
Jermaine Manley – Your Story 
 
My name is Jermaine Manley. I was born on August 20, 1975. I currently live on the west side of 
Harlem. I grew up on the east side of Harlem on 126th Street between Park and Lexington 
Avenue. Growing up on the streets of Harlem in the 80’s was rough on a young boy. I grew up in 
a two-parent household until the age of 12 - when they decided to divorce. My relationship with 
my parents was good, but that all changed when my mother left the family to be with another 
woman. I was confused and felt it was partially my fault. 
 
I was the only boy with three sisters. My relationship with my sisters is good. My younger sister 
and I say we are twins. At the age of 13, I became fascinated with the street life. I admired all the 
older guys on the streets and quit school. I started selling drugs and running the streets. My 
mother was gone and my father was at work all the time, so it was easy to fall into the street life. 
I developed reckless behavior by drinking and using drugs. 
 
By the age of 15, I was in the streets doing things that would ultimately change the course of my 
life and get me 26 years straight in prison as a young boy. On November 24, 1991, I and three 
other people went looking for the person that robbed one of my friends for drugs and money. We 
went out looking to get the drugs and money back. When we seen him, one thing led to another, 
and I shot him in the face with a shotgun. I understood why I was in prison but it turned a young 
boy into an uncontrollable man.  
 
I was 16 years old brown skin with curly hair, hazel eyes and skinny on Rikers Island, in addition 
to dealing with the fact that I was facing life in prison. In the 90’s, C74 was one of the worst jails 
in the United States of America. There were about 15-20 cuts happening per day. The prison 
system can and cannot work depending on the individual. I also feel the prison system serves an 
injustice to black males and is designed to break the black community. One of my greatest 
accomplishments happened the day I received my GED. When I entered the prison system, I was 
on a 3rd grade level. Attaining my degree is a big deal for me. There was never a transformation 
to greatness for me. I always knew my power. I want to give back to the youth so they will not 
take the same paths that I have. My passions for this work comes from my own testament and the 
hell fire I had to walk through in order to get where I am today. 
 


