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For most people, having a group of Bloods 
shove a loaded gun in your face would 
probably be enough to sour you on the 
Bushwick and Bedford-Stuyvesant hous-
ing projects. Not Boogie.

“I would be there at night, hanging 
out with them, drinking beers,” explains 
Boogie, a Belgrade-born, Brooklyn-based 
self-taught photographer. “They’d start 
discussing their drug deals, or saying, 
‘Let’s take over this building’—then I knew 
I’m in too deep. I’m like, ‘Shit, man, take 
a break!’ I tried to, but I liked it too much. 
I would go over and they would say, ‘You 
should have seen what happened last 
night—some guy got shot!’”

“It’s weird, but you get addicted to the 
whole adrenaline rush,” he adds. “I guess 
it’s the same way with war photography. 
You get addicted. It’s amazing. Regular 
people don’t experience that. Ever.”

Boogie’s incredible first monograph, 
It’s All Good, wasn’t born out of some sui-

cidal adrenaline-seeking impulse, though. 
It was born out of being bored to shit with 
Williamsburg.

“I have a lot of hipsters here, and 
nothing really interesting for me to shoot. 
I started walking deeper into Brooklyn, 
and on one of those trips, I saw a group 
of homeless people in an abandoned 
parking lot,” Boogie explains. “I asked 
them, ‘Can I take some shots?’ They said 
no—they thought I was an undercover. 
One of them, she was like, ‘Yeah, of course, 
go ahead.’ We started talking, drinking 
beer, and the next day, I went again. Step 
by step, they got used to me.

“One day, that woman—I don’t even 

know if she’s still alive—she said, ‘Hey, this 
is my friend, we’re gonna smoke some 
crack now. Do you want to take some 
pictures?’ Wow, yeah. Dream come true. 
Of course I took some pictures! Then I 
became friends with the other girl. Two, 
three weeks later, she said, ‘Hey, Boogie, 
I’m gonna shoot up some dope in my 
bathroom, do you want to come over and 
take some pictures?’”

Boogie ran with the junkies for 
months, taking gritty, stark and often 
heartbreaking photos—of crack pipes, 
AIDS-infected prostitutes, needles 
protruding from arms and legs, and of 
children pawing through filth while their 
parents fed addiction.

One especially poignant shot is framed 
through the broken drywall of a filthy 
crack house, as a crackhead weeps for his 
morning hit.

“They don’t notice you—you’re there, 
you’re part of the environment. That’s 

when you start taking good shots. The 
deeper you go, the better the shot. There’s 
always a line you shouldn’t cross, but then 
you never know where that line is, so you 
cross it anyway, and you make good, good 
shots. But you’re a human being—you feel 
for people, you feel for the kids.”

He decided to move on to shooting 
Brooklyn gangs, and jokes that the Bloods 
and the Latin Kings “found me. Of course. 
A white guy with a camera. I was walk-
ing around and I saw a young kid with 
a pitbull. I asked him, ‘Can I take some 
pictures?’ Then some guys from across 
the street said, ‘Hey, come over here.’ I 
thought, ‘Oh, shit.’ But they asked, ‘Um, 

can you take pic-
tures of us?’ Yeah, 
of course! Later 
on, they said, ‘Hey 
Boogie, you want 
to take pictures 
of us with guns?’ 
I’m like, man, this 
is not happening. 
This is insane.”

Both technically and viscerally, the 
photos in It’s All Good are high-impact 
masterpieces. There are a few moments 
of brilliant black humor, like shots of por-
nographic crack house graffiti, a stroller 
being wheeled past a crude tag reading 
“Crime,” and a rat strung up from a light 
post—one advertising pet-sitting at “low 
fees.” But most of his shots revel in the 
filthiest kind of street life. 

They’re fraught with moral ambiguity, 
too—kids barely old enough to drive sling-
ing rocks, posing with Glocks and getting 
off on getting famous with the art-books 
crowd. But where some see morality, 
Boogie sees reality. There’s a difference, he 
insists.

“They’re born into that. You see the 
guy on the cover—his energy’s great. 
Whatever he decides to do, he can do. He’s 
a gangster. That’s his thing, and that’s OK. 
One of the other guys on the cover is do-
ing life for murder. Another one from the 
book got sent away for 15 years. Another 
guy—he’s not in the book, but I knew 
him—he got shot in the head, and killed 
right outside the building. His brain was 
all over the sidewalk. He was 20.”

“These are real stories,” Boogie says. 
“I just try to show things as they are. I’m 
not trying to preach, or moralize. These 
are real people, real lives. There are some 
reasons for why they are like that, but I 
don’t judge them—who am I to judge 
anybody? It’s somebody’s reality. I didn’t 
try to change anything. You know when 
people tell you the stuff like, ‘I’m trying to 
change, to make people aware of harsh 
realities’—I think that’s bullshit.”
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