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Personal Narrative

My name is Raheem Anglis Grant, and I was born and raised in East 

New York, Brooklyn. I was the first born out of four.  My sister was born 

3 years after me. Then came my brother 11 years after me, then my 

youngest brother was born 16 years after me.  My mother was 18 

years old when she had me, which to my experience is why my life was

tougher than my siblings. All four of us do not have the same father, 

which was difficult for me because I only had one grandparent 

compared to my sister, brothers and cousin having their father’s side 

of the family in their life. My mother’s mother died before I was born, 

so all I have is pictures and stories about who she was as a person.  As 

for my grandfather, (my mother’s father) he lived with my mother, my 

sister, and me in our 3 bedroom apartment.  My sister and I shared a 

room and my mother and grandfather had their own.  My grandfather 

would do the best that he could to keep a smile on his grandkids face. 

Though he had a job, I never knew what he did for a living nor 

bothered to ask my mother about it. I just always looked forward to the

weekly allowance he would give to me every Friday: Candy bars and 5 

dollars.

I was 7 years old receiving these types of blessings from my 

grandfather but yet wished I could receive more like my sister and 

cousin would from their grandparents on their father side of the family. 

"My father" was adopted, so I don't have any information on his side of 

the family and was told neither did he.  Unlike my siblings, I’m the only

one who didn't have my father in my life.  My father was in prison from 

the day I was born, all the way till I reached the age of 11.  Close to the

end of my father’s incarceration is when he decided to start contacting 

me through phone calls.  Whenever he would call, we would talk as 

long as he was permitted, and he always would say a prayer to me 

before hanging up.  When my father finally came home from prison, he

attempted to rekindle our relationship by spending time and buying 
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things for me.  That bond ended shortly after two weeks of spending 

time with one another.  We were total strangers to each other. What 

made me look at him differently was something that he said.  He told 

me “I brought you into this world and I will take you out.”  For whatever

reason he said it, at that age, I felt it wasn’t appropriate to say that to 

me, especially being that we really didn't know each other. That was 

the first and last time that I ever seen or heard from my father again.  

My mother raised me with morals, so I always showed respect for

my elders.  The main thing that she made me focus on is that I see 

how it feels to not have a father in my life and to make sure that when 

I get older to not make my kids feel the same pain.  Of all the instances

when I did not listen to my mother, she really had my attention with 

that statement. Being a single parent of two, she did the best she 

could.  It’s never been a time that I was hungry or didn't have the 

latest fashion to wear for school.  I really put my mother through a lot 

growing up.  I was terrible in school. She would constantly get calls 

from my school about my behavior, mainly for fighting.  I hated getting

calls from school because I knew what was in store for me when I 

would got home.  I was very rebellious. I would get whipped with 

broom sticks, shoes, or whatever she can reach to discipline me at that

moment. I even got whipped with an extension cord while in the 

shower. I was so rebellious that I would run away from home every 

chance that I got.

 I always looked up to the older guys in my neighborhood and 

would usually find myself hanging around them trying to learn new 

things.  The main thing I learned was to sell drugs.  I was 12 years old 

when I ran away from home this time, and I took some drugs to 

another state for one of the older guys I hung out with.  While in 

Elizabeth City, North Carolina, I was an accomplice to an armed 

robbery and lied to the police about my age telling them that I was 18 

years old.  This was my very first experience getting arrested and 
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shoved into the back seat of a police car.  They found out that I wasn't 

18 when I was being processed simply because I didn’t know my social 

security number.  They called my mother, found out my age, and was 

also told that I was a runaway from NYC.

After spending two weeks in a juvenile facility, I found myself on 

a one way trip back to New York shackled from waist to feet on a plane.

My mother met me at the airport, and I was released into her custody. I

remember vividly coming home to some really bad news that day. One 

of my best friends was shot and killed by a rival gang member. I was 

devastated. My state of mind was chaotic due to this being the first 

time losing a close friend to gun violence. To this day, I felt that if I was

there, it probably wouldn’t have happened the way it did. With the 

reputation of fighting along with going out of State to make money and

getting arrested, I gained a great amount of respect from the older 

guys I looked up to. I was considered the “go to guy” if you wanted 

things situated without getting caught, simply because I was young 

and knew what I was doing . If it was selling drugs or beating someone 

up who owed money, I was that heartless young dude for the job. 

I had a female cousin who dated a well-known drug dealer 

named Ron. Ron got to liking me a lot. He owned a few buildings on 

Franklin and Union. He also owned a fleet of vehicles to. Ron was the 

first person who taught me how to drive. He also was the first to let me

explore what it’s really like to be in the drug game by letting me sell 

drugs out of one of the apartment buildings he owned. I was 14 years 

old at the time and was giving a gun for my protection…. I was 15 

years old when Ron got killed by his best friend for money. I was 

seriously hurt because I knew his so called best friend and was 

confused upon why and how it happened. 

At 16 years old, I landed a summer youth job from the summer 

youth program working for MTA. This was my very first time making 

money legally and it felt good to me as well.  I met a few others at the 
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summer youth program who were the same age as me and was more 

eager to make money as if this was their only source to get it, but after

witnessing what happened to Ron, it was hard to trust anyone. Even 

though I worked at the summer youth job, I still felt that I needed to 

make more money than I did. 

When school started in September, I found myself not attending 

like I was supposed to. I would cut school and meet up with a friend of 

mine (Jermaine) who lived in a building where there was heavy drug 

activity going on from the first floor all the way up to the top floor of 

the building . Everything from coke to crack, weed to dope was being 

sold all in one building and I knew all of the major dealers who were 

selling it. It was easy for me to play a position do to my recent 

experience with the older guys I grew up with and my cousin’s 

boyfriend, Ron. At this time, I was helping pay my mother's bills along 

with putting groceries in the fridge and buying my own clothes. My 

mother didn't approve of this but it wasn't nothing she could say or do 

to stop me from being the person I was determined to be. She would 

say things but it would go in one ear and out of the other. Everyone in 

the neighborhood knew what I was doing, and I simply didn't care 

about it. I felt because I was doing what others couldn't do at my age, 

like help pay my mother bills and put food on the table, that I was 

doing the right thing so my thoughts were, “who gives a fuck what you 

think”!! .  And this was when the “I don't give a fuck attitude” came 

into my life. 

A neighbor who lived on the next floor beneath me for as long as 

I could remember, had a nephew (John) who would come through every

summer. We would grow closer every summer he would visit. Every 

time he would visit, he would vent about getting involved with what I 

was doing. He was witness the benefits I would reap from selling drugs,

but his aunt was very strict. She would try her best to always keep us 

apart from one another. I was 17 and so was he. It was inevitable that 
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one day we would eventually play out what we've planned, regardless 

of what his aunt felt about me. John's father lived in Pennsylvania. John

also went to school out in Pennsylvania, so he already had established 

a reputation out there for being someone who would go back and forth 

from Pennsylvania to New York. 

One summer day, I was asked by John to come and spend two 

weeks with him out in Pennsylvania. This was the break I was looking 

for. I gathered up two pounds of weed and hopped on the greyhound 

bus heading towards Pennsylvania. I got rid of everything! I sold to 

every ethnic group of people that John had known. After everything 

was gone, I was on the next bus smoking to New York to get more. 

When I came back to Pennsylvania, I was introduced to one of John's 

best friend named Rico. 

My relationship with Rico became closer than the one I had with 

John. Rico parents had money, lots of money. The nearest neighbor 

they had was a mile away from their home. We used to be in Rico’s 

back yard shooting disks flung from a disk sling shooter, that's how rich

his parents were. As time went on, John faded away and Rico and I 

became inseparable. When Rico parents moved to Ohio in 1993, he left

with them. Rico called me to visit him out in Ohio, and once again, I felt

this was the break I needed. The year was 1994, I felt like I've reached 

my peak at 19 years old.  I had developed a strong relationship with 

the people that Rico introduced me to in Ohio. When his parents 

moved "back" to Pennsylvania, Rico left with them also. I decided to 

stay in Ohio to continue building on my empire. 

The people I was introduced to by Rico became family to me. 

They showed me the major areas in the city: where to have fun and 

where to make money.  As time went on, me and my new family played

a major role in being suppliers for whatever drug that was wanted in 

every housing complex in the city of Dayton Ohio.  We sold coke, dope,

weed, pills. I would bring some of my new family back to New York and 
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show them a good time. I even introduced them to the connections I 

had, so they would be able to come to New York on their own if they 

chose.  My new family gained a great amount of trust and respect for 

me, and it was naturally easy for me to return it back to them.  Money 

came easy for me, and I couldn't stop wanting more of it.  I always felt 

that my city needed something from Ohio and Ohio needed something 

from New York, proudly using the phrase "one hand washes the other." 

I would bring guns from Ohio in exchange for drugs in New York. Bullets

and bullet proof vests were also a major demand that I was able to 

make happen. 

I had the entire East New York area putting in orders and 

anxiously waiting for me to come back from Ohio with their orders. The

Year was 1999 when I received a knock on my front door and got a 

huge surprise. When I looked through the peak hole, I thought my eyes

were deceiving me. It was John. I was happy to see him; I had a lot to 

show and tell him. And I knew he had a lot to show and tell me.  My 

first question was "how did you find me."  My mother had given him 

my address, and he looked me up in the phone book. He was stationed 

on an army base with his wife and two kids. They lived just 15 minutes 

away from me, so the trip was like going to the nearest store for him. 

He told me he had gotten a dishonorable discharge from the army and 

that his wife was still in the service. He never told me why he was 

discharged. What's crazy about it is I never asked him. I gave him a 

rundown on what I was doing and how I was doing it. He gave me his 

story on how he couldn't find work and how things has been hard for 

him since he's been discharged from the service.  Regardless of the 

risk I was taking, John wanted to be a part of it without any hesitation. 

John was my best friend and I was happy to have someone from back 

home to be a part of what I was doing, so it was no problem for me to 

show him the ropes. 
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We always stayed reminiscing on how things were when we was 

young and comparing it to how far we've come. We both were 24 and 

felt that we achieved a lot for our ages. He enrolled into the service, 

got married, and had two kids. I had become the hood rich individual 

I've always dreamed of becoming.  Everyone from Brooklyn to Ohio 

knew what I was into, and I didn't care.  Every trip I would make from 

Ohio back to New York, I would give my mother and sister money and 

would take my brothers shopping. My bond with my family was always 

close so it was never an issue to share my investments. 

Ohio 2001, things were going beautiful for me and John—money 

wise, but as the days went by I noticed a significant change in his 

behavior. For two weeks he was with another friend of ours (Jay) who 

lived in Connecticut. They both got into a shootout with a group of 

individuals who felt threatened by their actions upon getting money in 

their area. John left Connecticut with a story to tell but didn't inform me

thoroughly on what really happened. I was at John house when he got a

call from the FBI. The look on his face explained more than what he 

told me the call was really about: Ohio, March 3, 2001.  I was waiting 

on John to come to my house for about 6 hours. He would call me 

almost every hour to see if I was still home waiting on him, and he 

would tell me not to leave because he had something to show me.  

When he finally arrived, it was only me and my brother who I had 

custody of at the house. What John had to show me, was absolutely 

nothing! 

I was told by the ATF agents that I've been under investigation 

for a full year.. I laughed to myself knowing if that were true, they had 

the perfect opportunity to catch me red handed with a trunk full of 

guns or drugs on the highway crossing state lines. The only thing I had 

in my possession was a friend of mine registered handgun and a scale 

that I used to weigh the drugs on which they used as evidence against 

me by scraping resin from it proving that it was used for drugs.  Being 
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a felon with possession of a firearm and paraphernalia was enough to 

convict me, but not good enough in the eyes of the ATF agents who felt

that they were gonna catch me with an arsenal and tons of drugs.. I 

kept all the drugs, money and guns in John's garage on base, which is 

why I felt he cooperated with the Feds.. I was sentenced to 97 months 

in a federal correctional institution for drug trafficking. 

Regardless of what I was doing for a living, I had a very good 

rapport with my neighbors so they were extremely devastated upon 

my arrest. Five years into my sentence is when I was transferred to 

another prison where the majority of the facility was programming and 

enrolled myself into a program called RDAP.   RDAP is a program 

designed to dig deep into your inner self and to become a productive 

citizen when released back into society.  For me, it was a blessing in 

disguise to attend this program because I mentally found myself. I was 

so in tuned with programming that after graduating from the class they

made me a peer assistant to help others who were struggling with their

inner self. Knowing who I am and what's my purpose in life was a 

feeling I experienced while in prison, and I strongly believe that I 

wouldn't had gained knowledge of self and wisdom without the help of 

the RDAP. 

Of all the blessings I've been through in prison, receiving my GED

was the best of my accomplishments. I've proven to myself that I can 

do anything if I put my mind into it and started dedicating myself to 

show others that they can achieve their goals by doing the same. 

When I came home in 2008, I seen how much society has changed for 

the worse since I've been away. I made a promise to myself to NEVER 

fall victim again to the streets and to help those who were in need of 

my assistance. In 2010, I was introduced to Man Up Inc. by a childhood 

friend who had seen the change in me and felt that I would be a 

perfect candidate for the mission. After going through tests and 

understanding what the goal was, I knew for a fact that this was 
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something that was meant for me to be a part of. From then until now, 

I've been on a mission to help others better themselves as if I was put 

on this planet to do just that. My goal is to continue to carry on this 

mission to the day I die. 


