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The one thing no one wants to have in common with their child

My name is William Blount. I live in the Brownsville section of Brooklyn, NY, where it all 
started for me. Some may say I grew up there. However I say that I grew up in New York State’s 
harshest establishments: The Department of Corrections and Community Supervision (DOCCS).

I had a great childhood. Although I admit, I’ve had some traumatic moments that has shaped and 
molded me to the man I am today. One of my earliest memories was when I stole from my Uncle
George. My uncle would come over drunk with a pocket full of change. And as soon as he would
hit the door, a bunch of coins would be in the air. All we would have to hear was “Uncle George 
is here.” We would all rush to get to the living room and go straight for the quarters. Well that’s 
what I was looking for. I remember when I gave one of my little sisters 10 nickels for 10 
quarters.

Anyway, one night my uncle stayed overnight and I stole 5 dollars from him and brought a bunch
of candy. Well my father came to my school and asked me did I steal from Uncle George. I told 
him “No.” He took me back into class and as he turned to leave, my teacher said to him, “Mr. 
Blount you might want to take this bag of candy home. I took it from your son this morning. We 
share in this class. Besides this is just too much.”. My father took the bag, turned to me and said 
“Let’s go boy, we going home.” Needless to say I got my ass whooped not whipped but 
whooped. That was the first and last ass whipping I got from him. 

My father was not a physical person with us; because, he could have been a pro boxer. 
Everybody knew him for that, you know. However, he was an Old G. Me and my 15 siblings 
never saw that part of him although we all heard some stories. But my father kept that from us. 
All he had to do was talk to us, and we understood and obeyed. Although I was the eldest child in
the home, I was not properly prepared for the huge responsibility that was heaped on me. I’m 
just appreciative of what my father was able to accomplish which was raising his family. We all 
have our issues, but what family doesn’t? All that matters to me the most is that we are all there 
for each other when we are in need.

My relationship with my parents is wonderful. They are my confidants. I’m fortunate to have had
two fathers. My father and my grandfather. And three mothers, my mother, my stepmother and 
my grandmother. Unfortunately my grandfather is no longer with us. God Bless Him! They are 
the ones who installed my core belief system.

The hardest thing I’ve had to face has to be my daughter doing 25 years in prison. I was 19 years 
old when I went to prison for murder, my daughter was 19 years old when she went to prison for 
murder. The date of the crime was on my birthday. Coincidence? I don’t think so. 
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In the bible it says our children will pay for our sins. Therefore I believe that. But for a time I 
was depressed and I still do get depressed. In the beginning I was gone, my mind was on its own.
Fortunately, I have a strong counter piece: my wife, my world, my rock, my everything. She took
my hand and held on. Lord knows how many times she wanted to let go. She didn’t. Mrs. Blount
was the one who picked me up, brushed me off, took me in and washed as much dirt off as she 
could, and while doing so, she may have gotten a little dirty herself. Her words to me were “You 
going to do one of two things and that’s either move forward or stay here.”

At the age of 19, I got caught up with the wrong crowd. I was a stick-up kid. Not to justify my 
actions but I only took from drug dealers. I could never take from someone I felt worked hard for
their money. Maybe because I never wanted nothing like that to happen to my Grandparents. So, 
I was involved in a robbery that went wrong and a man senselessly lost his life. As a result, I 
ended up doing 17 years on a 15 to life sentence.

Even though I thought I was ready for either prison or death, I wasn’t. I wanted out from day 
one. I got my ass whipped. Everybody but me of course knew that new jacks don’t say anything. 
You just go through the motions and keep it moving. Not me though, I had to be a tough guy. 
Let’s just say that downstate reception facility was one of the early lessons in my life. I wasn’t 
tough. As for other prisoners, I never had any problems. My mother always told me to treat 
others as you wanted to them to treat you. And I believe this is why I never really had issues with
others like me. Not to say, I didn’t have beef. I’ve had disputes and they were handled the way 
disputes get handled in there.

However, I’ve learned that prison was one of the best things to ever happen to me. Prison for me 
was like a university, a society, home, a monastery. I was taught early to make lemonade when I 
find myself with a bag lemons. I decided that I was not going to be a further statistic. Besides, I 
had a life sentence. Meaning I could’ve ended up spending the rest of my life in prison. Like I 
said in the beginning, I thought I had something to prove, I indulged in some of the nonsense 
while in prison that kept me in and out of solitary. However, that’s where I started my road to 
reading. At first, I would read all the hood novels until I was bored with reading all of the same 
stories written by different people. But what I’ve come to realize was they were all telling my 
story just in different ways. 

Then one day the library on wheels came by my cell and Napoleon Hills “Think and Grow Rich”
caught my eye. I picked it up and ever since I’ve read nothing but books on transformative 
thinking. What I’ve come to learn was my thoughts was a direct reflection of how I lived. We are
what we think. And in my case and many like me, our thinking was also a direct reflections of 
how our communities felt. All those that looked up to me was living out my false senses of 
manhood. I do believe I am one of the main reasons my community is in the state that its in. 
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I don’t believe that prison is a justice for anyone. Placing someone in an unnatural environment 
could never justify the means. Prison is just a money machine to me. I know I said earlier it was 
one of the best things to happen to me. But I am only one out of millions. Although I am not the 
only one to overcome such an obstacle. And there are many. However, we are the minority. I can 
almost guarantee that the difference between those who overcome and those that don’t is the way
we were raised. 

I believe that I have accomplished so much in my life. The most important accomplishment I’ve 
achieved has to be my family. Anyone who knows me, knows that’s one of my main goals was to
have my own family. I have a beautiful strong woman who has my back through thick and thin 
and four beautiful daughters. One of which is currently doing 25 years. I couldn’t help her then, 
but I got her now. She just achieved her G.E.D two days before this writing. Go Her.

She is one of main reasons I chose this field of work. I didn’t know how to reach her. So I chose 
to learn how and at the same time repent to my community. But in a way, I feel as if all children 
are my responsibility. I know I could never fully redeem myself for what I’ve done in my life. 
But I will try my best to come as close as I can. These children in our communities need us. We 
as credible messengers have an obligation to them. 

My personal transformation to greatness? I don’t really think I’m there yet. Will I ever be? I have
no idea. I guess to others I may be. For me, I believe one day, I’ll consider myself that. Until then
I just want to be part of the solution and no longer part of the problem.

My passion in my life is my family first. However for me to pursue anything else before that is 
non-productive. I believe that in order to build anything that’s note-worthy my foundation needs 
to be strong and withstanding. My long-term goal in life is to guide my children and those in and 
out of my community to greatness, something I’ve yet to achieve. 


