A Non-Adoptive Healthy Start with Transitional
Housing in Chatham County –
magine a place where infants born to incarcerated mothers are
part of a happy family of “siblings” loving one another through
playing and living together; a warm home where nurturing takes
place moment by moment with “aunties” and “uncles” who love
and welcome these children with open arms; a family-centered
environment working in partnership with their mothers.
magine a place where mothers who are rehabilitated ex
offenders get a second chance to raise their children in a healthy
environment, with an array of supervised classes preparing them to
care for their children independently and successfully, breaking the
patterns of a destructive and perilous cycle of recidivism.
Like the redemptive story of Moses, Pharaoh’s Daughter provides an
opportunity for God to step in, offering these children another
option: a healthy start in an empowering environment where they
are groomed for a different life from that into which they were
born. Pharaoh’s Daughter’s vision is to be an instrument for God’s
deliverance in our community.

Imagine –

For more information, to support, or become involved,
please contact us in one of the following ways:

Hope for incarcerated women

www.PharaohsDaughterNC.org

and their babies

info@PharaohsDaughterNC.org
11520 US Hwy 15-501 N
Suite 201 Chapel Hill NC 27517
Phone: 919.355.6198

Dr. Applewhite: Principal, Northern High
School, Henderson, NC
Someone stepped in and changed their futures. We
are that “someone” for prison moms and their babies.

Ta’Ray: 23, Landyn’s mom
I was born in New Jersey and (because my mom was in prison) my
grandmother raised me. My dad was killed while being robbed when I
was 13 – later, at 18, I found out he was not really my dad. Drugs were
around the house all the time. Prison, crime, and drugs were just
normal to me.
At 14, we moved to Raleigh, NC. When my mom wanted to move to
Warrenton, NC, I didn’t want to leave because of school. The family of a
friend offered me a place until the year was finished. With them I
learned about love and a different way to live. School ended and I had
to go live with my mom again; I was frustrated and wanted to die. After
seeing how a loving family lives, I couldn’t stand being back with my
family. When I was 15, my home became even more dangerous for me,
but again, no one rescued me and it just seemed “normal.” In high
school, a caring teacher encouraged me to dream and to continue my
education. At 17, I entered ECPI for massage therapy. I became
discouraged with working to pay for school, going to school, and trying
to find rides for school and work. During this time, another family
invited me to live with them. They found a job and a car for me. They
taught me to face difficult issues, to communicate effectively, to expect
more for myself, and that God is trustworthy and not evil. My value
increased in my own eyes.
Where would I be today without help? Angry and depressed, living on
welfare, no dreams, no college, no desire or skills for work, another
drain on my community and. . . I would be teaching that to my son.

I was born in the early 1970s in Henderson,
NC. My mother and grandmother raised me–
dinner together every night and lots of love.
We were poor, but I didn’t know it.
At 5, we lost everything when our house burned. The
Methodist Church thrift shop clothed us, and we began our
years of living with different family members. Life changed for
us after that. Family time just didn’t happen anymore.
One day, an encyclopedia salesman came to our house and my
mom bought the whole set. She sacrificed for that, but she
wanted us to read about the world. I read every one! I was
hungry for knowledge, but I didn’t really know what to do with
it until a couple of very special people came into my life.
Teachers – Mr. Strum and Ms. Johnson – taught me that I had
potential; Coaches Davis and Martin pushed me into sports.
During that time I began to spend time with families of my
friends – the Branches and Fosters – and they said “when you
go to college” – not “if.” I listened, and when opportunity
knocked, I opened the door.
Because of my football skills, I was offered a scholarship to UNC
Chapel Hill. After college I went pro, until an injury ended my
career.
My mother and grandmother always wanted the best for me,
but without the influences outside my neighborhood, I would
never have gotten the chance to be my best.
Behind the “DR.” is a whole lot of scaffolding and people
helping. Without the intervention of so many caring people, I
was destined to remain in poverty; a good man, but without the
power to influence my community in the way I can today.
Thank you to all those who were there for me.

