
Darryl Smith – Your Story  
 
My name is Darryl Smith, and I currently live in East New York, Brooklyn. Although I’ve lived in this 
community for 35 years, I lived throughout different parts of this borough. I was born in Bethel Hospital, 
currently known as Brookdale Hospital. My mom brought me straight home to Powell Street from the 
hospital. After two years of living with my mother, I was sent to live with my father in Crown Heights, 
Brooklyn.  
 
My earliest memories of living with father begin with elementary school. On the first day of school in the 
first day, I had a fight with another first grader. Because of this, I was suspended from school for one 
week. Once I returned to school, I got into another altercation with the teacher and was sent home. 
After three years in school, my mom pulled me out of elementary school and took my little brother and 
me to St. Thomas. What I thought was a vacation turned into a two year stay with my maternal 
grandfather.  Finally, things were going smooth.  
 
Living in Frenchmen Hill was a different experience from living in Brooklyn. It was fun! In 1971, my 
grandfather sent my brother and me back to New York City. Upon my return, I was put in school. A few 
months later, we moved to Brownsville. I graduated from elementary school to junior high school in 
1971. My zone school was Thelma J Hamilton, JHS 275. Bullying happened on so many levels. This is 
where I learned to be tough. In this school, there was so much I had to protect myself and others from.  
Looking back on my life, I see my time at JHS 275 as a critical point. This is where everything went 
downhill.  
 
From this point, I cut classes, played hookie and smoked weed. I hardly went to school, and then got 
kicked out. My mom had to return to St. Thomas to put her father to rest. At the time, I needed a parent 
and/or guardian to enroll into a new school. My mother wasn’t here, and my father refused to enroll me 
into school. Why he refused? I still don’t know to this day. When I think about it, I feel he was scared of 
looking ignorant. Without the guidance of my parents, my desire to get back in school died.  
 
Fifteen years old with no parents and not going to school led me down a destructive path. The first time 
I was arrested for breaking into a liquor store with a friend. My mom had to pick me up from the 
precinct – because I was a minor. Shortly after, I was arrested for a robbery. This time, I was sent to 
Rikers Island for three days. Unfortunately, I was arrested once again. This time, I was sent back to 
Rikers Island for another three days. The judge let me go again. Then, a little slap on the wrist didn’t 
deter me from the street life.  
 
Two years later, I was arrested for another robbery. I was placed on Rikers Island, and I was sentenced 
to one year but served eight months. On the island, I went from C74 to C76 to serve my time. I was 
released August 13, 1981. At this point, I was done with robbery. Things changed, and I picked up 
another trade. In 1981, I started selling weed. It lasted for about three years, and things changed when 
my brother was killed in the spot. I stopped selling weed after his death. The summer of 1985, I picked 
up a new trade selling cocaine. One night while riding in a cab, the flat foots stopped the car. They 
pulled me out of the cab and searched me – that is when they found a gun on me, and I was arrested for 
possession of a weapon. I was sent home on an R.O.R.; came home immediately and went back to 
selling crack.     
 
One night while bagging up some crack, one of my boys came upstairs to tell me that the cops were in 
front of the building. So I asked him to go check and see what was going on. He never came back to let 



me know what was happening. Next thing I know, the flat foots walked right in with their guns pointed 
at us.  
 
I was arrested. This time, I made bail for a thousand dollars. Over a few months, I appeared in court. The 
DA offered me a 2 to 4, and I copped out. I was sent back to Rikers Island. After a few months on the 
Island, I was sent to Downstate for two months. Then I was sent Ogdensburg Correctional Facility, and 
stayed for 6 months. I was then transferred to Washington Correctional Facility, and then 11 months 
later I went to Eastern Correctional Facility. I served 7 months in Happy Nap. In March of 1988, I was 
released from Lincoln Correctional Facility and walked right to the A train. I received a parole violation in 
November of 1988 and was sent back up state.  
 
In 1989, I came home and stayed out for a year. October of 1989, I was involved in a shoot-out, resulting 
in another arrest. This time, I was charged with attempted murder and drug possession. I went to trial 
and beat one of the two charges. I copped out to a 4 to life. I was sent back up north. Out of the 4 to life 
sentence, I served 6 years. During this bid, I took time out to reflect on the life I was living. I recognized 
that I needed to change my life around. While serving time, I made sure that I taught myself to get into a 
working attitude. Throughout my bid, I was working every job I could find. I kept this drive in order to 
prepare my return back to society. I never sold a drug again! Once I came home, I worked. I didn’t even 
think about selling no drugs anymore. All of that time served was it for me! I was sick of putting my 
family through the nonsense. I gave up that trade and took on a new trade and that was a j.o.b.! I thank 
the creator for putting me on a clear, healthy path. 
 


