
L e t t e r  # 1 a : A b d u l
After enduring the abuse of his stepmother for far too long, Abdul decides to leave home. Believing that he
knew how to survive in the streets, he would soon find that he was in for a rude awakening.

I was a single child of two parents, whom were never married, but loved me very
much. I’ve lived a dual life for many years because on my father’s side of the family
everyone mostly worked, went to church, didn’t get high or drink, and didn’t even use
foul language. But yet, on my mother’s side of the family, were another matter, players,
hustlers, con men, boosters (professional shop lifters), Hoe’s, pimps, bank robbers, and
drug dealers.

My father married a woman, other than my biological mother, whom became my
stepmother and as a child I received everything I needed and wanted, clothes, a nice
room, etc. The only thing they wouldn’t buy me was a mini bike, because they thought I
would probably kill myself on it, due to my best friend having one. However, there was a
major problem in the household, my stepmother would beat me - somethin’ somethin’
crazy, with anything she could find or pick-up. This made me become very rebellious
towards authority figures.

One of my biggest issues was my stepmother’s dislike for my biological mother and
the lifestyle of some family members, which were mostly on my mother’s side. Therefore,
I was told, “Don’t hang out with this type of people or that type of people”, “don’t be out
after dark”, “don’t do that”, “don’t do this”, don’t, don’t, don’t” without reason I felt.

The older I became the more rebellious and the more anger grew in me and the more
my stepmother felt she couldn’t control me, the more she would punish or beat me to make
me into what she felt I wasn’t. My father would be working a lot so he wasn’t home most of
the time to correct or talk to me. I began to believe that my stepmother was treating me
like she was because I wasn’t her son by birth.

My stepmother was a heavy woman, who used to slap fire outta me, which I began
to expect when I felt she felt I did something wrong and I started to duck and weave her
slaps. Being small at the time, I started to learn early on how to pick up on little things
like that and started using them as survival skills in which I learned to box from all that
ducking and weaving her slaps.

When I reached thirteen years old my stepmother beat me for the last time, because
I told her one-day, “If you hit me ever again I’ll kill ya.” She looked at me like I done lost
my mind, but the look she seen in my eyes gave her doubts if I would actually try to do
it, so she just let me go at that. However, I sensed that wasn’t the end of it though.

I ran away from home that night after my father came home and went right to sleep
from working his three thirty pm to midnight shift. I jumped from my bedroom window on
the second floor and went to my grandmother’s and mother’s house.

After a few days had passed my father came there looking for me and I explained to
him that I didn’t and couldn’t take it living with his wife and him not being there most of
the time didn’t help. He agreed to let me stay with my grandmother and mother a little
while longer. Eventually I returned back to my father’s house, but it still wasn’t working
for me. Before I turned fourteen years old, I just got up and moved out for good.

However, in thinking, in my mind, I was old enough and had all the answers, I
learned quickly that responsibility came with thinking like that; still going to school, need-
ing to buy my own clothes, lunch and food. I soon realized I was going to need money.
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Discussions Questions

1. Explain the dynamics of Abdul’s family and why its impact was so negative.

2. Prior to leaving home, could Abdul have taken a bad situation and found anything good about
it to avoid becoming a criminal?

3. Who or what were the influences on Abdul’s life? How so?

4. Abdul stated that he used to live two lives. What were they?

Journal Entry: What have you learned after reading this letter and how can this information be
helpful to you or someone you know?
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L e t t e r  # 1 b :  A b d u l
Embracing the influences of his mother’s side of the family, Abdul begins a life of crime to survive. His hate for
authority drive his ambition. Abdul becomes a drug dealer and ignores the number one rule; do not get high
with your own supply. He soon pays the price for his carelessness.

It was during this time when the influences of my family on my mother’s side kicked in
and before I knew it I began selling drugs (heroin and weed), which was easy for me to get
up front because my aunt was in a relationship with one of the biggest drug dealers in town.

I was handling the situation pretty well for about a year and a half until I started get-
ting high with my own supplies. Not long after I started getting involved with crime.
Inevitably it happened, I got arrested. My first arrest was at the age of sixteen with my
uncle as my co-defendant, on a robbery and burglary beef. Once I got out of that situation I
began doing fairly well for about two years and during that time I became known as a pro-
fessional booster (shoplifter) to feed a coke habit, which had gotten out of control and my
life went out of control with it.

During this point in my life I tallied up a lot of misdemeanor arrests for shoplifting
items under twenty five thousand dollars. This would go on for about six years until late
1988, when I became tired and said to myself, “I’m tired of this madness of what and who I
had become in life; I need a change.” In 1989 I went back to school, this time beauty school
but yet again, while doing so I started selling drugs. This time I became one of the biggest
cocaine sellers around my way.

I was arrested with almost a half kilo of coke and received a twenty-five year to life
sentenced for an A-One possession felony. It’s called constructive possession when some-
one else has control of the drugs by power or cohering. It was two other guys and one
female who got arrested with me and from this scenario. My life was over because the
female co-defendant became an expert witness for the State and put a knife right in us.

For these fifteen years since that day, coming to prison was a big adjustment for me
because it was the first real big time for other than county jail that I had been faced
with. I hated authority figures and I hated the popo (correction officers) in my face with
all that rule bull. Therefore, my first two to five years and I was catching tickets (infrac-
tion) left and right for disobeying the rules and for threats, etc. But then I started to
realize that I wanted to get out of prison and go home one day. I didn’t want to die or get
killed before that day came and the way I was going wasn’t going to help make matters
any better, so I started to get my act together. I hope you and your teen friends will take
heed because everyone does not make it out of their experiences to learn from them; it
only takes one grave mistake that can cost you your life.

If I could tell the youth of today anything, I would say, “Don’t mess up your life grow-
ing up too fast, because in doing so life actually passes you by. It’s best to pay attention
and listen to your family and loved ones who are giving you some positive advise; as some
tools you can use to your benefit.” Life is too short to live it behind these iron walls filled
with pain, hurt evil and lost dreams. Though there are a lot of cases of prisoners finding
themselves and their talents to becoming a better person and all that, everyone does not
make past the experiences of prison.

Be wise and learn from the mistakes of others, find yourself and your talents on the
outside rather than the inside of prison. In prison you do not know who you may have to
become (thug, killer, or someone’s play thing) in order to make it out. Don’t think it cannot
happen, because it always does to people who think it cannot and have entered behind these
iron walls. Believe me, you don’t want to have to go to prison to learn that for yourself,
just take my fifteen years of advice instead.
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In life you have to be ready to give something up, because one day you will realize
that what you’ve liked or believed was good for you, may not have been at all. Usually
it’s the things we tend to hate that really are best for us; like school, listening to our par-
ents and loved ones and working. The big game of life has two parts, the wrong way and
the right way, understanding that you cannot have it both ways. Choose the wrong way
and it may eventually kill you, so think about it, do you need to take the risk?

Please don’t always think that experience is the best teacher because like I’d men-
tioned before, everyone does not always live through their experiences to learn from them.
It is better to be wise and learn from others and their experiences, chances are you will
live through those. I’m living proof for you and for whomever else that needs to listen.

A quote for today’s youth, “If you keep on doing what you always did, you will
always get what you always got.” If I was able to do this all over again, you best believe,
that I would make better choices in life than before.

When you truly have love for yourself you will do what is best for you. Stay away
from drugs and situations that will cause you harm, only then you will be able to have love
for someone else and respect for life. Accomplishing that will give you the experience
respect from love and life as you live your life the right way.

Abdul/Attica Prison

Discussions Questions

1. How did Abdul end up in prison?

2. What was the big adjustment that Abdul faced while in prison?

3. How did this change his views?
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4. What is Abduls message to today’s youth?

Journal Entry: What have you learned after reading this letter and how can this information be
helpful to you or someone you know?
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