In 2007, I began
my prison ministry where I
facilitated my Relationship
First Aid spiritual based personal
development classes at Mound Correctional Facility in Detroit. After
Mound closed in 2012, I continued to
communicate with the inmates through
newsletters, birthday cards and
attending/speaking at events at various
facilities. It is suspected that the facility got its name because of the many ancient mounds that were found all over
Detroit, and I believe the most concentrated and/largest ones
were along what is now known as Mound Rd.
“Messages from the Mound” is named after the newsletters
that I send out to the inmates since that is where we all initially
met. Because the classes that I was teaching them focused on
spiritual elevation allowing the negativity within them to die,
thus ultimately elevating their consciousness, I thought it an appropriate name because a “mound” is defined as: an
“elevation” formed of earth overlying ruins, a grave etc., a
heap or raised mass. The following articles are from men that
are currently incarcerated or released and this serves as an
opportunity for the voiceless to have a voice. If you have a
loved one that is currently incarcerated and would like
for me to send them newsletters, please forward their
contact information with a MDOC number to:
Relationshipfirstaid@yahoo.com or contact me
at: Relationship First Aid, Attn: Ma’at Seba,
15224 W. 7 Mile Rd., Detroit, MI.
48235.
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A lot of things happened wrong in my life,
things I had no control over. I think that’s true of
nearly everyone though, and what separates successful people from addicts and criminals is the
ability to respond to life’s less pleasant circumstances in healthy, constructive ways.
I had many opportunities in my life to do better, to be better. I chose to steal when I knew it
was wrong, to lie when I knew it was destroying
the ability of others to trust me. I chose to run
from the pain felt, building a fantasy life with
books. A fantasy image with my knives, a fantasy
world with alcohol and drugs…
I pushed away the people who cared for and
about me. I stiffed-armed them and then felt
sorry for myself because I felt so lonely, when
my loneliness and alienation was, in large part,
of my own creation.
Without a doubt, my self-confidence was
damaged by the actions of my grandfather. It
was further wrecked by the teasing and ridicule
of others. I saw violence when I was young and it
was hard for me to trust people. I was a child
who was genuinely hurting on the inside. I was
lost and afraid. I was confused.
While I could not choose for those things not
to have happened, I could choose what to do afterward. Moreover, it was my responsibility to
choose, my job as a human being to shoulder the
yoke of personal accountability and take action
in my own life.
That is a tough spoonful of medicine to choke
down. It would be so much easier to say that I’m
here because my grandfather molested me, or
because I got picked on. If I could lay the blame
at someone else’s feet, I could be absolved and
at least feel a little better.
But it just wouldn’t be true.
I’m here because I chose to hide in response
to my pain. I chose to not seek help when I was
hurting. I chose to do things my own way. I chose
to be angry and judgmental of my parents when
they were just as confused by me and my actions
as I was by them and theirs.

One of the greatest lessons life has taught me
is that if I don’t like the way I feel, I have to
change the way I think. If I had done that
throughout my childhood, instead of trying to
hammer the world into what I wanted it to be, I
would have been a lot happier and more successful. I would have realized that the people who
didn’t like me because of my clothes or my haircut had the problem, not me. I wouldn’t have
spent all of my time trying to convince them that
I was okay, doing things that I knew were wrong.
The difficulties that tripped me up when I was
young weren’t the real issue. The real problem
was the way I thought about and then handled
those things: the lack of confidence, the distance
in my family…
As difficult as it is to accept that level of responsibility, it is necessary in order for me to
effect change in my life. If everything is someone
else’s fault and I can’t control other people’s
actions, how can anything ever be different? But
if I realize that I’m responsible for how I respond
to life’s twists and turns, than I can make better
choices and improve my life.
I saw it too late, but you don’t have to.
I’m telling you right now that no matter how
much your life sucks, you have the ability to
make it either better or worse with your actions
and choices. If you truly want something more, if
you don’t want to let the outcome of your life
fall into the hands of others, if you want to be
successful and happy, then step up and take responsibility. Don’t wait another minute, because
the longer you wait, the more of your life you
lose.
There is tragedy and adversity for us all.
There are obstacles – big ones and little ones.
Irritants and life-changers. At the end of our lives
the measure of us all will be how we handed
those obstacles. I threw up my hands in defeat
and let mine smash me. What will you do?
(This excerpt is published in the “Lost Innocence: Understanding Youth Who Kill” by Kenneth Gilbert)

