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ENDORSEMENTS
By Apostle Kelly B. Williams Sr., Greater Destiny Bible Church Intl.
When I met Elder Aaron Miller in the early stages of his calling in ministry, he was like most young men, battling with a past that wanted him back. It is said that in meeting others, you are truly meeting yourself. I learned very quickly that he was hungry for knowledge, wisdom, and understanding, and that thirst has never been quenched. In gaining that knowledge, Aaron realized that he was fighting backwards. His battle wasn’t with a demon behind him but with a destiny in front of him. This discovery catapulted the trajectory of his life, and he could not be held back. Few people do you come across who are a “sponge” for the Word of God and desire to adhere to the teachings of Jesus Christ. This young man has become everything I attempted to teach him.
This book, The Fight of My Life: From Menace to Minister, is his true personal testimony. When our lives’ paths crossed, Elder Aaron came to me with battles but left me with victory. His testimony will ring true and connect with every reader of this book. If you have a son or daughter struggling to find themselves, this is the book for them; if you find yourself struggling from a cruel upbringing or obstacles that seem insurmountable, this is the book for you.
Elder Aaron’s triumph over the many trials that he has faced has become something that cannot be erased. You will discover from his testimony that you can have a call that is not “cookie-cutter” but is unique and can be mishandled if not understood. This book is a story of a young man who overcame every obstacle and refused to be defined by the limitations of his past. Reading this book will ignite the greatness that God has put in you and release you into a future that only faith can unfold.
Read it with purpose and let the power of Aaron’s testimony lead you to a place of freedom that only God can give!
Apostle Kelly B. Williams Sr., Greater Destiny Bible Church Intl.


DEDICATION
To the Almighty Yahweh God, and to my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ: This work is an altar. It exists for Your glory alone.
To my wife, Toi Miller, and our six children—Ma’Riya, A.J., Skylar, Micah, Eli, and Kyrie: You are my first ministry and my greatest earthly reward. This labor is as much yours as it is mine; thank you for sharing me with the page so I could share this truth with the world.
To my parents, Tamarra Miller and Darren Harrington: I offer this work as a living tribute. It is my deepest prayer to honor you as the Scriptures command, and to stand as a man who proves your investment was never in vain.
To my brother, Keith Miller: For being the iron that sharpened me and the strength that held the line during my most pivotal hours—thank you for never stepping back.
To my sister, Danairis M. Melendez: For your tireless love and for being the light that pierced my darkest seasons, helping me find the clarity to finally see myself.
To my aunt, Dinah Harrington Wright: You claimed me as your own son when the seasons were cold. Your generosity is not just a memory; it is an eternal mark upon my soul.
To my lifelong friend, Frederick Long: From the pews of Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church to the men we have become: thank you for a brotherhood that never wavered. Your encouragement was the fuel that kept my fire for God burning.
To my Spiritual Coverings and Mentors:
Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs Sr. and the New Zion Temple Church family: Thank you for the honor of serving as a confirmed Elder in the Lord’s Church.
Apostle Kelly B. Williams Sr. and the Greater Destiny Bible Church family: Thank you for the stewardship of my soul and for nurturing the seed of my calling.
Pastor Buddy Obadiah Vinson and the Trinity United Missionary Baptist Church family: Thank you for the refining fire that sharpened my character in Racine.
Apostle Jackie Jones Jr.: Thank you for accepting me into your mentorship program and helping me to cultivate a more effective prayer relationship with God.
Apostle Pomonica Tarver: Thank you for your motherly love, your strategic wisdom, and the relentless grace of your prayers.
Apostle Michael L. Hargett Sr: A true Servant Leader. Thank you for your apostolic reception and the strategic vision you poured into me for this new season.
To the men and leaders wrestling in the shadows: To those gifted publicly but wounded privately; those weary of the “image” and hungry for the truth. This is for you. May you choose the ache of honest transformation over the comfort of image management.
And finally, to the streets of East Chicago, Indiana: To every soul still wandering: your past is not your cage; it is your classroom. I write this for the “menace” who has yet to realize he is actually a Minister.
This is your invitation to answer the calling of God that is on your life.


IN LOVING MEMORY
This book is a testimony of victory, but that victory was paid for by the prayers, discipline, and love of those who stood in my corner before they were called to their eternal rest. I carry their legacy into every pulpit and every “round” of my life.
Bonnie Miller (The Foundation). My great-aunt and legal guardian. The “Fireball” of the Big Blue House in Sunnyside. She was the one who wouldn’t let the streets have me without a fight. Her Baptist roots and unwavering discipline at Mt. Hermon were the seeds that eventually blossomed into my Apostolic call.
John and Lillie Miller (The Patriarch and Matriarch). My great-grandparents. The first “church” I ever knew was on their porch in Sunnyside. They taught me the value of the “Village,” the importance of roots, and the strength of a family name.
Rev. K.B. Long Sr. and Mother Martha Long (The Pioneers). My first Pastor and First Lady at Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church. It was through your ministry that I was given the opportunity to sit in Mrs. Weems’ Sunday School class and sing in the youth choir. Your preaching, your teaching, and those Holy Spirit-filled songs laid the bedrock foundation of my faith in Jesus Christ. I am a product of Mt. Hermon, and your memory will live on forever through my service to the Kingdom.
Mrs. Johnnie B. Jacobs (The Nurturer). A beautiful woman of God and a pillar at Mt. Hermon Baptist Church. As the leader of the youth, she saw the “Minister” in me long before the “Menace” took hold. She was a dear friend to Bonnie and a true light in Sunnyside. To the world, she was a leader, but to me, she was the one who affectionately called me “Pooh-lu.” That name remains a reminder of the grace and motherly love she poured into my life.
Leon and Janice Walker (The Pillars). To the parents of my beautiful wife, Toi. You showed me the standard of a godly household. Mr. Walker, you witnessed us come together under one roof before you were called home. Momma, it was a blessing that you walked through the doors of our new home, witnessing the fruit of our labor and God’s faithfulness before you took your rest. Your impact on our lives is a debt I can only repay by leading and loving your beautiful daughter, Toi, and our children.
Steven Hardaway (The Catalyst). My friend, whose life was cut short too soon. Your transition was the “low blow” that forced me to look in the mirror and decide to change. I carry your memory as a reminder that every day is a gift and a round we cannot afford to lose.
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To Yahweh, the Almighty God, and His Son Yeshua, the Messiah: Glory and honor are Yours alone. Thank you for the supernatural encounters in the basements and the low places—those dark, quiet corners where You found me when I didn’t want to be found. Thank you for the grace that kept me when I had already given up on myself.
To the memory of my mother, Bonnie Miller: Our road was rocky, paved with hard truths and sharp edges. But in the clarity of the light, I see it now: your discipline was your armor, and your strength was my protection. You stood in the gap when you didn’t have to. You laid the stones of the foundation that eventually led me back to the altar. I honor you.
To my great-grandparents, John and Lillie Miller: Thank you for my Sunnyside upbringing. The physical garden may be gone, but the lessons of the “Village” and the wisdom shared on that porch are etched into my soul. Before I ever stepped into a sanctuary, your presence was the first “church” I ever knew.
To my wife, Toi: You are the helpmate God ordained for my destiny. You didn’t just watch my transition; you endured it. You walked with me from the shadows of the streets to the light of the pulpit, and your patience is the greatest testament I know of God’s restorative power.
To my children—Ma’Riya, A.J., Skylar, Micah, Eli, and Kyrie—and my great-nephew, Cairo Sanders: You are the “why” behind every word on these pages. You are my motivation to remain the man God called me to be.
To my brother and friend, Evangelist Angel Manfredy: A champion in the ring, but a giant in the Gospel. Thank you for being the iron that sharpened me. You didn’t just give me words; you led me into the water to be baptized in the name of Jesus Christ, igniting the Apostolic fire that now burns in my bones. Your presence when I was confirmed as an Elder at New Zion Temple Church is a moment that I will carry into eternity. Thank you for always pushing me toward the mark.
To Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs and the New Zion Temple Family: My heart overflows with gratitude for the sanctuary and the spiritual covering you have provided. Within this sacred community, my calling was forged and my mantle as an Elder was confirmed. I carry that honor with reverence, and I carry you all in my heart.


FOREWORD
By Apostle Dr. Michael L. Hargett Sr., PhD, Servant Leader, Eternal Life Fellowship Ministries
There are some stories you read, and then there are some lives you feel. The Fight of My Life: From Menace to Minister is not simply a memoir; it is a living testimony written in blood, tears, oil, and obedience. As you turn these pages, you are not entering a sanitized success story. You are stepping into a battlefield where grace proved stronger than history and calling outshouted culture.
I have had the honor of walking alongside Elder Aaron P. Miller Sr. during a pivotal season of his life and ministry. What struck me immediately was not his title, his passion, or even the depth of his theological language, but his truthfulness. This is a man who does not hide behind a collar or a calling. He understands that authentic authority is forged in surrender, not performance. Aaron’s journey from the streets of East Chicago to the sacred weight of Apostolic responsibility is evidence that God does not recruit from comfort zones. He calls from caves, basements, and broken places.
This book matters because it dismantles a dangerous lie: that your past disqualifies you from purpose. Aaron’s life testifies to the opposite. His past did not cancel his calling; it clarified it. The same intensity once used for rebellion has been redeemed for reformation. The same voice once amplified through underground radio is now consecrated for Kingdom proclamation. This is what happens when a man stops running from his scars and allows God to anoint them.
You will read about masks in this book, but you will also encounter mantles. You will witness failure, repentance, discipline, alignment, and ultimately, commissioning. What makes this narrative powerful is not perfection, but process, and Aaron submitted to it. He honored the spiritual order. He embraced correction. And he allowed God to do a deep internal work before releasing him into broader authority. That kind of humility is rare. It is precisely what qualifies a leader for Apostolic weight.
To the reader who feels stuck between who you were and who God is calling you to be: this book is your mirror. To the leader who carries a private struggle behind a public gift: this book is your warning and your hope. And to the “menace” who doesn’t yet realize he is a messenger, this book is your invitation.
Elder Aaron Miller’s life declares a simple but eternal truth: Yahweh still restores sons, still heals bloodlines, still commissions the broken, and still sends reformers from unlikely places. I believe this work will not only encourage, but it will confront, awaken, and activate those who are ready to take off the mask and answer the call.
Read slowly. Read honestly. And be prepared, because once you finish The Fight of My Life, you may realize that God is calling you to finish yours.
With honor and expectation,
Apostle Dr. Michael L. Hargett Sr., PhD, Servant Leader, Eternal Life Fellowship Ministries


THE OPENING BELL
From the Pavement to the Pulpit
The streets of East Chicago, Indiana, have a way of whispering a false identity into the ears of a young man. For a long time, I believed those whispers. I lived as a man defined by rebellion, fueled by the sting of a childhood secret a family secret that would eventually shake my very foundation. That revelation fractured my foundation, and though I was raised under the rafters of Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church, the anger boiling inside me eventually pushed me out of the pews and into the company of gangsters.
I was a menace. I was a man battling the crushing weight of low self-esteem and the haunting question of why I was even born. I sought the answers in the bottom of a bottle, and the temporary respect of the streets, but all I found was a cycle of failure—a broken first marriage, the heavy toll of divorce, and a soul that was drifting further from its true north.
The Turn: A Supernatural Redemption
This book is the record of what happens when the God of the universe decides to reclaim a lost son. It is the story of my journey back to the altar—a journey that began with a “yes” to the call to preach in 2011 and a return to my roots in East Chicago in 2012. It was there that God began to rebuild what had been torn down, bringing my wife, Toi, into my life to help build the family I once thought was impossible.
But this is not just a story of moral reform; it is a chronicle of supernatural encounter. Within these chapters, I share the moments that shifted my reality: standing face-to-face with Jesus in my dreams and hearing the audible, thunderous voice of God proclaiming Yahweh as the One who sent His Son to redeem His people.
What You Will Discover
As you walk with me through these pages, you will see the progression of a divine mandate:
The Breaking: The raw truth of my time in the streets and the insecurities that nearly destroyed me.
The Building: My journey through licensure, ordination as a Pastor, and confirmation as an Elder.
The Commissioning: The process of being accepted into Eternal Life Fellowship & Global Network and the weight of being affirmed and commissioned as an Apostle in the Five-Fold Ministry.
Why This Story Matters
I wrote this memoir for the person who feels their past has disqualified them from their future. I wrote it to testify that the same hands that once held a bottle can be commissioned to hold the keys to the Kingdom. Whether you are currently in the midst of your “menace” phase or you are a leader seeking to understand the “Apostolic” weight of your calling, my story is proof that God does not just call the qualified—He qualifies the called.
From the streets of East Chicago to the Global Network of Eternal Life, this is my journey of becoming. It is a story of highs, lows, and the undeniable grace of a God who never lets go.
Before the first bell rang in my life, the atmosphere was already set. To understand the man standing in the ring today, you have to understand the ground I walked on.
The Location: East Chicago, Indiana. Specifically, “The Harbor Side.” A place where the steel mills breathed smoke, and the streets breathed ambition. It was a place of high stakes and low ceilings.
The Corner: 2609 E 141st Place. The Big Blue House. This wasn’t just a building; it was a sanctuary and a fortress. It was where the “Fireball,” Bonnie Miller, ran a training camp. It was the place where I was taught to pray, even while the streets were teaching me how to pray.
The Reach: I was a “Dual-Threat.” I had the reach of a star athlete and the voice of a local legend. I had a reach that could touch the pulpit or the pavement, and for a long time, I tried to grab both.
The Record: By the time I hit my twenties, my record was a “mixture.” On paper, I was the success story. In the Spirit, I was undefeated in running away from my calling. I was 0 and 1 against the weight of my own secrets.
The following rounds aren’t just about a man winning a fight. They are about how the environment of East Chicago, Indiana, tried to claim a soul, and how the God of the Bible wouldn’t let go. Before the lights came on in Sunnyside, and before the lights went out in Racine, Wisconsin, there was just a boy in the Harbor trying to find out which name he was going to answer to.
The tape is set. The stats are in.
Let the walk-out begin.


THE WEIGH-IN: INTRODUCTION
The Man in the Mirror
The lights are blinding. The air in the arena is thick, heavy with the scent of old leather, dried sweat, and the electric charge of a crowd waiting for a collision. I can hear the muffled roar of the world outside the tunnel, but in here, in the cold sanctuary of the locker room, it’s just me and the glass.
Before the robe goes on, before the gloves are laced, and before the world sees the “Elder,” I have to face the weigh-in. I have to stand before the only opponent who has ever truly had the power to destroy me.
I have to look in the mirror.
The Image of a Champion
When I first lock eyes with my reflection, I see a fighter. I see a warrior who has survived rounds that would have buried a lesser man. I see a strong, handsome Black man—a man standing tall with the kind of presence that demands respect the moment he enters a room. I see a man overflowing with potential, a vessel packed with gifts and talents that were forged in the fires of Northwest Indiana.
I see a man who can accomplish anything he puts his mind to—a visionary, a relentless worker, a builder. I see the titles I have earned through blood and grit: I am a husband. I am a father. I am a Christian. I am a man of God. In this light, the reflection looks like a champion. The “swagger” of the nineties has been sanctified, and the strength of the streets has been converted into the authority of the altar.
But a fighter knows that the weigh-in isn’t about how good you look in the robe. It’s about what’s underneath. It’s about the scars you can’t see and the weight you’re still carrying.
The Shadow in the Corner
As I lean in closer—as I stop looking at the titles and start looking at the man—the image begins to shift. If I am being truly honest, genuinely transparent, and gut-wrenchingly raw, I have to admit that the mirror doesn’t always tell a story of victory.
When I look deeper, past the suit and the collar, I see the face of a man who has made enough mistakes to fill a dozen lifetimes. I see a man of failures. I see the ghosts of missed opportunities that haunt the periphery of my vision like a missed punch that leaves you wide open for a counter-hook. I know of a man burdened by deep, gut-wrenching regrets.
I see the addictions that tried to chain my soul—the pornography, the alcohol, the toxic thirst for a validation that the world could never provide. I see the insecurities that whispered lies to me in the dark, and the low self-esteem that told me I was nothing more than a statistic from the Region. In the shadows of my own eyes, I see the “Gangster.” He’s still there, leaning against the ropes, waiting for me to slip up, waiting for me to trade the Spirit for the street.
The Mask of Sunnyside
But the most painful discovery happens when the lights get even brighter. As I stare into the pupils of the man in the mirror, I realize I am looking at a master of disguise. I see a man wearing a mask—a thick, heavy, iron-clad mask designed to cover up the agonizing pain of a little boy who grew up in Sunnyside.
That boy didn’t have a mouthpiece. He didn’t have gloves. He just had the “Big Blue House” and a world outside that was trying to eat him alive. I realized that for years, I wasn’t just living; I was performing. The “Menace” was a character I created to protect the part of me that was still bleeding from the wounds of my youth. I wore the mask so well that I started to believe the mask was the man.
I spent years swinging at the wrong targets. I thought my fight was with the streets of East Chicago. I thought I was in a clinch with the “Region.” I thought I was sparring with a system designed to see me fail. I blamed the judges, I blamed the promoters, and I blamed the crowd.
But the moment of truth came when the fog cleared, and the arena went silent. I looked across the ring, past the blood and the sweat, and I realized the man in the opposite corner... was me.
The “Menace” was the opponent that the “Minister” had to knock out.
The Fight of My Life
This wasn’t a boxing match for a plastic trophy or a temporary purse. This was—and is—the fight for my very soul. It is a heavyweight battle that began on July 21, 1984, and has continued through every zip code, every basement, and every pulpit I have ever stepped into.
You are holding the scorecard of a twelve-round war. You are about to read the blow-by-blow account of a man who was knocked down but refused to be counted out. You will see the rounds where I was losing on every judge’s card, and the rounds where the grace of Yahweh picked me up off the canvas just as the referee reached the count of nine.
This book is for the man who is tired of the mask. It’s for the woman who is clinging just to stay upright. It’s for the “Menace” who knows deep down that he was created to be a “Messenger.”
I am inviting you to my training camp. I am showing you the “Mirror Work.” I am showing you how I survived the knockout blows of the enemy—the betrayals, the addictions, the “Great Split”—to finally find my seat in the Kingdom.
The bell is about to ring. The crowd is silent. The “Menace” is in one corner, and the “Minister” is in the other. There is no more room for mixture. There is no more room for the mask.
Grab your towel. Secure your mouthpiece. Dig your heels into the canvas and prepare to give everything you have.
This is The Fight of My Life: From Menace to Minister.


PART 1: THE PAVEMENT
ROUND 1
Birthed into the Eye of the Storm
Most people think a storm is something you run away from. They see the clouds gathering, they feel the wind picking up, and they head for the cellar. But some of us—the ones God has a peculiar purpose for—are born right in the middle of the whirlwind. I wasn’t born into wealth, and I wasn’t born into poverty. I was born into the eye of the storm.
On July 21, 1984, the opening bell rang at St. Catherine Hospital in East Chicago, Indiana. Imagine the scene. A fifteen-year-old girl is lying in a hospital bed. She is a child herself, still trying to navigate the transition from dolls to destiny. She looks down at the boy she just brought into the world—a boy she names Aaron Prince Dushell Miller.
As her instincts kick in and she begins to nurse, the “eye of the storm” becomes terrifyingly quiet. In that silence, the harsh reality sets in. She is fifteen. She is a girl playing a woman’s part in a heavyweight world. She is looking at me, and she is looking at the door, and she is realizing that she is not ready for the championship rounds.
Because my biological mother was a child herself, the “Referee” of my life—Yahweh—stepped in and made the call. He moved me from the uncertainty of a fifteen-year-old’s care into the elite training camp of the Miller household.
In boxing, before the fighters ever touch gloves, the commentators look at the “tale of the tape.” They look at where the fighter comes from, who trained him, and what kind of environment forged his chin.
For me, it was the Big Blue House. It was a massive structure that held the weight of the Miller legacy. It was divided by a single wall, but that wall was the spine of my universe. At 2611 E. 141st Place lived the patriarch and matriarch, John and Lillie Miller. Right next door, at 2609, lived the woman I called “Momma”—Bonnie Miller.
The Millers occupied both sides. It was my fortress. It was my gym. It was my sanctuary. But inside that sanctuary, a storm was brewing that I didn’t have the eyes to see.
The Hand-Off: The Mother Who Didn’t Come Back
I was born into the eye of a storm. I didn’t know the storm was personal until much later. My biological mother, Tammy, was a fifteen-year-old girl caught in the whirlwind. She didn’t live in the Big Blue House; she was just a visitor in the world the Millers had built.
The “hand-off” didn’t happen in a lawyer’s office; it happened in the Big Blue House. One day, Tammy came to visit Bonnie. She brought her baby boy—Aaron Prince Dushell Miller—into that atmosphere of good cooking and Baptist tradition. She left me in Bonnie’s care, perhaps feeling the weight of her youth pressing in on her. She walked out that door and didn’t come back.
God, in His infinite sovereignty, knew I couldn’t survive the “Guthrie Street” side of my DNA without the “Bonnie” side of my upbringing. Bonnie Miller worked for the Welfare Department—she knew the system, she knew the struggle, and she knew the statistics. She looked at the little boy who was left in her home and didn’t see a “case file.” She saw a call. She became my legal guardian. She became my trainer. She became my “Momma,” and I became her son.
The Baptist Foundation: Mt. Hermon
Long before I ever heard a Pentecostal “shout” or felt the Apostolic “fire” at New Zion, I was forged in the “Old School Baptist” tradition. Every Sunday, we marched out of the Big Blue House and headed to Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church.
We lived in a “church radius.” Most of the people I saw every day—the Bailey family, the Jacksons, and the Jacobs—were members of Mount Hermon Baptist Church. Even our Pastor and First Lady lived right there in Sunnyside. The neighborhood wasn’t just a map; it was a congregation.
The Baptist church is where I learned the “fundamentals.” If you want to be a heavyweight, you have to learn how to jab before you can throw a knockout hook. At Mt. Hermon, I realized the Word. I learned the hymns that sustained a generation through Jim Crow and the Great Migration. I knew the “fear of the Lord” from the deacons in their crisp suits and from the older mothers in the church.
Every Sunday, I sat in Mrs. Weems’ Sunday School class. We sang “Jesus loves me, this I know,” and the words felt true because the world around me felt safe. I was learning about Yahweh before I even knew His name; I was learning about the light while living in a house full of dark secrets.
In 1994, the blue paint on the Big Blue House began to peel. I was nine years old—energetic, loud, and unaware that I was living a life built on a foundation I didn’t truly own. I didn’t know then that the woman I called “mother” was my great-aunt, or that the “neighborhood” held the truth about my birth that I was the last to find out.
I was a “church boy” with a “Guthrie Street” secret. I was being raised in the light of the Gospel, while my grandfather Clyde lived off and on in the basement of 2611, moving in and out like a ghost. I was surrounded by the Miller elders, learning the disciplines of Christian faith, never realizing that the woman I called “Momma” was not the woman who gave birth to me.
The Knockout Blow: The Walking Stick of John Miller
Every fighter remembers the first time they truly got hit—not a jab, but a shot that makes your ears ring and your vision blur. My “knockout blow” came when I was nine years old.
I was acting up, being defiant, letting that Harbor Side energy flare up inside of me. My great-grandfather, John Miller, a man of order and iron-clad discipline, had seen enough. He didn’t use his words; he used his walking stick.
The cane landed on top of my head with the weight of a thousand bricks. The pain was sharp, but the shock was deeper. I burst into tears, the kind of soul-sobbing that only a child can do. I cried out for the only safety I knew: “I want my mama! I want my momma!”
John Miller looked down at me, his eyes cold and steady like a referee stopping a slaughter. He didn’t comfort me. He hit me with a truth that changed the “tale of the tape” forever. “Boy, you don’t even know who your mommy is.”
I wiped the tears, looking at him in confusion. “Bonnie is my mama!” I shouted.
He didn’t blink. “Boy, Bonnie ain’t your mama. Tammy is your mama.”
The Cracked Mask
At nine years old, the “eye of the storm” evaporated. I realized I was living in a world of secrets. The woman who fed me, the woman who took me to Mt. Hermon, the woman who worked at the Welfare Department, was my great-aunt.
That revelation was a “low blow” that landed a punch right on my identity. It was the first time I realized I was “different.” It was the moment I started to wonder if I was a “mistake.” If my own mother could leave me at a house and not come back, what was I worth?
The enemy used that moment to start building the mask. If the truth hurt this much, I decided I would never be entirely truthful again. I would wear the “Miller” name, I would sit in the pews of Mt. Hermon. I would start looking toward Guthrie Street to see if I could find the man I was supposed to be.
I was a nine-year-old fighter who just realized his entire corner was built on a secret. But what I didn’t know—what John Miller’s cane couldn’t beat out of me—was that Yahweh had orchestrated the whole thing. He used a fifteen-year-old’s exit and a great-aunt’s “yes” to ensure that the “menace” would eventually have to answer to the “minister.”
I walked across the lawn to the other side of the Big Blue House where we lived, but it didn’t feel like home anymore. I felt like a stranger in my own skin. When Bonnie arrived home from her job at the Welfare Department, she saw me standing there, my face a map of tears and confusion.
“Boy, what’s wrong with you?” she asked.
The dam broke. “Granddaddy told me you are not my momma,” I sobbed. “He said Tammy is my real momma.”
The silence that followed was suffocating. Bonnie, the woman of law and structure, stared into my eyes until her own filled with tears. She didn’t deny it.
“I am not your real mother,” she confessed. “I am your great-aunt. But you are my child, and I love you. Your real mother left you here with me and didn’t come back to get you.”
It was a revelation of what was hidden—a dark truth finally brought to the light. She hugged me tight, both of us crying, but something inside me had already shifted. I was no longer just the “church boy.” I was the boy who had been left.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: My origin determined my ceiling.
What it cost me: I lived defensively, not intentionally.
What truth confronted me: God starts calling before we understand why.
What changed in me: I stopped resenting my beginning and began reading it as preparation.
For the reader: If you’ve blamed your start, pause—purpose often hides there first.
ROUND 2
The Influence of the Miller Matriarchs
In a heavyweight fight, a southpaw stance is unconventional. It leads with the right and strikes from the left, catching the opponent off guard because it doesn’t follow the “standard” rules. My upbringing was a southpaw strategy. I didn’t have the standard mother-father-son dynamic; I had a tag team of spiritual matriarchs—Lillie and Bonnie Miller—who used an unconventional grace to protect a boy being hunted by the streets before he even knew how to lace up his boots.
The Fireball and the Songbird
In a championship fight, your corner has different roles. You have the trainer who pushes you until you want to quit, and you have the cutman who cleans the blood and keeps your head in the game. In the Big Blue House at 141st Place, my corner was divided between two powerhouses.
Bonnie Miller was a “short fireball.” As a single mother raising her biological son, Keith, and taking me under her wing, she was the law. In our household, there was no man; there was only Bonnie’s rules and Bonnie’s grit. Keith was the “big brother” I looked up to, but when he headed to college and started his own family with his wife, Owana, I was “stuck” with the Fireball.
Bonnie didn’t play games. She was deeply involved in East Chicago city politics and worked tirelessly for the Welfare Department. She was a woman of “order” and “action.” Her discipline was raw—she’d whoop me with a belt one minute and buy me the best clothes the next. She cursed me out when I was wrong and fed me until I was full. She was the fighter who taught me that if you’re going to survive the Harbor Side, you have to be tougher than the streets trying to claim you.
The Sweet Spirit of Lillie Miller
When the heat in Bonnie’s house at 2609 got too high, I would retreat through that connecting wall to 2611, the side where my great-grandmother Lillie lived. If Bonnie was the fire, Lillie was the cooling water.
Lillie was the “sweetness” of the Miller line. I spent most of my time with her while Bonnie was at the office or at a city council meeting. Lillie’s house smelled like home-cooked meals and sounded like a song. While Bonnie provided the “militant” training, Lillie and my great-grandfather, John, provided the “presence.” They sat in the bleachers at my Little League baseball games. In a world where many fathers were missing, seeing John and Lillie in those stands was my first taste of what it meant to be “backed” by a legacy. Lillie was the one who walked me to school and picked me up, ensuring the streets’ influence didn’t snatch me on the walk home.
The Training Ground: Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church
Our spiritual training happened every Sunday morning at Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church. We weren’t a “Sabbath-keeping” house, but we were a “God-fearing” house. The Miller women were pillars of the sanctuary. Lillie Miller served faithfully on the Usher Board, standing at the door with white gloves and a spirit of service. Bonnie was the church secretary for years, keeping the books and the “order” of the house.
Because of Bonnie and a sweet woman named Ms. Johnnie B. Jacobs, I was funneled into the youth ministry. They didn’t give me a choice; they put me in the youth choir. In the late eighties and early nineties, standing in that choir loft, I was learning the rhythm of the Kingdom. I was singing the songs of Zion while the world was starting to play the songs of the “menace.” They were trying to get the Word into my spirit before the world could get the “mixture” into my mind.
The Dismantling of the Corner
The worst thing that can happen to a fighter is looking to your corner and realizing your trainers are gone. The year 1994 was a barrage of body blows. It started with John Miller’s walking stick landing on my head and the revelation: “Boy, Bonnie ain’t your mama. Tammy is your mama.” But before the dust could settle, the bells started tolling.
First, Big Mama—Lillie’s mother—passed away. Then, my grandfather Clyde Miller, the ghost of the basement, died. I remember the funeral procession, riding in a limousine with my biological mother, Tammy, and my grandmother, Zanis—sitting with “strangers” who were my closest kin.
Then the iron was removed. John Miller passed away right there in the Big Blue House. He was the man I was closest to. When he took his last breath, a silence fell over the Harbor. Lillie moved in with us at 2609, and for a season, it was just me, Aunt Nora, Bonnie, and Lillie.
The most brutal blow came when Lillie finally went to the hospital. I leaned in and told her, “When I come back to see you, I’m going to take you dancing.” She gave me a big, beautiful smile—the last time I saw her alive. When she passed, the “safe house” lost its light. The “sweetness” was replaced by the “struggle.”
The 28-Year-Old Veteran: The Comeback
By age 28, I felt like my career was on the ropes. The “mixture” had cost me my first marriage. I moved back home to the Harbor, back under Bonnie’s roof. But 28 became my pivot year. It was the year of my divorce, but also the year I met my true “corner-woman,” Toi. We formed a pact to survive. We began the journey to Indianapolis, moving away from the physical Big Blue House but carrying the Miller legacy in our spirits.
The Minister and the Fireball: Bonnie’s Final Rounds
The most significant victory of my life was seeing the look in Bonnie’s eyes when she saw me stand behind the pulpit at Greater Destiny Bible Church. The Fireball had softened into a witness of a miracle. She told me she was proud. She saw the change.
But on March 18, 2018, the Fireball went out. I was 33, living in Indy, and I wasn’t there. Bonnie had asked me to just come home and “sit with her,” but I thought I had more rounds.
The Low Blow of Regret
That hit landed below the belt. The guilt sent me back to the bottle. I was a minister of the Gospel by day and a mourner with a “mixture” by night, trying to drown the silence of Bonnie’s absence. It took the “mirror work” to realize that Bonnie wouldn’t want me down for the count. She would have told me to get off the canvas and finish the round.
I had to put the bottle down and pick up the mantle. I am 41 years old today. The corner is empty of the people who raised me, but it is full of the God who called me. The “southpaw matriarchs” did their job—they gave me the foundation to survive the fight of my life.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: Strength meant emotional silence.
What it cost me: I learned discipline without vulnerability.
What truth confronted me: God uses unconventional training to form uncommon leaders.
What changed in me: I honored structure without idolizing toughness.
For the reader: Your upbringing may not be standard—but it may be strategic.
ROUND 3
The Curriculum of the Mask
In the ring, a “below the belt” shot isn’t just a foul; it’s a tactic designed to take your legs out from under you. It’s meant to paralyze your movement, so you can’t dance anymore. For me, that low blow didn’t come from a person—it came from a culture.
Growing up in the Harbor, the soundtrack of my life shifted from the hymns of Mt. Hermon to the hardcore curriculum of the nineties. The enemy knew that if he could control my ears, he could control my steps. I started listening to a group of “professors” who didn’t have degrees, but they had the streets. N.W.A gave me that raw “Straight Outta Compton” energy that made me feel like I could challenge any authority. UGK and 8ball & MJG taught me the “Space Age Pimping” lifestyle, whispering that a woman was a trophy and a “pocketful of stones” was the only way to get ahead.
But the one who really got into my psyche was Tupac Shakur. When I heard “Ambitionz az a Ridah,” I felt a surge of adrenaline that the choir loft never gave me. Then I heard “Cradle to the Grave” on the Thug Life album. That song became my anthem. It told me that the Harbor was a battlefield and that I was destined to die young, so I might as well live fast. I wasn’t just listening to music; I was absorbing a philosophy of death. I felt like I had to be a “menace” just to survive the walk to school.
The Basement Lab and the 90.5 Frequency
My transition from the “Big Blue House” boy to the “A-Mill” persona started in the basement of 2609. I wasn’t using the house for prayer anymore. I took Bonnie’s karaoke machine, some blank cassette tapes, and started recording my own verses. Between the takes, the room would fill with the thick, sweet smoke of marijuana. That basement, which used to be a place of safety, became the laboratory where the mask was forged.
By the time I hit East Chicago Central High School, I was all in. I took the Recording Lab class—not to learn a trade, but to find a platform. I couldn’t make beats worth a lick. I had the gift of gab. I found a peer who could craft the sounds, and I provided the voice.
That led me to a contact in Sunnyside who was running an illegal, underground operation: 90.5 Weed Radio. It was local, it was illegal. It was non-FCC approved. To the world, it was noise. To me, it was everything. I wasn’t “A-Mill” the Baptist boy anymore; I was “A-Mill” the local legend, the “Tre 9 Gangster Disciple” representative of the Harbor Side. I was chasing the ghost of Tupac, dreaming of becoming a famous gangster rapper, never realizing I was just a pawn in a much bigger game.
The Cheetah Box and the Dark Room
The most damaging “below the belt” hit didn’t come from a song; it came from a television screen. In those days, we had the “Cheetah Box”—an illegal cable box that unscrambled the channels you weren’t supposed to have. One afternoon, I walked into the basement, flipped on the box, and was met with an image that would hook my soul for decades.
I was introduced to pornography by accident. I stayed by choice. It became a secret addiction that lived under my bed in the form of thirty magazines. It distorted my view of women, my view of sex, and my view of myself. I was “pimp hard” in my lyrics. I was a slave in my secret life. Combined with the alcohol and the weed, I was building a “mask” so heavy that the real Aaron Miller was disappearing.
The Standing Eight Count: Steven Hardaway
The streets have a way of making you feel invincible until the first body drops. The “low blow” that finally slowed me down was the death of my friend, Steven Hardaway.
Steven wasn’t a character in a movie or a verse in a Tupac song. He was real. And then, he was gone. Standing at his funeral, watching the dirt cover a boy I knew, the “menace” mask cracked. I didn’t want to die. I didn’t want to be a lyric in a song about the Harbor’s graveyard. I realized for the first time that I wanted to live. I wanted a wife. I wanted a family. I wanted a future.
The Fireball’s Silence
Bonnie saw the change. The “Fireball” didn’t use the belt anymore—she knew the fight had moved beyond her reach. She gave me the ultimate “corner talk.” She told me that if I got in trouble, she wouldn’t bail me out. She wouldn’t come to the school. She was letting me feel the weight of my own gloves.
I wasn’t going to church. I was a “Sunday morning” ghost. My mind was on football, girls, and the underground airwaves. But even in the middle of the “mixture,” I would have moments where I thought about God. It wasn’t a conversion yet; it was a “great split.” I was a man divided.
The Theology of the Mask
In the late nineties, the world was watching a fighter from Gary, Indiana, named Angel “El Diablo” Manfredy. He was a world-class warrior, a WBU Super Featherweight Champion who walked to the ring for HBO fights wearing a literal devil mask. To the world, that mask represented a man who was untouchable, fierce, and fueled by a dark energy.
I didn’t know it then. I was doing the same thing on the streets of East Chicago. My mask wasn’t made of latex, but of attitude and aggression. I was mirroring the rappers I saw on MTV and BET, wanting to look like I didn’t care, because caring had only ever brought me pain. I remember standing on the corner of Tre 9 and Catalpa Street with a cigarette in my hand. I saw members of Mt. Hermon Missionary Baptist Church drive by, their eyes wide with shock. Inside, a part of me felt a sharp twinge of shame—the “church boy” screaming from the basement of my soul—but the “menace” in me fed on their fear. I realized that if I couldn’t get people to love me for who I was, I would make them respect me for who I appeared to be.
Like Angel, I was wearing a mask that gave me a name in the world, but it was suffocating the man of God underneath.
The Angel on Guthrie Street
Years later, long after the “Diablo” mask had been retired, I met Angel Manfredy on Guthrie Street in East Chicago, Indiana. He wasn’t wearing a mask anymore. He wasn’t looking for a fight; he was looking for souls. He told me his story—how he had the fame, the HBO fights, the money, the women, and the drugs—and how it had all come crashing down. He told me how he lost it all, only to find everything in Jesus Christ.
His story hit me like a lead hook. I realized that if a man who fought Floyd Mayweather and Arturo Gatti could take off his mask and surrender, then so could I. I told him right then, “I want to get baptized in the name of Jesus Christ and receive the gift of the Holy Ghost.”
Angel didn’t just give me advice; he took me to his church. He walked me into the water. That baptism was the beginning of the end for the “menace.” Years later, when I was confirmed as an Elder at New Zion Temple, Angel was there as my special guest. He saw the “menace” become the “minister” in the same way I had seen his transformation.
The Body Blow: The Catalyst of Loss
If the culture of the nineties was a “low blow” to my identity, the 2000s delivered a shot to the solar plexus that took my breath away. This was the round where the “menace” was forced to face a nightmare that no street-tough lyric could prepare me for.
In East Chicago, my former wife (my girlfriend at the time) became pregnant. We were young, and despite the chaos of the Harbor, we clung to that news like a life raft. We thought this baby would be our fresh start—the “clean win” we both needed. But in the fourth month, the rhythm stopped. The heartbeat was gone.
I had to sit in a sterile, cold hospital room and watch her endure the agonizing procedure of removing a human life. The silence in that room was louder than any gunshot I’d ever heard and heavier than any “whooping” Bonnie ever gave me. When the nurses brought me his remains—my son—and showed me his tiny, formed body, I realized I wasn’t just a “ridzah” or a “soldier.” I was a father who couldn’t protect his own seed.
The grief was a suffocating blanket. We were determined to outrun the trauma, so when she became pregnant again shortly after, we got married. We were trying to do things “the right way” to make up for the wrong. But the trauma of that East Chicago hospital haunted her. She didn’t trust the care in the Region anymore. In search of a sanctuary, we made the pivotal decision to relocate back to Racine, Wisconsin.
The Umbilical Cord and the Umbilical Lie
I moved to Racine as a supporting husband, leaving the familiar corners of the Harbor Side behind. I was determined to be the provider and the “present father” that my own biological father hadn’t been. Through the grace of God, I was present for the birth of all six of my children. I was the one who reached out to cut every single one of their umbilical cords. In those moments—holding new life—the “menace” was gone. The “A-Mill” persona was silent. I was just a man in awe of the miracle of life, grateful to God for the title of “father.”
But here is the “below the belt” reality: I was trying to be a “good man” on the outside. I was still carrying the “mixture” of the Sunnyside basement on the inside. I was cutting umbilical cords. I hadn’t cut the cord to my own addictions.
The “great split” finally fractured my world in Racine. It didn’t take a street war to take me down; it took a family altercation with my ex-wife’s brother. That conflict was the breaking point. My wife made the decision to remove herself from the home, and suddenly, the life I had built began to evaporate like mist on Lake Michigan.
The Lights-Out Round
Within weeks, the dominoes fell. I lost my job. I lost my vehicles. I lost the daily presence of my children. For the first time in my life, I was truly, utterly alone. I reached out to my corner back in East Chicago—to Bonnie, to Keith, to my parents—but no one could reach across the distance to save me.
I remember sitting in that house in Racine with the lights turned off because I couldn’t pay the bill. The cold was unforgiving. I burned candles—not for romance, but for survival—so that I could see the pages of a Bible. I got on my knees in that dark living room and cried out to a God I knew about, but didn’t yet know.
After days of praying in the shadows, I found a Bible tract in my mailbox. It felt like a lifeline thrown into a stormy sea. I looked up at the dark ceiling and made a deal with Heaven: “God, if these are really your people, I’m going to reach out. I’m going to see if someone can help.”
The Dual Life: The Minister in the Mask
That search led me to Pastor Buddy Vinson of Trinity United Missionary Baptist Church. He didn’t just give me a sermon; he gave me a hand. After the church stabilized my situation, I looked at him and spoke a truth that had been burning in my chest since I was a boy in Sunnyside: “I believe I’m called to preach.”
Pastor Vinson didn’t doubt me. I began working with the deacons, leading devotion, and singing in the choir. I became a licensed minister. But I was still in the “clinch.” I was a minister of the Gospel who was simultaneously going through a divorce and battling the silent, seductive pull of the bottle.
I signed myself up for child support to prove I was a provider, but every sip of alcohol was a step away from the man I was called to be. The “journey of bad decisions” didn’t start with the divorce; it began with my refusal to let go of the numbing agents of my past. I was in the pulpit with the Word in my mouth and the “mixture” in my spirit. The round was ending, and the referee was watching me closely. I was winning the crowd. I was losing the fight.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: The mask protected me.
What it cost me: Addiction, distortion, and divided identity.
What truth confronted me: What numbs pain also numbs purpose.
What changed in me: I named the mask instead of defending it.
For the reader: If you’re hiding, you’re hurting—and healing begins with truth.
ROUND 4
The Frequency of Fear
By the mid-2000s, I was broadcasting on two different frequencies. On the local airwaves of East Chicago, I was A-Mill—the voice of the streets on 90.5 Weed Radio. I was rapping about the “thug life,” about the “pocketful of stones,” and about the “ambitionz az a ridah.” I had local fame. I had the “radio persona.” I was feeding the monster that the Harbor had created.
But then, the frequency shifted. I was in Racine, licensed as a minister, standing behind the sacred desk at Trinity United Missionary Baptist Church. Now, the “crowd” was different. Instead of the street corners listening to 90.5, it was the deacons, the mothers of the church, and the brokenhearted looking to me for a word from the Lord.
I was addicted to the sound of the crowd.
When I rapped, the crowd cheered for the “menace.” When I preached, the crowd shouted “Amen” for the “minister.” I loved the applause. I hated the mirror. Because when the microphone was turned off, and the sanctuary lights went down, I was still the man who had lost his son. I was still the man whose marriage had collapsed into a heap of legal papers and child support. I was still the man who needed a drink just to stop the shaking in my soul.
The Racine Silence: The Dark House
To understand the “mask,” you have to understand the dark house. Before Pastor Buddy Vinson and the congregation at Trinity stepped in, I lived in a literal tomb in Racine.
The lights were cut. The heat was a luxury I couldn’t afford. I sat in that house in total, unforgiving silence. The only light came from cheap candles that flickered against the walls, casting long, dancing shadows that looked like the demons I was trying to outrun.
I was twenty-seven years old, a veteran of two worlds, and I had nothing. No job. No car. No children in the next room. Just a Bible and a bottle of whatever could numb the cold. I would get on my knees in that darkness and cry out to a God I hadn’t truly submitted to yet. I was bargaining with Heaven. “God, if You get me out of this, I’ll preach. If you turn the lights back on, I’ll serve You.”
I wasn’t looking for a relationship; I was looking for a rescue.
The Lifeline: The Bible Tract
The turning point came not through a thunderclap, but through a piece of paper. I walked to the mailbox—the same mailbox that usually only held “final notice” bills—and found a Bible tract. It was a simple message, but in that dark house, it felt like a spotlight from a search-and-rescue team.
It led me to Pastor Buddy Vinson. When the church paid my bills and stabilized my life, I felt a debt of gratitude that I mistook for a complete transformation. I told Pastor Buddy, “I’m called to preach.” And I meant it. But I was trying to build a cathedral on a foundation that was still full of Sunnyside “mixture.”
The Dual Life: The Bottle in the Briefcase
I became a licensed minister. I put on the suit. I learned the “Baptist cadence.” I knew how to work the crowd. But I was living a dual life that would have made a double agent jealous.
I signed myself up for child support—not because I was being forced, but because I wanted to look like a provider. I wanted the “scorecard” to show I was a good man. But every Saturday night, before a Sunday morning sermon, the “menace” would demand a payment. The “mixture” of alcohol was my secret cornerman. I was a minister of the Gospel who was simultaneously battling the seductive pull of the bottle.
I was winning the rounds in public. I was getting knocked out in private. I was wearing a “minister’s mask” to cover the “menace’s” wounds. I hadn’t realized yet that you can’t heal what you won’t reveal. I was preaching about liberation while I was still in chains.
The Weight of the Robe
Wearing the suit of a minister felt like wearing a suit of armor that was three sizes too big. I had the “Baptist cadence,” the rhythmic “whoop” in my voice that made the mothers of the church catch the Spirit. I knew when to pause for the “Amen” and when to drive the point home. I was a performer, and the pulpit was my stage.
But there is a specific kind of exhaustion that comes from being a “double agent” for the Kingdom and the streets.
I would stand at the sacred desk, and as the choir sang, I could feel the cold sweat of the night before. The “menace” was always whispering in my ear, reminding me of the bottle hidden in the trunk of the car or the thoughts that didn’t align with the text I was about to read. I felt like counterfeit currency. I was passing for the real thing. I knew if someone held me up to the light, they’d see the cracks.
The Saturday Night Shadowboxing
The worst part of the “mixture” wasn’t the Sunday morning performance; it was the Saturday night preparation.
I would sit in my room in Racine, the Bible open to a text about old things passing away, while the “old man” was screaming for a drink. I was literally shadowboxing with myself. I would write a sermon about the power of God while feeling completely powerless.
I was trying to out-preach my pain. I thought if I could just save enough souls in the pews, maybe God would overlook the soul that was rotting in my own chest. I was using ministry as a “performance-enhancing drug” to numb the reality that I was still the “Miller boy” from the Harbor who didn’t know how to be whole.
The “A-Mill” Echo
Even in Racine, the ghost of 90.5 Weed Radio followed me. I’d be walking down the street, and someone would recognize the voice—not the minister’s voice, but the “A-Mill” voice.
“Yo, ain’t you that rapper from the Harbor?”
That question was like a hook to the liver. It reminded me that no matter how high I tied my tie, the streets still had a claim on me. I was a man with two names and no home. In the Harbor, I was too “church” for the shooters; in the church, I was too “street” for the saints. I was caught in the “no man’s land” of the ring, taking fire from both sides.
The Standing Eight Count: “You Can’t Heal What You Won’t Reveal”
I remember one specific Sunday at Trinity. I had just finished a message that had the whole house on their feet. The “sound of the crowd” was deafening. I felt like a champion. But as I walked to the back office, I caught a glimpse of myself in a long mirror.
I didn’t see a minister. I saw a man who was out of breath. I saw the “menace” staring back at me with a smirk, as if to say, Nice show, Aaron. Now let’s go and get a drink.
That was my “standing eight count.” The Referee (God) was standing over me, counting. I was still conscious. I was dazed. I realized that the “mixture” was a slow-acting poison. You can’t represent the Light of the World while you are still making deals with the darkness of the bottle.
I was a licensed minister. I was an unlicensed mess.
The Roach-Motel Tabernacle
Eventually, the dark house gave way to an apartment. It was a two-bedroom spot with rent so cheap it should have been a warning. I didn’t have furniture; I had memories. I moved in with a couch and a big-screen TV that had been shattered during the move—a perfect metaphor for my life. It looked impressive from a distance, but when you turned it on, there was no picture. Just static.
I didn’t even have a stove. I was a man of God who couldn’t cook a meal. But the Kingdom showed up in the form of the Bowen family and Richard and Theresa Bahrs. They didn’t just give me food; they gave me dignity. Rich helped me get a stove and found me a job working security “under the table.”
Suddenly, the “minister” was a bouncer.
Security at the Edge of the Pit
I remember New Year’s Eve, working security at a club where Yung Joc was performing. Talk about a “frequency shift.” On Sunday, I was surrounded by the scent of frankincense and the sound of “Holy, Holy, Holy.” On New Year’s, I was surrounded by the smell of expensive gin, weed smoke, and the bass-heavy thumping of the streets.
I was standing there in the middle of a separation and a looming divorce. My eyes were a battlefield. I was seeing women dressed in next to nothing; the “ambitionz az a ridah” lifestyle I used to rap about was vibrating through the floorboards. I was supposed to be the “shield,” but I felt like the “target.”
The Hand-Me-Down Hustle
I wasn’t the “A-Mill” with the designer gear anymore. I was wearing the deacons’ hand-me-downs. I was a twenty-seven-year-old man in “old man” clothes, trying to keep a straight face while my world was crooked.
The loneliness was a physical weight. I would spend weeks locked in that two-bedroom apartment, just me and the roaches. I would dive into the Word, listening to worship music until the atmosphere felt thin, talking to God until my voice was hoarse. I was trying to build a secret altar. But eventually, the silence would get too loud. The boredom would set in, and the “menace” would offer a suggestion:
“Let’s go play some pool, Aaron. Just one game. Just to get out of the house.”
The One-Night Stand Sanctuary
I didn’t have to look for trouble; trouble had my scouting report. Women would approach me, tell me I was handsome, and offer the one thing I was starving for: validation. After a few drinks, the “minister’s mask” didn’t just slip—it fell off. I was still legally married, but my heart was a widower. The flesh didn’t care about the license on the wall or the deacon’s suit on my back. It craved the heat of another person to drown out the cold of the roach-infested apartment.
I was a man who knew how to preach the Word. I had no idea how to obey the Word. I could explain the Greek and the Hebrew of “sanctification” to a congregation. I couldn’t practice it in a pool hall.
I was winning the crowd. I was losing the man. I was a “spiritual giant” in the pulpit and a “spiritual infant” in the dark. I was a preacher who was still a prisoner.
I was a professional at the “whoop,” but a failure at the “walk.” I was a man who could lead people to the altar, but couldn’t lead myself past the bedroom door.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: Applause meant approval.
What it cost me: I confused affirmation with alignment.
What truth confronted me: God’s silence can be more loving than people’s praise.
What changed in me: I stopped chasing crowds and started chasing consistency.
For the reader: Who are you when no one is clapping?


PART 2: THE PIVOT
ROUND 5
The Breakdown and the Breakthrough
The mid-2000s weren’t just a “rough patch”—they were a demolition site. I was twenty-eight years old, living in a two-bedroom apartment with roaches for roommates and a shattered big-screen TV for a view. I was a man who had mastered the art of the “mask,” but the structural integrity of my double life was finally giving way.
In boxing, being “saved by the bell” means you were about to be knocked out. You were on your feet, but your lights were out. You were defenseless. That was me. I was a licensed minister who was one night stand or one bottle away from a permanent spiritual coma.
The Weight of the Counterfeit
The conviction of the Holy Spirit is a heavy thing. It’s not a nudge; it’s a crushing weight. Every time I stepped behind that sacred desk at Trinity, I felt the eyes of God burning through the deacons’ hand-me-down suits. I was preaching about “the power of the blood” while smelling like the spirits I had consumed the night before.
I reached a point where I couldn’t stand the sound of my own voice. I would hear myself “whooping” or “exhorting” the people, and a voice inside would scream: HYPOCRITE!
I was a man in a spiritual “standing eight-count.” I was dazed, confused, and taking hits from every direction. My marriage was gone, my son was gone, and my dignity was hanging by a thread. I realized that I was trying to fight a heavyweight devil with a featherweight faith.
The Midnight Mat: The Apartment Altar
It happened in that roach-infested apartment. There was no choir. No “Amen” corner. No mothers of the church to catch me. Just me, the silence, and the truth.
I remember falling to the floor—not the padded mat of a gym, but the stained carpet of a struggle I couldn’t win anymore. I was tired of the “A-Mill” swagger. I was tired of the “Minister Miller” performance. I was just Aaron. And Aaron was broken.
I cried out to God, but it wasn’t a “preacher prayer.” It wasn’t “Father God, we come before Thee.” It was a gutter-cry. It was the sound of a man who had finally realized that he was the “wicked” mentioned in 2 Chronicles 7:14. I needed to turn.
The Terms of Surrender
I told God, “I can’t do the mixture anymore. Either take the calling or take the ‘menace,’ because I can’t carry both.”
For the first time in my life, I stopped trying to negotiate my “fight plan.” I stopped trying to tell the Referee how to call the match. I laid my “minister’s license” down in my heart and told God that if I never preached another word, I just wanted to be whole. I wanted to be the man the Big Blue House had raised me to be.
That was the moment the bell rang. The round was over. The “A-Mill” era was being counted out, and the “man of God” was finally getting his second wind.
The Long Walk to the Basement
In boxing, if you get hurt too badly in the center of the ring, you go back to your corner. For me, that corner was the basement of 2209. There is a specific kind of “grown-man shame” that comes with moving back into your mother’s house. I was a licensed minister, a former local celebrity, a man who had been a provider—and now I was sleeping in the basement where I used to hide from my calling. I felt like a failure. But I didn’t realize that God was using the Big Blue House as a sanctuary to strip away the “A-Mill” persona and the “minister’s mask” until there was nothing left but the man He intended me to be.
My mission was clear: Get back to the house of God.
The Referral: The Scouting Report
God often uses the wisdom of the elders to position us. A conversation between Bonnie, myself, and the legendary Samuel Smith changed the trajectory of my life. When he spoke of a man who was good with the youth, he wasn’t just giving me a church recommendation; he was giving me a lifeline.
A Greater Destiny
Walking into Greater Destiny Bible Church was different. Apostle Kelly didn’t just see a resume or a license; he saw a son. He didn’t rush me into the spotlight. In an act of divine wisdom, he started me over. I was a “minister in training.” I had to put on the white wrap again and learn how to punch correctly. His preaching was fire, but the Bible study nights were the “training camp” my soul desperately needed.
The War in the Walk
Even as I sat in those Bible studies, the “mixture” was still trying to claim me. I was a man caught in a storm—the legal weight of a divorce and the soul-crushing absence of my daughter, Ma’Riya. That pain was a heavyweight champion, and I was still trying to “clinch” by using alcohol to numb the sting. I would leave a night of deep study of the Word and still feel the pull of the bottle.
I was walking home from church one night—physically walking because I had nothing—when a car pulled over.
The Ultimate Teammate: Toi
Her name was Toi. I had seen her before, but when I stepped into that car, the “frequency” changed. She wasn’t just pretty; she was stunning. She was a masterpiece. In the middle of my brokenness, my basement-living, and my “under-the-table” security jobs, God sent a glimpse of His favor.
When she dropped me off at the Big Blue House, I didn’t just go inside. I stood in the Sunnyside air, looked up at the Indiana sky, and asked a question that felt too big for a man in my position: “God, is this my wife?”
I was a man in the basement. I was starting to look at the penthouse. I was a man with a bottle in his past. I was looking at a future that smelled like grace. Little did I know, as I stood there in 2012, that in September of 2026, we would be celebrating thirteen years of marriage.
The Referee wasn’t counting me out. He was just getting me ready for the championship rounds.
The Pursuit and the Pivot
I couldn’t shake the image of Toi from that car ride. I was a man in the basement with a giant-sized hope. When I finally called her, the “tale of the tape” didn’t look good—she was already in a relationship. But in boxing, you learn to look for an opening. I didn’t force it; I just stayed in the gym. Eventually, that opening appeared. She was single, and I didn’t hesitate.
We started dating, and the Big Blue House felt a little brighter. Toi wasn’t just a “pretty face” in the congregation; she was a presence. Even Bonnie—the “Fireball” herself—felt the shift. My mother loved Toi. It felt like the pieces of the puzzle were finally fitting.
But even in a sanctuary, a man can still find a way to stumble.
The Basement Scandal
I was twenty-nine years old. I was a licensed minister. I was a leader. I was sitting under the dynamic teaching of Pastor Kelly. But one day, in that same basement where I had cried out to God in my brokenness, the flesh took the lead. The “mixture” struck again.
I was finalized in my divorce. I was about to become a father again, out of wedlock.
The shame was a heavyweight blow to the jaw. I was a preacher who had gotten a member of the church pregnant. The whispers in the Harbor are one thing, but the silence of your own conscience is another. I was devastated. I loved Toi, and I knew I wanted to marry her, but the timing felt like a disaster. I was a “leader” who couldn’t even lead himself to the altar before the bedroom.
The Father’s Rebuke
Standing before Apostle Kelly B. Williams to deliver that news was one of the most challenging walks of my life. I saw the disappointment in his eyes—the kind of look a father gives a son whom he knows is better than his mistakes.
He gave me the rebuke I deserved. He didn’t sugarcoat the “foul.” But then, he did what a Kingdom General does: he stayed in my corner. He told me he would help us navigate the storm. He didn’t throw me out of the ring; he just helped me reset my stance.
The September 4th Victory
The reality was staggering. I was twenty-nine. I was living in my mother’s basement. Toi was living with her parents. On paper, we were a “no-contest.” We didn’t have the house, the money, or the perfect reputation. All we had was a love that felt like a lifeline and a God who specializes in “fixing the fight” for those who humble themselves.
We started premarital counseling. We walked through the guilt. We faced the deacons and the pews. And on September 4, 2013, in a small, private ceremony in Apostle Kelly’s office at Greater Destiny, we made it official.
I didn’t have a tuxedo or a cathedral wedding. I had a covenant. I had a wife. And for the first time in a long time, the “menace” was silent. I was no longer a man running from his past; I was a man building a future on the wreckage of his mistakes.
We were married. The “mixture” was being purified by the fire of commitment. The Miller household was finally under one name.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: Performance could outpace character.
What it cost me: Spiritual exhaustion and private hypocrisy.
What truth confronted me: God interrupts before He destroys.
What changed in me: I surrendered outcomes, not just habits.
For the reader: If you feel stopped, maybe you’re being spared.
ROUND 6
Divided Houses and United Grief
September 2013 was a whirlwind of miracles and mess. I was twenty-nine years old. I had a new wife and a new son, A.J., but we didn’t have a shared address. Toi was with her parents, and I was back at the Big Blue House with Bonnie.
There is a specific kind of agony for a man who wants to be a provider but can’t even provide a front door for his family to walk through. I would sit on the back stairs of the Big Blue House, looking out at the Sunnyside neighborhood, and pour my heart out to God. “Lord, please... just let us live under one roof.” I was a minister of the Gospel. I felt like a stranger to my own family.
The Gary Transition: A House in the Hollow
The prayer was finally answered through family. My aunt, Sadie Ethridge, became the vessel for our breakthrough. She moved into a new home and opened her old property in Gary, Indiana, to us for a price we could afford. Finally, the Millers were under one roof.
By this time, the stakes had doubled. We didn’t just have A.J.; we had our daughter, Skylar. They were only a year apart—two babies, two diapers, and two reasons to keep fighting. But the “win” of getting into that house was immediately met with a devastating “loss.”
Just as we were unpacking our lives, Toi’s father, Mr. Walker, passed away. The joy of our first home was swallowed by the shadow of grief. We didn’t get a honeymoon phase in that house; we got a mourning phase. We were trying to raise two babies in a rough patch of Gary where Aunt Sadie’s house stood out like a diamond in the rough—the best-looking house on a block surrounded by “abandoned rounds” and damaged properties.
It was a season of “high performance and high pain.” We eventually welcomed our second son, Micah, into the fold. Life was moving fast, the neighborhood was tough, and the air was thick with the responsibility of being a man.
The Indianapolis Move and the Ultimate Blow
In 2017, we took a leap of faith and relocated to Indianapolis. We were looking for a fresh start, a new frequency for our growing family. But the most significant test of my “fight” was yet to come.
March 18, 2018. It was a Sunday morning—the day of the week that had always been our “championship day” at church. Bonnie had just come home from service, the place she loved more than anywhere on earth. Then, the phone rang.
The “Fireball” was gone.
The woman who had raised me, the woman who had held the Big Blue House together, the woman who had prayed me through the Racine silence and the “A-Mill” noise, had finished her final round. I was devastated. Standing in Indianapolis, holding that phone, I realized that the “Big Blue House” era was over. The physical house was still there, but the spirit of it had transitioned.
The Standing Eight Count
Losing Bonnie was like losing my cornerman. She was the one who always knew how to patch up my wounds and send me back into the ring. Now, the roles had shifted. I wasn’t just a son in the basement anymore. I was the one who had to be the “Fireball” for Toi and my children. I had to take everything she taught me and apply it to a world where she was no longer a phone call away.
When the phone rang in Indianapolis, the air in the room changed before I even answered.
“Aaron... Bonnie’s gone.”
The words from my brother, Keith, didn’t make sense. Bonnie was the Big Blue House. She was the foundation. She was the one who was supposed to see the end of the movie. I remember the drive from Indy back toward the Harbor. That drive is about two and a half hours, but that day, it felt like an eternity.
Every mile marker was a memory. I saw the “basement Aaron” crying out to God. I saw the “A-Mill” rapper trying to hide his calling. I saw the “minister” standing in Apostle Kelly’s office. And at the center of every one of those memories was Bonnie Miller. She was the one who never stopped the fight, even when I was losing.
Standing in the Silence
Walking back into the Big Blue House after she passed was the hardest round of my life.
The house was the same—the same blue siding, the same stairs I prayed on—but the “power” was out. Not the electricity, but the Spirit. The fire was gone from the fireplace. I stood in that house as a thirty-three-year-old man and realized that the “safety net” was officially gone.
I wasn’t the “kid from Sunnyside” anymore. I was the man of the house. I was the one who had to carry her fire back to Indianapolis. I had to take the “Fireball” and turn it into a torch for my children.
The Motherless Child
In boxing, if you lose your trainer and your cutman, you’re just a man alone in a ring. When Bonnie died, I didn’t just lose a grandmother; I lost my “North Star.”
My relationship with my biological mother was a series of “technical knockouts.” Twice in my life, I had tried to build a bridge to her. Twice, I had packed my bags and tried to find a home in her shadow. Both times, the bridge collapsed. I always ended up back at the Big Blue House, back in the basement, back under Bonnie’s wing.
But now, the wing was gone.
I felt like a “motherless child.” It’s a haunting, hollow frequency. It’s the feeling that no matter how many people are cheering for you in the pews, there is no one in the world who is required to love you. Even with Toi by my side and the kids in my arms, that old wound from my mother started to bleed again. I was a thirty-three-year-old man, a minister, and a father, yet I felt like a lost boy in the Harbor.
The Ghost of Sunnyside
After the funeral, the geography of my life shifted. East Chicago stopped being a “home” and started being a “graveyard.”
My great-grandparents were gone. The giants who had walked the streets of Sunnyside, the ones who had built the foundations of my faith, were all in the dirt. Returning to visit my father, Darren, was the only thread left untied, but even that couldn’t stitch the hole in my heart.
Sunnyside looked the same, but the glory had departed. The Big Blue House was just a building now. The porch where I prayed felt like common wood. The “Fireball” was out. I realized then that I had no reason to go back. I was an exile.
The Numbness and the Proof
Grief is a heavyweight that doesn’t just hit you—it sits on you. To manage the pressure, I went back to the only cornerman I knew how to hire: the bottle.
The drinking wasn’t a party anymore; it was a prescription. I was drinking every single day. I’d wake up as a minister, walk as a father, but by the time the sun went down, I was a man seeking a blackout. I needed the alcohol to quiet the “motherless child” screaming inside me. I was 2018’s version of the “mixture.”
I was living in Indianapolis, trying to build a life. I was dragging a chain of “Harbor grief” behind me. I was preaching at the church and then pouring a glass in the dark. I was a man who had New Zion in his future but “old demons” in his cup.
Finding the Familiar: New Zion Temple
We had moved to Indy in 2017 and joined New Zion Temple. After Bonnie passed in 2018, that sanctuary became my “neutral corner.”
The Spirit of God is strategic. He knew I couldn’t handle a completely new environment while I was grieving. New Zion felt like a piece of East Chicago had been transported to Indianapolis. When I walked through those doors, I saw faces I recognized from Mt. Hermon. These were people who knew the “Harbor Aaron.” They knew Bonnie. They knew the “Fireball.”
Sitting in those pews, I felt a strange sense of continuity. It was like God was saying, “I know you lost your home. I’ve moved the family to meet you here.” Even in my heaviest drinking, even in my most profound grief, the church remained the only place where the “motherless child” felt like he belonged to something bigger.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: Provision proved manhood.
What it cost me: Shame during seasons of lack.
What truth confronted me: Faithfulness matters more than appearances.
What changed in me: I measured success by obedience, not optics.
For the reader: Delays don’t cancel destiny—they clarify it.
ROUND 7
In a twelve-round fight, the seventh round is where the “second wind” is supposed to kick in. But for me, the seventh round was where I hit the canvas. I was exhausted from the “mixture.” I was tired of being a “Harbor Legend” on Saturday and a “Pulpit Prop” on Sunday.
I was in the training camp of the Big Blue House, sitting in the basement—my “Corner.” I was doing the work, reading the Playbook (the Bible), trying to find a strategy to beat the demons that were chasing me from Racine.
Then, the Referee didn’t just blow the whistle. He stopped the universe.
The Divine “Clinch”
Suddenly, the air in that basement changed. It didn’t just get cold; it got heavy—a weight that the physical world isn’t designed to carry. It felt like a Spirit stepped into the ring of my life and put me in a “Divine Clinch.”
Immediately, I was paralyzed.
I was pinned against the ropes of my own existence. I couldn’t move a muscle. I couldn’t throw a punch. I couldn’t even “whoop” a prayer. My tongue was tied, and my limbs were locked. I was a fighter who had been completely immobilized by the Presence of the Almighty. I could only see, and I could only hear.
In the silence, a Voice began to speak. It wasn’t the loud, booming voice of a stadium announcer. It was a soft, low tone—an ancient frequency speaking a language that my ears didn’t recognize, but my soul did. It was the sound of the Creator reviewing the “Tale of the Tape” of my life.
The Mind-Read: The Ultimate Scouting Report
Even though I was paralyzed, my mind was racing. I was a man who had spent his life trying to outsmart the streets and out-preach the deacons. Who sent their son to redeem His people?
The Spirit didn’t wait for me to speak. He didn’t need me to step to the mic. He read my mind like a wide-open book. He answered the question before it even finished echoing in my skull.
“YAHWEH.”
That name hit me harder than any hook I’d ever taken in the streets. It wasn’t just a word; it was a signature. It was the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob declaring that He was the Referee in my corner. He was the one who sent the Messiah, Yeshua, to pick me up off the canvas.
The Isaiah 52:6 Knockout
When the paralysis broke, and I regained control of my frame, I was a different man. I was trembling. I had been touched by the Invisible. I cried out, “Lord, I want You to speak to me from Your Word!” I let the Bible fall open. It landed on Isaiah 52:6. It was a total knockout:
Therefore, my people shall know my name: therefore they shall know in that day that I am he that doth speak: behold, it is I. (Isaiah 52:6)
God was telling me, “Aaron, I just called your bluff. I called you by My Name. I told you who I AM. Now, get back in the fight.”
The Pre-Fight Vision: The Man in the White Robe
This wasn’t the first time the Heavens had stepped into the ring. Back in the “Dark House” of Racine, before I ever moved back to the Harbor, I had been given a “Scouting Report” in a dream.
I woke up in the dream and saw a Man staring into my face. He was handsome, but it wasn’t a worldly beauty—it was an Authority. We were inches apart. I saw myself as if I were watching a highlight reel of my own life. I was standing with Him. He was wearing a white robe with a sash, looking like a King who had never lost a round.
He didn’t yell. He didn’t rebuke me for the bottle or the “Menace” persona. He just extended His hand.
I didn’t just shake it; I placed my hand inside of His. I submitted my “reach” to His. I bowed my head in the dream and whispered the only words that can end a rebellion: “Lord Jesus.”
The Wake-Up Call
Ever since those encounters, the “Bell” has been ringing in my ears. I’ve been shaken awake in the middle of the night by a Voice calling my name: “Aaron... Aaron...” I’d wake up shadow-boxing the air, answering a Voice that didn’t have a body but had all the power.
I realized that my fight wasn’t against the deacons, or the “mixture” in the Harbor, or the alcohol. My fight was about Identity. I had been accepted by Jesus at the altar of Mt. Hermon as a boy, but now the King was demanding the man.
The “mixture” had to die. The “A-Mill” rapper had to be counted out. The “Menace” had to hang up the gloves. Because once you’ve been pinned by Yahweh and held by Yeshua, you can’t go back to fighting for a title that doesn’t matter.
I was no longer just a “Minister” with a title; I was a witness with a testimony. I was a man who had been into the “Third Heaven” of the basement and come back with the Name that wins every fight.
Since that time, the “Invisible” has never been far away. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve been shaken awake by a Voice calling my name: “Aaron... Aaron...” I would sit up, heart racing, answering into the empty air of a dark room, only to realize that the Caller didn’t have a physical body. I had accepted Him at Mt. Hermon as a child, but now, the God of my childhood was becoming the God of my reality.
Why the “Mixture” Failed
This is why the drinking, the one-night stands, and the “A-Mill” persona were so painful. When you have seen the Face of the King, the “pleasures” of the Harbor feel like ash in your mouth. You can’t be content with the “mixture” once you’ve tasted the Pure Water of the Spirit.
The Referee wasn’t just counting me out in those dark years; He was protecting the Name He had whispered in that basement. He wouldn’t let me be destroyed because I was “Called by His Name.” I was a marked man.
From Believing to Knowing
I grew up in the church. I was “Bible-taught” and “Bible-bought.” My foundation was Baptist, my fire was Pentecostal, and my authority was Apostolic—but even with all those labels, I was still fighting with a “head-knowledge” of God. I believed God was real the way a fan believes a world-class fighter is real because they’ve seen the highlights. But in that basement, I stopped being a fan and got in the ring with the Champion.
When I was paralyzed, it wasn’t a “warm fuzzy feeling.” It was the Kavod—the heavy, crushing weight of Glory. It was the same weight that hit Daniel in Daniel 10:8-9. When he saw the vision, his strength left him. He didn’t “feel good”; he was pinned. That was the Referee’s way of telling me, “Aaron, stop moving. Stop trying to out-work Me. Stop trying to out-preach Me. Just listen.”
The Internal Tape: Thoughts vs. The Word
When that Spirit read my mind and answered my silent question with the name YAHWEH, the “mixture” in me began to evaporate. I realized that my secret thoughts were open-air conversations to Him.
As it says in Hebrews 4:12, the Word is a “discerner of the thoughts and intents of the heart.” He didn’t need me to grab a microphone. He answered the question I was too afraid to ask out loud. By responding with His covenant name—the name of the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob—He was verifying my “Security Clearance.” He was telling me that I was no longer a “Motherless Child” or a “Basement Minister”; I was a Son who had been heard by the King.
The Dream of the White Sash
The dream in Racine was the “Pre-Fight Briefing.” When I saw that Man in the white robe and the sash, and I placed my hand inside His, it was a literal fulfillment of John 20:27. Jesus told Thomas to reach out and touch His wounds. By allowing me to put my hand in His, He wasn’t just showing me His power; He was showing me His Wounds. He was saying, “I have the scars, so you don’t have to carry the shame.”
In that moment, I bowed my head and said, “Lord Jesus.” That wasn’t just a religious phrase; it was a Surrender. I was hanging up the gloves of my own ego.
The Commission: Prophet or Apostle?
The church loves to argue about titles. The Baptists might tell you the “Audible Voice” is gone; the Five-Fold believers will tell you it never left. But sitting in the aftermath of that encounter, I didn’t care about the business card.
Am I a Prophet? I have seen the Invisible and heard the Audible. Am I an Apostle? I am a “Sent One” with a hunger to baptize in the Name of Jesus Christ and see the Holy Spirit fall on the thirsty.
The truth is, I am a Kingdom Soldier. My encounter with Yahweh was my “Moses Moment”—He answered my childhood prayer to speak to me like He did the prophets of old. He didn’t do it because I was perfect; He did it because I was His.
I went from believing God is real to knowing God is real. And once you know, the fight changes. You aren’t fighting for victory anymore; you’re fighting from victory. You aren’t trying to earn His presence; you are living in His presence.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: God tolerated me.
What it cost me: Fear-based obedience.
What truth confronted me: God restores sons, not just servants.
What changed in me: I stopped hiding from intimacy.
For the reader: Encounter changes direction, not just behavior.
ROUND 8
In boxing, “8” is the number of a new count. If you’ve been knocked down, the 8-count is your last chance to stand up and prove you’re still in the fight. But in the Spirit, 8 is the number of New Beginnings. By 2021, I wasn’t just standing up; I was being fitted for a new set of gear. I had spent years as a “Minister with a Mixture,” but the Refining Fire had finally finished its work on my internal “tape.”
I was no longer a man trying to hide a bottle in the shadows of the Big Blue House. I was a man being prepared to carry the souls of others. I had been Baptist-trained (the fundamentals), Apostolic-licensed (the authority), and now I was being Pentecostal-refined (the fire).
The Three-Fold Cord: Training for the Title
Juggling the roles of a husband to Toi, a father to my children, and a minister under Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs Sr. was the ultimate “training camp.” I learned that the “Championship Belt” isn’t just leather and gold; it’s a burden of responsibility.
The fire didn’t come to kill me—it came to burn away the “Menace” so the Elder could emerge. I realized that my “Secret Training”—my life in worship, praise, and prayer—was more important than any public performance. I understood a hard truth: In the Kingdom, you don’t “seize” a title; you are assigned it through spiritual order.
The Grace of Permission: The Ultimate Sparring Lesson
In 2021, I felt a “Stirring in the Corner.” I was deeply planted at New Zion Temple. I felt a sacred debt to my roots. I needed to be ordained by my spiritual father, Pastor Buddy Vincent—the man who stood at the mouth of the cave for me when I was in the total darkness of Racine.
I approached Bishop Jacobs. In the world of boxing, a fighter who wants to work with another coach is often seen as a traitor. But Bishop Jacobs displayed the heart of a Kingdom Father. He didn’t just give me permission; he gave me his Blessing. He taught me that to reach your fruit, you have to honor your roots.
On August 29, 2021, I was ordained as a Pastor under Pastor Vincent. It was a “full-circle” knockout of my past. But Bishop Jacobs added a layer of wisdom that would become my “shield.” He told me, “Although you are a Pastor to your father, I will still confirm you as an Elder in this house.” I didn’t see it as a “standing eight-count.” I saw it as a dual honor. I learned how to carry a title in one hand and a towel of service in the other.
[Image: A fighter’s robe draped over a chair, with a Bible resting on one sleeve and a towel on the other, symbolizing Authority and Service]
The Return to “The Region”: December 12, 2021
The journey reached its pinnacle on December 12, 2021. This date carried a prophetic weight—it was my son Micah’s birthday. As my son was celebrating the gift of life, his father was being birthed into a new dimension of spiritual authority.
The requirement at New Zion wasn’t about “shadow-boxing” or charisma; it was about competence. I had to sit for a rigorous written exam. I had to show myself “Approved” by the Commission. Passing that test was the intellectual stamp on a journey that began in a roach-infested apartment in Racine.
The ceremony was in Hammond, Indiana. I was back in “The Region.” The same streets that had seen my struggle now saw my redemption. I looked at Bishop Jacobs and remembered watching him when he was a young man at Mt. Hermon. He had been a witness to my “Menace” years; now he was the architect of my “Elder” years.
The Weight of the Oil: The Final Investiture
The atmosphere in the sanctuary felt like a Championship Walkout. I felt the presence of Bonnie Miller smiling from the balcony of Heaven. Her prayers had finally manifested. I was surrounded by a “Cloud of Witnesses”:
Toi, my wife, stood beside me—the woman who saw a “Basement Man” and believed in a “Kingdom General.”
My mother-in-law saw the man leading her daughter’s household finally fully “Vested.”
My children saw their father honored, a sight that would redefine their own “Fight.”
And then, my brother Keith Miller stepped forward. He vested me in my Elder’s attire. As he adjusted my collar, I felt the Miller legacy being restored.
When Bishop Jacobs tipped the vessel, and the oil ran down my forehead, it wasn’t just a ceremony. It was a Spiritual Investiture. The weight of the hands pressing on me was the most “beautiful burden” I have ever carried. I wasn’t just receiving a “Belt”; I was receiving a Charge.
The Commission: Beyond the Celebration
As the oil touched my skin, it felt like the final “wrap” being placed on a fighter’s hands—not for protection, but for power. That “beautiful burden” wasn’t just about the titles I had collected from the Baptist, Apostolic, and Pentecostal weight classes. It was about the Mandate. The Referee wasn’t just raising my hand in victory; He was sending me back into the world to work the corners of those who were still bleeding out in the streets.
I realized in that moment that an Elder is more than a rank; it is a Frequency. I had to vibrate at a level of excellence that could withstand the static of my past. The “Menace” was officially counted out. The “A-Mill” rapper was a retired highlight reel. What stood at that altar in Hammond was a man who had survived the “Basement Rounds” to become a “Pillar” in the House of God.
The 2nd Timothy 4:5 Directive
Standing there, the scripture that hit me like a clean jab to the soul was 2nd Timothy 4:5:
But watch thou in all things, endure afflictions, do the work of an evangelist, make full proof of thy ministry. (2nd Timothy 4:5)
The “Full Proof” didn’t come from my ordination papers; it came from my Endurance. It was the proof of the nights I chose prayer over the bottle. It was the proof of the years Toi, and I spent living apart while praying for “one roof.” It was the proof of staying faithful to Bishop Jacobs’ vision even when the “mixture” of my old life tried to pull me back to the Harbor.
I understood that my “reach” as a minister was now tied to my “depth” as a servant. I wasn’t just called to the pulpit; I was called to the Pavement.
The Miller Legacy: Restored and Refined
Looking at my brother Keith as he adjusted my collar, I saw the “Tale of the Tape” for my entire bloodline change in real-time. For decades, the enemy had tried to keep the Miller men in the basement—hidden, silent, or addicted. But as I stood there, “Vested,” the chain was broken. I wasn’t just being birthed into authority; I was clearing a path for A.J., Skylar, and Micah.
I wanted them to see that their father wasn’t a man who never fell; he was a man who stood up at the count of eight. I wanted them to know that the “Pentecostal Fire” wasn’t just a loud noise in a sanctuary—it was the heat that forged a man of character.
A New Beginning
The service ended, but the “Fight” was just beginning. I walked out of that sanctuary in Hammond, not looking for a trophy, but looking for a Target. I was hungry for the souls of the lost. I wanted to find the man sitting on the back stairs of his own “Big Blue House” and tell him that the Referee hasn’t called the fight yet.
I had been Baptist-grounded, Apostolic-ordered, and Pentecostal-ignited. I was a 37-year-old Elder with the scars of a street fighter and the heart of a shepherd. The “mixture” was gone. The mask was off. The mantle was on.
As the lights dimmed in Hammond and we headed back to Indianapolis, I knew that the “Training Camp” was over. It was time to defend the title. It was time to show the world what happens when Yahweh decides to turn a “Menace” into a Minister.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: New seasons erase old patterns.
What it cost me: Overconfidence.
What truth confronted me: Renewal requires discipline.
What changed in me: I embraced process over momentum.
For the reader: Beginnings need boundaries to last.


PART 3: THE PULPIT
ROUND 9
In the boxing world, the ninth round is known as “Deep Water.” Your lungs are burning, your muscles are heavy, and your opponent is betting that you don’t have the stamina to finish the job. For me, defending the title of “Man of God” didn’t just happen behind a pulpit—it happened on the roads of Indianapolis and the job sites of Howard Company. If you want to know the actual weight of a man’s character, don’t look at his Sunday morning suits; look at his Monday morning boots. I work as a truck driver for an asphalt construction company. This isn’t a “9-to-5” with a predictable whistle; this is a heavyweight bout with the clock. I have early start times that require me to be up before the sun even thinks about rising, and I have “no end times.” We work until the asphalt is laid; we work until the job is finished, and we are cut off for the day.
When the asphalt season cools down, the grind doesn’t stop. I step back into the world of Security just to keep the income flowing for my household. I’ve been balancing the wheel of a truck and the post of a security guard since A.J. and Skylar were babies. There were days I’d come off a twelve-hour shift, eyes burning from the road, only to put on a suit and go serve at New Zion Temple under the leadership of Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs Sr.
I learned that the “Refining Fire” isn’t just about removing “bad” things; it’s about refining your character so you can carry the weight of people’s souls. I had been Baptist-trained in the fundamentals of the Word, Apostolic-licensed in governmental authority, and now I was being Pentecostal-refined in the spirit-led fire. I had to learn to prioritize my secret life with God while carrying the massive responsibility of my family.
The Rollercoaster and the Rock
In the boxing world, the ninth round is known as “Deep Water.” Your lungs are burning, your muscles are heavy, and your opponent is betting that you don’t have the stamina to finish the job. For me, defending the title of “Man of God” didn’t just happen behind a pulpit—it happened on the roads of Indianapolis and the job sites of Howard Company.
The Asphalt Pavement
If you want to know the true weight of a man’s character, don’t look at his Sunday morning robe; look at his Monday morning work boots. I work as a truck driver for an asphalt construction company. This isn’t a “9-to-5” with a predictable whistle; this is a heavyweight bout with the clock. I have early start times that require me to be up before the sun even thinks about rising, and I have “no end times.” We work until the asphalt is laid; we work until the job is finished, and we are cut off for the day.
When the asphalt season cools down, the grind doesn’t stop. I step back into the world of Security just to keep the income flowing for my household. I’ve been balancing the wheel of a truck and the post of a security guard since A.J. and Skylar were babies. There were days I’d come off a twelve-hour shift, eyes burning from the road, only to put on a suit and go serve at New Zion Temple under the leadership of Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs Sr.
I learned that the “Refining Fire” isn’t just about removing “bad” things; it’s about refining your character so you can carry the weight of people’s souls. I had been Baptist-trained in the fundamentals of the Word under Pastor Buddy Vincent, Apostolic-licensed in governmental authority, and now I was being Pentecostal-refined in the spirit-led fire. I had to learn to prioritize my secret life with God while carrying the massive responsibility of my family.
The Rollercoaster and the Rock
Let’s be totally honest: Marriage is a rollercoaster. Even with the oil of ordination on my forehead, the ride doesn’t just flatten out. Toi and I have had our “up” seasons where the view was beautiful, and “down” seasons where we felt like the car was coming off the tracks. There were moments when the “mixture” of stress, grief, and fatigue made the “Exit” sign look tempting. There were times we didn’t want to keep it together.
But God kept our marriage together during the times we didn’t want to. Our foundation wasn’t built on a feeling; it was built in Pastor Kelly B. Williams’ office at Greater Destiny Bible Church. We were the “Wise Builders” who put our house on the Rock. When the storms of life hit our household in Indianapolis, the house stayed standing because Jesus was, and still is, our firm foundation.
2026 Mentorship
I realized that even a heavyweight champion needs a “corner man” to refine his technique. You don’t stay at the top by relying on yesterday’s victories. To ensure that the “Menace” stays buried and the “Elder” stays sharpened, I have committed to a new level of spiritual and mental discipline.
I have been accepted into the Combined Prayer Mentorship & Counseling Program under the leadership of Jackie Jones Jr. This wasn’t a casual invitation; it followed a careful review of my application and an interview conversation to ensure I was prepared for this next phase of growth. Starting February 2, 2026, I am committing to a ninety-day journey designed to support me emotionally, spiritually, and mentally.
My schedule is set: every Monday and Wednesday at 2:00 PM CST, I am stepping into 90-minute sessions dedicated to wisdom, guidance, and counsel through the leading of the Holy Spirit. This program is centered on the phrase “My process, my progress”. I have acknowledged that this is a collaborative process where my growth depends on my honesty and follow-through. There will be homework, research projects, and intentional work. I am showing up with my notebook and journal ready, prepared to do the job to become my best self. I am doing this to acquire a new mindset and reach my “Canaan” without delay.
ROUND 10
The Apostolic Designate: Eternal Life Fellowship
In the boxing world, when a fighter shows enough promise, they are signed to a major promotion—a “Reformation” that prepares them for the world stage. For me, that promotion is the Eternal Life Fellowship Ministries & World Ministries, headquartered in my home turf of Gary, Indiana.
Being designated by Apostle Dr. Michael L. Hargett, Sr. is a “Certificate of Intention.” It’s a formal recognition that the work I’ve done in the basement and on the asphalt has been witnessed by the Council. This isn’t about pride; it’s about Placement. It’s about being positioned under a servant leader who understands the weight of the five-fold ministry.
The Mandate of Ephesians 4:11-13
The document cites the very heartbeat of my calling:
And he gave some, apostles; and some, prophets; and some, evangelists; and some, pastors and teachers... (Ephesians 4:11-13)
This is the Blueprint of the Reformation. God isn’t calling me to just “preach”; He is commissioning me to perfect the saints and edify the body until we all come into the unity of the faith. As an Apostolic Designate, my job is to build. I am building a legacy that connects the structured Word of my Baptist roots with the explosive Fire of my Pentecostal present, all under the Governmental Order of this Apostolic appointment.
The Global Reach from the Local Grind
It’s prophetic that while I live and work in Indianapolis, my Reformation is rooted in Gary. It’s a bridge back to “The Region.” This appointment proves that God can take a son of the Harbor and elevate him to a Global Network.
I am stepping into this next phase with “Great Joy and Gladness.” I’m not just driving a truck for Howard Company anymore; I’m driving a movement. I am Elder Aaron P. Miller, Sr., and the “public consecration” on the horizon is the final bell of my amateur years.
The “Menace” is a distant memory. The “Minister” is fully manifested. And now, the Apostle is being birthed.
The Mandate: Aaron P. Miller Ministries
I am stepping into a new dimension of spiritual authority through Aaron P. Miller Ministries: Anointed for Greatness Kingdom Ministries. To the reader, I want to be crystal clear: I am not chasing a title to hang on a wall or a prefix to put before my name. In the Kingdom of Yahweh, a title without a task is just jewelry. I am pursuing a Call. This ministry is a move of pure faith. It is the culmination of every round I’ve fought, from the roach-infested apartments of Racine to the CDL cab of a Howard Company truck. I have high expectations for this season because I serve a God of high standards. This is about establishing a “Kingdom Frequency” that resonates beyond the four walls of a traditional church building.
The Blueprint: Supernatural Evidence
My mandate isn’t based on a whim; it’s based on the Original Film of my encounters with the King.
The Supernatural Encounter: I cannot forget the weight of the Kavod—the divine paralysis in that basement where He answered my secret thoughts and revealed Himself as Yahweh.
The Dream of Jesus: I still feel the warmth of that white robe and the sash from my dream in Racine, where I was invited to place my hand inside His. That wasn’t just a dream; it was an invitation to Apostolic Witness.
The Prophetic Frequency: I am a “Seer” and a “Hearer” who prayed as a child to hear God like Moses did—and He answered.
These experiences are the legal evidence that backs up my Apostolic Designation. When I stand under the leadership of Apostle Dr. Michael L. Hargett, Sr., and the Eternal Life Fellowship Ministries, I am bringing that supernatural history with me.
The Work of an Evangelist: Making Full Proof
The “Certificate of Intention” I received from the Apostolic Council and College of Bishops is my “Scouting Report” for the harvest. According to 2nd Timothy 4:5, I am charged to “watch in all things, endure afflictions, do the work of an evangelist, and make full proof of my ministry.”
The Burden: My heart beats for the preaching of the Word. I have a weight in my chest for the souls still trapped in the “mixture” of the world.
The Passion: I want to see people submerged in the water in Jesus’ Name and come up filled with the Holy Spirit.
The Glory: Ultimately, my life is no longer my own. Every mile I drive, every prayer I pray, and every sermon I preach is designed for one thing: To bring God glory.
Walking in the Call
I am an Apostolic Designate. I am still the man who works the asphalt and security posts to provide for my house. I am balancing the “High Call” with the “Humble Grind.” I am taking the structured Word of the Baptist, the order of the Apostolic, and the fire of the Pentecostal to create a reformation that finds the lost exactly where they are—in the basements, the cabs, and the street corners.
I’m not trying to be a “celebrity.” I’m trying to be a Witness. I’m trying to show the world that God can take a “Menace” and turn him into a “Master Builder” for the Kingdom.
The Honor of the Corner: Spiritual Lineage
In this Apostolic Reformation, I carry the DNA of three distinct houses. I am not a “self-made” man; I am a man built by the grace of God and the wisdom of leaders who saw the Minister while I was still acting like a Menace.
Pastor Buddy Vincent & Trinity United Missionary Baptist Church: My respect for Pastor Vincent is unshakeable. He was the one standing at the mouth of the cave when I was in total darkness in Racine. He provided the Baptist Foundation—the structured Word that gave me a floor to stand on when my world was shaking.
Pastor Kelly B. Williams & Greater Destiny Bible Church: This is where the Covenant was born. My wife, Toi, and I sat in Pastor Kelly’s office and laid the first stone of our marriage. Greater Destiny provided the Firm Foundation of the Wise Builder, teaching us that if the marriage isn’t anchored in Christ, the ministry won’t survive the storm.
Bishop Brandon A. Jacobs Sr. & New Zion Temple Church: Bishop Jacobs has been the architect of my Apostolic Order. He witnessed my “Menace” years as a young man and still had the heart to mentor the “Elder” I was becoming. Serving under his formidable leadership in Indianapolis has been my “Championship Training Camp,” teaching me that proper authority is found in the towel of service.
The Home Team: Toi and the Children
While my leaders provided the mantle, my family provided the Reason. Toi, my wife, is the heartbeat of this ministry. She didn’t just marry a man; she married a “Work in Progress.” She stayed in the ring with me when the rollercoaster was at its lowest dip, believing in the Anointed for Greatness mandate when I could barely believe in myself.
My children—A.J., Skylar, and Micah—are my “Greatest Fight.” Every mile I drive for Howard Company, every night I work security, and every hour I spend in Aaron P. Miller Ministries is for them. I am fighting to change the “Tale of the Tape” for their lives, ensuring they inherit a legacy of faith rather than a history of struggle.
The Fight of My Life: Walking in the Call
This is the Fight of My Life. Moving from “Menace to Minister” isn’t a transition that happened once; it’s a transition I walk out every single morning when I put on my work boots. My personal ministry, Aaron P. Miller Ministries: Anointed for Greatness Kingdom Ministries, is my declaration of war against the darkness.
I am walking into this call with high expectations because I know the supernatural evidence behind it—the Yahweh encounter, the Dream of Jesus, and the Prophetic Mandate. I am an Apostolic Designate, not for the title, but for the task of bringing God glory with every breath I have left. I am charged to make full proof of my ministry, and by the grace of God, I will finish the job.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: Title confirmed readiness.
What it cost me: Pressure.
What truth confronted me: Authority follows submission.
What changed in me: I valued alignment over elevation.
For the reader: Promotion without formation is dangerous.
ROUND 11
In a championship fight, Round 11 is often where the most profound internal shifts happen. You’ve taken the hits, you’ve endured the distance, and suddenly, you find a level of strength you didn’t know you possessed. For me, 2025 was the year the “Motherless Child” narrative was finally knocked out. It was the year of the Great Reconciliation.
The Phone Call: Tears and Repentance
For decades, I carried a heavy, jagged weight in my spirit—a “mixture” of anger and unforgiveness that I dragged from the streets of the Harbor into every arena of my life. I wore the mask of an abandoned child to protect the wounds of my heart. But in 2025, the Holy Spirit cornered me. I realized I couldn’t carry the Apostolic Mandate while still clutching a grudge.
With tears in my eyes and a trembling voice, I picked up the phone. I didn’t call her to demand an explanation or to rehash the past; I called to repent. I apologized for the walls I had built and shared my heart’s deepest desire: to have a healthy, working relationship with my mother. I had to lay down the anger that had been my armor for so long.
Restoration
God didn’t just mend a rift; He performed a total restoration. My mother didn’t just gain her son back—she gained a legacy. In 2025, she established a real, loving relationship with all six of my children. Watching her step into the role of a supportive mother and a present grandmother has been one of the greatest “wins” of my life.
The God of the “Full Circle” knockout ensured that the woman who was at the center of my earliest pain is now a witness to my greatest redemption. The insecurities that haunted my youth have evaporated. My self-esteem, once shattered in the basement of “The Big Blue House,” has been fully restored. The anger is gone, and my identity has been rediscovered in the only place it was ever safe: in Christ.
The Domino Effect: Clarity and Covenant
When that internal war ended, everything else fell into place. My purpose now has a level of clarity and meaning that I couldn’t see through the fog of resentment. And the most beautiful result? My marriage is better. By healing the relationship with my mother, I became a more whole husband to Toi. I stopped projecting old wounds onto my present reality.
I no longer wear the mask of the abandoned boy. I possess the Mantle of a Kingdom Man. I am a Minister of the Gospel who doesn’t just preach about reconciliation—I am a living, breathing testimony of it.
The Testimony of the Fight
This has been the fight of my life since the very moment I was born. Every round led to this. Every knockdown was a setup for this “Hand-Raised” moment. The Referee has wiped the blood from my eyes, and for the first time, I see the finish line clearly. I am a Miller man whose history has been rewritten by the blood of Jesus.
The Mirror of Grace
I used to look in the mirror and see the “Motherless Child” from the Harbor. I saw a man trying to outrun a shadow. But after that phone call in 2025, after the tears and the repentance, the reflection changed. I don’t see the “Menace” anymore. I see a man whose identity is anchored in the Resurrection. The self-esteem that the streets tried to steal was restored the moment I chose Mercy over Malice.
By forgiving my mother, I was finally able to forgive myself. I realized that for years, I was punishing myself for a narrative I didn’t write. But today, the pen is in the hands of the Holy Spirit. My identity is no longer “The Abandoned One”—my name is The Reclaimed One.
A Kingdom Man’s Mantle
The mask is off. For a long time, I wore the “Minister” mask as a shield, but now I wear the Mantle as a garment. There is a difference. A mask hides you; a mantle empowers you. Because I am reconciled with my mother, my heart is no longer divided. My purpose has transitioned from “proving people wrong” to “pointing people toward the Righteous One.”
My marriage with Toi has reached a depth we couldn’t touch before. When a man heals the relationship with the first woman he ever loved, he becomes a better husband to the woman he chose to love for a lifetime. The rollercoaster is still there, but the “screams” have turned into “songs.” We are building Aaron P. Miller Ministries not out of a need for validation, but out of an overflow of victory.
The Testimony of the Full Circle
This is the testimony of a man who was born in a fight and is finishing in a flourish. From the first breath in the Harbor to the current breath in Indianapolis, God has been the Referee, the Trainer, and the Promoter. I am no longer defined by who left; I am defined by who stayed.
I possess the mantle of a Kingdom Man. I am a father to six children who now have a grandmother. I am a son who has a mother. I am a husband who has a partner. And I am a Minister of the Gospel who has a message that actually works. The “Standing Eight Count” of my past is over. The bell is ringing for the final round. I’m stepping out of the corner with no anger, no baggage, and no fear.
The Final Bell of the Eleventh
As the seconds tick down on this round, I realize that the greatest victory wasn’t just the apology I gave to my mother; it was the Authority I gained in the spirit because of it. You cannot lead God’s people into freedom while you are still a prisoner to your own past. By reconciling in 2025, I didn’t just fix a relationship; I cleared the runway for the Apostolic Commissioning that is currently over my life.
I am looking toward the 12th Round not with the exhaustion of a man who has been beaten, but with the “Second Wind” of a man who has been redeemed. The “Menace” is a ghost that no longer haunts the halls of my mind. The “Motherless Child” has found his way home. My identity is settled, my purpose is sharpened, and my hands are ready for the work.
I am an Apostolic Designate. I am the visionary of Aaron P. Miller Ministries. I am a son who has been restored, a husband who has been refined, and a father who is now a bridge-builder for six children. The weight of the world is off my shoulders, and the Mantle of the Kingdom is in its place.
The bell is ringing. One round left. It’s time for the Unanimous Decision.
Reflection & Takeaway
What I believed then: I had outrun my past.
What it cost me: Unhealed patterns.
What truth confronted me: What you don’t heal, you hand down.
What changed in me: I fought for legacy, not survival.
For the reader: Your healing protects people you haven’t met yet.
ROUND 12
In the heavyweight division, not every victory ends with a flashy, one-punch knockout. Sometimes, the winner is determined by the scorecard—by the fighter who threw the most punches, landed the most points, and refused to stay down when the crowd thought he was finished. As I step out for this final round, I realize my life hasn’t been a string of easy TKOs. It has been a grueling 12-round war. Every time the enemy tried to take me out—every time I wanted to give up or actually walked away—Yahweh reached into the ring and kept me in the fight.
The Mandate: Preaching In and Out of Season
As I stand here in 2026, my passion for the Word of God has reached a boiling point. I am consumed by a fire to preach the Gospel “in season and out of season.” My purpose was forged in the heat of the struggle; I’ve learned that you don’t find your purpose in the moments of ease, but in the grit of the war. I am an Apostolic Designate and a student of the Spirit, preparing to enter a Combined Prayer Mentorship and Counseling Program on February 2nd. This isn’t just about a title—it’s about “making full proof” of my ministry. Whether I am standing behind the sacred desk or on the hot asphalt of a job site, my mandate remains the same: Win souls for Jesus Christ.
The Two Paths: Choose Your Ground
To the one reading this: you are currently in your own ring, and the Referee is looking at you. You might be tired, bleeding, or looking for an exit, but you must understand that there are only two paths you can take. Psalm 1 lays the blueprint:
Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful. But his delight is in the law of the Lord; and in his law doth he meditate day and night. And he shall be like a tree planted by the rivers of water, that bringeth forth his fruit in his season; his leaf also shall not wither; and whatsoever he doeth shall prosper. (Psalm 1:1-3)
Living for God is infinitely better than living for yourself or the world. I have tasted the “mixture” of the streets, and I am here to tell you it is a lie. Giving your life to Jesus Christ is the best choice you will ever make—it is the only choice that will truly knock the devil out of your life for good.
No Addiction is Too Big for My God
I don’t care how bad your life looks right now. I don’t care if you are sitting in the same darkness I once inhabited. Listen to me: No alcohol addiction, no pornography, no drug habit, and no stronghold is too big for God. There is no “mixture” so toxic that the Blood of Jesus cannot wash it clean.
God is the ultimate Architect of the “Beautiful Ending.” If He can take a “Menace” from the Harbor and turn him into an “Apostolic Minister,” He can fix whatever is broken in you. He is waiting for you to invoke the promise of 2nd Chronicles 7:14:
If my people, which are called by my name, shall humble themselves, and pray, and seek my face, and turn from their wicked ways; then will I hear from heaven, and will forgive their sin, and will heal their land. (2nd Chronicles 7:14)
The Heavyweight Faith
You have to realize that you cannot fight a Heavyweight Devil using Featherweight Faith. This journey requires a grit that only the Holy Spirit can provide. I’ve learned to stand on the promises that never fail:
Philippians 4:13: I can do all things through Christ, which strengtheneth me.
Isaiah 54:17: No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper; and every tongue that shall rise against thee in judgment thou shalt condemn. This is the heritage of the servants of the Lord, and their righteousness is of me, saith the Lord.
But remember, faith isn’t just a feeling; it’s a movement. James 2:17 tells us that faith, if it hath not works, is dead, being alone. If you don’t work, you don’t eat—physically or spiritually. You have to get in the gym of the Word, do the “Self-Work,” and show up for your life every single day.
The Final Charge: Forgive, Love, and Mend
If you want to win your fight, you must fight with the right weapons.
Humble Yourself: Admit you can’t win this fight alone.
Repent and Turn: Don’t just run from your sin; run to the Father.
Forgive and Love: Unforgiveness is a weight that will keep you from your destiny. Reach out. Mend the brokenness with your family through wisdom and prayer.
Be a Bridge: Help those who have no family. Be the presence of Christ in the dark places.


THE FINAL SCORECARD
I’ve survived the streets of East Chicago, divorce, and the dangers of driving 18 wheels. I’ve traded my anger for anointing and my mask for a mantle. The “Unanimous Decision” has been read, and I am walking out of this arena a free man.
My name is Aaron P. Miller, Sr. I am a son, a husband, a father, and a servant of Jesus Christ. I am a witness that the Grace of God is the ultimate knockout blow.
This was the fight of my life: From Menace to Minister.


GLOSSARY
​Apostolic Weight: The spiritual responsibility and authority granted to those commissioned as "Sent Ones" in the church. It requires submission to divine order, correction, and accountability.
​The Big Blue House: The author’s childhood home in East Chicago, Indiana (2609-2611 E. 141st Place). It served as a spiritual training ground, a fortress, and the place where his foundational faith was forged.
​Divine Clinch: A spiritual state of paralysis or being "pinned" by the presence of God, forcing a person to stop their own efforts and listen to divine instruction.
​Five-Fold Ministry: The biblical framework of spiritual leadership consisting of Apostles, Prophets, Evangelists, Pastors, and Teachers. The author emphasizes his specific commissioning within this structure.
​Kavod: A Hebrew term used to describe the "heavy, crushing weight of Glory" experienced during intense supernatural encounters with God.
​Mantle: A symbol of divine authority and calling. Unlike a mask, which hides one's true self, a mantle empowers an individual to fulfill their God-given purpose.
​Mask: A psychological defense mechanism used to hide internal pain, insecurity, or a "menace" lifestyle while maintaining a public image or religious title.
​Menace vs. Minister: The central internal conflict of the manuscript, representing the battle between the author's street-rooted past and his redeemed future in ministry.
​The Mixture: A state of double-mindedness where an individual attempts to live for God while simultaneously clinging to worldly habits, addictions, or a false persona.
​The Region: A local reference to Northwest Indiana (specifically East Chicago, Gary, and Hammond), known for its industrial environment and the unique challenges it presents to those raised there.
​Sunnyside: The specific neighborhood in East Chicago, Indiana where the author was raised and where his earliest spiritual and personal battles began.
​The Weigh-In: The process of radical transparency and self-examination before God, moving past titles to address the raw truth of one's character and history.
​Yahweh / Yeshua: The covenant names for God the Father and Jesus the Messiah, used to emphasize a personal, supernatural relationship that transcends religious tradition.
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​Reflection Guide
​Round 1–3 (The Early Years): What was the "Big Blue House" in your life? Was your upbringing a fortress of faith or a breeding ground for a "mask"?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
​Round 5–6 (The Mixture): Aaron speaks about "The Bottle in the Briefcase." What is the secret struggle you are carrying while trying to maintain a public Christian image?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
​Round 7 (The Encounter): Have you ever had a "Divine Clinch"—a moment where God stopped your momentum just to get your attention? What did He say in that silence?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
​Round 10 (Apostolic Reformation): Who are the "Spiritual Fathers" or "Corner Men" in your life? Are you currently submitted to an authority that has the right to correct you?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
​Round 12 (The Decision): If the "Unanimous Decision" were read today, would the judges see a person living in their past "Menace" identity or their future "Minister" mantle?
​____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Scripture Index: "The Sword of the Spirit"
​
​2 Chronicles 7:14: The foundation for healing the land and turning from wicked ways.
​Ephesians 4:11: The blueprint for the Five-Fold Ministry and your calling.
​Isaiah 61:1–3: The mandate to bind up the brokenhearted and exchange ashes for beauty.
​Proverbs 27:17: The necessity of "Iron Sharpening Iron" in spiritual accountability.
​Psalm 51: The prayer of true repentance after "The Weigh-In."
​Romans 8:1: The assurance that there is no condemnation for those in Christ Jesus.
​2 Corinthians 5:17: The reality of becoming a "New Creature" (The end of the Menace).
​The Rules of the Ring: (A Spiritual Manifesto
​ "Code of Conduct" for those transitioning from the streets to the pulpit.)
​Protect Your Chin (Humility): Never let pride expose you. Keep your head down in prayer so God can lift it in public.
​Listen to Your Corner: You cannot lead if you cannot follow. Stay submitted to Apostolic authority.
​No Low Blows: Integrity matters. How you treat people in private determines your weight in the Spirit.
​Stay in the Light: Darkness is where the "Menace" thrives. Transparency is the only way to keep the "Minister" alive.
​Respect the Mantle: Your calling is not a fashion statement or a title; it is a weight. Carry it with fear and trembling.
​Finish the Round: No matter how many times you are knocked down by your past, the fight isn't over until God says it’s over.
​
The Final Count: A Call to Salvation & Deliverance
​The closing appeal for the reader.
​The Invitation:
If you have spent your life fighting the wrong battles, wearing a mask, or hiding "the mixture," the bell is ringing for a new beginning. You don't have to be perfect to come to the altar; you just have to be tired of being a menace.
​The Prayer of the Fighter:
"Lord Jesus, I am stepping out of the shadows. I admit that I have been fighting in my own strength. I lay down the bottle, the mask, and the rebellion. I ask You to be the Referee of my life. Wash me in Your blood, fill me with Your Spirit, and trade my scars for a mantle. I am no longer a menace; I am Your servant. In Yeshua’s name, Amen."
​Next Steps:
​Find a Corner: Get into a Bible-believing, Spirit-filled church (Apostolic/Pentecostal order).
​Burn the Mask: Find a spiritual leader and confess the "mixture."
​Train Daily: Get into the Word (the Scripture Index above is a great place to start).
​


APPENDIX
The journey from Menace to Minister was a decades-long process of excavation, forgiveness, and intentional rebuilding. The following tools are designed to help you begin your own work of moving past a generational secret, defining your identity, and choosing your own legacy.
A. The Truth vs. The Trauma Worksheet
This exercise is designed to help you separate the factual events of your past (Truth) from the resulting emotional injury that defines your present (Trauma). For years, I confused the two, letting the trauma of the revelation dictate my life choices.
Your Turn (Use blank paper to map out three key incidents from your own life.)
B. Rebuilding the Foundation: The Daily Choice
My transformation was not one dramatic moment, but a series of small, intentional choices. Use this template to replace old, destructive patterns with new, purposeful ones.
C. Resources for Continued Growth
Your journey is ongoing. If the emotional weight of your past feels too heavy, please remember the resources available to help you process trauma and build a future of purpose.
1. Professional Support
Healing from generational trauma often requires professional guidance. Look for professionals who specialize in:
Trauma-Informed Care (TIC): Therapists who understand the long-term effects of complex, relational trauma.
Family Systems Therapy: Specialists who can help you understand how your role in the family unit was shaped by the secret.
2. Faith and Community
The Power of Confession: If you grew up in the church, reconnecting with a spiritual leader (a Pastor, Minister, or trusted Elder) can provide guidance and a safe space to confess the lingering shame of the past.
Men’s Groups/Accountability: Find a small group of trusted individuals who can hold you accountable to your new purpose and break the long-standing habit of silence. This is critical for maintaining sobriety and commitment to family.
3. Recommended Reading
On the Nature of Trauma: Books that help you understand the biological and psychological effects of inherited stress and anxiety.
On Forgiveness: Resources that guide you through the process of forgiving those who failed you, emphasizing that forgiveness is a tool for your own freedom, not a favor to the person who caused the pain.


