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Foreword

Hey!

This is a collection of the most powerful real-life stories that have ever come across our desks. Some of them have made us cry, others made us angry, many have shocked us beyond belief (and unfortunately, plenty have done all three).



The point of this book isn’t to freak you out, but rather to start a conversation so we can all learn from these stories. We learn that life is precious and that every little decision we make can change the course of our lives. And perhaps, most importantly, that no matter how badly we feel or how hard our situation is, there is someone out there who knows exactly where we’re coming from.



Just so you’re not surprised: Some of these stories are very upsetting. But as you know life isn’t always a fairy tale.

—the Editors of Seventeen







Virginity
Murder

When Jasmine, 12, told her mother that
she had lost her virginity, she didn’t realize that it
would be one of the last things she’d ever say.

At 5 P.M. on November 26, 2004, the day after Thanksgiving, Chaunetta Robinson, 16, and her mom, Tina, headed out their front door to visit some relatives. As they walked to the car, they heard their 12-year-old neighbor, Jasmine Archie, screaming from inside her house. “It was pretty loud,” says Chaunetta. “We stood there listening for a minute, but we didn’t think anything of it. Their mom was always yelling—they could have been getting a whipping.”

But when they returned four hours later, the street was swarming with police cars. Chaunetta and her mother stood on their porch, watching the commotion. “At a little after 11, they wheeled a stretcher out of the house,” says Chaunetta. “It had a white sheet draped over it. Somehow, I just knew it was Jasmine.”

UNUSUAL FAMILY

Back in February 2004, Jasmine; her 9-year-old brother, Ja’Corey; and their mother, Tunisia, moved to 1108 Huron Street, in a working-class area of Birmingham, Alabama. Jasmine’s father didn’t live with them, and her mother didn’t make enough money to always pay the bills. Once Ms. Archie even mentioned to her neighbors that all they had to eat was spoiled milk.

But even more than their financial troubles, the Archies were known for their strange behavior. “Jasmine’s mom seemed locked in her own world,” recalls Ms. Robinson, who’s lived in the neighborhood for seven years. When the family first moved in, Chaunetta tried to be friendly to Jasmine, but Ms. Archie made it hard. “She almost never let Jasmine or Ja’Corey go outside, except for school,” says Chaunetta. “I felt sorry for Jasmine. The one time I did see her and her brother on the lawn, her mom came out screaming at them to come back in. It was scary. She was acting like a crazy person.”

Jasmine didn’t have many friends at school either. At about 5 feet 9 inches, she felt self-conscious about towering over the other sixth graders and complained to some of her classmates that boys didn’t like her. Still, the girls seemed to. “She was quiet, but she giggled a lot and was nice to everybody,” says classmate Tenilya Samuels, 12.

In March, about a month after the Archies moved to town, neighbors spotted Ms. Archie in her backyard sitting in her car—while it was going up in flames— and notified the police. “I didn’t know what to think,” Chaunetta says. “Was she trying to hurt herself?!” when the cops came, Ms. Archie said that she’d been burning trash in her backyard when the car rolled into it, so she jumped in to get some of her stuff out. But the officers were suspicious enough to ask Cynthia Parham, a social worker, to investigate whether Ms. Archie might be mentally ill.

Later that day, Ms. Parham went to Councill Elementary School, which Jasmine attended, to ask her about her mom. But Jasmine just defended her. “My mom takes care of us,” she said. “She cooks and cleans and washes.” Ms. Parham had no choice but to believe her.

Still, over the next few months, Ms. Archie’s behavior grew more bizarre. In the middle of the sweltering 2004 Alabama summer, neighbors saw her standing in the sun, wrapped in a bulky winter jacket. And that same summer, they saw her sitting in her front yard in a lawn chair—getting soaked during a violent thunderstorm.

SUSPICIOUS BOYFRIEND

Near the end of that summer, neighbors saw a man going to the Archies’ house about twice a week. “He drove a nice car,” Chaunetta recalls. “It was a new Cadillac, I think. It seemed like he had money.” The man was Ms. Archie’s boyfriend—who was said to be a married trucker.

But almost as soon as he appeared, ugly rumors began floating around the neighborhood. No one seems to know exactly where or how they began. “People were saying that her mother’s boyfriend was having sex with Jasmine,” Chaunetta says. “I believed it—he was really creepy and Jasmine looked a lot older than 12. She was developed. I could see why a man might … want her.”

VIOLENT REACTION

Around 7:30 A.M. on Friday, November 26, 2004, Ms. Archie’s boyfriend, who had been coming around for a few months, stopped by with groceries. Right away he and Ms. Archie began fighting, and after a few minutes, he left. Later that afternoon, Jasmine seemed upset about something. “Mom,” she timidly said,“I need to talk to you. Can we go for a walk?” Ms. Archie said okay, and the two set off for a nearby park. On their walk, Jasmine told her mother that she’d had sex.

Ms. Archie’s lawyer, David Luker, has denied Seventeen’s request for an interview with her, and her boyfriend has disappeared, so it’s not known if Jasmine told her mom who she’d had sex with—whether it was with the boyfriend or not. But either way, Ms. Archie began screaming at Jasmine. When they got back home, the screaming turned into physical fighting. Jasmine ran into her bedroom to try to get away from her mom, but Ms. Archie chased after her. She lunged at her daughter, tackled her, and pinned her to the ground.

“Ja’Corey!” Ms. Archie yelled to her son. “Go in the kitchen and get me the bleach and a cup!” Only 10 years old, the frightened boy did as he was told. He brought the bleach into Jasmine’s room and cowered in the corner, as his sister screamed for help. “I want you to watch,” Ms. Archie told him. “Don’t scream, don’t cry, and don’t tell anyone. If you do, I’ll do the same to you.”

Then Ms. Archie, who was sitting on top of her daughter, poured the bleach into the cup, pried open the girl’s mouth—and forced it down her throat. Jasmine’s body rejected the poison, and she began to vomit. But with her mother still straddling and crushing her, Jasmine couldn’t turn over to spit it out. Jasmine struggled, trying to throw her mom off her and gasp for air, but she couldn’t do either. For 30 minutes, Ms. Archie stayed on top of her suffocating daughter— until Jasmine stopped breathing altogether.

HORRIFYING CONFESSION

Ms. Archie climbed off her daughter and grabbed Ja’Corey. They didn’t have a car or a working phone, so they walked nearly two miles to her mother’s house. When they got there at around 7 P.M., she explained that Jasmine wasn’t breathing, so Ms. Archie’s mother, Bernice, called 911. Then Ms. Archie got into her mother’s car and drove back home. She went inside, closed Jasmine’s bedroom door, and sat down in the living room to wait for the police to arrive.

Within an hour, the house was swarming with officers. When Detective Warren Cotton, the lead investigator, walked into Jasmine’s room, he saw signs of a struggle: Her mattress was half off the bed frame—and Jasmine was lying dead on the floor next to it, with vomit on her clothes. He went back to the living room and sat down with Ms. Archie, who seemed stunned but not upset. “My boyfriend had been in the house earlier,” she said to him, almost suggesting that he’d somehow been involved in Jasmine’s death.

Three days later, on Monday, November 29, Detective Cotton called Ms. Archie and Ja’Corey into the station for more questioning. He put them in separate rooms, and then went to speak to the young boy first. Ja’Corey looked wide-eyed and frightened, but when Detective Cotton asked him what had happened that night, he knew just what he wanted to say. “My mom was on top of Jasmine,” he said with a surprising amount of composure. “She told me to go get the bleach from the kitchen, and when I got back she said I had to watch.”

As disturbing as the story was, Detective Cotton believed the little boy: “His version made much more sense, in terms of the evidence we had, than [any] of [Ms. Archie’s] stories.” With this new information, Detective Cotton strode into the other room and confronted Ms. Archie—who immediately confessed. “I wasn’t acting like myself,” she said with eerie calm. “I was upset because she’d just told me she wasn’t a virgin. I wanted to teach her a lesson, so I told Ja’Corey to get the bleach—and I made her drink it.”

LOST SOUL

After confessing, Ms. Archie was arrested and charged with capital murder. On August 22,2006, she plead guilty and was sentenced to life in prison with no parole.

Back on December 4,2004, one week after Jasmine’s death, a small service was held at a nearby church. Her mom didn’t leave prison to attend it. “It’s so sad,” says her neighbor Ms. Robinson, whose heart breaks every time she looks at Jasmine’s old house. “Jasmine was secluded in her own little world. Even in the neighborhood, almost no one knew her name.” Now, as Jasmine lies in her final resting place—an unmarked grave in Birmingham—she risks being forgotten forever.
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