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My Life

My Name is Lyndell McDuffie. I was born in Brooklyn. However, now I live in Harlem, New York City. I have four
siblings: three brothers and one sister. Our bond is still strong. When I was a teenager, my mother moved us to 
New Jersey, so I grew up in Brooklyn and Jersey. One of my favorite childhood memories is cooking with my 
mother. In 1995, she died and my life changed; I was only 21 years old. I had to take care of my kids and my 
mother’s kids which was a lot for me. Plus, my son was born with Down syndrome. It was very hard for me to 
find programs for him and to teach him how to take care of himself. I tried to keep my daughter close to her 
brother and teach them both that all they have are each other.  

In between all of this, I started partying more, hanging out, and fighting. I was lost, hurt, and angry at the world. 
I stopped caring about me. I just wanted my mother back. In 1998, I had a fight that changed my life again—
this time forever. Everything I was holding in—anger, feelings of being overwhelmed, frustration, and 
helplessness—was released that day. I threw acid on two people and was charged with assault in the first 
degree. After throwing the acid on those people, I knew I was big trouble, so I ran away. My grandmother took 
care of my kids and my young siblings. I was on the run for a year. In 1999, at the suggestion of my 
grandmother, I turned myself in. As a result, I blew trial and went up state for 15 years. I was so lost in fighting 
and dyking that I stayed in trouble because of my impulsive behavior. I also felt that I was defending myself and
should not have gone to prison for that.

I had a family who needed me, and I never thought for one second about how my actions would change 
their life. My son started getting sick. He was sad and depressed because I was no longer around. Hearing that
made me focus on staying out of trouble. I stayed in Down on Violence programs. I joined the Osborn 
Association program to have more visits with my kids. They missed me as much as I missed them.

After serving my minimum of 15 years, I went to the parole board and the board hit me with two years. I did not 
let that stop me from staying out of trouble. I was focused on going home to my kids. Then in 2010, my son 
died. I should have went crazy, but somehow I didn’t. It made me stronger, more loving, caring, patient and 
understanding. I started to receive a piece of mind that’s when I knew God had stepped in and took control of 
my situation. I kept trying to figure out what was happening to me.

Finally, I accepted change in 2013. I came home and started working at a cleaning service, “Managed By Q.”
 Then I got a second job at Soul Cycle, a fitness boutique. This is where I found my passion.  I loved this job 
because I mentor young people. I left “Manage By Q,” after two years to work for Soul Cycle. I eventually got a 
job with Good Shepherds services as a mentor to under resourced young people. I eventually was promoted to 
lead mentor. 

Prison saved me. It was there where I discovered me. I realized the lessons my mother tried to get me to 
understand were right on point. I wouldn’t be the person I am today without going through what I went through, 
including prison. What I know about life today is with all that I have been though, I want to tell children 
everywhere I made it and they can too.


