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D
ear G

randm
other, 

I w
ish I had listened to you back then w

hen I w
as 12

, w
hen I first 

started to sell drugs. You tried to tell m
e that the street life w

as not 
for m

e, but I did not listen to you, so m
y life started to fall apart. 

Then bad things started to happen, I lost m
y m

om
 and dad then

 
I lost m

y brother and sister. Then I started to get locked up at the 
age of 15

. M
y life w

as all about C
C

JTD
C

 at the tim
e and after all 

this tim
e I’m

 still here w
ith the sam

e things going on. In m
y life 

now
 I have a new

 w
ay of doing things, so w

hen I go hom
e this tim

e 
the only thing JTD

C
 w

ill have of m
e is m

y past. 
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D
ea

r 
M
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, 

I l
ov

e 
an

d 
m
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s 
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w
ith

 a
ll

 m
y 

he
ar

t, 
an

d 
yo

u’
ve

 b
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 m
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 s
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t f
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 b
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 m
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 m
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 m
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t b
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 m
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Letter to M
y Younger S

elf 
D

ear M
ariarenee, 

Just w
anted to stop by and tell you som

e things 
that m

ight help you. F
irst, act your age and go to 

school. E
ducate yourself. 

S
econd, enjoy being young, because w

hen you get 
older you are going to m

iss m
em

ories you had, and
 

trust m
e, I should know

. 
Third, respect your elders and yourself. D

on’t let 
others take advantage of you. 
Fourth, stay aw

ay from
 negative people that you

 
know

 can get you in trouble. 
E

njoy life and listen to people w
ho really care 

about you. 

X
oxo, 

m
A

r
iA

r
e

n
e

e
  

(yo
u

r
 o

lD
e

r
 s

e
lF

) 

Dear Maurice, 
I write to you, my younger self, to give advice on ways to improve yourself as your future approaches. 

I’m the future you. I have see things you have not. Maurice, the things that you will endure are 
dangerous and life-threatening. But you will rise to every occasion and be a strong survivor. There are 
ways of avoiding these dangerous situations, but you must be willing to listen to people who are giving 
you good advice. If you had the mind that you have here in the future, you could see what lay ahead of 
you and you would keep your eyes open. Remember, anything can happen and you must be ready. 

With love from your happy companion, the future you, 

mAurice w.  

Dear Little Larry, 
I’m 14 now and I been doing bad. I don’t want you to go through the same things I been through. I have been 

in and out of jail and keep committing crimes. I want you to do better than I did. I was having guns, fighting, 
shooting, getting shot at, selling drugs. When you get to be my age, I just want you to do better than I am. I didn’t 
go to school that much and when I did go to school I was fighting, getting suspended, or running the halls. Just 
do better than I did in school. I’m writing this letter to tell you don’t do the same things I did. The things I did I 
could be dead or in jail for a long time. I was stealing cars a lot, selling drugs at night. When I was 13, one night 
I was hanging out with the grown people trying to steal a man’s car. He came out and shot me twice in my leg. I 
thought I was dead. My mom was scared and we prayed to the Lord that I can walk again. He blessed me. I just 
want you to do better than I did. JTDC is not a place to be. You don’t want a grown man or a grown woman telling 
you what to do in jail. I need you to do better. At least you can try to do good. I can’t make you change, but by 
writing this I’m trying to help you to see what may happen to you. I don’t want you to end up in jail. Just promise 
me you will try to not come in this place. I was young when I did those things that got me locked up. I need you to 
do the right thing. 

With love, 

lArry w.  

Dear Mom, 
I know I have been acting like I’m a fool lately, but I’ve had a lot of time to think about the things that I’ve done. I’ve also thought about what hasn’t 

happened, and I’ve realized that you were the only one there to love me through thick and thin. 

I want to thank you for all your love. I wish I could have returned some of it at the time. I was too busy in the streets, getting locked up for things 
that didn’t make any sense. I was stubborn and kept doing it over and over again. 

I took the time to look at my life, and realized that I’m headed in the wrong direction. I’m going down the path to nowhere. I remember you telling 
me when I was younger to do the best I can in school because in the end it will pay off. I always took it as a joke, but now that I dropped out of school, 
there are kids younger than me in my grade. Thinking about it makes me feel ridiculous. If it weren’t for your advice, I wouldn’t have made it this far. 
I want to say from the bottom of my heart, thank you.  
 
Sincerely, 

AnDreA o.  

ArtworK By: osvAlDo c., AnGelo w., DAviD v., roBert h., DAviD v., & DAviD A.

Dear eric, 
Big brother, could you please help me out with my life plan to be successful? You made it in life. You be a 

person with a lot of heart. If you could see your little brother out here struggling, my father not helping me out. 
Please help me with my homework. Try your best to help keep me out of trouble. I need to stay in school and 
keep my head in the books. I want to learn more about the world out here and be a role model for your brothers. 
I don’t know what is on Cordero’s or Wendell’s minds, but what is on mine is learning, getting out of jail, and 
showing people that I can be somebody. Most of all, to those who depend on me, I’m sorry I am letting you 
down by being in jail, but I’m just starting to do well. 

Eric, my destiny is to stay out of jail, be a good person like my mom wanted me to be. Please help me to do 
this. I love you. 

isAAc  
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 D
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, f
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 m
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D
ear Isaac, 

D
am

n boy, how
 old are you now

? A
bout nine? A

s you read
 

this, I am
 locked up and trying to let you know

 w
hat to do 

differently so you w
on’t end up like m

e. 

F
irst of all, don’t steal from

 you m
other like I did. It w

ill get 
you now

here except w
here I am

 now
. A

nd that’s som
ew

here 
you don’t w

ant to be. 

S
econdly, appreciate everything you got out there in the 

w
orld like your fam

ily, friends, freedom
. W

ithout these things 
you are nothing. You hear m

e? N
othing!!! 

Thirdly, live and love life to the fullest. Lil m
an, you know

 I 
love you because w

ithout you I w
ould not be m

e. 

B
ut anyw

ays let m
e get of here so they can lock this glass 

door I’m
 behind. A

ight? 

Love, 

is
A

A
c
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thoughts on c
hanges in the Juvenile 

D
etention c

enter 
      I feel this is not a safe place. K

ids stay fighting and som
etim

es they 
feel like hurting them

selves. I think this place needs m
ore em

ployees 
because w

hen people get fired or take off of w
ork there are spots open. 

They need m
ore people to w

ork. I think they should hire people that do 
the right thing. N

ew
 em

ployees need to have experience w
ith places 

like this. I think they should have m
ore facilities but m

ake them
 sm

aller. 
I hope they w

ould have m
ore m

oney so w
e can have m

ore hygiene 
stuff. S

m
aller facilities w

ould help the kids to be safer and have m
ore 

attention. In here, som
e kids don’t even know

 w
here they are. It is so 

big that they get lost and just do the sam
e thing they did on the bricks. 

S
om

e staff talks to you and m
akes you w

ant to stay aw
ay from

 here. B
ut 

som
e staff just get paid and go hom

e. They don’t encourage us not to 
com

e back. 

  c
o

r
te

z
 w

. 

e
nd of D

ays 

B
eing in jail thinking of you, dream

ing of all the things w
e 

can do. 
S

itting in jail for all this tim
e, thinking of your body being 

close to m
ine. 

It’s been a w
hole year of m

e not there, and you w
ith

 
som

eone else is som
ething I can’t bear. 

B
ut I’ll be hom

e soon and back by your side, and m
y 

feelings is som
ething I w

on’t be able to hide. 
I’m

 w
riting this poem

 show
ing affection, and m

e being 
hom

e w
ith you is how

 you’re going to have protection. 
M

e being aw
ay this long has taught m

e a lesson, so w
hen I 

com
e hom

e I’ll never touch another w
eapon. 

I’m
 trying to show

 you how
 m

uch I love you, and that 
everything I say in this poem

 is true. 
S

o if you feel the sam
e w

ay just go on and say that you’ll be 
w

ith m
e until the end of our days. 

  Jo
h

n
A
th

A
n

 D
.  




