
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Not The Same Little Boy

        

        
        
          Dr. Clifton Parker

        

        
          Published by Clifton Parker, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      NOT THE SAME LITTLE BOY

    

    
      First edition. November 3, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Dr. Clifton Parker.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393782353

    

    
    
      Written by Dr. Clifton Parker.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			Dedication

			
		
    In my life, I have been blessed to have people who have been used by God to either, pull me away from the hedge before being bit by a serpent or leading me through the wilderness while feeding me manna from heaven. If it had not been for their love and direction I might have fallen victim to the pursuits of carnality or unwittingly become the prey of a beast that subtly stalk the children of God. Each of these people is responsible for giving me life! They used their life to make sure that I would live as God ordained.

Even though our lives are ordained by God we are not exempt from the trials and tribulations. Without my mother, Karen Stanford I would not have a life in Christ. Yes, she gave birth to me but more importantly, she spoke life to me. "You are a Spiritual Man of God" she would tell me. Those words resonated in my ear gate and found a place in my heart. It had been spoken but it was not until I found my wife Dr. Kyla Parker that I would be led to the pursuit. With her, I found a life worth fighting for. A life worth living and pursuing. She has always been my biggest supporter. My love for her runs deeper than any ocean. It is love that is founded on God's Word and sacrifice and built on the fact she prefers me and I prefer her.

I will forever be grateful to my wife for introducing me to her church home Christ Temple New Life Ministries. I not only found a family and a place to work out my soul salvation but I found. My spiritual parents, Apostle Dr. Ronald Washington Sr. and Prophetess Dr. M.P. Washington. At some point, I can remember feeling like a ship without a sail. I recall the feeling of uncertainty regarding my life. What is life's purpose and more importantly what is my purpose were questions I needed answers to? Not only did my pastor's lead me to those answers they poured into me filling voids some of which I did not even know existed.

Apostle Ronald Washington has mentored me from day one. He has been my shepherd through some of my life's more challenging moments. God's Prophetess, my copastor, and mother in the Lord have been my wilderness Prophetess guiding me through to the promise. She prophesied my calling and kept me accountable to my both my calling and election. My life reflects their labor. I pray I always honor that.

To my sons Ramir J. Parker and Caleb J. Parker. My love for you both has never been absent in my pursuit of God. It was not only my gratitude for God's mercy that encouraged me but it was also knowing that you would stand before me and see me, a Man of God. May you always find me in a righteous place.

I could not fail to acknowledge my brother Antoine Parker who encouraged me throughout the writing of this book. Just like you told me I held onto my truth.

To the School of the Prophets Seminary College 1st graduating Doctorate Class of 2020, Dr. Melinda Pickens, Dr. Kyla Parker, and Dr. Ronald Washington Sr., we can look back and know that we accomplished something great but the strive for even greater.

To my extended family and my church family at Christ Temple New Life Ministries, I love you sincerely and appreciate the constant support.

The pages of this book could not contain the love and appreciation I have for those I have mentioned.  They are not all that I hold dear but just to name a few.

      

    


FORWARD
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As Pastor Clifton Parker's older brother, we have shared many positive, life-altering experiences together. We have been fortunate enough to spend moments together at summer camp, traveling to different states, we even explored different countries together. We have also experienced deep pain together, including the dysfunction he explores in this book.

In Not The Same Little Boy, Clifton explores his journey from Baltimore to Texas, how his past shaped him from a troubled boy to a man of God. The book explores his challenges and triumphs, how those experiences shaped him, and the spiritual tools he used to break free of dysfunction.

Many of us have past experiences blocking us from our full potential. Not The Same Little Boy explores beyond our emotional trauma, serving as a blueprint to help all of us find the path to resolution.

––––––––
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Antoine Parker

Preface

The book of Genesis reveals that God formed man from the dirt and blew in him the breath of life. With the breath of God, Adam became a living soul. In his living, he was a ruler of territory through God-given dominion. God’s love led Him to design man in the image of power and authority. Satan’s jealousy placed a target on the backs of men. Addiction, anger, resentment, depression, low self- esteem, and many other spirits were unleashed on God’s glory in the earth. Commanded to kill, steal, and destroy the demonic spirits, launched an all-out assault.

While serving in the Kingdom of God, I have seen firsthand this demonic influence against men. Revealing the works of the devil and guiding men to deliverance became my goal. Because of this, I needed to reflect on my life and find any hindrance in my ability to be the man that God ordained. In my search, I found unresolved pain was trying to override the will of God for my life. Confronting this gave me access to the keys that would unlock the jail cell of pain. Who would stay in prison if they had the keys to the door? With those keys in hand, I went on a journey to root up anything that was in my heart, mind, and soul I had ignored, misjudged, or even forgotten. Now that I have strength, I want to strengthen my brothers.
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INTRODUCTION
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Imagine a boy in early adolescence, dragging bags behind him as he progresses through life. Throughout his life, he reached all the expected milestones, unaware of the baggage he has been carrying with him. From his first kiss to the first job, he moved from his teenage years to adulthood, all along dragging with him the effects of growing up in a dysfunctional family. The more he ignored the baggage, the more baggage there was dragging behind him. This is the image of a boy that has endured trauma at the hands of a loved one.

A boy is now a man. Confronting the challenges of each day, he appears to be strong. All the while on the inside, there is a hurting little boy. Trapped in fear, He was hoping to be rescued from the pain that dragged with him. As a man, he believes the pain of yesterday is just a memory of bad times with no effect on whom he is today or whom he will become tomorrow. However, the past is not locked up and forgotten. Instead, it is walking with him every day, showing up in his imprisoned heart as he drags the bags along with him.

This journey called life has had a significant impact on who you are today. The man you see today in the mirror is the collection of all the moments in your life that caused you to cry and smile. The emotions you feel are accenting the experience.

Regardless of how dysfunction impacted your family, the hills and valleys of your life have shaped your thought process and belief system. Consider the life of a man as a house, and the foundation of the house, your beliefs. Your beliefs have been formed by what you have been taught. Everything built on that foundation is evidence of what you have endured. Anything that has not been met by your shield of faith has found a place in who you are today.

Conditioned from childhood, men have suppressed emotions. As an adolescent, I can recall falling and hurting myself and immediately being comforted with a hug and a kiss. This gave me the confidence to get up and try again at some point, that changed. Due to the need to ensure a boy became a masculine man, compassion was replaced. This meant that parents expressed low tolerance for crying or expressing emotions. Whether intentionally or not, the outcome has been an unwillingness for men to express themselves on an emotional level. As a result, we find men trapped in pain and suffering from a little boy. Even when faced with emotional trauma, men will be reminded of society's standard for masculinity. Thus, an unwillingness to be seen as weak or vulnerable takes precedence over being healed. This has contributed to the sustained effects of dysfunctionalism in today's men.

Dysfunction, especially in the family setting, has brought about emotional trauma in men's lives. Men have attempted to bury the pain in the grave of our past. However, the effects of emotional trauma will not stay in the past. Instead, it has become a stronghold in men's life. This stronghold must be confronted and uprooted if you are going to be the man God ordained you to be. Jesus called it purging or pruning, in John 15:2. To be purged and pruned is a painful process but necessary to bring forth fruit. Life is meant to be fruitful. You are expected to live an abundant life benefiting from your labor and your sacrifice. When the effects of emotional distress have not been uprooted, life will have a way of bringing us to hardships and suffering. Without you knowing, life has become a brutal and bold teacher. This is because God has ordained the suffering in your life as His minister. It has been teaching you pain must be confronted, less it has the ability to block you from the fullness of whom God ordained you to be.

The hindrance can be found in the heart, mind, and soul of a man. Often difficult to discern as the heart of the hurting is like a dark storm cloud. It looms over the heart and keeps you from being able to see clearly. It is not until the pain of the darkness is confronted; you can obtain peace in the light. This is why the path leading to emotional healing and freedom from yesterday must first be revealed to you. If "every way of man is right in his own eyes," then he must seek guidance and truth. God's Word is the truth; guidance is the area a good deal of fails to seek after.

The chain of bondage is holding men back and must first be revealed before it can be broken. As a result, men must have a willingness to pursue freedom despite the sacrifice. Destroying the chains of bondage releases you to continue life's journey free to say, I am not that same little boy.
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EFFECTS OF A DYSFUNCTIONAL FAMILY
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Reality is like a bright light shining in a dark room. It reveals which was once hidden or unable to be seen. Today, reality has come to shine its light on the fact that the perfect family does not exist. The truth is that each of us has grown up being exposed to some level of dysfunctionalism in our families. The dysfunctionalism in my family led to all manner of hurt, sorrow, and disappointment. Its menacing effects have reached each generation, including mine. For this reading, we will define dysfunctionalism as a disruption of the perceived normal in a nuclear family and an interruption of stability. This interruption often has lasting effects.

Many believe the family is the place nurturing occurs, but because of hurting people, we find dysfunction at the core of families. Even with dysfunction at the core of family problems, many men will still spend years protecting the reputation of a parent who did not nurture them. They do this because, even a parent who does not nurture their child, they are still giving them a sense of belonging and identity. I consciously protected my family. In my life, I would have challenged anyone who painted my family as a "bad family" because, in my mind, it was safer. I was unwilling to deal with any issues that would breach our relationship, knowing in my heart I had been hurt. My unwavering love blinded me and caused me to protect the very thing hurting me, not only me, but my family did the same, they protected the ones that hurt us.

My family is not alone; we all have a measure of dysfunctionalism. Perhaps humanity is the reason the perfect family does not exist. One thing is certain, the winds of life bring us all challenges none of us are exempt from. It is, for this reason, I decided to confront what has been blocking me. I made up my mind that I would go to war against what is stagnating my mind and my growth. That is how dysfunction lives on, by continuously interrupting your life, hindering you from reaching the pinnacle of your purpose. Once you have realized the value of your life and its purpose, the decision to confront what is blocking you becomes clear.

The first confrontation was with my thoughts towards my mother. I had to do an honest evaluation of why there was a disconnect between my thoughts and my heart. Don't get me wrong, my mother is a beautiful soul. She has always been the backbone of my family, providing for us all we needed and more. We have spent many nights talking as she helped me navigate through some of my life's most challenging times. When I found myself lost in the consequences of my sins, I pulled from the well of my mother's wisdom, strength, and love and found my identity in Christ. I can still hear her words of wisdom and encouragement echoing in my ear. "You are a Holy Man," she would remind me just when I needed it the most.

With any relationship, it was not without its troubles. It was those troubles blinding my mind in an effort to protect my heart. It is the grace of God in my life, giving me the strength to deal with my true reality without hurting the one I love. Love never destroys it strengthens. Confronting my feelings and my true self sent me on a journey through the memories of my youth. It caused me to vacillate between strength and fear. The emotions from the trauma of my childhood began to flood my mind. Going back to being a little boy and confronting the pain became overwhelming emotionally. I had to allow myself to see through the lens of truth even if it brought back the hurt, fear, and feelings of disappointment. To confront my past and the abuse I suffered at the hands of my stepfather, Joe.
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