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DEDICATION

The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead is dedicated to every human being who has ever carried the burden of a system they did not design, did not consent to, and were never meant to survive. It is for those who questioned quietly, who doubted privately, who sensed the contradictions embedded in the nation’s mythology but lacked the permission to confront it aloud. It is for the thinkers who were silenced, the readers who were forbidden, the communities denied dignity and truth. It is for the living—the ones who refuse to inherit obedience as destiny and who understand that courage begins where silence ends.

 

And it is dedicated to the woman whose wisdom taught me to interrogate everything, even the things the world insists are untouchable. Her strength shaped my own. Her clarity sharpened my vision. Her spirit lives in every page of this work without ever needing to be named.

 

To the past for the lessons.
To the present for the reckoning.
To the future for the freedom we will write ourselves.
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AUTHOR’S DISCLAIMER

This is not a polite book.

 

If you came here to worship paper, salute flags, and recite speeches about “our Founding Fathers,” you are in the wrong place. I am not here to protect anybody’s feelings about a document they never signed, never read in full, and were never invited to negotiate. I am here to question the authenticity, legality, and morality of the United States Constitution as a living contract that allegedly binds all of us in 2025.

 

I mean every word I say in these pages. I am not backing down, softening my language, or dressing it up in academic bullshit to make it more acceptable to professors, politicians, or judges. I question whether the Constitution, as it is presented to us, could have been written in the way we are told, in the time period we are told, with the level of detail and precision claimed — especially in a society where most Black people, Indigenous people, and other so-called minorities were not even allowed to read.

 

If that makes people uncomfortable, good. Discomfort is the first symptom of waking up.

 


FOREWORD

I write these words not as a distant observer of American history but as someone who has spent a lifetime tracing the genealogy of power—its origins, its distortions, and its consequences. I have followed the Constitution from its birth in a closed room in 1787 to its current existence as a relic exalted far beyond its capacity. I have studied its clauses, its contradictions, its silences, and its performative promises. And I have watched, decade after decade, as a nation insisted on worshiping the document even when the document no longer served the people trapped beneath it. My respect for scholarship is profound, but my loyalty is to truth, not tradition. That is why I recognize the urgency of this book. That is why I acknowledge it as necessary, courageous, and long overdue.

 

The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead dismantles what many have been too timid to confront: the mythology surrounding the Constitution has eclipsed the Constitution itself. A nation that claims to value freedom has built its identity around a document that was never designed to protect the full spectrum of humanity it now governs. For years I have argued in academic spaces that the Constitution cannot survive honest scrutiny, that its authority rests on ritual rather than reality, and that its longevity is owed not to brilliance but to fear. Yet even in those spaces—where truth is supposed to be honored—there has always been hesitation, always a boundary I was expected not to cross. This book crosses that boundary decisively. It says what scholars whisper privately but rarely admit publicly. It names what jurists evade, what politicians obscure, what educators sanitize, and what citizens instinctively feel but have never been given permission to articulate.

 

What makes this work groundbreaking is not merely its argument but its clarity. It does not dress its critique in academic camouflage. It speaks plainly, boldly, and without reverence for illusions. It refuses to treat the Constitution as a sacred artifact immune to evaluation. It refuses to accept the idea that the past holds jurisdiction over the present. It refuses to grant the framers an authority they never earned over people they never knew. This book expands the conversation beyond traditional scholarship by shifting the frame entirely: instead of analyzing the Constitution as a living law, it evaluates it as evidence. It places the document on the witness stand and demands the accountability that has always been denied. It subjects it to the standards it imposes on ordinary citizens and reveals its complete inability to withstand those standards.

 

As a historian and legal analyst, I have spent my life studying the archives that hold the nation’s memory. I have held in my hands the journals of lawmakers, the correspondence of judges, the transcripts of constitutional debates, and the legislation that shaped centuries of policy. Through all of this, one truth has remained constant: the Constitution was crafted by men whose worldview was narrow, exclusionary, and deeply shaped by fear—fear of rebellion, fear of equality, fear of losing economic and political control. They wrote a document to manage their anxieties, not to safeguard the future. And yet the country insists that this fear-bound architecture should govern a society they could not imagine, a society that lives amid AI, global commerce, ecological crisis, and unprecedented cultural diversity. No serious scholar can justify that expectation. No responsible citizen should accept it.

 

The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead is disruptive because it punctures the mythology that allows the nation to avoid confronting its foundational limitations. It challenges the fiction that the Constitution is timeless. It challenges the idea that democracy requires obedience to the dead. It challenges the belief that stability is found in stagnation. But more importantly, this book offers something rarely found in constitutional critique: a path forward. It does not merely expose the fractures; it demands reconstruction. It does not simply critique the past; it imagines the future. It calls for a Constitution authored by the living, accountable to the living, and drafted in the open rather than behind the sealed doors of the privileged.

 

For years, I have waited for a work that articulates this urgency with precision and courage. I have waited for someone willing to challenge the intellectual cowardice that permeates political and academic institutions. I have waited for a voice unburdened by the fear of professional retaliation or societal backlash. This book is that voice. It does not whisper. It declares.

 

I endorse this work not because it flatters my field, but because it challenges it. I endorse it because it speaks a truth that history has documented but society has refused to confront. I endorse it because it offers the nation a choice between reverence for parchment and responsibility to people. And I endorse it because, with every sentence, it forces us to ask the question that institutions have spent centuries trying to silence: Why should the dead govern the living?

 

The stakes are too high for silence. The nation stands at a constitutional crossroads. It can cling to mythology or confront reality. It can worship paper or protect human beings. It can bow to ghosts or build a future worthy of the living. The Constitution on Trial courageously—and correctly—insists that the time for choosing has arrived.

 

 

 


PREFACE

I wrote The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead because I refuse to live in a nation that confuses obedience with stability, mythology with truth, and silence with patriotism. I have spent years watching this country bend itself into contortions to preserve a document that no longer reflects the world we inhabit. I have watched scholars tiptoe around its deficiencies, judges camouflage its contradictions, politicians weaponize its vagueness, and citizens defend it with a passion they rarely extend to the people suffering under its failures. At some point, the question became unavoidable: What exactly are we protecting—the nation or the paper? And why, in a society capable of interrogating every institution, is the Constitution treated as the one artifact exempt from scrutiny? This book is my refusal to participate in that collective denial any longer.

 

 

I wrote The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead now because the distance between the Constitution’s promises and our reality has widened into an abyss. The crises of our time—housing instability, digital surveillance, environmental collapse, mass incarceration, racial profiling, racial policing, political paralysis, concentrated wealth, and unchecked technological power—cannot be solved by a document drafted in an era where the most advanced communication device was a hand-delivered letter. The framers could not have anticipated the architecture of the world we live in; they could not have imagined drones, satellites, algorithms, artificial intelligence, or a global economy. Yet we are expected to govern ourselves with a framework built for men who believed land equaled power, women equaled property, and human beings could be owned. The dissonance has become intolerable. The nation is attempting to navigate a supercomputer age with candlelight logic, and the cost is measured in human suffering. I wrote this because the illusion must end.

 

The spark that ignited this questioning was not dramatic—it was a simple moment of clarity. I realized that every time the Constitution is referenced, it is treated as both unimpeachable and infallible, as though questioning it is sacrilegious. Yet no one can introduce this document into a courtroom and authenticate its authorship. No one can produce the signatories for cross-examination. No one can identify a single moment in which the people now governed by it expressed their consent. It became obvious that the Constitution’s authority rests not on legitimacy, but on ritual, repetition, and fear. Once I saw that, I could no longer unsee it. Once I understood how fragile its foundation truly is, I could no longer pretend that reverence was honesty. I wrote this because the Constitution is the last institution we have not dared to interrogate, and the silence surrounding it has protected no one but those who benefit from its contradictions.

 

Nobody has had the courage to challenge the Constitution on these terms because the country has been conditioned to treat it as untouchable. The fear of being labeled unpatriotic has silenced generations of truth-tellers. Academics fear losing their careers. Politicians fear losing their voters. Judges fear losing the veneer of authority that constitutional mythology provides. Everyday people fear being ostracized for questioning something they were taught to respect before they were old enough to think critically. This fear has created an intellectual paralysis that masquerades as loyalty. No one wants to be the heretic who points out that the emperor’s clothes were tailored in 1787 and have never been refitted. I wrote this because I am no longer interested in protecting illusions that harm the living.

 

What I want the nation to confront is simple: the Constitution is not a living contract. It is not a sacred gift. It is not the embodiment of universal freedom. It is a historical artifact authored by a narrow demographic for a narrow purpose, preserved by tradition rather than relevance, defended by fear rather than merit, and treated as eternal only because the country is terrified of imagining something better. I want the nation to confront the truth that human beings deserve a Constitution written with their participation, reflecting their realities, and protecting their future. A Constitution must evolve or it ceases to serve. A nation must adapt or it collapses. A government must remain accountable or it becomes ornamental.

 

This preface is not an apology for challenging the Constitution. It is a declaration that such a challenge is overdue. I wrote this because human life, dignity, and justice deserve more than inherited obedience. I wrote this because the dead have governed the living long enough. I wrote this because a nation that refuses to evolve cannot pretend to be free.

 

 


PROCLAMATION


Author’s Statement to the Nation

I issue this declaration not as a plea for permission but as a statement of intellectual sovereignty. I refuse to accept the premise that a nation as vast, diverse, and technologically advanced as ours must anchor its destiny to parchment drafted by men who lived in a world that no longer exists. I refuse to treat inherited documents as divine mandates. I refuse to pretend that political legitimacy can be sustained through mythology, repetition, or intimidation. This proclamation is a line in the sand—an assertion that the people of this era have the right, the capacity, and the obligation to define their own constitutional identity rather than remain subjects of a contract they never signed.

 

I declare that the Constitution is not a living contract. It never was. It is a historical record of a closed negotiation among a small group of privileged men who crafted a system to secure their power, protect their property, and manage their fears. It was not written for the world we inhabit today; it was written for a world defined by slavery, restricted literacy, violent enforcement, and rigid hierarchies of race, gender, and class. The reverence surrounding it is not evidence of its brilliance but of the nation’s unwillingness to confront how deeply it fails to address the complexities of modern existence. A people governed by ghosts cannot claim to be free.

 

I declare that constitutional obedience rooted in tradition rather than consent is not democracy. It is inheritance disguised as governance. A Constitution that demands loyalty without offering the opportunity for withdrawal is not a contract—it is a custody order. A Constitution that cannot adapt to technology, global interdependence, environmental crisis, data surveillance, economic concentration, or racial inequity is not timeless—it is obsolete. A Constitution that excludes the voices of those it governs cannot claim legitimacy. The living must have the power to shape the laws that determine their lives. Anything less is a betrayal of human dignity.

 

I declare that the time for passive reverence is over. The time for uncritical patriotism has expired. The time for myth has reached its end. A nation that refuses to evolve is a nation that has surrendered its future to fear. I reject the notion that questioning the Constitution is sacrilegious. I reject the belief that loyalty to paper supersedes loyalty to people. I reject the idea that stability must be purchased through intellectual stagnation. I reject the falsehood that the dead have an eternal claim to govern the living.

 

I declare that a new constitutional era must emerge—not from secrecy, not from elitism, not from inherited structures of domination, but from transparent, public authorship. A modern Constitution must be written in real time, by real people, for real conditions. It must reflect our scientific knowledge, our technological capacity, our ethical commitments, and our recognition of every human being’s equal worth. It must address the crises the original document ignored—housing, surveillance, labor, reparations, environmental survival, prison reform, digital rights, and the redistribution of power from institutions back to the people.

 

I declare that legitimacy cannot be borrowed from the past; it must be constructed by the present. A Constitution that does not invite periodic reevaluation is not a contract—it is a cage. A government that fears public scrutiny cannot claim the mandate of the governed. A nation that suppresses dissent has already surrendered to tyranny. For democracy to exist, the people must have the right to question, revise, and replace the structures that shape their lives. The courage to question is the highest form of patriotism.

 

I declare, finally, that The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead is not merely a critique—it is an invitation. An invitation to reclaim authorship. An invitation to reclaim agency. An invitation to step out of the shadow of 1787 and walk into a future written by the living. An invitation to recognize that the sanctity of a nation does not reside in paper but in people. The choice before us is simple: continue worshipping a relic or begin constructing a Constitution worthy of this century.

 

This proclamation stands as my refusal to bow to a document that has failed too many for too long. It stands as my commitment to truth over tradition, justice over ritual, and people over parchment. It stands as a declaration that the era of unquestioned constitutional obedience is ending—and that a new era, authored by the living, must begin.

 

 


INTRODUCTION 


Fat Meat, Mona Lisa, and Sacred Paper

My mother used to say, “They don’t believe fat meat is greasy.”

 

That was her way of saying some people will ignore the obvious truth staring them in the face because they are addicted to the lie they were raised on. I grew up hearing that line, and now I use it when I look at the Constitution — this so-called sacred document everybody swears is flawless, untouchable, and eternal, even though none of us were there, none of us signed it, and none of us can cross-examine the dead men who allegedly wrote it.

 

We are told to accept the Constitution the same way we’re told to accept art history and cartoon history. Mona Lisa is supposedly a masterpiece. Maybe she is. I also believe Mona Lisa was a man. I believe Popeye was a punk. And I believe the Constitution, exactly as it is worshipped today, could not have been written honestly, transparently, and democratically in the 1700s when most of the population was either enslaved, colonized, silenced, or deliberately kept illiterate.

 

We are living in 2025, driving Teslas, scrolling through AI-generated nonsense, talking to satellites in our pockets, and we are still governed by theories drafted by men who rode horses and owned human beings. We update our phones more often than we update our social contracts. That is not intelligence; that is religious devotion to old paperwork.

 

Here is the part people do not like to admit: the Constitution functions less like a contract and more like an unverified rumor written on expensive paper. We treat it like scripture instead of evidence. We do not demand signatures. We do not demand witnesses. We do not demand that the people allegedly represented at the time had any real capacity to consent. We accept the whole story as if it were fact simply because teachers, judges, and politicians repeat it with a straight face.

 

But if you strip away the patriotic music and the marble statues, what are you left with? A set of pages we did not draft, written by people we did not elect, preserved and protected by institutions that benefit from our obedience.

 

If this were any other document — a mortgage, a car note, an employment contract — and it had no clear end date, no defined renegotiation schedule, and no genuine consent from most of the people bound by it, we would call it what it is: fraud.

 

We would not tell people, “Your great-great-grandfather signed a contract with my great-great-grandfather, and therefore you must obey me forever.” We would laugh that out of court. Yet that is exactly how this country behaves when it wraps itself in the Constitution. That is the scam.

 

When I sit and think about the actual process of writing, I know how the human brain works. The mind wanders. People get distracted. They make mistakes. They change their minds. They rewrite sentences a thousand times. They throw out drafts, they restart, they argue, they get tired, they fall asleep with ink on their hands. Writing something legitimately deep and thorough is a messy, human, imperfect process — especially without the technology and tools we use today.

 

You expect me to believe that a group of men, in the 1700s, in a country built on slavery and genocide, somehow sat down and produced a timeless, flawless legal masterpiece that still governs AI, nuclear weapons, trillion-dollar budgets, cybercrime, drones, and Wall Street? Absolutely not. That is not brilliance. That is mythology.

 

I believe the more uncomfortable truth: white leadership in this country created a controlling document, back-dated it, dressed it up as sacred, and weaponized it. The Constitution functioned — and still functions — as a legal shield for power and a legal leash for everybody else. It worked so well that most people never even dared to question it. They were too busy trying to survive under the system that paper justified.

 

The Constitution on Trial: A Case for the Living Over the Dead is my refusal to keep pretending.  I want to see the original document. I want a chain of custody. I want every version, every draft, every edit. I want to know who wrote which line. I want to bring the so-called authors into a metaphorical courtroom and ask them basic questions: Who authorized you to speak for enslaved people? Who authorized you to speak for Indigenous nations? Who authorized you to speak for women? Poor whites? Future generations? Who gave you the legal standing to sign for billions of people not yet born?

Because if you cannot answer that question, then this is hearsay. And in any honest court, hearsay is not enough to cage human beings.

 

This is where we begin: not with blind patriotism, not with nostalgia, but with doubt. Doubt is not disrespect. Doubt is the highest form of respect for truth. It is the moment you finally stop letting dead strangers speak for you and start asking, “Who wrote this? Who benefits from this? And why are we still bound to it?”

 

If the Constitution cannot withstand the pressure of honest interrogation, then it has no rightful claim to govern a single human being in this nation. A document that collapses under basic scrutiny is not a covenant—it is an idol built on sand. And if the Constitution can survive a rigorous examination, then it must be subjected to the same unforgiving standards that courts impose on the poorest, least-protected defendant in the American legal system. There can be no more ceremonial reverence, no more presumption of perfection, and no more ritualistic obedience to paper simply because it has aged. A document that binds millions must be evaluated with the full weight of legal, historical, and moral accountability, not shielded behind mythology and patriotic theater.
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