
George Bailey Personal Narrative 
 
I was born on December 3, 1988 in Wyandanch, Long Island. At the time, my mother was a 34 
year-old teacher and my father was a 39 year-old postal policeman. I have a sister that is 9 years 
older than me. From what I can remember, I loved to have fun. I had a crazy imagination, and I 
loved to fight. The first school that I remember being in was in Manhattan. It was called Our 
Lady of Good Counsel. I remember that my mother worked right around the corner from the 
school.  
 
Every time I would get in trouble, she would be right there. I had too many fights, so she my 
mom switched my school after 3rd grade. This time, I was enrolled into a charter school called 
Beginning With Children. My mother began teaching at this school. I believe the school accepted 
me under the conditions that my mom worked there. This was a big change for me because the 
atmosphere was much different from my last school. These kids were a different ball game, and I 
immediately felt out of place. I remember 4th grade was when I saw my first dead body. 
Someone had burned a prostitute and left the body across the street from our playground. I don’t 
remember thinking too much of it, but I still remember it. The fact that I can recall this memory 
shows seeing the burnt corpse must have had an effect. I was good at paying attention during 
class, but I didn’t like doing homework. Unfortunately, I was still fighting and getting in trouble 
a lot. My mom would do the best she could to and teach me the right things, but for some reasons 
those lessons would lay dormant for a while. 
 
Around the time I was getting ready to go to high school, my father became ill. He had diabetes 
and wasn’t taking care of his self the way he needed to. He caught an infection in his foot and 
because he didn’t like going to the doctor it got really bad. My mother forced him to go to the 
hospital, and he ended up having to get his leg amputated. This changed everything within my 
family. I remember this being my first major trauma. I believed that my father very depressed. I 
think he felt like less of a man because of this incident. Before the illness, my father never even 
left home without his gun. One day he was at home and he got into an argument with my sister 
over something very stupid.  
 
They were both disrespectful to each other. The next day when I woke up my father was 
throwing her stuff out of the house. She began throwing his stuff out as well, and eventually 
locking him out of the house. While he was gone she hid his gun. When he got back inside 
everything went crazy. Because my father was angry and seemed like the aggressive person in 
the argument, my mother and I defended my sister. My sister ended up calling the cops and when 
they came they found bud on my father. My sister gave the officers his gun, and he they arrested 
my father. This went on for a while. My father was able to come back home because he lived 
there. None of the charges were that serious, but they continued to argue. My sister would call 
the cops, and he would be arrested.  
 
Finally, he ended up moving away. This affected me a lot. I remember being around 12 years old 
and trying to learn what being a man was about. Now that I was the only young man left in the 
house, I no longer had an example. This is when I turned to other examples, good or bad, to 
guide me along the way. I started high school at La Salle Academy and had to transfer to Bishop 
Laughlin in Brooklyn, because of too many fights and suspensions. I remember my mother 



having to beg the dean to let me in to that school. I would do my best not to cause any more 
trouble inside school because I hated to see her stress over me. I graduated and was accepted to 
York College in Queens, New York. Afterwards, I moved back out to Brooklyn. I was happy to 
see my mother proud. Unfortunately, I felt accomplished by simply getting into college. 
However, I didn’t apply myself while I was there. I attended school for 3 semesters and didn’t 
receive one credit before dropping out.  
 
At this time life was a little bit of a blur. I felt like I was on autopilot. There were a lot of deaths 
happening with a lot of my friends and family. I didn’t concentrate on much. I was working with 
a little hustling on the side. I always loved music and I would hit the studio and make songs 
when I could really for my own amusement. People who were very close to me knew this, but for 
the most part I was a private person. I moved back out to Wyandanch. Around this time I met 
one of my closest friends. I looked at this guy like my brother, but also the kind of father figure I 
was looking for. Whether right or wrong that was my guy. He was my barber. At first, he taught 
me how to play spades at a higher level, and we would gamble with the neighborhood drug 
dealers. I was riding with him at all costs, and there were plenty of situations where I could tell 
he would for me as well.  
 
He was from Chicago. He was an Almighty Black P Stone. I remember watching gangland and 
when they did a documentary on his gang he would be pointing everybody out and letting me 
know what they had right and what they were making up. I ended up joining the gang. Even 
though I grew up here, I still felt like an outcast - because I was back and forth from Brooklyn. 
Having a father figure made me feel like – it was we against the world. One day. I ended up 
getting a really good job at this place called Nettel. I was moving up really fast. It was a 
collections agency, and although I wasn’t the best collector for some reason the staff really liked 
me.  
 
Unfortunately, I could tell that the actual owner of the company was a little disturbed by my 
position. I don’t know if it had to do with lack of credentials, where I was from, or my race, but 
once I made his radar things began to slow down. At the time, I had a lot of friends that were 
unemployed. I tried to get one of my boys hired at the job. When my boy got the interview he 
said that I showed him how to work the computers and files so he would be a good fit for the job. 
This got back to the owner who then decided that I needed to be fired because I showed someone 
who didn’t work for the company private files. I never showed anyone anything, but I think that 
was his green light to get me out. I had just moved into my own place, and now that I was 
unemployed I decided that working wasn’t my thing anymore. I went full time into the streets. 
 
Now without a job, I started selling bud. I delved into music a little more. Every day, I would go 
to the studio. Every day, I had a gun and some drugs on me. Again I was back on autopilot. 
About 3 months after losing my job, I was coming home from the studio and got pulled over in 
my friend’s car. My boy was clearly high in the passenger seat and began arguing with the 
police. They asked him to step out the car. Once they had him in hand cuffs they asked me to 
step out. I refused. The cop on the passenger side proceeded to pull out his gun on me and told 
me not to move. The other officer on my side pulled out his Taser and told me to get out of the 
vehicle. I said no again.  
 



The officer on my driver’s side proceeded to open my door and pop my seat belt and pull me out 
of the car. As he pulled me out of the car, my gun fell onto the floor off of my waist. They began 
to punch and kick me to the floor and put handcuffs on me. I was taken to the local precinct. 
They explained that they would let my friends go if I signed a statement on myself. So I did. 
After this incident this was my first encounter with Suffolk County jails Riverhead, Yaphank and 
Nassau.  
 
After a month sitting in county, I was able to bail out of jail. After fighting the case for a while I 
was offered a six-five split, which is 6 months jail time and 5 years probation. I always felt like I 
could have beat the case because the cops didn’t have a right to pull me over. When my lawyer 
filed for a motion of discovery, the officers’ report stated that they pulled me over for a crooked 
license plate. The officers took pictures of my friend’s car, but the license plate in the pictures 
was straight as an arrow. At this time I was too scared to fight it in fear that they would take their 
plea bargain back and I would be facing 3 ½ to 7 years again. So I took the plea bargain. 
 
 


