

  [image: Cover]




Jamell Crouthers

TKWAG 1 Docx


The Kids Who Achieved Greatness 1





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Jamell Crouthers


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Jamell Crouthers asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Jamell Crouthers has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks,      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. Graduation Day
        
      

    
      	
        2. Abuse and Drug Use
        
      

    
      	
        3. Evictions/Homelessness
        
      

    
      	
        4. Survive and Stay Alive
        
      

    
      	
        5. Temporary Comfort
        
      

    
      	
        6. Health Is Wealth
        
      

    
      	
        7. Torn Textbooks
        
      

    
      	
        8. Role Models
        
      

    
      	
        9. Teen Pregnancy and STI’s
        
      

    
      	
        10. Family Secrets
        
      

    
      	
        11. Leaving Memphis
        
      

    
      	
        12. Adjustments
        
      

    
      	
        13. Programming The Mind
        
      

    
      	
        14. Strength
        
      

    
      	
        15. Changing Social Stigmas
        
      

    
      	
        16. Social Media
        
      

    
    


  




  
  1

  
  
  Graduation Day

  
  




I’m not supposed to be standing on stage getting a college diploma,

Where I’m from, a lot of us don’t get the opportunity to do so.

Most of my friends are dead, in prison or trying to survive with children,

My name is Yvonne and I’m just a young woman from Memphis who made it.

My diploma is tucked under my arm as I smile graciously off the stage,

As I have my Bachelor’s of Science in Social Work.

Blood, sweat and literal tears to get to this here day,

My childhood and life have not been easy in any way, shape or form.

A mother who had to endure so much to be standing in the crowd of parents,

Her eyes have seen and experienced so much, it’s all for her.

Situations in my childhood that I didn’t think my mom and I would get out of,

But somehow we did and I attest that to resilience and intestinal fortitude.

This moment, this exact time, it’s to be cherished with every second that ticks,

Nothing else matters, just my mom and I, our teary-eyed faces basking in the glow of light in the gymnasium of my college.

It was about more than survival but the pursue of excellence,

With so much more to come in this short life I’ve lived so far.

Emotions will get the best of you on a special day like this,

It’s a day I’ll always remember and cherish the rest of my life.

It’s scary to think how I’ve survived so many things,

You never know how life is going to go from day to day.

Memphis is one of those places where you see a lot of things,

The nitty, gritty components of it, that gets lost with sports, food and culture.

The college basketball teams, college football, professional sports teams,

The music and history of the city, those are all of the good things you hear about Memphis.

Those are things you know about based on the media but right now…

I’m just embracing and enjoying this moment of watching my classmates getting their degrees.

I think about all of the things going on in my city currently,

To know I’m someone that was able to make something of myself, I couldn’t be anymore thankful.

Hugs all-around for my classmates, their parents,

The snapping of pictures from every technological device possible.

The professional photographers taking pictures for the campus website,

Just a sea of caps and gowns, parents cheering on their children and tears being shed.

Everyone has a story of how they got to this exact day and moment,

Struggle, strife, persistence, death, addictions, family, friends, loss, hope, and a myriad of other things.

I’m definitely learning to be in the moment a lot more,

This is definitely one of these moments I am embracing, soaking it all in.

The laughs, smiles, tears, the sun glistening on my skin,

The pictures, hugs, the congratulatory words, it all means so much to me.

It’s time to get transparent with how I got to this exact day and moment,

None of it will be easy to tell, but it’s needed in today’s world and climate…

Meeting Tammy, Gregory and Derrick, they embraced me and all that I’ve been through,

We developed a bond that will surely be shared later on in this book series.

There were other friends I made along the way but these three had a significant impact on my life,

They were the reason I made it through four years of college.

The nights were we got to know each other on a deeper level,

The conversations about life, experiences, black culture and where the future lies within our communities.

The friends I’ve made here will be for a lifetime,

It’s time to delve into my life so you understand why I’m crying tears of joy today.








  
  2

  
  
  Abuse and Drug Use

  
  




The drug game in Memphis was prevalent and there was no getting around it,

You saw it anywhere in the hood, small dime bags being exchanged with money.

Undercover cops in tinted windowed Chevy Impala cars taking photos,

Gang members keep a watch out for cops coming when big deals go down.

Walking past stash houses that were full of drugs in basements,

I had a cousin who was part of the game and lost his life protecting gang members who never cared for him.

He was part of a drug deal that went wrong and he was shot and killed,

His funeral was full of gang members and their colors along with undercover cops seeking answers.

Our immediate family wanted no parts of all of that activity,

We just wanted to say goodbye to someone who got lost in the streets of Memphis.

The dark, grim, make fast money city that can engulf you,

In ways you’d never think of but someone is always watching your every move.

You think you’re good but someone is plotting on you,

Sometimes getting out of dodge from the streets is not possible.

People nodding off in front of bodegas on the ground, you knew they were high and homeless,

They hadn’t showered in days and chances are they haven’t eaten either but they had to feed their high.

Dope sick people begging for money as their skin has deteriorated and lost most of their teeth,

With no veins in their arms from using heroine for so long, they find veins in their feet to get their high.

Too many caskets coming from funeral homes with people overdosing from drug use,

No matter the season, funeral homes are constantly making money and burying people.

Or they were going from the morgue to Pottersfield,

That’s where you go when you either don’t have the money to be buried or you’re a Jane or John Doe and your family doesn’t claim you.

Drug use is just a common occurrence in the hood,

You become desensitized to watching people sniff, inject and consume drugs on the streets of Memphis.

Most don’t hide their addictions as their bodies are deteriorating slowly,

Every drug addict has a story and they’ve found their way to escape the pain in their minds, hearts and souls.

Another common occurrence is domestic violence,

When you see cop cars, it’s either drugs, gangs or domestic violence.

The abuse that so many women endure in my neighborhood is terrible,

When you see bruises on women’s faces, arms, it surely wasn’t a fall, a man put his hands on her.

Too many have suffered at the hands of a man and pieces of paper won’t keep a man away,

Yes, I’m referring to orders of protection signed by judges in court chambers.

You start to wonder how many judges and police officers get told a woman died from domestic violence,

Not necessarily something that happens in the hood, but let’s just say it’s more of a common thing among us.

The hood becomes all too familiar with what happens and goes on,

Police shows like, “First 48” where detectives are at bloody crime scenes,

Where either gang violence or a drug deal gone wrong is sadly the norm for us and for them.

Where the common theme is, “snitches get stitches,”

Where no one from the hood better ever see you in the back of a police car.

Unless you have handcuffs on your wrists cutting off your blood circulation,

Otherwise, people are questioning what you’re doing and why.

It’s why you see people’s faces being blurred in police shows,

It’s to protect those who are giving detectives information about crimes committed.

Abuse and drug use, it’s the way of the hoods in America,

I’ve seen too many of my people being strung out on drugs.

I’ve seen friends one day and the next they’re gone,

People in the neighborhood who my mom has known since a young age.

There’s so many people who die in the streets of Memphis,

A lot of times, you find out days, weeks or months later.

When you stop seeing a person in the neighborhood,

They’re either in the hospital, dead or behind prison walls.

Drugs have infiltrated Memphis neighborhoods and never left,

Ir’s a constant battle of right from wrong and most go down the wrong path.

Needles on the ground upon walking out of your apartment,

The stench smell of drug paraphernalia that comes part of your daily life.

It’s a never-ending battle of, “when does this end,”

You never have the answers but you just hope things change for the better.
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  Evictions/Homelessness

  
  




I’ll always remember the day my mom and I were evicted,

I came home from school to find an eviction notice on the door.

My heart skipped a beat as my mom was still at work,

I already knew my mom was struggling to make ends meet.

It was a cold, dreary, cloudy day as the weather wasn’t great,

And I was trying to keep warm with the sweater and light jacket I had for the colder months.

I was mentally preparing to pack whatever things I could into a duffle bag,

It was a matter of days before my mom and I would be homeless.

There was no way I could pick up the phone and call my mom at work,

As I snatched the notice off of the door hoping my neighbors didn’t see it.

A notice like that can’t be missed at all as it’s in big letters and taped on the door,

As I unlocked my apartment door and walked in, I soaked in my last days living here.

My mom fell short on the rent but at least we had water and sunlight,

Electricity? Nope, didn’t have that, it was candles from the dollar store that got us through nights.

Heat consisted of bundling up in layers and using blankets to keep warm,

As.a ten year old child, I grew up fast and saw things I wasn’t supposed to.

Walking to and from school everyday and having
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