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At an early age, I discovered both my parents were hustlers and addicted to heroin. Because of 
their struggles with addiction, my parents were deemed “incapable and unfit.” The impact of 
their absence affected my life in a major way. Subsequently, I was placed in the foster care 
system with a "stable family" to be loved and protected. Within days/weeks/months, I was 
removed immediately after it was revealed I was being locked in the closet and molested by my 
foster brother. I started running away after being shuffled from home to home. Then, it seemed 
like the best option. Unbeknownst to me, it was the beginning of a downward spiral and the 
continuing of a vicious cycle.  
 
Growing up in an urban environment often is the introduction to the ills of society. This may not 
be the case for everyone, but for me it was. Adapting to the street life was a way to cope with the 
harsh realities of the street. More importantly, it was the only available means of survival. I 
became affiliated with those that were considered "major players". There was a silent oath I took 
as a young girl surrounded by hustlers and og's who cautioned me to always "pay attention". I 
did just that. I watched and knew who was who. When approached by a lieutenant to hold some 
guns, I agreed. I began holding guns in my grandmother's apartment. Opening the door to a 
whole new world that quickly escalated to a life of crime. 
 
By the time I turned 14 years old, I was arrested and charged with robbery and assault in the first 
degree. I was sentenced to a 1 1/2 to 3 and sent upstate to a juvenile detention center. After 
serving eighteen months, I returned to my grandmother's apartment. Things were the same but 
different. My parents’ addiction worsened as they both cycled in and out of prison. Some of the 
things were buried deep within. I knew things were out of control, but I didn't know what to do. 
The idea of "I have to survive at all cost" was a constant reminder that remained in the forefront 
of my thoughts. The pain I carried festered inside of me. My behaviors became more reckless 
and risky. Although I would tell people that I was alright, I was far from alright. The pain was 
unbearable and slowly manifested. I continued on my journey; a black girl lost. 
 
At this point I was 16, I went AWOL from the agency and encountered the criminal justice 
system numerous times. Yet, I was in no way prepared for the events that would follow. 
Unfortunately, at 16 years old, I was convicted as an adult and sentenced to a 3 1/2 to 7 year 
term, to be served at the Bedford Hills Correctional Facility (the only maximum penitentiary for 
women in the state of New York). I was hit three times at the parole board. After serving six 
years, I was finally conditionally released. I no longer wanted to be in the projects, so I paroled 
to a friend’s house. I started hustling again while looking for employment; which seemed to be to 
no avail. Again, there would be a new set of challenges and issues to face: medical coverage, 
housing and employment to name a few. I was sent to the HRA office and told to apply for 
public assistance. It was new and frustrating experience. I had to navigate the system on a 
completely different level. Although I was overwhelmed, I decided to enroll in college. 
Obtaining my bachelor's degree is one of the most significant accomplishments in my life. It 
opened new doors in my mind. Yet, my mindset didn't change and my behaviors reflected just 
that. 
 



Unfortunately, I was arrested and charged with attempted murder. I shut down emotionally and 
mentally. The entire world stopped. To say I was devastated would be an understatement. I blew 
trial and was sentenced to 9 years. The support system I created personally and professionally 
became essential to my survival. No one was more disappointed in myself than I. Silently, I 
vowed to turn my life around; that meant moving towards the pain. I began to process and 
redirect my life. I felt compelled to inspire and justice-involved youth would be my focus. 
 
Upon being released, I was contacted by a friend and offered a position at Good Shepherd; 
interviewed and here I am. This job has afforded me the opportunity to be a part of saving lives, 
and I am honored. There has been a great deal of events contributing to this chosen path. I have 
turned these experiences into well-learned lessons; solely based on the trials and tribulations I've 
endured. These experiences added tremendous value to my character and spirit – and ultimately 
shaping the woman I am becoming. 
 
It is a process and there are levels to true transformation. One has to be awakened in such way 
even in the darkness, a very dim light lays waiting to illuminate a greater path. If one could see 
that light it is indeed possible to inspire a nation.  
 


