end, even if it end
by me stop breathing. Thas what I want sometimes.
Sometime I hurt so bad T want to not wake up, want
breathing to stop in my sleep. Have me don wake up.
Other times I start to go a huh a huh ahuh ahuh AHUH

AHUH and I grab my chess’cause I can’t breathe, thenT
WANT breathin’ bad.

I try to forget T got baby in me. I hated borning the
first one, No fun. Hurt. Now again. [ think my daddy. He
stink, the white shit drip off his dick. Lick it lick it. I
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HATE that. But then I feel the hot sauce hot ch, cha fy
ing when he be fucking me. I get so Confuse, | S
| hitn. But my pussy be popping. He say that,
Il your pussy is popping!” I HATE myself whe,
“How long you gonna stand there like yo
I start to tell her don’t, don’t call me
everything, is out me. I jus’ want to lay down, listen
radio, look at picture of Farrakhan, a yey man, wh,
don’t fuck his daughter, fuck children. Everythjng fee]
like it is too big for my mind. Can’t nuffin’ fit whe, I
think *bout Daddy: i e et
“I'm tired.” Why I say that,
“Fix us some lunch, it’s way 1
“I'had some potato chips.”

“Thas all?” _ '

I remember ham
“What you wants?

“I don’t know, see wha:
there, get Stamps out my
us’es somethin’ tofear i

ABCDEFGHIJKL A

“Big Map,
I fee] goog
ur Ctardeq »
that, by, all,

b
i'{(r\l';‘ L

hi

¥ U
Ty W

=

PQRS. There are 26 Jogt
has a sound. A Day at
JKLMNOPQRST

That mght Idream I am no
ing to myself choking, goi

44 LA LA
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where I am, where the sound is ¢

omin fro ol
will choke to death I don’t fing g from. I know |

She say suck it, lick me Precious, Her hand is like 4
mountain pushing my head down, | Squeeze my eyes
shut but choking don’t stop, it get worse. Then I open
my eyes and look. I look at little Precioys and big Mama
and feel hit feeling, feel like killing Mama, But I don’t,
instead I call little Precious and sa , Come to Mama but
I means me. Come to e little Precious. Little Precious
look at me, smile, and start to sing: ABCDEFG . . .

Wednesday morning Jo Ann back. She not like G.E.D. T
guess. Say she need a little brush up before she go to
G.E.D. Miz Rain don’t say nuffin’ till she hear the brush
up stuff, then Miz Rain say, “Are you in the right class Jo
Ann? This is a class to learn reading and writing, this is
nota brush up for G.E.D.” Jo Ann look hate at Miz Rain.
I like Miz Rain. I see what she doing, I think. Jo Ann
tryin’ to act like she ain’ one of us. Miz Rain tryin’ to git
her to cept herself for where she at. She ain’ no G.E.D.
girl, leas’ not yet.
Miz Rain call roll: Jermaine Hicks, Rhonda Johnson,
Precious Jones, Consuelo Montenegro, Jo Ann Rogers,
Rita Romero. Everybody here. Miz Rain ax, “Who
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ed to time he dig
)e he didn’t haveit
yorn he go aways
six, eighty-seven’
ing, is gotno dis- }
ould live a long |
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that’s how it feels. But I'm probab

from they daddy. Counselor, Ms Weiss, say she try to
find out as much about Daddy for me as she can.

How much I want to know? And for what? 1 te]l
counselor I can’t talk about Daddy now, My clit swell up
I think Daddy. Daddy sick me, disgust me, but still he sex

me up. I nawshus in my stomach but hot tight in my
twat and I think T want it back, the smell of the bed-
room, the hurt—he slap my face till it sting and my ears
sing separate songs from each other, call me names,
pump my pussy in out in out in out awww I come. He
bite me Aard. A hump! He slam his hips into me HARD.

I scream pain he come. He slap my thighs like cowboys
do horses on TV. Shiver. Orgasm in me, his body shak-
ing, grab me, call me Fat Mama, Big Hole! You LOVE
it! Say you love it! I wanna say I DON’T. I wanna say
I’m a chile. But my pussy popping like grease in frying
pan. He slam in me again. His dick soft. He start suck-
ing my tittie.

I wait for him get off me. Lay there stare at wall till
wall is a movie, Wizard of Oz, I can make that one play
anytime. Michael Jackson, scarecrow. Then my body
take me over again, like shocks after earthquake, shiver
me, I come again. My body not mine, I hate it coming.

Afterward I go bafroom. I smear shit on my face.
Feel good. Don’t know why but it do. I never tell
nobody about that before. But I would do that. If T go
to insect support group what will I hear from other
girls. I bite my fingernails till they look like disease, pull

ly the only one get it
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5, [ never
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so young and feel so old. So young like I dop know
nuffin’, so old like I know everything. A girl have her
father’s dick in her mouth know things the other girls
don’t know but it’s not what you want to know.

It’s all kinda girls here! They sitting in circle faces
like clocks, no bombs. Bombs with hair and titties and
dresses. After I sit here five minutes I know I am a bomb
too. Only sitting here doing whatever they gonna do
will keep me from blowing up. Thank you Rita for git
me here on time. ‘

“Hello.” She look like a movie star! Slim, long hair,
eyes like stars, red lips. “My name is Irene. I am an incest
survivor.”

My mouth fall open. Someone like that.

“It started when I was, oh, about four or five years
old with him fondling me” (feeling her up). “By the time
I was twelve he was having intercourse with me three or
four times a week.”

Everything is floating around me now. Like geeses
from the lake. I see the wings beating beating hear geeses.
It’s more birds than geeses. Where so many birds come
from. I see flying. Feel flying. A flying. Far up, but my
body down in circle. Precious is bird.

Someone is holding my hand. It’s Rita. She is massage
my hand. I come back from being a bird to hear beauti-

ful girl crying. Smell Mama. Carl, the way his knees on
either side of my neck.

Girl say, “Thank you for letting me share.” She say,
“This is a Tuesday night beginner’s meeting. To share
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and. My hand is going up

” 1 h i
LB hand is pushing Daddy’s

2 hand.
R 1l of Mama, 1y

through the sme

dick out my face.

1 rape by my father. And beat.” No one is talk-
“T was

ead down in her ... I

PEATL “Maﬂgezzj;urf};l whisper to me, “Are

o ay, “Pick the next person.”
oL tﬁrouit;ii;ysﬁz:?iei girls got they hand up.
;lpoizk lglil in overalls with blue eyes. Grab Rita’s hand,
listen. Listen to girl rape by brother, h.sten to.old woman
rape by her father; don’t remember till -he die when she
is 65 years old. Girls, old women, white women, lotta
white women. Girl’s younger sister murdered by the
cult? Jewish girl, we had money on Long Island (like
Wiestchester), my father was a prominent child psychia-
trist. It started when I was about nine years old. Girls
like Jermaine is, I am a proud lesbian. But it’s the only
thing 'm proud of; T was confine to a mental institution
for fourteen years, diagnosed as a schizophrenia—

What am I hearing!

One hour and a half women talk. Can this be done
bapp €n to so many people? I know I am not lying! But
Euilz:)ileiouggt ;uflt was in movie. What kinda world
you suck hisagiilg Allalill'l;:l e e

. a women here. Princess girls,

some fat girls, old women, young women. One thing
We - . I
i(;tt in cocrinmon, no the thing, is we was rape.
erwards we oo o
BTl g0 out for coffee. I have never been
ottee” before. Rita put her arm around my

ing exce
can’t talk no more.

r
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day that’s what make me reme

put his ball in my face. years lirlzleb ::.a‘stltl j;clsrrlxleill. 5
aroun and around. mama jaw open like eiicl ‘: clf
the smell deeper than toilet. her fingers pick v
apart my pussy. night. poisoned rat. don’t have
dreams. :

1 close my book.

L
“Well Mary, you want to begin by talking a little bit
about the abuse?” Ms Weiss say to Mama.
yalbus e i e
11 a cording to Precious’ files she has had two
' u:'-boyfriend, the late Carl Kenwood Jones,
-father? You've been calling here saying you
reunited with your daughter and grandson,
them to come home. Well L think you'd
st what happened in that home.”
't go for this!

ab AT
vl

Jease d
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BTG TSR
Yo, U, b, t‘%e@%% ‘ [
b |

oh, Yo
2 ).]QP(‘ elq 4‘%‘: «When? I don’t kngy, o

C
a4 -
kl_[ OI]) &QSS i[»e [‘lm\;fo %? ber it? She still little, Yeah, :I‘]l::(;art en [ I'emen
Y Qbou ) (\01 go ]01, &% her a bottle. I still got mllkm 2 tar three maybe. 1 giVe
Oy Iy : tbe X 7\[/3«"00 ﬂ’a, but from Carl sucking. 1 give hn}; tli-'eS.Ses butnot for her
?’ elhe SQIDe § Iy }’M Hygiene, you know?” tae, Precigyg bottle,
a bO Q)ber ) Q'% 6%' “Huh?” Ms Weiss go.
,Q.Ih g/ 111111 p 4 % “Huh?” go Mama back.
cer 0} “You mentioned so i ‘
i il Oye S ! ection with . . . with aahon hygiene in con
) n s el L 5.
Say: Le Me . “I bottle her, tittie him AI;IZ:;V PRI
¢ ) 5 e -
ast & "Syou, Sutsy i TG ,more better for kidz,
at . git dried up ’cause Cayl
F Wy l me. It’s like that you kn i ks on
; My it ‘?fW?}x . o ow. Chile, man—a woman go
t e, bofe. What you gonna do? So we in bed I put h. :
y lje o Pio chie i one side of me on pillow, Carl on other si‘de fne » 7%k
: s ; o . 3
Cciong s, [ Sty B e doncsopped brepeing,
’l‘, s e A ! Ca,rl got my tittie in 1}15 mouf. Nuffin’ wrong wif
€ or taf, o 5 -th‘atﬁ,»ﬁ_ it’s natural. But I think thas the day IT start, I
st She I Iﬂo'ntlu! dp@’t :peyer remember nothing before that. I hot. He
son. talkin~ sucking my tittie. My eyes closed. I know he gettin
- 11er teef, everythin ey : SELINE
1 : g g 1 L can see witout my eyes, I love him so much.”
Y or Sqmet_{ung! She can hmm, I was raised by a psycho maniac fool.
531'0']}7 walking, I put on b on me, you know. You unnerstand?”
r Precious, you remet- - us some more stupid bitch. ‘
¢ and you disco to it L 'henrllle reach over to Precious! Start
i between her legs. I say Carl what you

/ 5; p bj'gb.
v al )" y shut your big ass up! This is good for her.
L fut UP ¢ take off her Pampers and try to
't she jus s. You know what trip me out

]
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is it almost can go in Precious! I think she some kind,
freak baby then. I say stop Carl stop! I want him on z!
I never wanted him to hurt her. I didn’t want him doing
anything to her. I wanted my man for myself. Sex me up,
not my chile. So you cain’t blame all that shit happen to
Precious on 7. I love Carl, I love him. He her daddy,
but he was my man!”

Ms Weiss look at me now. “Precious, you’ve been
writing in your journal about this.”

“This and other stuff.”

“She write poems too, lady at Each One Teach One
say.” This from Mama. Mama one hundred, not ninety
nine, percent crazy.

“Would you like to share some of that in this ses-
sion?” Ms Weiss ask.

uSfer

“Why not?”

“Ms Rain say journal completely confidential. Share
if you want. If you don’t want to, don’t. I don’t want to.”

I'm gone. It's 4:45 p.m. Up! One, two, three, four, five,
six, seven, eight steps. I hate Mama, she ain’ shit. | feel
like nothing around her, like mzinus nothing. I gotta get
outta here.
I go down to kitchen where house mother s “Miz
Mom!”
“Stop screaming!” she say. “What’s wrong with you?»
“You could get Abdul from nursery, feed him, and
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