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Introduction 
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· 



Breaking the Cycle: Rebuking the Curse and

Embracing Divine Freedom 
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In this book, we explore how cycles of sin and generational curses continue to plague families, and how this can affect future generations. We will look at the importance of breaking these cycles through spiritual awareness, reflection, and repentance. There will be scripture, wisdom, an.d consequences rooted in God’s laws and the universal laws of karma. 
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Chapter 1
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From Power to Pumpum to Poverty 

(A Warning to Men Who Trade Thrones for Flesh) 

You were born with fire in your bones, A lion's roar, a kingdom’s throne. With hands to build and feet to climb, A vision etched beyond your time. But you saw her sway, you felt her tease, And traded crowns for moments' ease. 


She smiled and called you “king” in jest— While pulling purpose from your chest.



From power... to pumpum... to poverty.


From dominion... to delusion... to slavery. Your eyes got drunk on thighs and hips, You let her secrets steal your grip. 



Now gold is gone and strength is thin,


Your once-bold soul now drenched in sin. She opened legs, but closed your eyes. 



You couldn't see your kingdom die. One night of lust, ten years of loss, All for a thrill that came with cost. You lay where Samson once was bound, Your wisdom spilled upon the ground. 

Delilah kissed you on the head— Then shaved the locks of what God said. Now bills pile high, your favor's dry, And yet you blame the Most High. 

But power left the day you lay, With women built to lead astray.

No covenant, no ring, no vow— Just flesh and shame upon your brow.

Your children beg, your wallet cries,

Your future walks while vision dies. 

From power... to pumpum... to poverty. From honor... to hunger... to mockery. 

And when you call, they will not come— 

The same ones you made your kingdom from. 

Their sweetness sour, their fire ash, 

Their laughter fades, your dreams crash. You had a field—now just a ditch. 


You had a garden—now just a witch. You had a name—they call you fool.

You had a throne—you lost the rule. But still, the Lord can heal and lift, If you will bring a humbled gift.

Return from lust, and flee the grave— The blood of Christ still seeks to save. But if you choose the road of pride, 



Expect to sleep where honor died. 

For those who bow to flesh’s song, 

Will crawl in chains they wear so long. 


Scriptures to Reflect On:



Proverbs ·6:26 (KJV) "For by means of a whorish woman a man is brought to a piece · of bread: and the adulteress will hunt for the precious life." 

Judges 16:20 (KJV) "And she said, The Philistines be upon thee, Samson. And he awoke out of his sleep, and said, I will go out as at other times before, and shake myself. And he wist not that the Lord was departed from him."·   


· 



1 Corinthians 6:18 (KJV) "Flee fornication. Every sin that a man doeth is without the body; but he that committeth fornication sinneth against his own body." 
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Chapter 2
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Rebu· king the Curse: Breaking Free from

the Cycle 

The curse that has haunted generations must be recognized, acknowledged, and rebuked. If we fail to confront the patterns that bind us to destructive cycles, we

become prisoners of the past. The sins of the father often visit the children, but there is always a way out through divine intervention and a conscious choice to live

differently. Here, we examine the curse of womanizing, irresponsibility, and broken families that have passed down from father to son, and the effect it has on the present generation. 

[image: ]


Scriptures: 



Exodus 20:5-6

“You shall not bow down to them or serve them; for I, the LORD your God, am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children to the third and fourth generations of those who hate Me, but showing mercy to thousands, to those who love Me and keep My commandments.” 

This is the foundational scripture to understand generational curses. If we walk in the way of our forefathers’ mistakes, their sins become a weight upon. us. But God’s mercy is available to break the chains, offering us a chance to live differently. 

Galatians 3:13 

“Christ has redeemed us from the curse of the law, having become a curse for us (for it is written, 'Cursed is everyone who hangs on a tree').” 

Jesus Christ’s sacrifice has given us freedom from the curses of sin, but only if we choose to accept that freedom. It’s a choice to turn from old habits and beliefs that keep us tied to generational sins. 
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Chapter 3
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The Curse of Womanizing and Irresponsibility 

A critical part of the curse involves womanizing, irresponsible behavior, and neglecting family commitments. This behavior has plagued the family line, where

fathers have abandoned or mistreated women, leading to broken homes, emotional

scars, and a legacy of pain. This behavior not only hurts those involved but also sets the stage for similar actions in future generations. 

The cycle of womanizing and irresponsibility is like an unclean spirit. It leaves a family and might appear to be gone for a while, but unless we 

actively choose to walk in purity and responsibility, it returns, stronger,

and with greater consequences. 
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Scriptures

Luke 11:24-26

“When an unclean spirit goes out of a man, he goes through dry places, seeking rest; and finding none, he says, 'I will return to my house from which I came.'

And when he comes, he finds it swept and put in order. Then he goes and takes with him seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and they enter and dwell there; and the last state of that man is worse than the first.” 

1 Corinthians 6:18-20 

“Flee sexual immorality. All other sins a person commits are outside the body, but whoever sins sexually, sins against their own body. Do you not know that your bodies are temples of the Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom you have

received from God? You are not your own; you were bought at a price.

Therefore honor God with your bodies.” 

The act of promiscuity and womanizing does not only harm the people involved but ultimately desecrates the very temple of God. Our bodies were not meant for reckless abandonment but for a higher purpose. 
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Chapter 4
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Karma: The Natural Law of Cause and Effect 

Karma, the universal law of cause and effect, is a reflection of spiritual law that comes from God’s justice. For every action, there is a consequence, whether it manifests

immediately or over time. Our actions have consequences, and if we live selfishly, immorally, or carelessly, we set ourselves up for pain and suffering, which will eventually come back to us in some form. 

Our actions, whether good or bad, will come back to us. Those who sow sin, violence, or immorality will eventually experience the consequences of their actions. It’s a matter of spiritual law, much like the law of gravity—what goes up, must come down. 

The law of so· wing and reaping is as real as the natural laws that govern the earth. If we plant seeds of infidelity, irresponsibility, and brokenness, those seeds will grow and come back in the form of pain, regret, and brokenness. 

[image: ]

Scripture


· 



Proverbs 22:8

“Whoever sow· s injustice reaps calamity, and the rod they wield in fury will be broken.” Galatians 6:7 

“Do not be deceived: God is not mocked; for whatever a man sows, that he will also reap· .” 
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Chapter 5
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Consequences and Accountability 

Each generation must take accountability for the actions of their predecessors. As we acknowledge the patterns that have been passed down, it is important that we break

those cycles. We must take personal responsibility for the actions that affect not only us but also those around us. 

Spiritual Advice for Breaking Free from the Curse 


To break free from the curse and avoid repeating the actions of the past, we must: 



Repent: Acknowledge where we’ve gone wrong, and turn away from our sinful ways. True repentance means no longer walking in the same destructive patterns. 

Forgive: Forgiveness is vital. We must forgive those who have hurt us, and also forgive ourselves. Only then can we move forward in freedom. 

Seek God’s Guidance: Turn to God for wisdom, strength, and clarity. He will give us the ability to break these cycles and live differently. 

Advice to the Younger Generation 

If you find yourself trapped in the same patterns as your father or mother, know that you don’t have to continue the cycle. Don’t take the same path of

irresponsibility, immorality, or neglect. Seek counsel, seek God, and break free

from these generational chains. The choices you make today affect not only you


but your children and grandchildren. Let your legacy be one of strength, wisdom, and spiritual awakening. 
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Scriptures

Romans 14:12 “So then, each of us will give an account of ourselves to God.” 

One day, we will all stand before God and give an account for the choices we made. Did we walk in His ways? Did we break free from the cycles of sin, or did we continue to perpetuate them? 

Deuteronomy 30:19

“I call heaven and earth as witnesses today against you, that I have set before you life and death, blessing and cursing; therefore choose life, that both you and your descendants may live.” 

God gives us the power of choice. We must choose life. Breaking the cycle of generational curses requires active choice. If we choose to honor God and live in righteousness, we will break the chains, not just for us, but for future generations. 

Conclusion 

The curse of past generations can be broken, but only when we take responsibility, make a choice to live differently, and seek God’s mercy. Do not allow the actions of your parents or grandparents to define your life. You have the power to choose life, to choose God, and to create a new path for yourself and your descendants. 
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Chapter 6
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“The Man They Called Dog” 

In Gimme-Me-Bit, where the breeze blows wild, Lived a man with sores and a haunted smile. They called him Doggy, slim and sly, With hunger in his roaming eye. 

He said with pride, “If I can’t get ‘em free, 

I bribe ‘em all—they come to me. Big house, fine car, two children too, And a wife so loyal, her love was true.” 

But Doggy barked where he should’ve built, Chased every skirt with lust and guilt. 

He said, “My wife, she begged for time, But I was busy crossing lines.” 

“Before work—sex. After work—sex. 

Lunch breaks too, with no regrets.* Her friends, her foes, it mattered not, I even had them on our spot.”* 

She caught him once beneath the light, A friend atop him in the night. Bulb unscrewed, veranda dim, But her heart saw clear the depths of him. 

She beat the girl, then stayed in tears, Hoping he'd change across the years. But Doggy kept on chasing more, Until the day she slammed the door.

Then storms arrived—his job was gone, The women vanished one by one. One day the mansion cracked and fell, A silent judgment from some well. 

Now he limps, his hands are thin, the dog inside turned weak within. He said, “A woman pure, a love so deep, I cast it out and lost my sleep.” 

[image: ]

Scripture Reflection: 

Proverbs 18:22

He who finds a wife finds what is good and receives favor from the

Lord.”

“
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Chapter 7
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The Man Who Found No Home 

(Poem from the story of the Rasta man who lost everything through infidelity) 

He once stood tall with money in hand, Flaunting the life he built on sand. A man of pride, of strength, and grace, He carried power in his face. 

Yet he couldn't stay within one door, 

Chasing women for the thrill, the more. 

A wife of 33 years—his foundation true, 


But every lie and betrayal, he threw He had it all, but lost it slow, As hearts around him began to grow cold. 

The years turned to empty nights of pain, As his empire fell, and none remained. 

Now the mansion that once echoed loud, Is empty, dark, and bent, bowed. 

His wife, gone with her love and light, 

While he stares into his broken fight. No children to warm his aging heart, His house a shell, torn apart. 

The secrets he kept, like poison in veins, 

Left him drowning in loneliness and chains. The man who once had all to show, Now has nothing, but endless woe. 



A stranger now in his own skin, 


Fading away from what could’ve been. 
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chapter 8 “Rasta Regret” 
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In St. Ann's breeze, beneath mango trees, Sat a Rasta man, drowning memories. His eyes were dry, but his soul wept deep, In a mansion cold, too wide to keep. 

We shared a silence, each with smoke, 

Then his voice broke through like a sudden choke. 

he said with dread, 

“Woman no easy,”


“But mi mash up mi crown, mi heart, mi head.” 



For thirty-three years, love stood near, A wife who stayed through drought and fear. She cooked his meals, she bore his child, While he chased pleasure, wicked and wild.

“Woman far, woman near, any type mi deh pon, 

“Mi buy dem cars, mi build dem home, But mi never build the one who care— Mi just leave har waiting there.” 

She found out the truth too cruel to bear, That her love was one he wouldn’t spare. So she packed her soul and walked away, And left him lost in bright dismay. 

“She ungrateful,” he grumbled low, 

But in his heart, he felt the blow.

The business died, the fortune fled, His body weak, his spirit dead. 

Now old and alone in empty space, 

He stares through bars at time's disgrace. No woman calls, no child comes near— Just silence thick and shame sincere.

He said, “She was mi brain, mi wings, mi sun— 

“Mi didn’t know till all was done. Now mi dick dead, mi food short— All cause of the joy mi never caught.” 

[image: ]

Scripture Reflection: 

Proverbs 14:1 

The wise woman builds her house, but with her own hands the foolish one tears hers down.” 
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Chapter 9
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“The Fall of Ken” 

She called him "honey," though he lacked charm, Ugly to many, but to her—no harm. For twenty-two years, she wore love blind, A rebel’s heart with fire in mind.

They danced in sins, both dark and wide, 

Exchanged their beds with none to hide. 

Orgies, secrets, reckless delight, 

She praised him still, her morning and night. 


She cooked his meals like royal gold, And let his passions be uncontrolled. 



She gave him women, he gave her men, 

A twisted love with no amen. 

But then the plane came calling loud, A chance to flee the rebel crowd. He went abroad, then came again, Just long enough to sin and feign.

He laid with her before the gate, 

Then let her drive him to his fate. 


She kissed him once, still unaware, That text would bring the deepest tear. 



“Move on with life,” the message read, 


“I’ve found my wife”—her heart near dead. A white-shaped woman with tiny hands, No soul, no warmth, just foreign lands. 



He vanished fast without regret, But years passed by and left him wet. The white woman, not skilled to feed, Could not supply his hunger's need. 


No seasoned pot, no spiced delight, 



No hands to hold him through the night. So now he begs through silent phone, 


“Come take me back—I’m cold, alone.” 



But your aunt, now wise from war, Keeps her peace and shuts the door. For all the years she

gave her best, She now finds peace, and he finds rest— In empty beds and tasteless food, Regret, the guest in every mood. 

[image: ]

Scripture Reflection: 

Proverbs 14:1 (paraphrased)

A foolish man tears down his house with his own hands, but a wise woman builds hers.” 
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Chapter 10
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“The Fall of Lloyd” 

Sixteen years, they shared one roof, Through hungry nights and silent truth. In Four Paths' dust, with dumplings fried, She stayed with him, no pride, no guide. 

A janitor’s hands, strong with grace, 

She took him in—gave him a place. 


He was just a guard in gravel shame, But she clothed him with her mother’s name. 



From room to room and yard to yard, 

Together they worked, though life was hard. 


Till one day hope began to rise— A captured house, a sweet surprise. 

Blinds on eyes, she showed him home, A hall, two beds, no more to roam. 

With joy he smiled, but in disguise His plans were laid in wicked lies. 



For Lloyd went seeking another way, 

Tried to bribe the house away. 

With British woman at his heel, 

He schemed to crush love’s final seal. 


But grace stepped in and turned the page— The house was hers, and not his cage.



Still she stayed and bore his storms, 


While he betrayed with shifting forms. He drank the bar they built with care, And shared the bed with foul affair. Till once again they packed to move, To start anew, to find their groove. 



But lloyd, like serpent in disguise,

Was planting seeds of new demise.

Across the road, a Rasta lay—

She bore his child and stole his way. 

He left her there with soul undone, A builder's heart without her son. And worse than pain or hunger's
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