FOREWORD
This book was not written in isolation. It was forged in the quiet hours of becoming, in the fire of unlearning, and in the gentle hands of those who refused to let me fall. Every page carries the fingerprints of the people who loved me through the darkness and celebrated me in the light. Without them, the man I am, and the words I speak, would not exist.
To my wife, my companion through every shadowed valley and every dawn of becoming. You witnessed the breaking and the rebuilding, the version of me that struggled to breathe and the version of me that rose to take his place in the world. Your love was the constant that did not falter. Your presence was the anchor that held me steady. You believed in the man I would become long before I learned to believe in him myself.
To my son, Kai, whose small hands hold the future and whose curious eyes remind me daily of why greatness is not optional. You are my compass. My legacy. My echo into tomorrow. Everything I strive to be is so you can exceed it. Everything I build is so you can build higher. You made me want to become a greater man, so you would know you come from greatness.
To my mother, the embodiment of love incarnate. The living scripture of what unconditional love looks like in motion. You were the safe place, the healer, the nurturer, the one who carried us all with a tenderness the world did not always return to you. Your love shaped my capacity to feel, to forgive, to endure. You taught me that love, real love, does not break.
To my sister Sue, the rising flame of our lineage, walking boldly in her divinity. You are the next chapter of leadership, the fierce woman stepping into the halls of education to rewrite the future for children of color. You carry the torch with the strength of our ancestors and the softness of a new world. You are what hope looks like with a purpose.
To my brother Nonnie, the quiet backbone of our family. Stoic. Steady. Unmoving. In you, I see the craftsmanship of Grumpa Raymond and the fierce discipline of Gruma Yvonne. You carry their legacy not in words, but in your work, your integrity, and your unwavering dedication to our family’s future. You are the strength beneath the surface, felt even when unseen.
To my brother Damion, whose life has been a testament to fatherhood, consistency, and hard work. You showed me what it means to show up, with your hands, your heart, and your whole self. You modeled the kind of man I wanted to be long before I understood how to become him.
To my brother Rock, one of the most creative souls I have ever known. Your imagination has always been a world unto itself, vibrant, fearless, and alive. You inspired me to trust my own creativity, to open the door to the ideas waiting inside me. You were the beacon of light in every room, the spark that made possibilities feel real. And the nickname “Rock”, given to you when you were just a boy who could take a hit without shedding a tear, was not simply about toughness. It was about the spirit behind your resilience. You stood firm, unshaken, even in childhood, and that same strength has echoed throughout your life. Thank you for reminding me that creativity is courage wearing a different face.
To my Gruma Yvonne, may her soul live in the quiet places between every line of this book. You taught me the discipline of excellence, the power of refinement, the beauty of doing things right even when no one is watching. You were a force, soft when needed, unyielding when necessary. Your voice still whispers through my memory: Do it well, baby. Do it well.
To my Grumpa Raymond, a man’s man, carved from resilience and resolve. You showed me what strength looks like when it is worn, not spoken. You taught me toughness, not as hardness of heart, but as endurance of spirit. Your lessons still shape the spine of my journey.
And to my father, whose presence and absence, whose love and shortcomings, whose triumphs and failures all helped mold the man I am today. Sometimes love teaches through gentleness. Sometimes it teaches through contrast. Either way, I honor the role you played in my becoming.
This book is not just mine.
It belongs to every person who poured into me.
It belongs to every ancestor who whispered through the pages of history.
It belongs to every soul who walked beside me while I learned to walk into myself.
May these words honor the hands that shaped me
and the bloodline that carried me here. 

PREFACE
The Danger of a “Chosen Ones” Worldview
There was a time in my life when the world felt simple,
carved into clean lines between the holy and the unholy,
the righteous and the rebellious,
the chosen and the forgotten.
I was raised inside a theology that spoke in absolutes.
A system that taught me obedience before truth,
silence before voice,
fear before freedom.
It wrapped itself in certainty,
even as it left entire peoples unnamed
and entire histories unspoken.
I learned early that God loved the world,
but somehow loved a certain group first.
I learned to trust authority
even when authority fractured me.
I learned to mistrust myself
even when my spirit whispered that something was wrong.
This book is the story of how I unlearned those things.
How I stepped out of a world built on hierarchy
and walked toward one built on humanity.
This is not a book of revenge.
I am not here to demonize white people, or Jewish people,
or any group that inherited a broken narrative.
Human beings are complex,
wounded, conditioned, shaped by the waters they were born in.
But systems can be designed for domination
even when the people inside them believe they are doing good.
And that is the danger of the “chosen ones” story.
Because beneath its hymns and holy language
lives a quiet, poisonous assumption:
Some lives are more sacred than others.
Some voices carry more weight.
Some people deserve to rule.
Others deserve to obey.
This belief, no matter its costume,
colonialism, Zionism, Manifest Destiny, MAGA nationalism,
white evangelical exceptionalism, patriarchal religion,
or even fringe Black nationalist sects,
creates a hierarchy of souls.
It gives one group the power to speak,
to define,
to dominate,
to rewrite the past,
to rename the world in its own image.
And Paulo Freire warned us long ago:
“The oppressed, once liberated, must not become oppressors,
but restorers of humanity.”
Because if the oppressed overthrow the oppressor
but adopt the worldview of supremacy,
they don’t end oppression,
they simply rotate it.
That is why naming even the fringe Black supremacist groups is necessary.
Not because they hold the power of centuries of empire,
they don’t.
But because the ideology is the same spiritual toxin:
hierarchy disguised as destiny.
Supremacy does not care who carries it.
It infects the human spirit wherever there is unhealed pain.

The Microcosm That Revealed the Macrocosm
I did not learn the danger of supremacy
from politics or textbooks or history classes.
I learned it at home.
In my family, the “chosen one” was my father.
His voice was the voice.
His truth was the truth.
His authority was unquestioned.
His version of God hovered over our lives
as if no other interpretation could possibly exist.
One man became the center.
Everyone else became orbit
adjusting, shrinking, silencing,
absorbing the emotional gravity
of someone else’s wounds, ego, or theology.
What looks like strength from the outside
is suffocation from the inside.
Families can become miniature empires.
Churches can become micro-nations.
Systems can become sanctified cults of exceptionalism.
And people can lose themselves inside stories
that were never written to set them free.
This book is not an attack on my upbringing,
it is an act of truth-telling
so healing can finally begin.
This is not a destruction of faith,
it is a rescue of it.
A reclaiming of the God who was buried
under fear, hierarchy, and silence.

Why I Am Writing This
I am writing this because silence kept me small.
Because pretending kept me obedient.
Because lies kept me loyal to systems
that did not love me back.
I am writing this because my son deserves a father
who tells the truth,
not a man still trying to protect the feelings
of the institutions that harmed him.
I am writing this because my people
deserve to see themselves outside the narratives
that call them inferior, sinful, chaotic, or cursed.
I am writing this because humanity cannot evolve
if we remain loyal to hierarchies
built on ancient myths of supremacy,
religious, racial, national, or familial.
The world cannot heal
as long as some believe they were created to rule
and others believe they were created to obey.
The family cannot heal
as long as one person’s voice becomes the gospel
and everyone else is punished for speaking truth.
The individual cannot heal
as long as they remain trapped in a story
they never chose.
This book is my refusal to live inside that story.
It is the testimony of a man
who tore down the house of indoctrination brick by brick,
in pews, in classrooms, in confrontations with my father,
and in the silence of my own soul
where I finally met a God who wasn’t shaped by fear.
I am writing this because:
Humanity is better than empire.
Love is stronger than doctrine.
Truth is more powerful than tradition.
And no group, anywhere on earth,
has divine permission to dominate another.
Not then.
Not now.
Not ever.
We cannot survive another century of “chosen ones”,
not in our families,
not in our nations,
not in our faiths,
and not in our own spirits.
This book is for those ready to dismantle the walls they inherited
and build something human, holy, and whole in its place.
My name is Che Rayel.
This is how I reclaimed my voice,
and how I pray it helps you reclaim yours.

CHAPTER 1
The Making of a Man in a Burning House

I have always remembered things in color. Not just the sharp edges of memory, but the hues,the warm brass of a Hammond organ, the soft blue glow of sanctuary lights, the brown faces of saints shining with sweat and devotion. My earliest memories lived inside the walls of southern black apostolic church, in New Orleans that introduced me to God, community, and the world.
But the man standing in the pulpit, the one handing out the gospel with authority, was white.
Even as a child, before I knew how deep the river of race ran in this country, something in me felt the contradiction. The congregation was black. The music was black. The offering baskets passed through black hands. But the authority, the spiritual center of power, wore white skin like a birthright.
I remember watching his son play the piano, small and pale at the keys, while voices darker than midnight praised a God painted to look like them. I did not have the language then for indoctrination or displacement. But I had eyes. And children learn their world before they learn their words.
When we watched the movie The Ten Commandments as a family, I learned Moses was white. The Israelites were white. In the bible study charts, Adam and Eve were white. Even the angels, those radiant messengers of heaven, had hair like silk and faces that never resembled mine.
The lesson was quiet, gentle, effective:
Holiness was white.
Authority was white.
God Himself leaned toward the whiteness of the men who preached Him.
I did not realize then that I was absorbing the same story my dad had swallowed long before I was born.

My Dad Before He Was Anyone’s Father
Before my dad became my father, he was a boy searching for safety in a world that taught him it lived far from home.
His earliest teacher was pain.
His biological father, my grandfather, Papa Cliff, left behind bruises on both him and his mother before leaving them entirely. Abuse, abandonment, disappearance: these were the first three commandments etched into my dad’s childhood. His mother remarried again and again, each time welcoming a new man into the house with the desperate hope of stability, each time choosing men who carried the same violence as the one before.
My dad learned something watching these men:
Black authority hit you.
Black authority left you.
Black authority could not be trusted to stay, to soothe, or to protect.
Where, then, would a boy place his hope?
He placed it where the world told him power lived.
He learned early that whiteness meant order, predictability, and calm. Whiteness meant rules instead of rage. Whiteness meant institutions instead of instability. Whiteness meant pastors who smiled instead of stepfathers who swung.
A child doesn’t analyze.
A child adapts.
And my dad adapted by leaning toward the light that hurt him least, even if that light was a white illusion.

Milwaukee, 1975: The Integration That Burned
When my dad was a freshman, Milwaukee cracked open under a court order it had spent decades avoiding. Though Brown v. Board had passed in 1954, the city clung to segregation like a birthright. Redlining drew borders. Housing covenants sealed them. White neighborhoods birthed white schools. Black neighborhoods birthed overcrowded, underfunded ones. And the city lied, boldly, publicly, claiming its schools were “integrated.”
Integration existed only on paper.
Reality was a mosaic of carefully crafted separation.
Then came Amos v. Board of Milwaukee, a lawsuit blunt enough to pierce the lie. And in 1975, the courts confirmed what black families had long known: Milwaukee had intentionally segregated its schools.
The judge ordered busing.
And my dad, then fourteen years old, became one of the first black children pulled from the soil that made him and shipped into the white suburbs like a cultural experiment.
They called it integration.
But it felt more like extraction.
Imagine being uprooted from the black neighborhoods that had survived the 60s, from communities still echoing with the power of Malcolm and Martin, only to be placed inside classrooms where General Robert E. Lee and Thomas Jefferson were their heroes, and students and teachers stared at you like a problem they never asked for.
Imagine being taught by people who believed your presence was a threat to their children’s futures.
White parents protested.
White students spat their disapproval through narrowed eyes.
Some families fled to avoid sitting beside black children.
Others stayed, but their tolerance was hollow, brittle, and performative.
Dr. King had seen this future coming when he warned, “I fear I am integrating my people into a burning house.”
My dad walked through the doors of that burning house every morning. He learned how to navigate the flames of that burning house by denying his own culture and blackness and started assimilating into those who created the fire. 
And he survived the way many black children did in white institutions: 
he learned to make himself palatable.
He sharpened his diction until it cut.
He polished his tone until it gleamed.
He shaped his sentences into ladders and shields.
“Words,” he later told me, “could get you killed or get you hired.”
Language became his armor.
He learned to speak so precisely that white teachers beamed with approval while black peers wondered whether he thought himself better. My dad didn’t understand the accusation then. He didn’t know that assimilation carried a tax: the suspicion of those who saw what whiteness required him to lose.
When he came home pronouncing every syllable like it was being graded, the boys in the neighborhood mocked him.
“You talk white,” they said.
But he wasn’t trying to be white.
He was trying to be safe.
Children rarely know the difference between their survival techniques and their sins.

A Son’s Reflection
Looking back, I see the psychology clearly:
My dad wasn’t chasing whiteness.
He was escaping the violence of black authority in his childhood.
Whiteness, for him, wasn’t identity, it was order, control,  and predictability.
When your first lessons in masculinity are fists, abandonment, and betrayal, you don’t trust what looks familiar.
You trust what looks stable.
You trust what looks like it won’t hurt you.
My dad learned that white authority praised his assimilation.
black authority, in his experience, punished his existence.
So he followed the praise.
Not because he hated Blackness
but because Blackness had been weaponized against him by the very men who were supposed to protect him.
He assimilated to survive the burning house he’d been pushed into, 
never realizing the smoke he was inhaling was rising from a fire
he himself had helped to keep alive.
By the time my dad turned eighteen, Milwaukee’s winters had already hardened him. He left the city the way many young Black men leave the places that raised them, quietly, carrying more wounds than wisdom, convinced that geography could fix what childhood had fractured.
He boarded a bus heading south, down toward the place where his father, Papa Cliff, had tried to remake himself. New Orleans, with its humid breath and slow-moving time, called to him. Maybe it was blood. Maybe it was longing. Maybe it was just the ache of a son wanting the father he never truly had.
When he arrived, he stepped into a world both familiar and foreign. Papa Cliff had found work as a security guard at Delgado Community College, an aged man in a pressed uniform, walking the hallways with the posture of someone who wanted to be seen as respectable. Maybe he was trying to outrun the man he had once been. Violence ages differently on the body; it leaves stains no uniform can cover. He also was in an environment where he also had to assimilate to be more palatable to his white employer. 
My dad tried to build something with him, but the foundation between them was fractured. Their conversations were short, their silences long. Two men related by blood but separated by wounds neither wanted to name.
New Orleans, though, had ways of calling out the shadows in a man. My dad slipped into trouble, weed, petty theft, running the streets with boys who saw him as another lost northern kid with nothing to lose. The same articulate tongue that had impressed white teachers couldn’t negotiate with the ghosts following him.
And then, one night, someone invited him to church.
Not the white church Papa Cliff attended, the one where respectability hung in the air like incense, a black congregation beating with the pulse of drums, testimonies, and survival.
The first time my dad walked in, he felt something he had never felt in Milwaukee, or Shorewood, or in the violent homes he grew up in:
He felt seen.
Not judged.
Not measured.
Not scanned for threat.
Seen.
He always said that night changed his life. He said the Holy Ghost hit him so hard his knees buckled, that he felt something warm and ancient rise in his chest, something that didn’t sound like his white teachers, it sounded like home, like the things his spirit remembered before the world taught him fear.
He was baptized soon after.
He left the streets.
He embraced Pentecostalism like it was a new spine.
But salvation, does not erase history. It reinterprets it.
And sometimes it reinterprets pain into obedience.
It was in that same church that he met my mother, soft-spoken but steady, a newly saved young woman carrying two sons of her own and a quiet strength born from her own storms.
They understood each other in ways wounded people often do: 
not through perfection, but through the recognition of familiar scars.
They married.
They had Me, Rock, and Sue.
And for a moment, the world felt almost normal.
The beloved black pastor of the church they attended, was supposed to perform their wedding ceremony. He was the kind of black leader my dad had never truly known, firm but compassionate, authoritative without being cruel. A man who did not need whiteness to validate him.
The pastor died of a heart attack before the ceremony.
And that’s when the story shifted.

The White Pastor at the Gate
A white pastor stepped in to lead both his own predominantly white church and the black congregation. Instead of integrating the two, he kept them separate, two bodies under one head, divided by race and united by hierarchy.
My dad did not question it at the time.
(Children of instability rarely question structure.)
But the symbolism was heavy:
· White leadership
· Black followers
· Two congregations, separate but controlled
· Power centralized in whiteness
· Holiness filtered through white approval
It mirrored everything my dad had learned from childhood to adulthood:
Blackness was a congregation.
Whiteness was the authority.
My dad even tried to join the white church, wanting to sit where Papa Cliff sat, where whiteness felt safe and elevated. But the white pastor told him no,
“You need to be with your people.”
The same pastor who welcomed Papa Cliff into white pews denied Donald entrance.
Think of what that does to a young black man who has spent his whole life searching for acceptance:
One black man (his father) is welcomed.
Another black man (your father) is turned away.
Both are told the rejection is spiritual, not racial.
My dad internalized the message:
holiness had boundaries.
And those boundaries were drawn in white hands.

The Holy Mask of Assimilation
Inside this new system, My dad’s greatest wound became his greatest asset:
his voice.
It was smooth, powerful, steady, articulate.
It was the sound of a man who had learned to survive by speaking perfectly.
It was the sound white ears trusted.
My dad found work in radio, where tone mattered more than truth. He became the voice that soothed listeners during storms, the voice that made white people forget they were listening to a black man, until they praised him with the most backhanded compliment a black man could receive:
“You sound educated.”
My dad didn’t hear the insult.
He heard approval.
And approval, for a boy raised under violence, is a drug.
He built a ministry the same way. He preached with passion but not protest, authority but not freedom, scripture but not struggle. His sermons were beautiful and rehearsed, each sentence sanded smooth so no one could accuse him of being “radical,” “angry,” or “too black.”
Assimilation had become holy.
Obedience had become righteousness.
Respectability had become theology.
What my dad did not realize was that the God he was serving had been painted a color.
And it wasn’t his.
The White God Behind the Pulpit
The United Pentecostal Church (UPC) became his new family.
His new hierarchy.
His new measurement of holiness.
But UPC was not just a denomination, it was a white religious empire with roots sunk deep in racial supremacy.
Its founder, Charles Parham, openly supported segregation and believed the Azusa Street Revival, the birthplace of Pentecostalism, was “contaminated” by Black leadership.
None of that history was taught to my dad.
But history has a way of hiding in the architecture of a place.
The images of missionaries were white.
The Bible school professors were white.
The leadership was white.
The men celebrated were white.
The definition of holiness was white-coded:
· The way you speak
· The way you dress
· The way you submit
· The way you erase yourself
The more my dad fit, the more they welcomed him.
The more he blended, the more they affirmed him.
The more he assimilated, the more they promised him elevation.
He became the articulate black minister who could preach fire without mentioning racism.
He became the safe black man white Pentecostals could point to and say,
“See? We’re not racist.”
But inside, something was breaking.

The Psychology of a Wounded Leader
Looking back, the psychology is painfully clear:
A boy raised in abuse seeks a system that promises structure.
A child betrayed by black authority seeks white validation as safety.
A son abandoned by his father follows the footsteps of the man who left him.
A teenager rejected by white classmates wins their approval by voice.
A young convert finds in Pentecostalism a theology that rewards obedience.
A black minister climbs a ladder that was never built for him.
My dad believed proximity to white power would protect him.
Because in his life, power had always been white, or violent.
And whiteness felt less painful.
He believed assimilation = acceptance.
Obedience = love.
Performance = worthiness.
This wasn’t weakness.
It was survival.
It was the wounded boy still living inside the grown man.
And I would inherit the echoes of his silence.


CHAPTER 2 
Learning the Colors of the World
“Color is not a human or a personal reality; it is a political reality.”
· James Baldwin
I was five years old the day my father left.
Old enough to remember the sound of the door closing.
Young enough to not understand the weight behind it.
There were five of us, my mother, my brothers, my sister, and me, standing in a house that suddenly felt too quiet.
New Orleans had always been colorful.
Loud with music.
Loud with family.
Loud with bodies in motion and the heartbeat of black culture.
But the silence that followed my father’s departure had its own volume.
It was the kind of silence you feel in your bones before you understand it in your mind.
The silence didn’t last long.
My mother had a support system that was more like a fortress, her parents.
We moved in with Gruma Yvonne and Grumpa Raymond, and that house felt like a refuge, not a fallback. Their love wrapped around us like a second skin. It felt like home.
My dad went back to Milwaukee,
back to the city that had shaped him,
back to the winter he had once escaped,
back to the only structure he ever fully trusted.
The church.
The white church.
He joined a predominantly white United Pentecostal congregation where his polished diction and careful obedience were welcomed like offerings. It was the kind of place where the pews were stiff, the music restrained, and the authority unquestioned. A place where he could perform the version of himself white leadership approved of.
And he left us to figure out what remained.
Two years later, something shifted.
His mother, my grandmother, Gruma Julie, died.
And grief has a way of softening defenses pride once fortified.
My dad reached out to my mother after years of absence, distance, and justification wrapped in religious language.
He asked her to come to Milwaukee.
To reunite.
To rebuild.
That invitation became a doorway into my own story, the moment the path of my life bent toward the Midwest, toward a city that would both shape me and scar me.
We packed up what we had, climbed into a future none of us understood, and left the warm cradle of New Orleans for the sharp breath of Milwaukee, in the middle of winter.
I didn’t know it then, but I was traveling toward the battlefield where my double consciousness would be born.
Milwaukee was the first place I ever saw race move like weather,
cold, sudden, reshaping everything it touched.
In New Orleans, Blackness was the fabric of life.
In Milwaukee, it was a category, a warning, a box.
It was strange watching my dad fit himself into whiteness like a suit two sizes too tight.
Strange watching him adjust his voice depending on who entered the room.
Strange sensing that he trusted strangers with pale skin more than he trusted the children who carried his blood.
But children don’t analyze.
Children adapt.
And adaptation is where double consciousness begins.

Urban Day: Where Blackness Was a Crown
My parents enrolled me at Urban Day School, one of the first choice schools in Milwaukee. It was a school wrapped in Black brilliance, staffed with Black leadership, filled with Black pride.
It was the first school that taught me love without conditions.
We learned about:
· Marcus Garvey
· Martin Luther King Jr.
· Harriet Tubman
· Toussaint Louverture
· Black queens and kings
· Black inventors
· Black resistance
And they didn’t teach from pain.
They taught from power.
The teachers spoke to us like we were already scholars.
The curriculum whispered the truth:
You come from a people who built, fought, created, survived, and dreamed.
The principal, Rob Rauls, was a white man, but not the kind I’d come to dread later.
He didn’t lead through dominance or pity.
He led through presence, care, and consistency.
His whiteness wasn’t a weapon.
It was a witness.
My mother flourished there.
“Teacher of the Year” in her first twelve months.
Rob saw her genius the moment she walked through the door.
Urban Day taught me something I needed before everything fell apart:
White people are not the problem.
White supremacy is.
For a season, that difference was clear.
But childhood doesn’t stay soft forever.

The Day Love Was Replaced by Fear
After three years of affirmation, empowerment, and cultural pride, my father insisted we leave Urban Day.
He pulled us out and enrolled us in the school attached to the white UPC church he had immersed himself in.
That decision snapped something in my world.
I walked into that school expecting the warmth of Urban Day.
Expecting teachers who spoke my name with dignity.
Expecting peers who understood the weight and wonder of being Black.
But this school was different.
The kind of different you feel before you see.
The kind of different that sits in your stomach.
The kind that whispers:
You are tolerated, not welcomed.
And the moment I walked through those doors, the lessons began, not from textbooks, not from teachers, not from scripture, but from the way whiteness performed itself inside Christianity.
Nothing from Urban Day could have prepared me for what came next.
The Art of The Microaggression
“Racism is not an event. It is a system that produces a thousand daily cuts.”
· Lani Guinier
This new suburban Christian school didn’t need a class on race.
It was built into the air.
On my first day, I walked down a hallway lined with verses about love, forgiveness, and holiness.
But the eyes that scanned me didn’t read any of those scriptures.
They read my skin.
Urban Day had taught me I was gifted.
This school taught me I was different.
It didn’t take long for the children to translate what the adults practiced in silence.
Kids are mirrors.
They reflect what their parents whisper at dinner.
One morning, the lights went off in the classroom.
Before my eyes could adjust, I heard laughter:
“Smile so we can see you!”
The whole room erupted.
I wasn’t a classmate.
I was a punchline.
Another day they called me Mowgli, not with affection, but with that mocking sing-song tone white kids use when they’re too afraid to say “monkey” out loud.
Sometimes they dropped the pretense altogether:
“Nigger pile!”
They would throw themselves on top of each other on the playground, chanting it,
performing white supremacy like recess theater.
One white girl asked if my “poop” was a different color.
I responded it was the same as everyone else’s.
And when I spoke up?
When I told the truth?
When I refused to participate in my own humiliation?
The principal shrugged.
“It’s just how kids talk.”
Holiness had a color here, and it wasn’t mine.
Forgiveness had a color here, and it wasn’t mine.
Childhood had a color here, and it wasn’t mine.
Urban Day had taught me whiteness didn’t always mean supremacy.
The suburban Christian school taught me that whiteness inside Christian institutions often did.
I learned more about racism in three months there
than I had in my entire life before Milwaukee.
And I learned it from children raised on religion.

White Sin vs. Black Consequence
“To be a Negro in this country and to be relatively conscious is to be in a rage almost all the time.”
— James Baldwin
It wasn’t just the kids.
I watched white boys fistfight teachers.
I watched them disrespect authority like it was a sport.
And when consequences came?
In-school suspension.
A warning.
A “boys will be boys” shrug.
Grace flowed like water for them.
But for us?
Grace was a drought.
My older brother “Damion” confessed to my father that he had slept with his girlfriend.
It didn’t happen at school.
He wasn’t caught.
He wasn’t exposed.
My father, trained in confession culture, felt obligated to tell the pastor before rumors could. He met with the pastor and his wife.
The pastor’s wife looked at Damion with a smile sharpened into a blade and said:
“We’ve got you now.”
They expelled him.
Meanwhile, white students were sneaking into church prayer rooms during school hours to have sex on the same carpet people cried on every Sunday.
Leadership had a son who crawled into the ceiling over the girls’ locker room to spy on them while they changed.
No expulsions.
No public humiliation.
No “we’ve got you now.”
They kept their enrollment.
They kept their reputations.
They kept their safety.
That was the day I learned the real curriculum:
Black sin is unforgivable.
White sin is unfortunate.

“You Can’t Do What White Kids Do.”
When we moved to the suburbs, Oak Creek, Wisconsin, my father sat me down for the talk every Black boy eventually receives.
Not the sex talk.
Not the “be respectful” talk.
The survival talk.
“You can’t do what white kids do,” he said.
“They’ll treat you differently.”
He was right.
He had lived it.
He had survived it.
He had watched white authority protect its own and punish him his whole life.
But what I didn’t understand then was this:
He would treat me differently too.
The same fear white systems carved into him now shaped the way he parented us.
The same suspicion he learned from white authority now guided his responses to his Black sons.
His warning wasn’t wrong.
But it came with a cost.
It happened on a warm afternoon.
Some white boys from the neighborhood lit a mattress on fire in the woods behind our houses. My friend and I stumbled upon it, put it out, and went back to playing football.
Later, those same boys started another fire.
When the police arrived, they didn’t knock on their doors.
They didn’t search for the boy whose father was a deacon, whose mother volunteered at the school, whose skin blended into the neighborhood like winter.
They came to my door.
A kid whispered my name to avoid blame, and suddenly I was the arsonist.
When my father heard, he didn’t ask questions.
He didn’t look me in the eye.
He didn’t slow down long enough to hear my version.
He beat me.
Hard.
Not just from anger,
from a deeper place, a generational fear that had followed him from Mississippi to Milwaukee.
The same man who had once been beaten by his own father,
who had been unjustly targeted by white authority,
now trusted that same authority over the testimony of his Black son.
For years, he joked that I “burned down a forest,”
as if turning trauma into comedy could erase the sting.
But that day branded me.
I learned that white supremacy doesn’t only live in white people.
It can live in our fathers too.
Humor as Armor
“Humor was another of the soul’s weapons in the fight for self-preservation.”
— Viktor E. Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning
I learned to fight back the only way I could without losing everything.
Through humor.
Through wit.
Through ribbing.
When white kids tried me, I cut them with wordplay sharper than their insults.
One kid had such thin lips I asked,
“Do you put ChapStick on your teeth?”
Then made the face of Fire Marshall Bill from In Living Color.
Kids made fun of my skin tone.
I became a master at spotting their insecurities and firing back with precision.
I kept jokes holstered like ammunition,
ten ribs locked and loaded, waiting for someone to cross the line.
It wasn’t bullying.
It was self-defense, the kind that doesn’t get you expelled.
But even humor has limits.
I remember the day I humiliated the principal’s son in front of his friends with a joke.
His face changed.
He grabbed me.
Choked me.
Squeezed the breath out of my throat.
The pastor’s son, my teacher, watched.
Turned his head.
Pretended not to see.
I had a sharp pencil in my hand.
Every instinct screamed: Use it.
But I knew the script:
He’d be suspended.
I’d be expelled.
He’d be warned.
I’d be arrested.
So I froze.
I lost all respect for that teacher after that day.
I knew, without a doubt, that my well-being meant nothing to him.
Years later, at a graduation for a mutual friend, I saw the principal, the man who had raised the boy who choked me.
He looked directly at me.
Then walked past without a word.
His silence, twenty years later, confirmed what my teenage self already knew:
I wasn’t imagining things.
I had never been safe there.
In a world that tried to suffocate me, basketball was the one place I could breathe.
On the court, none of this mattered.
The ball didn’t care about my skin.
The rim didn’t shrink because I jumped.
For a few minutes at a time, the crowd forgot their prejudice long enough to clap when the shot went in.
I made varsity as a freshman. (I was technically an 8th grader but my parents put me ahead a grade due to my birthday being in august.) 
Coach McLean, one of the few white men in that building who treated me like a full human being, saw something in me others tried to shrink.
He started me after my first game.
He demanded that seniors, who hated that a freshman was taking their minutes, respect me.
He coached me without trying to make me smaller.
Basketball became my sanctuary.
My altar.
My freedom.
Even there, I saw the system try to creep in.
Playing predominantly white teams, I noticed referees didn’t like me “cooking” their white counterparts.
Phantom fouls.
Calls that didn’t make sense.
I had to learn how to defend differently, anticipating passing lanes instead of relying on physicality.
I became a smarter defender because of it, but that intelligence was forged in discriminatory officiating.
When the world tried to make me disappear,
basketball refused to let me vanish.
But sanctuaries in systems like this never last forever.
Eventually, Coach McLean was no longer my coach after my freshman year. 
The one man who had insisted that I be seen, really seen, was gone.
Into that vacuum stepped the pastor’s son and his cousin.
The same pastor’s son who once watched the principal’s son choke me and chose to turn his head.
Now he had authority over the one place where I had felt free.
They allowed alumni and teachers to play in our practices, grown men who treated scrimmages like battlegrounds, using teenage boys as outlets for their power.
One afternoon, a white teacher called the ball out of bounds from half court.
The play had happened under the basket, right where I was standing.
The ball never went out.
He called it anyway.
As I jogged up the court, I said,
“Man, that’s a bad call. You’ve been calling bad calls all game.”
Before I reached half court, he sprinted toward me, grabbed my shirt with both fists, and pushed me backward.
A grown man assaulting a teenager in a church gym, screaming about authority, screaming that I needed to be taught respect, screaming that my father needed to “discipline” me.
Spit flew from his mouth and hit my face as he shook me like he owned me.
And the coaches, my coaches, did nothing.
They didn’t remove him.
They removed me.
I was escorted out of the gym like the aggressor.
He stayed, protected by whiteness wrapped around him like armor.
Later, they let me return.
They made the entire team run the rest of practice while he stood on the sideline screaming and shouting,
“I’ll show you what respect looks like!”
Threats delivered openly.
Threats delivered confidently.
Threats delivered because he knew nothing would happen to him.
I told my father what happened.
I expected him to draw a boundary.
I expected a line in the sand.
I expected protection.
Instead, he invited that same teacher to preach at our church.
There was no accountability.
No correction.
No conversation.
Just another moment where my safety was secondary to the comfort of white men in power.
In that gym, I learned a new truth:
It wasn’t just the school that failed to protect me.
Sometimes the people who loved me had been trained to do the same.
Pockets of Safety in a Hostile World
Not every white face in that school was shaped fully by supremacy.
There were small, quiet candles burning in the dark:
· Sister Pickler, the teacher’s aide who encouraged every creative spark and spoke life into my basketball dreams.
· Sister Bobo, my homeroom teacher, who prayed for me every morning, sensing the depression settling in my chest like unspoken weather.
· Mrs. Rosenberg, from Urban Day, who opened her home, fed us, sheltered us, loved us like family.
· Mr. Scheffelmear, a white parent from the Christian School, who let me come over in the summers to play computer games and treated me like a friend, not a threat.
They taught me nuance.
They taught me compassion.
They taught me that some white people resist the system they were born into.
They reminded me:
Racism is not a person.
It is a culture.
Cultures can be reproduced.
They can also be resisted.
These people resisted.
Assimilation: The futile attempt to blend in
To survive the suburban church and school, I unconsciously learned to blend.
I straightened my hair, imitating Sisqó, (a popular R&B artist at the time) who was also straightening his hair in his own dance with assimilation.
I softened my walk.
I softened my voice.
I softened my Blackness, folding pieces of myself into drawers I wasn’t sure I’d ever open again.
I avoided anything that could be labeled “ghetto.”
I stayed away from slang.
I spoke with perfect grammar.
I tried to become the “acceptable” Black kid.
It didn’t save me from the humiliation rituals I experienced.
· I dominated the court but wasn’t named MVP.
· Some teachers said they felt “threatened” by my confidence.
· I was blamed even when white kids admitted fault.
· White girls were told they had “jungle fever” for liking me and warned their parents wouldn’t approve.
· I was choked by the principal’s son while the pastor’s son, who was a teacher, looked away.
Assimilation is the costume Black children wear when they realize Black brilliance is not enough.
It may protect you from some blows,
but never from the system itself.
Despite it all,
the racism, the humiliation, the isolation,
I became the person their system never intended me to be.
I still dominated the court.
I excelled academically.
I took college courses as a senior.
I became a contradiction they couldn’t categorize:
A Black boy brilliant in their classrooms,
dangerous on their court,
unbroken by their hierarchy.
They tried to dim my light.
It refused.
They tried to shrink my soul.
It wouldn’t comply.
That refusal shaped the rest of my life.
The question that rose from all of this, the question that sits under every chapter of this book, is simple and heavy:
How does a Black child learn to love himself
when both the church and society
are committed to convincing him he is less?
That question became my compass.
It still is.

CHAPTER 3
The House That Wasn’t a Home
Home is supposed to be the first place a child learns safety.
Four walls that teach your nervous system how to rest.
A roof that teaches your spirit how to breathe.
Love that teaches your voice how to speak.
But my childhood home was a revolving door, a sanctuary turned sideways, a place where brokenness came to heal and too often shattered us in the process.
I grew up in a house where prayer was plentiful but protection was scarce.
Where faith was loud but silence was mandatory.
Where ministry was the mission but childhood was the sacrifice.
From as early as I can remember, someone was always living with us.
Gang members.
Single mothers escaping violence.
Teenagers whose homes had turned into battlegrounds.
Missionaries’ sons trying to untangle their sins from their shadows.
Fresh-out-of-jail converts looking for a second chance.
Men wrestling demons so loud they woke the house before daylight.
Every room had rotating tenants.
Every hallway held a stranger’s footsteps.
Every night was a gamble on who might walk through the dark.
And as a child, I thought this was normal.
I thought every pastor’s kid surrendered their bedroom like a tithe.
I thought every family lived with broken men crying behind closed doors.
I thought every household had midnight screams muffled by long prayers.
I thought every child was taught that discomfort was holy.
What I didn’t know then was that this wasn’t ministry.
It was emotional negligence dressed in religious language.
We weren’t a family.
We were a halfway house with Bibles on the table.

When Ministry Replaces Parenting
My father had a theology of helping people.
But it wasn’t shaped by training.
It wasn’t guided by wisdom.
It wasn’t rooted in responsibility.
He believed prayer made him a psychologist.
He believed discernment replaced professional insight.
He believed God told him who needed help and that his home was the hospital.
But ministry without boundaries becomes chaos.
And chaos, when brought into a home, becomes trauma.
We, his children, became the quiet casualties of compassion gone wild.
We grew up learning to:
· sleep on couches because someone else needed our beds
· tiptoe around grown men wrestling their addictions
· hide our valuables because someone might steal them
· lower our voices to avoid triggering unstable guests
· brace ourselves when footsteps didn’t sound familiar
· pretend everything was okay because “God will protect us”
The church called it sacrifice.
But what we lived was parentification
children carrying adult burdens because the adults were busy carrying the world.
My mother’s heart was pure.
Her hospitality flowed from a compassion that was genuine and instinctive.
But my father?
His hospitality was a performance.
A pursuit of spiritual heroism.
A need to be seen as the man who “saves souls” no matter the cost.
And the cost was us.

The Day Luther Broke the Illusion
I was thirteen.
Nonnie was fifteen.
My parents had left us under the supervision of a grown man named Luther, another one of my father’s “projects,” a soul he was trying to rehabilitate.
We didn’t feel safe around him.
Our bodies knew before our minds understood.
That day, Luther decided to “play.”
He grabbed me.
Lifted me.
Threw me on top of Nonnie.
Then jumped on top of both of us.
We were crushed beneath a man twice our size.
Pinned.
Breathless.
I remember Nonnie’s voice break in a way I had never heard:
“Get off me! I can’t breathe! STOP!”
Luther laughed.
As if our fear was entertainment.
As if pain were a game.
As if children were toys.
But something ancient rose in Nonnie that day
something primal, protective, ancestral.
When he finally broke free, he sprinted into the kitchen, grabbed a butcher knife, and chased Luther down the hallway. Luther locked himself in a room, terrified.
And in that moment, I learned a truth I carry to this day:
Even the gentlest child becomes a warrior when their safety is violated.
When my parents came home, we expected protection.
We expected outrage.
We expected our fear to matter.
Instead, life continued.
Another stranger moved in the next month.
And the next.
And the next.
Our home remained a revolving door.
And we remained unprotected.

What Religion Never Told Us
We didn’t have the language for what we lived through.
We didn’t know terms like:
· emotional neglect
· developmental trauma
· unsafe environments
· parentification
· hypervigilance
· survival mode
Instead, we had church vocabulary:
“hospitality”
“sacrifice”
“work of the Lord”
“loving the lost”
“serving the kingdom”
“pastoral calling”
“long suffering”
Those words covered everything.
Even the things that hurt us.
We were told:
“God will protect you.”
“This builds character.”
“Your blessing will come.”
“Ministry is sacrifice.”
“This is your family’s calling.”
But no one asked:
Who protects the children in a house full of broken adults?
No one wondered:
Where do pastor’s kids go to feel safe?
No one admitted:
Not every burden is meant to be carried by a child.
We were trained to spiritualize our own wounds.
And that training would shape the rest of our lives.

The Unseen Wounds We Carried
Looking back now, with adult language, adult understanding, and adult scars, I see what I could never understand as a child:
We lived in survival mode.
For years.
We developed:
Hypervigilance – scanning every room, every voice, every mood
People-pleasing – staying small to stay safe
Boundary issues – because we never had any
Suppressed anger – because expressing it was “ungrateful” or “selfish”
Responsibility overload – children acting like emotional first responders
Religious anxiety – associating God with danger instead of comfort
These were not “character-building moments.”
These were invisible wounds wrapped in scripture.
And the hardest truth?
My father never paid the price for the trauma he brought into our home.
We did.
his is why, a part of me never felt safe with my father.
It wasn’t imagined.
It wasn’t drama.
It wasn’t rebellion.
It was instinct.
Because I learned early:
He would defend the church before he defended us.
He would protect his image before our childhood.
He would shelter strangers before he sheltered his own.
He would sacrifice his children on the altar of ministry, and call it obedience.
And this pattern didn’t stay in childhood:
He defended white teachers who physically assaulted me
He defended staff and board members over his daughter.
He defended a denomination over his own family.
He defended his pastoral identity over the emotional health of his children.
This chapter is not an accusation.
It is a revelation.
A revelation of what happens when ministry becomes identity,
when the pulpit becomes a shield,
when a man tries to save the world while losing the home God actually gave him.
My father wasn’t the only pastor, minister or saint having this experience with his family. This was the culture of “Pentecostalism”. 

CHAPTER 4
When God’s Voice Started Sounding Like a Man
I was twelve when my father started his own church.
Twelve, the age when a boy becomes old enough to recognize truth, but still young enough to be shaped by illusions.
Old enough to sense danger, but not old enough to name it.
He planted the church in the hood, in the heart of Milwaukee’s forgotten blocks (55th and Center), rows of houses sagging under generational weight, families stitched together by survival more than stability, children growing up in neighborhoods where hope felt like a rumor.
He said it was a mission.
A calling.
A place to reach the lost, lift the hurting, restore the broken.
And for a while, I believed him.
But ministry has two faces
the one it shows the world
and the one it shows the people living inside the pastor’s house.
At twelve, I began noticing the cracks.
Not in the building.
Not in the membership.
Not in the sermons.
In him. This isn’t to paint my father in a bad light. It is to expose a systemic issue within religion when men who assume the position of a religious leader, get caught up in religious dogma. The effects that is plays on the people. 
My father preached about freedom, but moved like a man enslaved to the approval of an organization.
He preached about love, but wielded it like a reward for obedience.
He preached about sacrifice, but demanded his children offer more than he ever gave.
Church didn’t feel like community.
It felt like curriculum.
A curriculum of compliance.
A syllabus of silence.
A handbook of holiness that always seemed to benefit the man holding the microphone.
And we, his children, became the staff he never paid, the soldiers that were never thanked, the backbone that was never acknowledged.
Before I understood manipulation as a concept, I lived under it as a culture and was never able to truly diagnose it for what it was. 

The Church Became His Identity
And We Became His Tools
We ran children’s church.
We set up chairs.
We broke down equipment.
We prayed for members, counseled teenagers, sang on the praise team, worked the altars, cleaned the building, carried the weight. We were the movers anytime church folks needed to move homes.
Not because we wanted to.
Because in our house, God spoke through one person, and that person was my father.
Service wasn’t service.
It was duty.
Debt.
Obligation.
A spiritual currency we were forced to pay.
I didn’t understand then what I understand now:
When a parent confuses ministry with identity, everything becomes sacrifice, including their children.


The First Crack in the Halo
The day he called me “stupid head” was the day my childhood vision of him shattered.
It wasn’t the insult itself because in retrospect it was such a corny way to insult someone but it was the tone.
The way it carried frustration instead of love.
Control instead of compassion.
Possession instead of protection.
Pastors are trained to apologize.
Fathers are called to heal.
He did neither.
He told me I had to forgive him because the Bible commanded it.
Not because he saw my pain.
Not because he regretted his words.
Because Scripture gave him the right to demand my forgiveness.
That was the moment I realized:
My father used God like a tool belt, pulling out whatever verse kept him in power.
It wasn’t holiness.
It was psychology.
It was strategy.
It was control baptized in King James English.
And I was the child learning to read the difference between conviction and manipulation.
The Day the Prophet Spoke My Father’s Script
The Sunday he invited the prophet was the day the veil tore.
I can still see it,
the dim lights, the sweaty worship, the trembling voices, the sanctuary thick with suspicion disguised as anointing.
The prophet walked with the swagger of someone who believed their voice carried Heaven’s thunder.
He paused dramatically, closed his eyes, then said:
“Someone here is planning a big move.
Don’t do it.
God says stay.”
Then he pointed directly at me.
My spirit didn’t flinch.
It recoiled.
Because something felt off.
Rotten.
Fabricated.
And I later learned I was right
my father had told him.
Gave him the script.
Fed him the details.
Used the pulpit to settle an argument we had in my bedroom.
I wasn’t disobeying God.
I was disobeying Pastor Dad’s fear of losing control.
And he hid behind a prophet to keep me caged.
That day, a spiritual truth etched itself into my bones:
Not every voice behind a pulpit is prophetic.
Some are just loud.
Some are afraid.
Some are manipulative.
Some are men wearing God’s name like a mask.
It made me recall all the other times before, where my dad and I would get into a disagreement and he would “hear from the Lord” and preach about it, using scripture to back up his point in our disagreement days before. It never set well with me. Especially the times I knew he was wrong. To weaponized the pulpit to keep control over those who disagree with him.  
CHAPTER 5
The God Who Required Sons on Altars
There’s a story every Pentecostal child hears long before they understand it.
Abraham.
Isaac.
The mountain.
The knife.
The voice.
A father willing to kill his son because God said so.
Pastors preached it with pride.
Congregants shouted over it.
Fathers nodded solemnly, as if preparing themselves for the day God might ask the same.
It was called faith.
Obedience.
Holiness.
But as an adult, I see what the child in me couldn’t:
This story is the blueprint for spiritual abuse.
It teaches that true devotion to God requires sacrificing your children.
It teaches that God will test your loyalty by demanding you to commit a sin to prove your loyalty.
It teaches that faith requires violence, emotional, spiritual, and relational.
It teaches that a man who hears a voice must follow it, even if the cost is his family.
And in churches like the one I was raised in, this story wasn’t symbolic.
It was a standard.
A quiet, unspoken permission slip for pastors to sacrifice their sons to the work of the ministry.
To sacrifice their daughters to silence.
To sacrifice their spouses to burnout.
To sacrifice their own humanity to the altar of performance.
Abraham walked up one mountain.
But countless pastors walk up their own, carrying their children’s well-being as the wood on their backs.
My father was one of them. 
Even by Old Testament standards, human sacrifice was a moral boundary few dared to cross. It was condemned, forbidden, and associated with the darkest expressions of pagan worship. Yet in two places, Genesis and Judges, the narrative presents scenarios in which God not only allows but appears to accept the sacrifice of a human child. And because the text records these moments without explicit rebuke, generations of believers have been conditioned to override their own moral reasoning. Something that would be unquestionably evil in any other context becomes untouchable simply because it appears in scripture. The conclusion becomes: if the Bible records God accepting it, then who are we to question God?
This has always been the core tension I wrestle with. Religious systems built upon the doctrine of biblical infallibility require you to mute your conscience whenever the text contradicts itself or your moral intuition. The fruit of these stories is plain: human sacrifice is wrong. Yet within the canon, we are given two sanctioned exceptions. And if exceptions exist, then the principle is no longer absolute. The logic becomes circular: human sacrifice is evil, unless God allows it; if God allows it, then it is no longer evil; and because the Bible is infallible, the contradiction must be ignored.
This is where my discomfort with rigid, literalist faith structures begins. When the preservation of doctrinal perfection becomes more important than confronting the ethical implications of the stories themselves, we are asked not to seek truth, but to surrender discernment.

Benevolence with Chains Attached
After the 2008 financial crisis, my wife and I moved into my parents’ home out of necessity.
My father saw an opportunity.
He offered shelter
but only if we attended his church.
He offered stability
but only if we submitted to his spiritual authority.
He offered support
but only if we allowed him to shepherd our lives on his terms.
It wasn’t kindness.
It was leverage.
It was Abraham with a clipboard, marking which sacrifices we were willing to make to stay in his good graces.
It was the religion of conditional love:
· Obey, or lose the blessing.
· Submit, or lose the covering.
· Comply, or lose the home.
It was generosity that demanded loyalty.
Help that demanded silence.
Love that demanded surrender.
And soon the pulpit became the knife.
He preached sermons aimed at us
laced with guilt,
wrapped in scripture,
coated in spiritual language,
aimed at bending our will.
We weren’t family.
We were props.
Examples.
Warnings.
Material for his Sunday performances.
Just like Abraham, he believed that the test of his faith was how much he was willing to place on the altar.
Even if it meant placing his own children there.

Falling Out of Faith (But Not Out of God)
Leaving his house felt like leaving gravity.
Everything in me collapsed.
I spiraled into numbness:
Alcohol to quiet the ache.
Weed to soften the memories.
Silence to avoid the questions.
Isolation to escape the noise.
Not because I hated God
but because the image of God handed to me by religion felt abusive.
Manipulative.
Punitive.
Unpredictable.
If God really required Abraham to kill his son,
then how was my father wrong for sacrificing his children emotionally?
If God rewarded obedience through fear,
then how could I blame my father for copying the same pattern?
If God demanded submission,
then how could I protest when my father demanded it?
Religion had groomed me to accept abuse as holiness.
So I walked away.
Not from the Creator
but from the version of God built in the image of insecure men.
I studied Buddhism.
Hinduism.
Hermetic philosophy.
Egyptian myth.
Gnosticism.
Esoteric science.
Sumerian texts.
The universal laws.
And for the first time in my life, I felt something I had never felt under Pentecostalism:
Freedom.

The Unmasking of the Old Testament God
When I stepped outside Christianity, the contradiction became obvious:
The Old Testament God looked like a warlord
jealous, petty, violent, demanding submission, blood, sacrifice, control.
The God Jesus revealed looked like a father
patient, healing, nonviolent, liberating, and compassionate. Christ sacrificed himself for those he loved. He didn’t ask someone else to do it for him. The ultimate act of love. 
It was as if two different beings were sharing the same name.
One behaving like a tribal deity.
The other behaving like the Source of all creation.
But the church never names this contradiction.
Because if they did, the entire system of control collapses.
You cannot demand obedience under the God of Abraham
while preaching love under the God of Christ
and expect the human psyche to remain whole.
This is why so many Christians live spiritually split personalities (double mindedness):
They pray like children,
but fear like slaves.
They worship like family,
but obey like slaves.
They love Jesus,
but fear the Father.
This fracture is how pastors maintain power
by switching gods depending on the message:
· Need obedience? Old Testament God.
· Need mercy? Jesus.
· Need authority? Paul.
· Need control? Abraham.
· Need emotional compliance? Isaac on the altar.
My father wasn’t unique.
He was simply repeating the theology he inherited.
The theology that says:
Sacrifice your children.
Sacrifice yourself.
Sacrifice your joy.
Sacrifice your intuition.
Sacrifice your peace.
Sacrifice anything
just never sacrifice your loyalty to the pastor.
The same obedience that once hovered over my life was the obedience forced upon Indigenous peoples during the Crusades and the long occupation of their ancestral lands. It always began the same way: strip away the old identity, call your grandmother’s wisdom pagan, call your ceremonies demonic, and accept the religion of your conquerors as proof that you have surrendered.
History shows us that this was not persuasion, it was conquest baptized in holy language. It mirrored the ancient stories where the God of the Old Testament commands His followers to subdue foreign nations, erase cultures, and claim land as divine inheritance. Violence was sanctified simply by saying, “God told us to do it.” Murder became obedience. Theft became righteousness. Sin transformed into sacrifice, as long as it was performed in His name.
That logic has never retired. It has only evolved.
Today, those same ideologies echo through American politics, where leaders speak as though heaven endorses every foreign intervention. Entire nations are labeled un-Christian, uncivilized, or spiritually lost to justify their invasion. The people of the Middle East are cast as sinners, idolaters, and threats to divine order, language carefully chosen to dull the public conscience, to make it easier for ordinary citizens to accept bombs falling on strangers they will never meet.
All because those strangers call God by a different name.
Christ vs. Paul: The Split No One Wants to Admit
When I stepped back from the contradictions, a larger pattern emerged, one too consistent to ignore. The tension between Christ and Paul was not just a disagreement in doctrine. It was a collision of two spiritual economies. Christ preached transformation; Paul preached administration. Christ taught liberation; Paul organized a religion. Christ spoke of awakening the soul; Paul built a structure for policing it.
And history reveals which vision prevailed.
1. Christ Offered a Path; Paul Built a System
Christ’s message was rooted in lived wisdom:
heal the sick, lift the oppressed, forgive those who wrong you, release every debt, and refuse to return violence for violence. His gospel required a new kind of human being, someone whose heart had been broken open and remade by love. This was “The Way”.
Paul’s gospel required something else entirely:
confession, allegiance, obedience, hierarchy, and doctrinal purity. His letters read like infrastructure, rules for congregations, guidelines for authority, restrictions on roles, boundaries on behavior. It was less a spiritual revolution and more the blueprint for a religious institution.
Institutions, by nature, gravitate toward control.
And so Christianity followed Paul, not Christ.
2. Christ Dissolved Hierarchy; Paul Reconstructed It
Christ said plainly:
"Call no man teacher, or father… the greatest among you must be a servant."
(Matthew 23:8–11)
This was a spiritual leveling, no clergy, no ruling class, no gatekeepers to God.
But Paul reintroduced rank and title:
apostles, prophets, pastors, teachers, overseers.
(1 Corinthians 12:28; Ephesians 4:11)
Paul’s structure placed divine authority back into human hands.
And once hierarchy returned, so did exploitation.
A hierarchy always needs doctrine to enforce obedience,
and fear to produce compliance.
Hellfire became useful.
Sin became currency.
Guilt became leverage.
What Christ dissolved, Paul rebuilt brick by brick.
3. Christ Centered Justice; Paul Centered Belief
For Christ, righteousness was revealed in how you lived:
how you treated the poor, how you handled forgiveness, how you navigated power.
He said clearly:
"What you do to the least of these you do to me”
(Matthew 25:40)
Paul replaced this with a belief-centered salvation:
"Confess with your mouth… believe in your heart… and you will be saved."
(Romans 10:9)
It removed accountability from the moral realm and tied it to allegiance.
Christ measured the heart by fruit.
Paul measured it by doctrine.
And doctrine is far easier to control.
4. Christ Elevated Women; Paul Restrained Them
Christ allowed women to sit as disciples,
revealed Himself to them first,
and dismantled the gender hierarchy of His time.
Paul restored that hierarchy unapologetically:
"I do not allow a woman to teach or to have authority over a man."
(1 Timothy 2:12)
That single verse became permission for centuries of silencing,
and it positioned Paul’s authority above Christ’s example.
Whenever a religion elevates rules over relationship,
control becomes the inevitable outcome.
5. Christ Rejected Violence; Paul Employed Judgment
Christ said,
"Put away your sword."
(Matthew 26:52)
He rebuked His disciples for wanting to call down fire.
He refused to condemn sinners.
He healed the ear of the man who came to arrest Him.
Yet Paul repeatedly speaks curses,
hands people over to Satan,
and blinds a man who opposes him.
Paul weaponizes divine judgment.
Christ dismantles it.
And the church chose the weapon.
6. Why Pastors Prefer Paul
Pastors do not build empires by preaching what Christ preached.
Christ’s teachings overturn the very structures that religious institutions depend on.
Forgive endlessly?
Give everything away?
Dismantle hierarchy?
Reject retaliation?
Lead through service instead of control?
Institutionally inconvenient.
Structurally destabilizing.
Paul, on the other hand, provides:
• clear authority structures
• command-based obedience
• doctrinal boundaries
• fear-based accountability
• gender hierarchy
• centralized leadership
• institutional loyalty
Paul makes religion manageable.
Christ makes people free.
And free people are harder to control.
7. How Paul Became the Foundation of Western Religious Power
When Rome adopted Christianity, it did not choose the teachings that liberated slaves, uplifted women, redistributed wealth, or confronted empire. Rome chose Paul, the man whose writings support hierarchy, obedience, and orthodoxy. These were the building blocks of imperial religion.
The Christ who overturned tables was silenced.
The Christ who defied empire was muted.
The Christ who broke every chain threatened the very system that canonized His story.
Paul’s voice survived because Paul’s voice supported the empire.
And once an empire baptizes a doctrine,
that doctrine becomes truth by force.

THE ESSENCE OF THE CONTRADICTION
Christ calls us to awaken.
Paul calls us to submit.
Christ invites transformation.
Paul mandates conformity.
Christ speaks to the soul.
Paul speaks to the institution.
And history has shown repeatedly,
it is easier to control bodies than to free spirits.
My father never preached sermons that empowered people to think.
He preached sermons that made people dependent.
Not because he was evil
but because he was formed by a system that confuses control with holiness.

The Awakening: God Was Never the Problem
When I studied universal laws, polarity, rhythm, mentalism, correspondence, something clicked open inside me:
If creation is orderly,
then the Creator is orderly.
If creation is love-coded,
then the Creator is love.
If creation is balanced,
then the Creator is balance.
If everything is vibration,
then the Creator is consciousness.
If the divine is reflected in all things,
then the divine is reflected in us.
God was never the tyrant.
God was never the manipulator.
God was never the jealous deity demanding sons on altars.
That was the God built by men who needed control.
Once I understood this, I reclaimed something I didn’t realize I had lost:
My direct connection to the divine.
Not through pastors.
Not through prophets.
Not through pulpits.
Not through fear.
Through consciousness.
Through intuition.
Through presence.
Through truth.
And the voice I heard in that space
the voice beyond doctrine, dogma, and denomination
did not sound like Abraham.
Did not sound like “Pastor Dad”.
Did not sound like UPC.
It sounded like Love.
And Love never demands you sacrifice your children.
Love never demands you silence your soul.
Love never demands you bow to fear.
Love never demands you worship a pain-shaped God.
Love liberates.
Love awakens.
Love returns you to yourself.
That was my turning point.
The moment I left religion and finally began to know God.
I remember a night when sleep refused to come. I lay in bed, staring into the dark, while a single image kept circling my mind—an eternal hellfire burning without mercy, swallowing trillions of souls. I kept asking myself how such a vision could belong to a God whose mercy is said to endure forever. If His grace is truly boundless, wouldn’t it extend beyond the grave? What sense would it make for Jesus to conquer death, hell, and the grave, only for most of creation to remain imprisoned in the very place He supposedly defeated?
I began to wonder how eternal punishment could ever teach anyone anything. What child learns from a lesson that never ends? What growth can be born from torment without hope? Those questions pushed me deeper into the origins of this doctrine, and what I found shocked me. The Israelites of the Old Testament, the people whose stories we were raised on, never believed in an eternal hellfire. That idea came later, crafted in the furnace of Hellenistic philosophy.
If a place of unending torture truly existed, why was it never mentioned by the same God who raged about idols, commanded wars, and called Himself jealous? Why would a God so concerned with obedience forget to warn His people about the single most catastrophic fate imaginable? Instead, the Old Testament speaks of Sheol, a shadowed resting place where both the righteous and the wicked awaited judgment. Not once did it describe a realm of everlasting torment.
As I sat with these contradictions, more questions poured in. How can eternal torture coexist with unconditional love? How can a creator claim limitless compassion and still design a realm of infinite punishment for finite mistakes, mistakes committed within a short seventy-year window of human confusion and struggle?
I remember asking my mother a simple question: Would you make a place of eternal punishment for me if I disobeyed you for seventy years? She looked at me horrified and said, “Of course not.” So I asked her, how is her earthly love stronger than God’s love? That question echoed inside me for days, and in its echo, the cracks in the foundation of eternal hellfire grew wider.
The more I studied, the more I recognized the fingerprints of human hands, control, fear, and manipulation disguised as divine decree. Eternal damnation became a weapon, a tool sharpened during conquests like Manifest Destiny. If Indigenous peoples were already marked as “pagan” and “hell-bound,” then taking their land and enslaving them became an act of holy justification, not brutality. Religion no longer had to prove its righteousness; it simply had to manufacture damnation for anyone who stood in its way.
And that’s when I saw the pattern clearly: fear dressed up as faith, obedience extracted through terror, and submission bought with threats of eternal suffering. The doctrine of hell was not simply a belief, it was an instrument. A mechanism of control. A theology of abuse.


When I Finally Stepped Off the Altar
The day I realized God was not my father’s voice,
I felt something inside me break
and something else finally breathe.
It was like stepping out of a burning house
and realizing the air outside had always been free.
Like taking off a coat you didn’t know was weighted.
Like discovering your lungs belonged to you.
For years, I lived like Isaac
brainwashed into laying down on an altar,
bound by expectations I never truly consented to,
quiet under a knife that wasn’t meant for me.
But awakening showed me this:
Some altars were never holy.
Some sacrifices were never God’s idea.
Some mountains were built from fear,
not faith.
And some fathers confuse obedience with ownership.
The moment I stepped away from that theology,
the altar crumbled behind me.
Not because I rejected God
but because I rejected the version of God that required my suffering to feel glorified.
I walked away from a god who needed fear…
and toward a God who breathed freedom.
I walked away from a god who demanded sacrifice…
and toward a God who asked me to heal.
I walked away from a god who spoke through men for me..
and toward a God who spoke directly to my spirit.
And in that transition,
I realized I had never been Isaac.
I had always been the ram
caught in the thicket of someone else’s belief system,
trapped inside a theology that demanded blood,
held hostage by a story that glorified obedience over survival.
But rams aren’t meant to die on mountains.
Rams are meant to roam.
Rams are meant to climb.
Rams are meant to stand on peaks and see new horizons.
I wasn’t the sacrifice.
I was the one who was supposed to live.

The Psychology of a Man Who Needed a Burning Altar
Once I stepped back emotionally,
I began to see the psychology behind my father’s religion.
Men raised in fear learn to worship power.
Men raised in scarcity learn to worship control.
Men raised without tenderness learn to disguise dominance as guidance.
And men who never healed become addicted to altars
because sacrifice becomes their language,
their coping mechanism,
their proof that they matter.
My father wasn’t just a pastor.
He was a man terrified of inadequacy.
Terrified of failure.
Terrified that without his position,
his voice, his role,
his authority, he would disappear.
So he created a world where he was always necessary.
Always central.
Always needed.
Always in control.
Church wasn’t his calling.
It was his oxygen.
And anyone who threatened that oxygen
even his own children
felt like an enemy.
Understanding this didn’t excuse his behavior,
but it explained the architecture of the man:
His father, Papa Cliff, was old-school tough
stoic, hard-edged, raised in a world where men weren’t allowed to feel,
only to endure.
No one taught my father that softness was strength.
No one taught him that love didn’t need an audience.
No one taught him that fatherhood wasn’t a ministry
it was a relationship.
So he repeated the generational script he inherited:
Be strong.
Be right.
Be in control.
Don’t lose authority.
Don’t lose face.
Don’t lose your grip.
And the easiest place to exert power
is on the people who love you enough to stay.
That’s why my father worshiped altars.
They kept him in charge.


Leaving Religion, Entering My Real Self
When I walked away from his version of God,
I didn’t just leave the church
I left a version of myself I had outgrown.
The obedient son.
The spiritual soldier.
The emotional caretaker.
The sacrificial lamb.
I shed identities that never belonged to me,
peeling them off one by one like old skin.
I studied the universal laws
and realized my soul had always been whispering the truth:
God was never outside me.
God was within me.
Jesus said, “The kingdom of heaven is within you” Luke 17:20-21

Divine intelligence wasn’t hiding in scripture
it was humming in every cell of my body.
Once I understood this,
fear lost its throne.
Shame lost its echo.
Hierarchy lost its grip.
Manipulation lost its access.
The altar turned to dust.
And I walked into a spirituality
that didn’t demand my suffering as proof of devotion.
I was now at the threshold of a new world
the world where fear-based religion dissolves,
and real spirituality begins.
Where God is not a judge,
but a Presence.
Where the divine is not external,
but internal.
Where obedience is not demanded,
but discernment is awakened.
Where sacrifice is not holy,
but healing is.
The Divine Feminine Revealed Through My Mother
And as I began to understand the universal law of gender, this divine equilibrium of masculine and feminine energies woven into all creation, my mind returned to the greatest embodiment of the feminine I have ever known, my mother. 
Because long before I studied Hermetic texts, long before I challenged patriarchal theology, long before I understood the imbalance in our sacred narratives
I had already witnessed the divine feminine in its purest form.
She did not preach it.
She radiated it.
My mother was love incarnate, a woman whose very presence softened the hard edges of life. She possessed a spiritual intelligence, a quiet brilliance, that didn’t need validation from pulpits or institutions. It emanated from her being like light from a flame.
She loved the unlovable.
She embraced the forgotten.
She carried wounds without becoming one.
For years, she held our family together with nothing but patience, compassion, and a strength that did not need to announce itself. She endured disrespect from church folk, people who she welcomed into our home, fed at our table, treated like family, yet some of those same people wounded her with words, judgment, and hypocrisy.
And still she loved them.
Not with passivity, but with the kind of love that mirrors the mind of Christ,
a love that chooses mercy over ego, compassion over retaliation, humanity over hierarchy.
I have never seen a clearer picture of divine balance.

The School She Built, the Souls She Touched
She took a school of 13 children, undervalued, underfunded, and overlooked, and transformed it into a community of nearly 400 students.
And the stories all sound the same:
“She made me feel seen.”
“She believed in me.”
“She spoke life into my situation.”
“She made me feel like I mattered.”
My mother had the ability to speak life to the dead spaces in people.
Not figuratively, spiritually.
Her words resurrected confidence, dignity, identity, and hope.
Her love rebuilt what the world had broken.
I could not have reached this level of understanding, compassion, or vision without her example.
She is the reason I see God in all of humanity.
Her life taught me that love is not doctrinal, it is transformational.
It is the fabric that holds societies together.

The Day My Mother Broke Religious Law to Fulfill Divine Love
There is one moment that crystallized everything for me.
There was a local breakfast spot my mother frequented.
And there, she befriended a transgender woman who worked as a waitress.
Every time my mother saw her, she lit up.
She didn’t rush past.
She didn’t look away.
She didn’t judge.
She greeted her like a long-lost friend, with warmth that cut through the tension this world often places on those who live outside society’s boxes.
The woman felt seen.
Heard.
Valued.
Loved.
A pastor’s wife,
in the United Pentecostal Church organization, no less,
loving a transgender woman with full dignity, respect, and compassion.
Do you know what that meant?
It meant my mother broke every unwritten rule of her religious environment
to uphold the only rule God ever gave worth following:
Love your neighbor. Without being compelled to change them. Love them as they are.
My mother’s love dismantled UPC norms without ever raising her voice.
It revealed the bankruptcy of systems that place doctrine above humanity.
It showed me what real holiness looks like.
It taught me the difference between religion and God.
This was the divine feminine at work,
the healer, the nurturer, the bridge-builder, the embodiment of unconditional grace.

The Divine Balance I Learned From Her
Through my mother, I discovered that:
Divinity is not loud—it is present.
Holiness is not strict—it is compassionate.
Power is not dominance—it is healing.
God is not incomplete—He/She/They contain all energies that mend the human soul.
The masculine and feminine are not in competition,
they form the wholeness of God.
And my mother carried the feminine half with such purity that it shaped my entire worldview.
She made love look powerful.
She made compassion look revolutionary.
She made humanity look sacred.
I understand the world the way I do because she lived in a way that revealed what Christ actually came to teach. Her existence was the sermon. Her love was the theology. Her lifestyle was the revelation.
She was balance.
She was healing.
She was divine expression in motion.
And through her, I learned that salvation is not found in patriarchal systems,
it is found in the restoration of divine balance,
the return of the feminine voice,
and the recognition that God’s image is held fully in both man and woman.

CHAPTER 6 — A History of Conquest: How Empire Rewrote God in Its Own Image
There are wounds so ancient
they hide themselves inside our breath,
our rituals,
our worship,
our shame.
And there are lies so old
that people begin to call them “truth,”
then “tradition,”
then “the Word of God.”
I didn’t understand it as a boy sitting in pews under white Jesus.
I didn’t understand it when I watched my father bow to a system that never bowed to us.
I didn’t understand it when the pastor’s wife weaponized scripture against my brother while forgiving white boys praying in prayer rooms with unzipped pants.
But now I see it clearly:
We were not worshiping God.
We were worshiping the god of empire.

When Empire Learned to Colonize the Imagination
John Henrik Clarke once said:
“To control a people, you must first control what they think about themselves and how they regard their history and culture.”
That was the blueprint.
That was the playbook.
That was the first act of psychological warfare.
Empire didn’t need chains if it could control memory.
Didn’t need whips if it could control theology.
Didn’t need soldiers if it could control the image of God.
And so Europe set out to rewrite the world, 
not by erasing people,
but by erasing how people saw themselves.

The Crusades — The Sword Behind the Cross
For three centuries, Europe marched under the shadow of a cross held like a weapon.
They called them holy wars.
But Clarke exposed the truth:
“Religion, to the European, was not a spiritual thing. It was a political weapon.”
The Crusades were not missions of salvation;
they were missions of acquisition.
Whole cities burned in Jesus’ name.
Libraries, thousands of years old, turned to ash.
Cultures were destroyed so thoroughly that people forgot they ever existed.
And while they marched, an idea marched with them:
“European = chosen.
Others = heathen.”
That lie became the foundation upon which the world we inherited was built.

The Jesuits, Scholars of Assimilation
Dr. Yosef ben-Jochannan said:
“The Jesuits were the most sophisticated agents of colonialism. They studied African cultures only to destroy them more effectively.”
That’s the part they never teach in Sunday School.
The Jesuits did not travel the world to learn cultures
they traveled to overwrite them.
To rename.
To rebrand.
To uproot identity and replant obedience.
They created schools designed to break Indigenous children.
They criminalized African spirituality. The bible was written by African people.
They replaced ancestral wisdom with European doctrine.
This was not ministry.
This was mental warfare.
Cheikh Anta Diop wrote:
“When you turn a people into a cultural colony, you no longer need to enslave their bodies. Their minds will enslave themselves.”
This is the system my father unconsciously bowed to.
This is the system that shaped my childhood church.
This is the system that still polices Black hair, Black speech, Black worship, Black joy.
And most people don’t even see it.
Because when programming is old enough, people call it “holiness.”

Rebranding God — The Greatest Psychological Coup in History
There was a time when divinity looked like us:
Golden in sunlight,
brown like river clay,
black like the fertile soil of the Nile.
The people of the Nile once called themselves Kemet, a name that meant “the Black Land” and reflected both the rich soil of the river and the deep hue of the people who lived along its banks. It was a name rooted in origin, geography, blood, and memory. But when the Greeks arrived, they renamed the land Aigyptos, and from that foreign tongue came “Egypt.” A rebranding. A soft conquest. A quiet erasure. The name changed, and with it, the world’s perception of who the original people truly were.
This pattern was not isolated. It echoed across oceans.
The first peoples of this land, the ones standing on the soil long before the word “America” existed, were described as copper-colored, a living spectrum of browns and reds. Yet over time the title “American” drifted away from them. It was repurposed, reassigned, redirected toward the European immigrants who arrived centuries later. And everyone else, everyone with melanin, everyone with ancestral memory beyond Europe, was given a hyphen, a qualifier, an asterisk before their identity. African-American. Chinese-American. Japanese-American.
But never simply American.
The word itself was rebranded, just as Kemet was. A name that once spoke of copper skin became synonymous with European descent. A title that belonged to the original people was lifted from their hands and placed into the mythology of the newcomers.
And history calls this progress, when in truth it is renaming as a form of conquest.
Our gods reflected us because they were born from us.
Then Europe began its masterstroke:
Rebranding the divine.
Dr. Ben-Jochannan said:
“The earliest images of the Christ figure show him as a Black man with African features.”
But that didn’t serve empire.
So they repainted God.
They bleached the prophets.
They sculpted angels with European cheekbones.
They made Heaven white.
They made holiness white.
They made salvation white.
Clarke said:
“If they did not kill you with the gun, they killed your mind with the Bible.”
It was the rebranding of the bible, changing the language it was written in, the cultural names into European names, and changing the interpretations to fit the European narrative. 
And so millions of people of color inherited a religion where the divine image looked nothing like them.
Do you understand the psychological fracture that creates in a child?
To love a God
you’re told looks nothing like you.
To worship a Savior
whose picture contradicts your reflection.
To associate holiness
with whiteness
and your own features with “carnal,” “worldly,” or “less-than.”
That is not theology.
That is colonization in a white robe.

Renaming the Ancestors — Deleting Black Origins
Europe understood something crucial:
If Africa remained the mother of civilization, Europe could never claim supremacy.
So they rewrote history.
Diop wrote:
“Egypt is to the rest of Africa what Greece is to the rest of Europe… a truth European scholars could not deny, so they distorted it.”
Africa’s gods became Greek myths.
Kemetic names were replaced with Greek ones.
Auset became Isis.
Heru became Horus.
Yeshua became Jesus.
History wasn’t lost.
It was rebranded.
And we were conditioned to call the original “pagan,”
and the rebrand “holy.”
This is why people of color struggle:
we inherited a faith system that erased our origins
and then demanded our loyalty.

Two Thousand Years of Forced Assimilation
Assimilation wasn’t a moment.
It was a millennium.
From the Crusades
to the Catholic missions,
to the Transatlantic Slave Trade,
to the plantation churches,
to Jim Crow Christianity,
to UPC “standards” disguised as holiness
Every generation of people of color has been trained
to survive through conformity.
We were taught to straighten our hair “to be professional.”
To lower our voices “to be respectful.”
To hide our cultural roots “to be Godly.”
But Amos Wilson warned:
“Power is the ability to define reality and have other people accept your definition as their own.”
That is the power empire wielded.
That is the power that Pastors and Preachers wield.

And that is the power we are breaking.
“You are not rebellious.
You are awakening.”
“You are not leaving God.
You are leaving empire.”
“You are not betraying your parents.
You are breaking generational programming.”


CHAPTER 7 — Message to the European Mind: Wake Up Before the Story Devours You
There comes a point in every empire’s life
where the lie becomes too large
for even the privileged to live inside comfortably.
And we are standing in that moment now.
For centuries, the European mind has lived inside a story
that crowned itself chosen,
centered,
innocent,
civilized,
redeemed,
and everyone else peripheral,
primitive,
needing guidance,
needing correction,
needing salvation.
It is a story built from conquest,
polished with scripture,
and passed to children like inheritance,
a worldview so normalized
you no longer recognize it as a worldview.
It feels like gravity.
Like oxygen.
Like truth.
But comfort does not create truth.
And privilege does not generate righteousness.
And silence, your silence,
does not equal innocence.
This chapter is not an attack.
It is a warning.
A mirror.
A plea
to wake up before the story you inherited
destroys the humanity you still possess.

The Story You Inherited Was Never Neutral
European children were raised in a world
where their reflection was always the protagonist:
The explorer,
the discoverer,
the inventor,
the civilizer,
the chosen vessel of God.
No one told them the other half of the tale:
that exploration was invasion,
that discovery was theft,
that civilization was erasure,
that chosen-ness was propaganda.
When you are the hero in every chapter,
you never learn to look for the bodies
buried beneath the pages.
You were not taught to question your place.
You were not required to examine your history.
You were not asked to understand anyone’s suffering
but your own.
You lived in a story curated for your comfort.
But comfort is not truth.
Comfort is anesthesia.
Comfort is a warm blanket wrapped around a cold lie.
And the world is waking up
to the bill comfort always sends eventually.

The Poison You Never Had to Taste
Scientific racism, Darwin’s pseudoscience,
Galton’s eugenics,
Skull-measuring laboratories calling themselves “academies”
built a hierarchy of humanity
that placed Europeans at the top
and Africans at the bottom.
But here is the part history hid from you:
You were shielded from the poison
because you were never meant to drink it.
You were meant to feed it.
The narrative told you:
White = evolved
Black = primitive
Indigenous = vanishing
Asian = exotic
Arab = enemy
Brown = suspicious
These weren’t opinions.
They were doctrines.
Worldviews.
Curriculum.
Church sermons.
Scientific “fact.”
Government policy.
You inherited a world designed to affirm you
and diminish others.
And when the world is shaped to your shape,
you don’t notice the distortion.
You were never obligated to fact check a system that constantly benefited you for simply being white.
But we did.
We still do.
Every day.

A Soul Cannot Thrive Inside a Lie
Let me speak to you plainly now.
You cannot build your children’s self-worth
on the erasure of ours.
You cannot plant your lineage
in soil fertilized with falsehoods
and expect the harvest to be healthy.
When you raise your children to believe
they come from the top of the human hierarchy
a hierarchy invented to justify bloodshed
you doom them to spiritual anemia.
When you teach them history that protects their comfort
at the expense of truth,
you raise adults who panic at facts,
deny evidence,
and fight reality
because reality does not serve their identity.
A lie large enough to sustain privilege
will eventually collapse
under the weight of truth.
And when it collapses,
your children will have nothing to stand on.
This message is not anger.
It is warning.
It is compassion that refuses to lie to you.
It is the same warning prophets gave kings
when the palace walls were beginning to crack.

Look at Where Your Compassion Goes
If a dog is abused,
you riot with your heart.
If a whale washes ashore,
your grief becomes legislation.
If a rainforest burns,
your sorrow becomes activism.
But if a black boy dies,
you debate.
You rationalize.
You politicize.
You moralize.
You silence.
You spiritualize.
You deflect.
“Let’s see the whole video.”
“He should have complied.”
“We need more information.”
“This is complex.”
“Let’s not rush to judgment.”
“He had a record.”
“What about Black-on-Black crime?”
You mourn animals instinctively.
You mourn people of color strategically.
Ask yourself why.
Is the dog more innocent?
Or were you taught that the black body carries guilt simply by existing?
Is the whale more worthy of compassion?
Or were you taught that Indigenous and African lives are background noise,
secondary characters in your story?
Your compassion is not broken,
it has simply been conditioned to stop at the borders of whiteness.
Break the conditioning.

The European Mind’s Great Blind Spot Mistaking Comfort for Truth
The most dangerous myth in the Western world
is the myth of innocence.
You were taught:
“We built civilization.”
“We brought progress.”
“We spread religion.”
“We advanced science.”
“We discovered the New World.”
“We ended slavery.”
But those stories were curated.
Polished.
Bleached.
Filtered through empire’s lens.
You are not guilty for the sins of your ancestors
but you are responsible for the stories you continue to tell.
And you continue to tell their stories
because you have never been forced to learn anyone else’s.
History never required you to confront:
the skull experiments,
the forced sterilizations,
the genocide of Indigenous nations,
the Christian boarding schools,
the African Holocaust,
the Moors who civilized Europe,
the Black Madonna’s hidden in basements of the Vatican,
the African origins of religion,
the libraries burned,
the languages erased,
the elders tortured,
the gods replaced,
the maps redrawn,
the temples stolen,
the borders carved through blood,
and the people turned to property
You did not ask for this legacy.
But you inherited it.
And ignoring it only ensures it repeats.
The Least of These: A Mirror Christianity Refuses to Look Into
There is a teaching at the heart of Christianity so clear, so simple, so unambiguous that no theology degree is required to understand it.
Jesus said:
“Whatever you do to the least of these, you do unto me.”
If you feed them, you feed me.
If you clothe them, you clothe me.
If you visit them in prison, you visit me.
If you ignore them, abandon them, mock them, mistreat them 
you do that to me as well.
By every measurable standard in American society,
the least of these are people of color.
The redlined.
The over-policed.
The underpaid.
The medically neglected.
The economically trapped.
The socially demonized.
The historically excluded.
The culturally plagiarized.
The spiritually controlled.
So the question hangs in the air like a thundercloud:
If America is a Christian nation, why does it treat the least of these the worst?
Why is suffering met with suspicion?
Why is poverty met with punishment?
Why is Black pain met with silence?
Why is melinated immigrant struggle met with walls?
Why is Indigenous grief met with denial?
How can a nation claim Christ
yet crucify the very people he said were him?
If Christian love is the foundation,
why are its walls built from indifference?
If Christian righteousness is the aim,
why do its institutions still defend injustice?
If Christian compassion is the command,
why is empathy optional?
Jesus never preached a doctrine of “chosen people.”
That belonged to the old tribal framework 
a worldview obsessed with being God’s favorite,
with being superior,
with being separate from the unclean.
Christ rejected that entire system.
He walked past the temple to find the poor.
He walked past the priest to find the leper.
He walked past the scripture scholars to touch the wounded.
He walked into the synagogue not to praise it,
but to confront it.
“Your leaders are hypocrites.”
“Your system is corrupt.”
“You burden the people and call it holiness.”
“You shut the doors of heaven and pretend you own the keys.”
Christ spent 99% of his ministry with:
the poor,
the sick,
the marginalized,
the colonized,
the forgotten.
And he spent the other 1% arguing with religious leaders who hated him for it.
So how did Eurocentric Christianity reverse the equation?
How did the faith of the oppressed become the weapon of the oppressor?
How did the gospel of liberation become the theology of dominance?
How did Christ, a man executed by an empire, become the mascot for empire?
And if the least of these represent Christ,
then what does it mean that America has consistently treated
Black, Brown, Indigenous, and immigrant communities
as disposable?
This is the moral wound the nation refuses to look at.
A Christianity that ignores the least of these
is not Christianity.
It is empire wearing a cross.
And a nation that claims Christ
while despising Christ’s people
has not found God 
it has only found comfort.
This Is Not a Condemnation, It Is an Invitation
Listen to me,
because I am speaking to your humanity now.
You don’t have to drown in guilt.
You don’t have to collapse in shame.
You don’t have to self-flagellate.
You simply have to wake up.
Wake up to the truth that was hidden from you.
Wake up to the suffering you were insulated from.
Wake up to the humanity you were taught to limit.
Wake up to the stories you were never required to learn.
Wake up to the part of yourself
that has been suffocating under the weight of lies.
Your soul cannot thrive inside a false history.
Your children cannot inherit a distorted world
and expect clarity.
Your future cannot be built on denial.
Truth is not your enemy.
Truth is your liberation.
And the moment you open your eyes,
you join the rest of humanity
in building a world where no group must shrink
so another can feel tall.
You were never meant to live inside the center.
The center is a cage, with gold paint.
Step out.
Look around.
Join the human story, not just the European one.
Because humanity, true humanity,
begins where your inherited story ends.

CHAPTER 8 — Reclaiming the Image, Reclaiming the World
Paulo Freire said that the greatest violence is done when a people are denied the right to name the world, to speak their own reality, to define themselves, to author their own story.
When I look back over my life,
my father’s silence in the face of injustice,
my mother’s brilliance buried beneath generational weight,
my own search for validation inside systems that misnamed me,
I see how deeply that violence has shaped us.
We were named by everyone but ourselves.
America named us.
The church named us.
Schools named us.
Police named us.
Rap labels named us.
Empires named us.
And in the middle of all that noise, our true voice was interrupted.
This chapter is about taking that voice back.
It’s about image and imagination, and what happens to a people when both are hijacked.
It’s about how I went from being a misnamed son to becoming a man who now dares to rename the world, for myself, for my son, for my people.

The Right to Name the World
Freire teaches that dialogue, real dialogue, to correctly label the world, requires love, humility, faith in people, and trust.
But for Black people in America, our dialogue with power has never been mutual.
We were talked at.
Preached at.
Studied.
Managed.
Policed.
We were never meant to be true partners in the conversation.
Our image was pre-packaged for us:
The slave.
The criminal.
The welfare mother.
The absent father.
The angry Black woman.
The dangerous Black man.
And when you grow up under images that small, you spend your whole life trying not to disappear inside them.
I watched my father, try to survive inside a world that had already misnamed him.
Abandoned by his own father, abused by Black male authority, then rescued and reprogrammed by white religious authority, he learned early that his safety depended on his assimilation.
He didn’t just accept the names given to him by the church;
he defended them.
They gave him rank, identity, purpose.
They told him he was “Pastor,” “Reverend,” “Man of God.”
But there’s a problem:
When your title is your oxygen, you will suffocate anyone who threatens it.
That’s how his trauma became our theology.
That’s how misnaming became ministry.
That’s how his inability to name and heal his own wounds turned into a system where we, his children, served the image that rescued him but never restored him.
Freire says the oppressed, once awakened, must not become oppressors, but restorers of humanity.
This chapter is where I decide to be that.
The War on the Black Image
Cultures either rise or fall based on the images they internalize.
There was a time—not long ago—when the Black image was rising into something radiant and dangerous to empire.
We had:
· Malcolm X: a mirror of unapologetic Black dignity, self-defense, and self-definition.
· Martin Luther King Jr.: a mirror of moral authority rooted in radical love and justice.
· Fred Hampton: a mirror of revolutionary compassion, feeding children and organizing across race.
These weren’t just leaders;
they were reflections.
Through them we saw:
You are powerful.
You are worthy.
You are more than what they called you.
And empire panicked.
COINTELPRO wasn’t a rumor.
It was a memo:
“Prevent the rise of a Black Messiah.”
They feared a positive Black image more than any foreign army.
So they killed the bodies, smeared the reputations, and buried the footage.
They shattered the mirrors.
And once the leaders were gone, the attack shifted.
No longer just bullets and billy clubs,
now it was chemistry and cameras.

Poison in the Veins, Poison in the Airwaves
The crack epidemic did not drop from the sky.
It was brought.
Drugs were pumped into Black neighborhoods with surgical precision.
The CIA eventually admitted their role in the cocaine pipeline that devastated our communities.
The result?
Fathers vanished into prison cells or caskets.
Mothers carried whole households on broken backs.
Kids grew up in neighborhoods where sirens were lullabies and funerals were field trips.
In the middle of that chaos, the Black imagination was under siege.
Then came the soundtrack.
Gangsta rap began as raw reportage, a wounded generation describing the hell they were living in:
The sirens.
The raids.
The funerals.
The hustles.
The betrayal.
The numbness.
It was testimony.
But record labels, funded by the same system (privately owned prisons) that profited off our collapse, studied what sold and began to selectively amplify only one kind of Black male image:
hyper-violent,
hyper-sexual,
drug-centered,
woman-hating,
community-detached,
death-embracing.
It did not invent the trauma.
It monetized it.
It curated it.
It put it on repeat.
And when an image is repeated enough, it becomes a mirror, whether you like it or not.
So our boys grew up with fewer images of Malcolm and more images of men who died by 25.
Our girls grew up seeing themselves called out their names more than called into their purpose.
The world saw our wounds and called it culture.
This is what I mean when I say the Black imagination was attacked.
Because imagination is where a people design their future.
If all you can imagine is survival, you will never plan for sovereignty.
My Life as a Counter-Narrative
I was born into that storm.
I watched my father honor white authority over my dignity.
I watched him defend white teachers over my pain, white leadership over Black students, white institutions over his own children.
I learned early that my safety in his world was negotiable.
At home, I saw instability disguised as “ministry”,
strangers sleeping in our rooms, trauma walking through our front door unchecked, emotions swept under the rug in the name of sacrifice.
At church, I saw manipulation dressed as prophecy.
Sermons aimed like arrows at people who disagreed with him.
Altars used as leverage.
“God said” weaponized to keep people small.
At school, I faced Confederate flags wrapped in Christian language,
racist jokes, double standards, suspension/expulsion for us and “grace” for them.
By all accounts, I had every reason to become the bitter stereotype they prepared for me:
Angry Black man.
Dead Black man.
Drunk Black man.
Vanished Black man.
But something in me refused.
Even at my lowest,
lost in alcohol, weed, and spiritual exhaustion,
something deeper inside me whispered:
“This is not who you are.
This is not where your story ends.”
I became:
a father who chooses presence over power,
an educator who sees brilliance where the system sees “behavior issues,”
a creator who writes, sings, and speaks life,
a builder who dreams of schools, studios, and spaces where our people can breathe.
I am not perfect.
But I am counter-narrative.
My existence is a rebellion against every statistic they expected me to fulfill.

The Work of Reclaiming the Image
So the question becomes:
Can the narrative change?
Can the image be repaired?
Can the Black imagination be resurrected?
Yes. But it won’t happen accidentally.
It will happen through deliberate, generational work,
the work I am committing my life to.
1. Restoring Positive Black Imagery
We must flood the world, and our own children, with images of Black people as:
brilliant thinkers
loving fathers
nurturing mothers
disciplined artisans
mystics and scholars
builders of businesses and safe spaces
athletes with integrity
artists with depth
leaders who serve
That’s what I’m doing through my brand I created called “BEAM”,
Be A Master at whatever you do. Master your destiny.
Through my music.
Through every classroom and gym I step into.
Through every kid I refuse to see as a “problem” and choose to see as a prophecy instead.
Every time I create something that shows us whole.
I’m waging war on the false images.
2. Reclaiming Our Voice
We have been told to “just accept”:
the curriculum,
the doctrine,
the policies,
the way things are.
No more.
We must raise a generation that knows how to question:
“Who wrote this?”
“Who benefits from this?”
“Who is missing from this story?”
“What evidence exists outside this perspective?”
“What does my spirit say about this?”
Critical thinking is not rebellion.
It is spiritual hygiene.
When we teach our children to dialogue instead of just absorb,
we are giving them back their Freirean right to name the world.
3. Healing the Family Structure
Systems targeted our families for a reason:
a people without stable, loving homes is easier to control.
My work with my son, Kai, is part of my resistance.
When I teach him who he is,
that his skin is not a curse
that his curiosity is holy
that his questions are welcome
that his ancestors were not slaves but stolen,
I am doing more than parenting.
I am reprogramming a bloodline.
Every bedtime talk, every correction wrapped in love instead of shame, every conversation that affirms his brilliance tells him:
“You do not exist to repeat my trauma.
You exist to fulfill your own purpose.”
That is how generational curses are broken,
not just by casting out “spirits,”
but by changing the stories we tell at the dinner table.
4. Rebuilding Community Institutions
The world doesn’t change because we post about it.
It changes because we build.
Schools that honor our history.
Gyms where our boys are trained as leaders, not just athletes.
Studios where our stories are recorded in our own voice.
My dreams of starting a school, a creative hub, a training ground for youth,
these are not just business plans.
They are acts of cultural resurrection.
We need spaces that don’t just tolerate our Blackness,
but center our humanity as sacred.
5. Restoring the Black Imagination
We reclaim the world by reclaiming the stories we tell.
Imagination is a holy technology.
It is how we visit the future before it exists.
It is how we design worlds no empire can erase.
When I write Liberation Scrolls,
when I weave mythology, scripture, trauma, and cosmic symbolism together,
I am doing more than being “creative.”
I am repairing the part of me that was told:
“Stay small.
Stay quiet.
Stay grateful for survival.”
No.
We are not here just to survive.
We are here to create.

Healing a People, Healing Myself
The truth is this:
Every time I write about healing my people,
I am also writing about healing myself.
Every time I challenge white supremacy,
I am also confronting the parts of me that internalized it.
Every time I stand up for a student or protect a child’s voice,
I am defending the boy I once was,
the boy who was choked at school while adults looked away,
the boy whose father believed the system over his own son,
the boy who stood on foreign altars and was told it was holiness.
Freire says the work of liberation must be done with love
or it will simply recreate new systems of domination.
So my work is not about flipping the hierarchy.
It’s not about making us superior and others inferior.
It’s about ending the hierarchy altogether.
It’s about creating a world where:
no one’s divinity is denied,
no one’s history is erased,
no one’s children are sacrificed for anyone’s theology,
and no one’s image is used as a weapon against them.
I am no longer willing to live in a world defined entirely by conquest, whiteness, and fear.
I am naming a new one:
A world where Black children see themselves as creators, not just consumers.
A world where my son knows God is not a white man’s voice in a pulpit, but a presence inside his own chest.
A world where our elders’ wisdom isn’t buried in shame
but honored as data, story, and sacred guidance.


Chapter 9 — To My People: A Letter to the Wounded Builders
There is a weight we carry that the world never sees.
A tension behind the smile.
A storm beneath the skin.
A history that follows us into every room long before we speak.
This chapter is for us
the sons and daughters of a people
who survived the fire
only to be told the smoke in our lungs
was our own fault.
This is a message to the ones who walk into every system
already ten steps behind,
yet still expected to run faster than everyone else.
To the ones born into a race we didn’t sign up for,
yet still became the pace-setters of the world.
To the ones who built a nation
that cannot bring itself to admit who the architects were.
This is for us.

The House We Inherited Was Rigged Against Us
For centuries, we have been working with weighted ankles
not metaphorically, but mathematically, historically, systematically.
Redlining carved us out of neighborhoods
we would later be blamed for not “improving.”
Hiring discrimination followed us
like a shadow that refused to obey gravity.
Schools built on property taxes
ensured our children would always walk uphill
while others coasted downhill.
Media fed America an image of us as threat,
as comedy,
as chaos,
as caricature
and then asked us why our self-esteem was wounded.
Record labels found profit in the soundtrack of our pain.
Hollywood found heroes everywhere except our neighborhoods.
Schools taught our children about everyone’s greatness but their own.
This was not accidental.
This was architecture.
And then the government finished the job with precision:
COINTELPRO dismantled the men who dared to call us divine.
The CIA fed crack into every hood in the nation
and called it “the war on drugs,”
a war they started,
a war they funded,
a war they blamed on us.
We were never fighting crime
we were fighting a country at war with its own Black future.
And through it all, America smiled in our face
and told us to try harder.

Before Integration, We Were Builders, After Integration, We Became Customers
This is the quiet tragedy no one wants to teach:
Before integration,
we owned more businesses.
We kept the dollar in our community longer.
We created our own economies,
our own schools,
our own professional networks.
But when the doors to white establishments opened,
our people left our own stores in search of proximity to privilege
not because we didn’t love ourselves,
but because centuries of messaging told us proximity to whiteness
was proximity to value.
White customers did not flock to Black-owned businesses.
Black customers were lured outward.
And the Black economy, dense, strong, and full of potential
began to collapse from the inside.
Integration gave us access
but took our infrastructure.
We gained visibility
but lost our engines.

The Systems That Police Our Bodies and Criminalize Our Existence
Over-policing was not a response to crime
it was the continuation of a lineage:
Slave patrols → Black Codes → Chain gangs → Modern policing.
We were never policed to be protected.
We were policed to be contained.
To this day:
Black men receive four times the sentencing
for the same crimes as their white counterparts.
We lead the nation
in wrongful convictions
and exonerations.
Juries do not see us as sons, or fathers, or brothers
they see us as probabilities.
And the government, white in all three branches,
regardless of party
continues to govern a population
it does not represent,
does not understand,
and too often does not care to know.
A government more intent on keeping power flowing to the same group of people since its inception. 

The Mirror We Must Hold Up to Ourselves
Now here is the part that requires honesty:
Because the system oppresses us,
we often rebrand our survival mechanisms as culture.
We inherit wounds
and call them identity.
We inherit trauma
and call it tradition.
We inherit dysfunction
and call it “just how we are.”
But survival is not the same as culture.
Trauma is not the same as identity.
Oppression is not the same as heritage.
We must ask ourselves,
with the same courage we demand from the world:
Do the systems we love actually love us back?
If Christianity has been in our community since slavery,
why is our community still suffering?
Why is every corner in the hood
shared by a church and a liquor store?
If the gospel we were handed
makes us humble but not empowered,
obedient but not liberated,
faithful but not free,
whose gospel is it?
If politics give us welfare
that keeps us dependent,
or bootstrap theology
that ignores structural violence,
who benefits?
If capitalism punishes our poor
but bails out the wealthy,
whose economy is this?
This is not about demonizing church, or faith, or spirituality.
It is about discerning the fruit.
Every tree is known by what it produces.
Does the teaching we receive
create empowered, disciplined, visionary people?
Or does it train us to stay in our place
and wait for heaven to fix a world
we were told not to question?

So What Do We Do?
We build.
We buy.
We circulate.
We resurrect our own economy brick by brick.
We honor our ancestors not by remembering their suffering,
but by continuing their building.
We stop waiting for a broken system
to save a people it was never designed to love.
We create communities that nourish us.
We become the banks that denied us.
We become the schools that miseducated us.
We become the businesses that left us.
We become the safety nets that never caught us.
We become the judges that misjudged us.
And for those trapped inside the systems,
like I was.
hooping in predominantly white gyms
where refs tried to foul me out of my own greatness,
here is what I learned to do:
Adjust.
Study the angles.
Jump the passing lanes.
Outthink the whistles.
Outperform the bias.
Become undeniable.
Unfair?
Absolutely.
But storms build the strongest swimmers.
Oppression built a generation of visionaries.
And now it is time to stop surviving
and start architecting.
Time to run faster.
Time to run farther.
Time to build with those, of any skin color
who want humanity to rise,
not repeat the ancient games of supremacy and submission.
The microcosm must change
before the macrocosm can follow.
And we…
we are the builders of the new world to come.

✦ CHAPTER 10: WE WHO NAME THE WORLD ✦
[bookmark: _GoBack]A Poetic Manifesto of Liberation, Identity, and Light
There comes a moment, 
quiet to the world but thunder inside the soul 
when a man must decide whether he will continue living
as the product of his past
or step forward as the prophet of his future.
A moment when wounds stop functioning as chains
and begin functioning as scripture 
the ink with which he rewrites the world.
A moment when he looks at everything that broke him
and says with a clarity that shakes heaven itself:
“This ends with me.”
This is that moment.
This is that chapter.
This is the rising of a new name.

The Humanizing Path. Learning to Love the World Again
Paulo Freire wrote that liberation begins the moment we love the world enough
to speak truth to it.
“If I do not love life,
if I do not love people,
I cannot enter into dialogue.”
Dialogue is not simply talking 
it is humanization in action.
It is the refusal to dehumanize even those who wounded us,
lest we become the very thing we fight against.
And my life, all the fractures and fire in it,
has lived in the tension of that truth.
I grew up in systems that called themselves holy
but stripped children of their voices.
I was raised by a man who loved God loudly
but loved his own son quietly.
I watched institutions that promised salvation
ignore injustice,
silence pain,
and protect the powerful.
I know what dehumanization feels like.
But I also know what it means to reclaim your humanity,
slowly, painfully, deliberately,
and rise from the ground you were dropped on.
This book has been part of that ascension.

When Images Shape a People. The Broken Mirrors and the Stolen Reflections
Cultures do not survive on laws.
They survive on images.
On the mirrors they hold up to their children.
Once, our mirrors were prophets:
Malcolm — Black dignity without apology.
Martin — moral thunder wrapped in love.
Fred Hampton — revolutionary compassion born from community.
These men were not just leaders,
they were reflections of our highest selves.
They dared us to believe in our brilliance,
our humanity,
our divinity.
But mirrors that awaken a people
terrify an empire.
So COINTELPRO declared its mission plainly:
“Prevent the rise of the Black Messiah.”
The state feared not our bullets but our imagination.
It feared what we might become
once we remembered who we were.
When our leaders were silenced or assassinated,
the empire launched a new assault,
not on our bodies,
but on our self-image.
Crack and cocaine, chemical warfare disguised as chaos,
poured through our communities.
Record labels promoted the pathology created by the state.
Pain became entertainment.
Death became rhythm.
Self-hate became currency.
And the tragedy was not merely how the world saw us,
but how we began to see ourselves.
Yet in the middle of this war on the Black imagination,
I felt a fire inside me refuse to go out.
A stubborn flame that said:
“You were born to be more than this.”

A Man Forged in the Fire. Rising From What Tried to Silence Me
My father could not defend me.
My school could not protect me.
My church could not see me.
Every system that should have lifted me
taught me instead to shrink.
But fire has a strange way of making metal stronger.
The betrayals sharpened me.
The silence awakened me.
The injustice trained my discernment.
The pain carved room for wisdom.
What tried to break me
built me.
The fire did not devour me,
it refined me.

The Rebirth of a Name. Becoming Che
In 2004, I watched The Motorcycle Diaries,
and something ancient stirred in me.
Ernesto “Che” Guevara,
a man who walked away from privilege
not because he hated comfort,
but because he loved humanity.
He chose the suffering of the people
over the safety of his own potential.
He refused to close his eyes
to the pain he witnessed.
And I saw myself in him,
the boy who had witnessed injustice
and could not pretend not to see it.
For years, the name Che lived inside me
like a whisper of destiny.
But the whisper became a roar
the day my father fired my sister,
the day I watched domination repeat itself
inside my own bloodline.
I realized then
that legacy is not inherited,
it is chosen.
I could not carry a name
that belonged to a history of silence.
I needed a name aligned with liberation,
with truth,
with the fire that had been growing in me
since I was a child.
So I became Che,
not the myth,
but the mission.
And Then Came the Light. Becoming Rayel
But a revolutionary name alone
could not contain the fullness
of who I was becoming.
Rayel.
A name older than scripture,
older than the exile narratives,
older than the colonization of spiritual history.
Rayel carries the echoes of:
Ra — the sun, the divine light
El — the Most High, the eternal source

Combined, the name becomes a declaration:
A bearer of divine light.
A son of illumination.

Christ said,
“Is it not written in your law: ye are gods?”
He was not speaking metaphorically.
He was reminding humanity
of the divine spark encoded within each soul.
To take the name Rayel
was to embrace that truth.
To acknowledge that I am not merely surviving,
I am ascending.
Che Rayel is not an alias.
It is a covenant.
A commitment to walk as light in dark places.
A vow to protect the vulnerable.
A promise to rebuild the imagination of my people.
A declaration that I will help the oppressed
name the world again.

The Work Ahead. Becoming What My Ancestors Prayed For
And so this final chapter does not end with closure,
it ends with ignition.
I now understand the power of naming:
we name ourselves,
we name our destinies,
we name the world we refuse to inherit.
My ancestors did not survive
for me to shrink in the presence of injustice.
They survived
so I could speak.
They survived
so I could build.
They survived
so I could remember the divinity in my blood.
I am no longer the boy waiting for protection.
I am the man who protects.
I am no longer the son seeking validation.
I am the father raising a new kind of king.
I am no longer the child shaped by trauma.
I am the architect of transformation.
We are more than what was done to us.
We are more than the histories written about us.
We are more than the images forced upon us.
We are sons and daughters of light.
We are heirs to ancient brilliance.
We are the ones our ancestors whispered about.
We are the namers of the world.
And I,
Che Rayel,
stand in that lineage with purpose.
A revolutionary forged in compassion.
A teacher shaped by experience.
A protector refined by fire.
A light-bearer rising into destiny.
A healer walking in truth.
The story continues.
The work continues.
The light continues.
And this time,

I will not be silenced….
We will not be silenced.
