
                     My Life 

  
 My name is James H. Fletcher Jr, born August 11, 1983 in Baltimore, MD. I have ten brothers 

and sisters. Four on my mother side and six on my fathers. I had a strong family on both 

sides. Almost all Aunts and Uncle either grew up with their spouse or been together for many 

years.  

  My beginning years my father and mother were just splitting. I could remember the time it 

all happened. I was very young the night my mother came home with my new born brother in 

a baby seat. My mother and father went into a room for a while. When they return my 

mother was leaving. I gave her a hug before she asked me if I wanted to leave with her? I 

didn’t. I didn’t know what was going on at the time. I had no understanding of their 

separation and why. (To this day, my mother strongly believe I love my father more than 

her). 

 My next memory was me living with my mother. I was the only child with her at the time. I 

don’t remember where my brother was at the time but it was just us. This day my mother has 

taken me to this apartment. I don’t remember nobody answering the door. What I do 

remember is her giving me a cold bath in a big empty house. I was crying because I was cold 

and wanted to go home to my father. I wouldn’t say I was hollering and screaming. I was 

whinnying. I remember her telling me to shut numerous times. Next thing I know my head 

was being held under water. I can’t tell you what was going through my mother mind? I know 

she was young, not to short of 18 and my dad was 15. But yes, she held my head under water 

for what seemed like forever.  

 Life after that with my mother was okay. We lived in a nice home on West Baltimore St, I had 

4 little brothers and a cool stepdad. Marice Aye was a good man that worked hard. When I 

was little because he beat me and would tell my father every time. But nevertheless, he did 

his best. Every Christmas and birthdays were joyful. His only problem was his hands. He 

would beat my mother behind. I never knew why but it was like every other day. I remember 

calling the police numerous times. 

 By the time I hit 3rd grade things were starting to change. I had already failed first grade 

because my behavior. I started acting out (I left out some info that helped sculpt my future. I 

was sexually abused by a female baby sister and her two twin friends. And my third-grade 

year, I was kicked in my testacies by a friend. To this day I still have no children. The crazy  

 



     

    thing was I was with my dad. I can recall the day it happens. I had gotten I trouble in school 

and my father was waiting at home. When I got there, I was order to pull down my pants. He 

seen the blood-stained draws and still beat me.  

  My mother had begun coming on hard times. She and my step-dad had separated and things 

were getting worst for us. I remember going to my father house for the weekend and coming 

home to our things moved to a neighbor house. Somewhere in that time my mother was 

getting high. It did not take long for my father to come get me. It was dead in winter. Snow 

was on the ground and everything. It was my father, uncle Daryl and cousin Oliver. Each of us 

carried a bag all the way from west Baltimore (Baltimore and Hilton) to North Baltimore 

(Stricker St and Whitcher St)- and the snow. 

 With my father I spent most of my time living with my grandmother. Here I discovered what I 

was to become as a child. I was a trouble child. I started stealing, lying more for no reason 

and stealing more. And it didn’t help that my grandmother was starting to take in some of 

her grandchildren. Not only was the house over crowded, I became a protector of the rest of 

my siblings. With that attitude, I took it to school. I remember getting a beating in school 

(honestly, though my dad had been in my life and taught me life lessons. He was always there 

when it was time to release his anger. But when it came to me doing good, he was never 

there). I tried everything from basketball, boy scouts, singing, rapping and even missing so 

much school that I rarely passed while he went out and had children. Life at that time was 

difficult for me. I couldn’t go nowhere or talk to no body. My little girlfriends would break up 

with me because when they called my house my father would be tripping. I’ll tell yall an 

incident that that I was way wrong but it shows how much my father was not mentally right. I 

had this big crush on this girl we called Ro-Ro (Rolanda Davis). One day I stole 520 from Uncle 

Irving and gave her $20 because someone stole her picture money. Well, my father and uncle 

figured it out and a homeboy told on me. We found where she lived and my father did the 

craziest thing every? Before we got in the car, he told her that I was a thief and for her to tell 

all her girlfriend. Even my Uncles looked at him crazy. This was 6th grade. 

 Middle school was no better for me. I was still going back and forth from grandma to my 

father. I guess I was that bad. My father to be, illiterate was very verbally abusive. I 

remember him calling me the oldest but dummies, keeping me from school to watch kids, nit 

letting me play school sports because of whatever. And any lie he says I have proof he’s a lie. 

There were two incidents between me and him that shaped my life and respect for him (now, 

I love my father and would do anything for him. But I know he’s... let's just say I know my 

father). I was in the 9th grade and working at Mcdonalds on Greenmount Ave and 29th and 

going Transition High School in East Baltimore. I think it was November when this happen. I 

had given my father the $240 for rent he requested (mind you even when I had a job-summer  

 



 

job in middle school he would find some way to get my money). I clearly asked him if I could 

keep my December pay so I could get my brothers and sisters Christmas gift, and the in 

January I would make that up and he agreed. Would you believe on my payday he forgot 

what he said and started a fight with me and threw me out the house. Then I left my 

bedroom set and other room accessories to my sister. He pawned all of it and took the beds. 

Another time, it was Christmas time again. I had saved enough money to buy my first pair of 

Jordans. Two days before that I just received my paycheck for my assistant tutor job, $300 

dollars. At this time my father had this necklace and chain set. It was two chain and a 

bracelet. I used to hear my uncles tease him about it being fake but I believed him when he 

said it was real. I wanted it but he wouldn’t give it to me. That changed this day. He knew I 

just got paid and made his move. And he didn’t ask for 50, 100 nor 150. He $240. And he 

bugged me all day until I gave in. I was supposed to go out with friends later that night. To 

Remind you he never let me do nothing. Earlier that day he told me I couldn’t go. But after he 

got my money it was ok now. But I couldn’t now because I wouldn’t have enough. That night I 

watched him roll dice and loose it all. This abuse continued all my teenage life. He would 

have me do his work at his job and leave me there. When it came time for school I nothing. I 

had to beg my aunts or uncle for supplies or my Aunt Tanya had to force him to get it, School! 

There was this time I came to realize my mother and my father only did for me because they 

had no choice. My father hadn’t gotten me or my sister Tericka a pair of shoes in like two 

years. It was almost school time. I came out to the car to help him with our stuff for the first 

time. He showed me the shoes He had gotten me. Man, I was excited. It was Timberlands. 

Not the boots though. I was still happy. The look in his eye’s made me feel like he was mad. 

Like me being happy he got me some shoes was wrong. 

 With my father nothing was good enough. My schools even tried to get involved. They saw 

my potential. Basketball, soccer, chess, rapping and singing. I had to watch kids. And when I 

wasn’t successful, I was a failure. But he was the one that held me back. 

High School, after 9th grade and my dad put me out, I turned to the streets and spent 13yrs in 

prison. Age 14-32 prison. No real social life, no education, some family and no life. Sitting in 

the all I could do was think of doing better for me. 


