
Kevin Adolphus’ Narrative 
 
 

In 1978, my mom Ms. Gloria Hill met a man Henry Walker. He came to New York with 
his friend Mr. Kenneth Adolphus. Soon after arriving, my mother and Mr. Walker began a 
romance. He was also selling weed with his best friend Kenneth in Brooklyn. Henry got my 
mother pregnant with my sister Juanita Adolphus. In 1969, she was born soon after my sister was 
born. He got into altercation with some people in Brooklyn. He shot and killed someone, and 
then he fled to Trinidad. He asked his best friend to look after my mother because she already 
had my sister and she was pregnant with me. I was born June 1, 1970. My mother already 
married my father's best friend Kenneth. They started to rebuild their lives together. In 1976, my 
family packed up and move from 2108 Davidson Avenue in the Bronx to Baytown Texas. 
 

This is when the abuse started. He would come home - drunk from work and 
systematically beat on me my sister and my mother for any little thing. If I said “good morning” 
to him he would beat me. If I didn't say “good morning” to him, he would beat me. Soon after 
arriving in Texas, he lost his job as a welder. He started to sell weed. We moved to a village 
called Father Panik. It was a small housing complex in Baytown. While there I ran away 
numerous times because of my stepfather’s violent and abusive behavior. I reported numerous 
incidents of abuse to the school counselor. She would see the knots on my forehead and blood 
running out of my ears, and would question what happened to me.  
 

In 1978, he tried to coerce my mom to have me live with another relative. My maternal 
aunt and godmother refused to take custody of me. So I was forced to return to Texas with my 
family. We moved to a house on 1405 Burbank. This was a beautiful white house with a front 
and back yard, garage and three bedrooms. Little did I know of the nightmare that was about to 
begin. My bedroom was in the back of the house, next to the bathroom. I never was allowed to 
go on the living room. I was never allowed to play in the backyard. I was never allowed to play 
in the side yard. Everything I needed was in the room; television, game console and all the books 
I could read. The only time I was allowed to leave my bedroom – was to use the bathroom. This 
was the extent of my mobility throughout the house. My sister and mom would bring my meals 
to me.   
 
At the time, my mom was enrolled in nursing school. Although my stepfather and sister were 
present in the home, I had no clue what was taking place because I was banned from exploring 
the house. There were no protective factors in place for my sister and I. Because of this, my 
stepfather began to target both of us in different ways. He would exploit every opportunity to 
dehumanize and torture us. It was during this time, he would sexually abuse my sister. She was 
about 8 years old.   
 
 
In 1981, my mother finished nursing school and we came back to New York. She needed to look 
for work. We moved to 2333 Creston Avenue in the Bronx. When we moved back to the Bronx, 
my asthma was triggered. The asthma attacks were so severe that I would be in the hospital for a 
week at a time; come back home, get sick and go in the hospital again. To be away from the 
home worked to my advantage, and the asthma attacks increased. It was good to get away from 



the abuse. Eventually, the doctors convinced my mom to send me Blythedale Children's Hospital 
in Valhalla, New York. I stayed the hospital until July of 1986.  
 
I came home on my sister's birthday July 23rd 1986. Excited to see each other, we started to 
play-fight. I accidentally hit her in the stomach. She asked me not to do, so I asked her what was 
wrong with her stomach. She told me she was pregnant. Assuming that it was one of the guys in 
the neighborhood, I threatened to go outside and confront the dude responsible.  She was 
reluctant to tell me. After persistently questioning her, she told me that she was pregnant by my 
stepfather. I knew in my heart and my soul that something was wrong. We walked from 183rd 
and Creston Avenue to Montefiore Hospital. On my sister’s behalf, I spoke with the emergency’s 
room – social worker. She disclosed that she was pregnant by my stepfather. This turned our 
world upside-down. The social worker contacted child protective services and charges were filed 
against my stepfather. My godmother became my sister’s guardian. The decision was made to 
terminate the pregnancy. My mother paid for the abortion, and all allegations against my 
stepfather were dropped.  
 
 
On June 1 1996, I brought my mom home from work and grocery shopping.  As I began to 
unload her bags, my stepfather came downstairs and began shooting at me.  When he got close to 
me I grabbed the gun from him, knocked him down, shot and killed him. I went to jail.  I was 
sent to Rikers Island where I fought my case for 2 years.  When the history of my family abuse 
and my sister molestation came out the judge offed me a one shot deal of 5 years.  I took this 
deal and was sent upstate.  I didn’t like being incarcerated but I knew in my heart I was right for 
killing my abuser, my sister’s predator and my mom’s betrayer.  I do feel there is justice for kids 
growing up in abusive households!  After I came home, a few years later, I had to deal with my 
mom passing from cancer.  This broke me mentally and spiritually.  At the lowest point in life, I 
was blessed with the birth of my first daughter, Zmyia.  A year later, my twin and heart was 
born, Nikita.  I knew I had to change my life for them.  My first step was to help change the 
community in Yonkers that we were living in.  I began to mentor the youth and teens in my 
neighborhood.  I realized I wanted to do more.  I was blessed to meet some people who gave me 
a chance to be on the Parent Counsel group at Children’s Village, working with mothers and 
fathers with A.C.S cases.  My passion and drive is to build an organization that allows troubled 
teens to stay for 2-4 years, learn a trade, save money, learn skills to cope with their past and 
become leaders in their community, like me.  I want to start with my first site in NYC and later 
start one down south. My drive is to honor my Mother and teach young how to be great fathers. 
Thank you! 

 
 
 
Ras Karimu 
 


