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Letter to my Mother. 
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To My Mother, 

I’ve been thinking about grandma and grandpa lately. 

Not just their story. But what their story means. Two imperfect people who dedicated their lives to something bigger than their own individual desires. Who built houses, established credit, paid off cars, and chose each other so completely that they ended up in plots five feet apart — twenty years between their last breaths but never more than five feet from each other for eternity. 

That image stays with me. 

Not because they were perfect. But because they chose dedication over desire. Legacy over comfort. Something bigger than themselves. And I believe with everything in me that God honored that dedication in ways we’re still feeling the effects of today. 

I’m writing this because of them. Because of what they built. And because I refuse to let what was designed to fracture us be the final word on our family. 

I need you to hear that before anything else. 

I’m not writing in anger. I’ve tried that. It doesn’t reach you and it doesn’t serve either of us. I’m writing because my faith won’t let me stay silent any longer. Because I think about the thief on the cross beside Christ — who got his moment of clarity just in time. And I think about the soldier at the foot of the cross — so consumed by his role in the story that he only understood the magnitude of what he witnessed after it was over. 

I don’t want that for us. 

I’m reaching my hand out now. Not because everything between us is resolved. Not because the outcome is guaranteed. But because honoring what was built before us means choosing love even when it’s hard. Especially when it’s hard. Not out of survival dependency. Not to prove a point. Because it’s always been deeper than that for me. Even through my most rebellious years. Even when I didn’t have the language for it yet. 

Before anything else — I see you. 

Not the arguments. Not the version of you that’s easiest to be frustrated with. 

I see the midnight shifts. The 20 minute calls to make sure a bill got paid. The arguments with my father that you absorbed so things could keep moving. The decision to stay long enough for me to know him at all. As a man now trying to build something from nothing I understand better than I ever could as a child how heavy it is to carry that much alone. 

I honor that. Genuinely. And I always have. 

But I need you to hear something that phone calls never give me space to finish saying. 

I was never your brothers. I was never my father. I know you’ve carried wounds from both of them that run deeper than anything I can fully understand. And I know that somewhere in watching me refuse to bend my knee simply because you said to — you saw their rebellion looking back at you through my eyes. 

But that wasn’t rebellion for its own sake. That was a child who thought independently. Who questioned everything. Who needed to understand why before he could follow. That’s not conspiracy against you. That’s just who I am. 

And I needed you to see the difference. 

No financial contribution fills the space left by emotional absence. A child doesn’t just need his bills paid. He needs to be seen. Not as a projection of your fears. Not as a reflection of every man who disappointed you before I was born. Just seen. For exactly who he is. 

You said you didn’t have kids to take care of you. And I understand that. But isn’t that exactly what family does? Not out of obligation. Not as transaction. But out of genuine love that looks out for each other. That extends grace for faults. That tells the truth even when it’s uncomfortable. 

Because that’s what love actually is at its foundation. 

A mutual intrinsic commitment to something bigger than individual desire. 

I lost my way for a time. Confused and conflicted in my own mind. Searching for someone to see me and back me up intellectually. To validate that what I was thinking and feeling made sense. That day never came from the people around me. 

So I started searching for meaning myself. 

And that search led me back to God. 

Not the God of scripture quotes used as weapons or prayers that never go deeper than words. A real relationship with God takes more than performance. More than claiming faith while never dedicating to it past the prayer itself. I learned that the hard way. Through feeling deeply broken and completely alone. Through drowning in my own trauma without even fully knowing I was underwater. 

God extended grace to me when I was too consumed by my own pain to see I was drowning. He threw a life raft to someone who hadn’t even asked for one yet. 

And I believe He’s been using grandma to reach me ever since she passed. 

There was a moment — in a grocery store of all places — that brought me to my knees in tears when I replay it. No explanation does it justice. But I know without any doubt that was her. One of God’s soldiers. Still fighting. Still showing up. Still trying to ground the people she loved even from the other side of this life. 

I share that because I need you to understand something about the resentment you carry toward her. 

What she built wasn’t diminished by the choices her sons made. A builder shouldn’t be judged solely by what the inheritors did with the inheritance. She loved all three of her children — you, and the brothers who broke her heart with their choices. Her process may not have been perfect. But her heart was never devious. She was a mother fighting for her children with the weapons available to her in the time and place she occupied. 

The same way your grandfather fought. The same way you fought. The same way I’m fighting right now. 

And here’s what I’ve come to understand about all of it — 

The fracture in our family isn’t just personal. It’s by design. The same forces designed to ensure we never achieve collectively — as a family and as a people — work through the very love we carry. Because love and hate are the same emotional webs spun by a different spider. The same intensity. The same depth of feeling. Just redirected. 

Your mother’s love for her sons didn’t fail because she was weak. It got redirected by forces older and more deliberate than any one family’s choices. The same forces that took your brothers. That fractured your relationship with my father. That made survival feel more urgent than connection for generations. 

That’s not your fault. It’s not her fault. It’s not mine. 

But it stops here. 

I’ve struggled the same way any child in my predicament would have. Your disappointment has been something I’ve spent my life trying to avoid and failing. Not to live up to your expectation. But to set one. For myself. For my faith. For the family I intend to build. 

The trauma stops with me. 

I am choosing to heal. I am choosing to break what was passed down. I am choosing to honor what grandma and grandpa built by refusing to let it be buried completely under everything that fractured after them. 

Not through perfection. Through dedication. 

The same dedication that put two people in plots five feet apart for eternity. 

The same grace God extended to me when I was drowning — I’m extending to you now. Not because you’ve asked for it. Not because everything between us is resolved. But because that’s what grace actually is. 

Unearned. Unconditional. Offered even before the person receiving it knows they need it. 

You are one of the strongest people I have ever known. But strength without surrender isn’t freedom. It’s just a more dignified form of captivity. 

I’m not asking you to be perfect. I’m not asking you to rewrite the past. I’m asking you to consider that the same love that built those two graves five feet apart is still alive in this family. Still reaching. Still possible. 

I’m holding my hand out. 

The little boy from the shed — the one you couldn’t always see clearly through your own pain — he found his way. Not perfectly. Not without struggle. But genuinely. With faith as his foundation and love as his compass. 

He’s still here. 

He still loves you. 

And he forgives you. 

For everything you can’t forgive yourself for. 

Whether you take my hand or not — I’ll still be standing here. 

Honoring what was built. Choosing love over survival. Reaching for something bigger than either of us. 

That’s what faith looks like in real life. 

That’s what grandma and grandpa showed us. 

That’s what I’m choosing. 

Your son, 

Deon
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Preface: 
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This is not a book about proving anything. 

It is not an argument against the world, and it is not an attempt to present myself as an example. 

It is a record of what I have observed — in my family, in myself, and in the space between inheritance and choice. 

I come from people who endured visible pressure. War. Segregation. Work that required steadiness. Silence that carried weight. I did not face their battles, but I inherited some of their instincts. Some of those instincts kept me upright. Others kept me braced. 

For a long time, I did not question what I carried. I thought vigilance was maturity. I thought over-explaining was clarity. I thought tension was responsibility. 

Eventually, I realized I was living in patterns I had never consciously chosen. 

This book exists because I do not want what was passed down to remain unexamined. Not out of resentment. Not out of rebellion. But out of respect. 

Respect for the people who came before me. 

Respect for the life I have been given. 

Respect for the responsibility of becoming something steadier than my impulses. 

I am not writing from a place of arrival. I am writing from the middle of the work. 

If this testimony has any value, it is in its honesty. Not in its conclusions. 

The restoration is ongoing.
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Chapter One: Before I Had Words
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My grandmother was born in 1929. 

I say that to myself sometimes just to feel the weight of it. 1929. Before television. Before civil rights. Before most of what I consider normal even existed. 

The version of her I remember wasn’t dramatic. She wasn’t loud. She just carried herself a certain way. Even going to the grocery store felt intentional. She didn’t rush. She didn’t shrink. She didn’t look like someone asking permission to exist. 

Her biological father drove his own taxi. That detail sticks with me. A Black man driving strangers around for a living in mid-century America. My mother said he carried a gun. Not in a reckless way. Just because he understood the environment he was in. 

I don’t romanticize it. I just wonder what he learned. What did he notice about people after years of watching them get in and out of his car? What did he understand about tone before it shifted? Experience teaches things quietly. I think about that a lot. 

My grandfather, James, carried himself differently. He was a war veteran. Later he worked in management. His obituary listed a host of relatives and friends. But he was a man of few words. He didn’t talk much. He didn’t need to. People gathered anyway. 
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