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AUTHOR’S NOTE

––––––––

[image: ]


I didn’t write this book to entertain you.

I didn’t write it to convince you.

I didn’t write it to comfort you.

I wrote it to tell the truth—

the truth of my lineage,

the truth of my awakening,

the truth of the war we inherited,

the truth of the world we must now build.

Every chapter in this book came from lived experience,

not theory.

Not research.

Not imitation.

Experience.

I carried these memories in my blood before I had words for them.

I lived through traps that were designed to break me.

I endured losses that were meant to silence me.

I faced institutions that believed they owned my identity.

But I survived all of it with my frequency intact.

This book is my way of documenting the return—

the return of sovereignty,

the return of remembrance,

the return of ancestral truth,

the return of my own divine identity.

You will not find perfection in these pages.

You will find authenticity—

the kind that cannot be packaged,

cannot be marketed,

cannot be domesticated,

cannot be controlled.

If something in this book wakes something in you,

then you already know why you’re here.

If it doesn’t, then this book was not meant for you.

I wrote this book for the people who see the world beneath the world.

For the ones who were born different.

For the ones who felt the traps before they could name them.

For the youth who refuse to bow.

For the elders who carried truth quietly.

For the diaspora rising from sleep.

For the sovereigns returning to themselves.

This is not a story.

It is a frequency.

And now it belongs to you.

— One Love Infinity

IN LOVING MEMORY

This book begins with the two names that shaped the path of my soul long before I understood what destiny was: my foundation, my father, Sean Montee Buckner, and my eternal inspiration, Bob Marley. Everything I am, everything I stand for, everything I carry into this world comes from the energy these two men left behind—one through blood, one through spirit.

My father was the first sovereign I ever knew. The first man whose presence showed me what real power feels like when it lives in its natural state. He taught me that life is not meant to be lived inside anyone else’s story. He taught me to listen to my intuition above all things. He taught me that there is no force more sacred than a man who knows himself. His words, his teachings, his resilience, his courage, and the fire in his eyes guide this book from the first page to the last.

Bob Marley was the frequency that awakened the larger world inside of me. His messages, his love for the people, his fight against oppression, and his unwavering belief that humanity can return to its natural vibration planted the seed for the global movement I carry now. His words were not just songs—they were a map.

This book is dedicated to them both, because in different ways, they each carried the truth of One Love: the knowing that love is not weakness but weapon, not softness but sovereignty, not a feeling but a frequency that restores balance to a world intentionally pushed out of alignment.

Everything that follows in these pages is written in their honor.

This book is also dedicated to the people who walk the earth unaware of their own divinity. To the ones who were born into a world designed to keep them small. To those who have been domesticated, validated, labeled, categorized, programmed, and disconnected from their true selves. To those who have forgotten how powerful they are. To those who feel the awakening inside their chest but do not yet know what to do with it.

This is for the youth of Chicago, who stand at the crossroads every day with a world telling them what they cannot become. This is for the Black diaspora scattered across continents, time zones, and histories—those who survived erasure, migration, invasion, and spiritual theft. This is for the light-workers, the chosen ones, the highly intuitive minds, the old souls, the warriors in disguise, the people who see through walls when others see through television screens.

This is the story of how I became One Love Infinity, not by coincidence but by remembering who I always was. It is a story of ancestry and war, of Chicago and the Delta, of spirit and strategy, of psychological weapons and divine frequencies. It is the story of the system’s attempt to erase our truth and the unstoppable return of that truth to the earth.

It is the story of sovereignty—lost, hunted, buried, and reborn.

If you are reading this, then you are already part of the awakening. You are already on the path back to your own source. And whether you realize it or not, your presence here is not random.

May this book return you to yourself.

May this book sharpen your perception, deepen your awareness, and reconnect you to the truth hidden underneath the world they built around you.

May this book remind you that nothing the system does can stop what has already begun.

Welcome to One Love Infinity.

Welcome to the remembering.

My Father & My Inspiration

You stand at the front of this book because I would not exist as the man I am without you.

My father taught me the structure,

Bob Marley taught me the spirit.

My father taught me sovereignty,

Bob Marley taught me the vibration of freedom.

My father taught me how to build my own world,

Bob Marley taught me how to fill it with love that never dies.

One gave me the fire,

the other taught me how to carry it.

This book is your altar.

Your legacy.

Your continuation
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CHAPTER ONE
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THE HEART OF THE DELTA

––––––––
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Long before I was born, before my father walked the streets of Chicago with the kind of confidence that can’t be trained or taught, before my grandmother stood on her porch in Belzoni watching dust rise from dirt roads that had memorized centuries of footsteps, before migrations and steel mills and broken promises, a shadow was already waiting for us.

It stretched across rivers, over cotton fields, through swamps and back roads.

A sickness that learned how to walk upright and call itself holy.

A parasite that learned to speak the language of law.

A predator that learned to wear the mask of civilization.

Long before my bloodline reached Chicago, this thing had already rooted itself into Mississippi soil.

A darkness dressed in doctrine.

It began with decrees written thousands of miles away — papal bulls issued beginning in 1452 (Dum Diversas) and 1455 (Romanus Pontifex) — documents that authorized the enslavement and conquest of any non-Christian peoples. These culminated in 1493, when Pope Alexander VI (Rodrigo Borgia) issued the papal bull Inter Caetera, the most infamous declaration of them all. He believed that the earth belonged to him simply because he declared it so. He believed that anything not baptized in his image could be conquered, consumed, renamed, or erased. To him, land was not sacred. People were not sovereign. Nations were not alive. Everything was property. Everything was merchandise. Everything could be renamed — especially those who had come from the Most High with the original codes of creation in their blood.

And so they renamed entire worlds.

They wrote the Doctrine of Discovery in 1493, declaring that any land “uncovered by Christians” could be taken, and any soul unshaped by their rituals could be bent until it broke. A single declaration became a global weapon — a spiritual assassination disguised as salvation. It said that those who lived outside their church were not human enough to have rights, history, memory, territory, culture, or ownership. They could be moved like livestock, traded like tools, punished like criminals, or silenced like ghosts.

This was the beginning of the psychology of terror — the foundation of every system that came after. A machine designed not just to control land or labor, but to control the mind. Because they knew they could never conquer a people who knew themselves, they set out to ensure we would never fully remember who we are.

That shadow seeped into the Delta.

Into Yazoo.

Into Belzoni.

Into the places my ancestors called home long before “America” existed as a concept.

The land that had belonged to Indigenous nations for generations was stolen through lies, bribes, forged treaties, and threats whispered through clenched teeth. The government called it progress. My people called it survival.

Then came the Yazoo Land Fraud (1795–1803) — a scandal of such scale it ripped millions of acres out from under the original people. In 1795, corrupt land companies bribed nearly every member of the Georgia legislature to “sell” 35 million acres of land (including what became Yazoo County) for pennies. When the scandal was exposed, Georgia attempted to reverse the sale in 1796, but by then the land had already been resold to powerful speculators and passed through federal courts. The final blow came in 1803, when the U.S. Supreme Court locked the theft into law under “contract sanctity,” making stolen land legally untouchable.

The theft was so grotesque they had to rewrite entire laws to legitimize it. And once the land was stolen on paper, they came for the bodies standing on it.

The Delta became the testing ground for a new breed of war.

A war where the enemy didn’t always come with a gun.

Sometimes it came as a contract.

Sometimes as a sheriff.

Sometimes as a preacher.

Sometimes as a judge.

Sometimes as a schoolteacher.

Sometimes as silence — the silence of things taken without ever being acknowledged.

And through all of this, my people — the original Indigenous people of this land, renamed, mislabeled, misclassified — were forced to live as shadows in the empire built on their bones.

My great-grandmother, Anna May, lived in Yazoo and Belzoni when a single glance could end your life. When you could be killed for looking a white man directly in his eyes. Their entire system depended on forcing sovereign people to shrink, bow, fold, and pretend to be less than what they were. Because eye contact is recognition. Eye contact is equality. Eye contact is defiance. And defiance was met with death.

She told me stories that still vibrate in my bones.

She told me about a man on a ten-foot-high pile of wood, drenched in gasoline until he gleamed like an omen in the firelight. She told me how they lit him up and the explosion blasted him into the air. She said he landed on his feet — burning alive — and ran into the darkness. She never saw him again. That was the Delta. That was the America they built. That was the “law” they hid behind.

This was not random violence.

This was ritual.

This was spectacle.

This was the enforcement arm of a theology built on stolen land and stolen bodies.

Lynching was not just murder — it was messaging.

A live broadcast of domination.

A psychological bomb dropped into the minds of every witness.

A declaration that their power was supposed to be eternal.

But it wasn’t.

Even in the forced silence, something else was gathering strength.

Something they could not erase.

Something they could not redefine.

Something ancient and sovereign that lived in the marrow of our bones.

My people endured literacy bans, school restrictions, stolen land, stolen labor, stolen futures — not because they were weak, but because the system needed them contained. If a child learned too much, they became a threat. If a woman remembered too much, she became a fire. If a man saw too clearly, he became a rebellion.

Their methods evolved but the architecture of terror stayed the same.

By the 20th century, the psychology of terror that began with 1452–1493 papal decrees grew into COINTELPRO (1956–1971) — the FBI’s covert war against Indigenous, African-descended, and liberation movements. Directed under J. Edgar Hoover, COINTELPRO used infiltration, illegal surveillance, forged letters, assassinations (including the 1969 murder of Fred Hampton in Chicago), and psychological warfare to break any leader capable of awakening the people’s memory of themselves.

Different century.

Same shadow.

Same doctrine.

Same fear of the original people remembering their original power.

And yet, even under all that terror, something divine survived.

A memory that could not be domesticated.

A frequency that could not be broken.

A lineage that refused to forget itself.

That memory traveled north during the Great Migration.

It moved from Yazoo and Belzoni into Chicago.

It lived in the silence of those who couldn’t say the truth out loud.

It lived in the instincts passed from father to son.

It lived in the intuition that warned us who was predator and who was kin.

It lived in the spiritual inheritance that systems of terror could not extract.

And eventually, that inheritance would awaken in me.

Before Chicago tried to shape me, before institutions tried to domesticate me, before I awakened to the truth of my purpose, everything began here — in the heart of the Delta. In the land that remembered my ancestors long after the world tried to erase them. In the soil that held our blood, our fear, our defiance, and our unbeaten spirit.

This is where the system tried to break us before we were born.

This is where the oppressor tried to write our destiny in fear.

This is where the first war for my soul began.

And this is where the story of One Love Infinity begins —

not in defeat,

not in silence,

but in the place where terror failed to extinguish the original fire.
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CHAPTER TWO 
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THE BLOODLINE

––––––––
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Every story has a beginning, but not every beginning starts with a moment. Some beginnings start with people — people who carried the world before you, people whose lives created the road you walk on now. My beginning lives in the bones and breaths of the ones who came before me, the ones whose names I carry through memory even if I never got to meet them face to face.

When I look back at my bloodline, I do not see random ancestors. I see a sequence of souls who were chosen for a purpose, each one holding a piece of the truth that would one day become my own. I see people who survived not because they wanted to, but because something in them refused to disappear. A refusal that lives in me now.

My great-grandmother, Anna May Marshall, was one of the first voices in our line to speak the truth without fear of how heavy it was. She didn’t talk often, but when she did, her words had the force of a lifetime behind them. She carried the Delta in her voice — the pain, the silence, the resilience, the old-world knowledge that never made it into books because it was never meant for books.

She talked about the days when a Black woman could walk to the store and come back different. When men vanished in the night without funerals. When sheriffs were not protectors but reminders of a power that had no mercy. But she also talked about the things the system couldn’t take — the pride, the spiritual connection, the knowing that lived inside us even when the world tried to bury it.

She lived through eras of change, though the changes never felt like freedom. She saw the transition from open terror to quiet terror, from lynch mobs to contracts, from cotton fields to industrial promises that never materialized. But she survived all of it, and that survival was passed down to us as inheritance.

My great-grandfather, though less spoken of, lived in the background hum of every story she told. He existed in the way she moved, in the way the family carried itself, in the subtle lessons that trickled through the generations. His presence was more spiritual than physical by the time I learned about him — a reminder that the men in my bloodline were shaped by forces most people couldn’t endure.

On the other side of the family, the bloodline carried another history, a quieter one, but shaped by the same shadows. My ancestors lived through the contradictions of southern life — warmth and danger, loyalty and fear, family and loss. When they left Mississippi, they carried all of it with them, even the things they wished they could have left behind.

The Great Migration wasn’t a road trip. It was an evacuation. It was people running from a land that raised them and scarred them. Running to cities they had only heard stories about, places that sounded like freedom but often delivered a different kind of struggle. My family was no different. They left the Delta with bags, but they carried the real weight in their hearts.

When they arrived in Chicago, they weren’t stepping into opportunity — they were stepping into another battlefield. The buildings were taller, the accents were sharper, but the system was the same. The oppression had better clothing, better excuses, better political language. But it was the same machine, just presented with northern manners.

Still, something shifted when they got there. They were no longer on soil that held their ancestors’ footsteps. They were in a new environment, a place where the rules were not familiar, and the threats came in different forms. But they had each other. And they had the Delta inside their bones.

This is the part of my bloodline people often overlook — the spiritual weight of what my ancestors carried with them. They didn’t migrate alone. They took dreams with them. They took grief with them. They took warnings, prophecies, hopes, traumas, and visions. They took the voices of the elders who had whispered guidance into their ears since childhood.

Even if they didn’t speak of it, they carried a consciousness older than any book could contain. A knowing passed down the old way — through breath, through posture, through silence, through the way a mother looked at her child when danger walked into the room. Through the way men stood with their shoulders tense when a white man spoke too loudly. Through the way children learned to read the mood of a place before stepping inside.

These were not just survival habits.

These were spiritual reflexes.

And they live in me.

My bloodline is not a straight line — it is a spiral. Each generation turning, repeating, learning, remembering, forgetting, and then remembering again. Each generation holding a piece of a truth too large for one lifetime, too heavy for one set of hands.

I am the one who gathered those pieces.

I am the one who reads the patterns they lived but could not escape.

I am the one who sees the systems they endured without words.

I am the one who feels the wounds they buried deep within themselves.

I am the one who came to break the cycle from the inside out.

When people ask me where I come from, they expect a city or a school or a simple story. But where I come from is more than a location. It’s a lineage. It’s a history written into the DNA of those who survived long enough to bring me into the world.

My father would one day carry that lineage with a strength that felt ancient. I didn’t understand it as a child. I only saw the man in front of me. But as I grew, I realized his spirit carried the weight of every ancestor before him — and he moved with the confidence of someone who knew his soul had been here before.

Before the world began shaping me, before I knew I would awaken into my true identity, before everything unfolded the way it did, it was my bloodline that built the foundation beneath my steps.

This chapter is not just about where I come from.

It’s about who came with me.

Their stories live in my story.

Their pain lives in my purpose.

Their strength lives in my spine.

Their spirit lives in my awakening.

I am not their continuation.

I am their culmination.

And the world would soon learn what that truly meant.
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CHAPTER THREE 
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ANCESTORS IN THE BLOOD

––––––––
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Every story has roots the world cannot see. Before a child speaks his first word, before he learns his first lesson, before he even understands what his own eyes are looking at, there is already a river flowing through him — a river carrying centuries of memory, survival, defiance, pain, triumph, intuition, and truth. My river was carved by the hands of people who were never supposed to exist in the first place. People who endured things the human spirit should have never had to endure, yet still preserved enough love for me to be born with something sacred in my chest.

The Delta gave us the vibration.

Domestication tried to erase the vibration.

But my ancestors kept it alive long enough for me to inherit it.

This chapter is their breath inside me.

My Great-Grandfather — Born from Violence, Raised by Love

––––––––
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On my mother’s side, the bloodline begins with a contradiction: a Black woman raped by a white man, producing a child forced into two worlds but fully accepted by neither. My great-grandfather grew up with resentment toward the whiteness forced into his existence. His father was violence. His mother was survival. And he grew into a man defined by the constant negotiation between anger and compassion.

He raised thirteen children in a small house in Memphis, Tennessee — a tiny structure filled with crowded bodies, loud conversations, hard work, and more love than the walls could hold. He carried the burden of trauma, yet refused to let it turn him into a monster. This alone is a miracle, because trauma of that magnitude usually consumes everything in its path.

But he fought for grace.

He fought for dignity.

He fought for the ability to love even though he was born from hatred.

That is the first spiritual inheritance I carry:

the knowledge that their darkness cannot overpower our light unless we let it.

He taught his children discipline, responsibility, and the art of survival. He did not identify with the whiteness forced into him. He chose his people. He chose his own identity. He chose truth. And by choosing truth, he broke a cycle that could have consumed the entire bloodline.

His existence taught me something long before I was born:

You cannot inherit their poison unless you drink it willingly.

––––––––
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My Great-Grandmother — A Witness to the Fire

––––––––
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On my father’s side stands my great-grandmother, Annie Mae Marshall — a Black woman raised between Yazoo and Belzoni, Mississippi, during a time when Black lives were targets, not citizens. The stories she told me weren’t lessons — they were warnings. And they were carved into her memory in ways that could only come from firsthand horror.

She explained how even a simple gesture, like looking a white man in his eyes, could get a Black person killed. She told me how children were raised to say “yes sir” and “no ma’am,” not out of respect but out of necessity. Fear was stitched into daily survival.

And then she told me about the lynching.

Not a story she heard.

A death she saw.

A Black man tied to a ten-foot pile of wood, drenched in gasoline, and set on fire. The flames exploded with such force that his body launched into the air and he landed on his feet still burning, still alive, still trying to escape the fate forced upon him. She watched him run until the fire consumed him, and she never saw him again.
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