
My Brother and Me 
By Eric Curtis 
Up to this point, things worked out well for the two brothers, Kenny and Justice, and they had managed to look 
like they belonged with this or that family. But all it took for things to go bad was a kid Kenny’s age who wanted 
to show off his toy car. 
The brothers were standing in a long, but not so fast, moving line. There were two things that stood out to 
Justice as they waited. Just about everyone that waited were women, and their kids were around the same age 
as he and his brother, which was between eight and twelve. 
When the kid with the toy car broke away from his mother, she suddenly realized that the two boys she’d 
noticed earlier were standing all alone at the doors of San Quentin State Prison. Being the kind of Sister that 
she was, a hand went to her hip as she said. “I know all too well y’all not out here by yo’self?” Without a 
second thought, the others in line immediately broke out their cell phones and filming commenced. 
The brothers had everyone’s attention, but Justice, being the kid he was, spoke right up. “Yes we are, what 
else did you expect? We came to see our father. Isn’t that why you guys are here?” he asked. 
“Oh my god!” someone in the crowd said, covering her mouth with a hand. 
When three C/O’s came rushing out of the double doors like someone had escaped, a backpack-wearing 
Kenny eased behind Justice. 
“What’s going on here?” a large sergeant asked. The uniforms made Justice think of the brothers’ promise to 
their mother to never run away again. 
But Justice didn’t see it as running away, just as he hadn’t seen it that way last year when he set out to find 
their father but ended up finding a grandmother that he had all but forgotten. She had taken the two boys and 
their mother in, and things soon went from bad to amazing. The boys were in a new school, made new friends, 
and their mother even found a better job. He had reason to believe his wild ideas worked out well. 
One day Kenny had asked Justice the strangest question. “Why did you write Granny a letter?” Immediately 
Justice wanted to know what his brother was talking about. “Earlier, Granny was in our room reading a letter, 
the envelope had your name on it.” 
“Show me what you saw,” Justice insisted. 
“But we’re not supposed to go in there, Justice.” 
“I know, but Granny’s out back picking lemons for a pie. Besides, this is our chance to find out where our father 
is. That had to be his  name you saw. Now open the door.” 
Back at the prison, the little kid’s mother tried to answer the sergeant, but Justice cut her off. “We’re here to 
see our father.” 
The Sergeant looked around with wonder. After seventeen years at San Quentin, he had never experienced 
anything close to this. The prison had had plenty of escape attempts in the past, but kids showing up alone 
was unheard of. 
By chance, a visiting film crew was leaving the grounds of the prison when they took notice of the brothers. 
The Sergeant tried to get them to go on their way, but they were already unpacking their equipment. Before he 
realized it, Justice being asked in a dozen ways who their father was. 
“Can we see him?” Kenny asked, holding onto his older brother’s arm with hope in his eyes. 
“I’m afraid not,” the sergeant said. “I can’t just let you guys in here.” 
“But all these people are going in,” said Justice. 
“They’re grown, approved visitors,” the sergeant bellowed. “Now you need to tell us how we can contact your 
mother.” 
“Not until you let us see Justice Franklin. Besides, she doesn’t want us to see him; she said we’re too young.” 



“Let me guess, you thought she was wrong about that?” the sergeant said. 
“Why is it so important that you guys see him?” a reporter with the microphone asked Justice as her 
cameraman zoomed in on the brothers. Justice looked down at Kenny. When he looked back towards the 
camera, a tear ran down his cheek. 
“There’s so many people that look like us coming to prison, he’s the only one that can tell me how to stop that 
from happening to Kenny.” There was a mix of races in the line of people, but most were still African 
Americans. But that didn’t stop the adults from looking at one another in stunned silence. 
“Can you take us to see daddy now?” Kenny asked, with hope in his eyes. 
 


