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She had 5 children over the course
of 7 years by 4 different men.

I never understood what mommy
considered a “good man.”



He was a crack addict
and constantly stole
Christmas presents
and birthday money.

Then she married someone she 
thought would be a “good man.”



I sat outside my home and listened
to my sister scream for help.

Then one day, this “good man” beat my sister,
because he didn’t have money to buy more crack.



And now I’m stuck at home,
alone every day with this “good man.”

THE END

This “good man” forced
everyone I loved to leave.



The Good Man
ORIGINAL JOURNAL ENTRY
by Terra

I began my life as a quiet little girl. I was sweet, innocent and naïve. I sat back and 

watched as my family began to self-destruct. My mother was a teen mom by the age 

of 16.  I was her last born at the age of 22. My mother had 5 children over the course 

of 7 years by four different men. As I got older, I watched my mother marry a crack 

head who seemed to be a “good man.” I never understood what her criteria was for 

a “good man.” I watched my mother cry every night and lash out on my siblings to 

release frustration caused by her “good man” who was an addicted crack head who 

constantly stole Christmas presents and the birthday money. Then one day, I sat 

outside of my home while this “good man” beat my sister, because he didn’t have 

money to buy more crack. At the age of seven I sat outside my home and listened to 

my sister scream for help. By the age of eight, I watched this “good man” walk back 

into my home and one by one force my siblings, the closest people to me, to leave 

not only my home but my family too. And now I’m stuck at home, alone everyday with 

this “good man.”



Everyone needs to eat, but they can’t
always afford to. Like my mommy.

Mommy would go to the store, but she
could only get enough food for one night.



We would all go home and she
would cook the food and feed us.

But I knew that there
wasn’t enough food for her.



So every day, I ate just a little bit
and drank big glasses of water.

That way I would feel full
and I could offer her the rest.



She kept telling me
to eat, because
I needed the strength
to learn and grow.

So she would take the food,
because everyone needs to eat.

THE END

But I would tell her that I get lunch 
at school, so I’m full of energy.



Dinner Time
ORIGINAL JOURNAL ENTRY
by Malachi

I remember when mom used to go to the grocery store and only have enough money 

for one night’s dinner. She would get what she could to make sure my little brother 

and sister and I were fed. When we got home she would cook and feed us. I always 

realized that it wasn’t enough for her, so I ate a little and drank big glasses of wa-

ter. I would feel full and offer her the rest. She told me to eat, because I needed the 

strength for school and cheer practice tomorrow. I would tell her, I’m only in first grade 

momma. I always have energy after school. Of course she would take it, because she 

knows I get school lunch. I did this all the time, and it always made her proud.



I have three big brothers.
I love them very much, but they
don’t always do the right thing.



The first one is in prison
because he tried to rob a bank.



My second brother is in prison 
because he shot a man eleven 
times in broad daylight.

The man owed my brother money,
but didn’t pay it back.



And then there’s
my third brother.

Some man tried to rape him in a bathroom,
so he choked that man to death.



I love my big brothers,

but they don’t always do the right thing.
THE END

My Big Brothers
ORIGINAL JOURNAL ENTRY
by Angie

My big brothers have been in jail since I was 7, 8, and 10. My first brother has been 

in jail since 2005.  He got 15 years to life, because this guy tried to rape him in a 

public bathroom, so my brother chocked him to death. Later on, when they took 

him in, they found the guy’s skin under his fingernails. The thing is, my brother was 

mentally crazy, so they wanted him in a hospital, not jail, but he refused to go and 

wanted to be in jail. Now he regrets that. From 2005 to 2009 I didn’t see him. I only 

talked on the phone with him. When I did visit him in 2010 he looked so different. 

He was bald. We talked for like three hours about life and stuff. When he was about 

to leave I cried, because I missed him all those years. These days I get to see my 

brother often, like every six months. I saw him three weeks ago, and we brought him 

the food he asked for, because it was a food visit. He asked for pecan pie, BBQ ribs, 

cheesecake, macaroni, and butterfly shrimp. It takes 3-4 hours to get to the place. 

When we get to the place we have to wait until my brother comes down. When he 

sees the food all he does is smile. There is a special chair the inmates have to sit in, 

and one time I sat in the chair without knowing. The police told me why I couldn’t sit 

there. My brother said every time we visit him always bring me, because only three 

people can visit. Usually it’s my mom, my twin brother or my big sister, and me. He 

loves when we visit him, and I love visiting him.

My second big brother went to jail when I was 10. It was 2008 at the time. He got 

sentenced to 18 years in jail for attempting to rob a bank. I don’t know what bank it 

was. I just know it was he and some other guys trying to rob the bank with a gun. 

First it was dumb on his part, because he got caught on camera.   (continued) 
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Second, his so called homie snitched on him. And third he couldn’t even run from 

the police. When I found out he went to jail I was like, “Dannnnng” that is crazy. This 

brother was never in my life for real, so his going to jail didn’t really affect me. When 

he was in jail he rarely called us, but when he did two years later I was surprised, and 

I talked to him for a while about life. The only person who visits him is his father. My 

mom and I don’t visit, because he used to be in California and now he’s in Florida. 

There my mom can’t go. Now I only talk to him every now and then on the phone. 

When I get a car I will go visit him, but I have to be 18. Even though he was barely in 

my life I still actually miss him.

My third big brother went to jail when I was 8 and he was 18. It was 2006 at the 

time. On October 16, 2006 my brother got sentenced to jail for murder This is how it 

happened. This man owed my brother some money, but he never paid him back, so 

one day, in broad daylight, my brother went out and shot him like 11 times and killed 

him. But why would he kill him in daylight? That’s kind of dumb right? But anyways, 

I found out he was in jail for murder, because he was on the news later that night. 

When I saw that I was sad, because he was the best brother ever, and he bought and 

gave me everything I wanted. This time he couldn’t even get bailed out of jail. Three 

weeks later my mom, my big sister, and I went to his court thing. It was so boring to 

me, because I was like the only kid there. The grown people kept talking, and I didn’t 

understand what court was.  Soon they said he was sentenced to jail.

My Big Brothers
ORIGINAL JOURNAL ENTRY
(continued)



Youth Ambassadors
is an educational work
program designed to

empower underserved
teenage youth with
important life skills,
soft job skills and the
social and emotional

learning skills needed to
successfully transition

into adulthood as
community leaders.


