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“The streets taught me survival. God taught me purpose. My pen taught me freedom.”

​

Dedication

To everyone who ever felt unseen, 

unheard, or misunderstood.

To the brothers still behind bars, and the mothers who never stopped praying.

To my family — may they inherit wisdom, not wounds.

And to God, for turning my sentence into a sermon.

​

​

Foreword / Author’s Note

I didn’t write this book to impress anyone.

I wrote it to survive.

These poems were born in silence — some behind walls, others in prayer.

They carry the voices of a generation taught to fight before it could heal.

I’ve been the student, the sinner, the seeker, and the son.

This book is all of that — lessons from the streets, letters from the cell, and confessions from the soul.

You’ll find pain here, but you’ll also find purpose.

You’ll hear anger, but you’ll also hear awakening.

This ain’t just poetry — it’s proof.

Proof that freedom starts in the mind, 

faith starts in the heart, 

and change starts with the pen.
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​Be$afe (Freedom Ain’t Free)
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There's a currency to connection,

a price for protection that isn't protection

at all—just a wall they build around you,

So slow, you don't see the compound grow

until you're boxed in, locked in,

convinced the key they hold is for your safety

When really it's for their control.

I used to confuse care with chains,

support with strings, love with leverage.

Used to think the beverage they offered

was refreshing when it was just intoxicating,

designed to keep me from navigating

my own course, my own emancipation,

my own worth without their appraisal.

But the removal of the veil hurts

realizing that "I'm here for you"

meant "I'm here to use you,"

that "I believe in you"

meant "I believe in what you can do for me,"

that "Let me help"

meant "Let me have access to your resources,

your network, your energy."

The discovery is recovery,

waking up from the surgery

they performed without consent,

where they meant to remove your ability

to function independently,

to sever the parts of you that didn't need them,

to feed them your autonomy intravenously

while you slept under the anesthesia

of their "good intentions."

They tried to silence me mentally.

But I'm awake now, fully conscious,

reading every clause before I sign,

declining every line

That sounds too good, too free, too aligned

with my needs without asking what they need in return.

Because I learned—the hard way, the expensive way

that free is never free,

that "no strings attached" is a lie,

Freedom is never free,

They tell you to buy their trust

before they adjust the terms later,

when you're too invested to walk away,

when the weight of obligation

has already shifted from appreciation to expectation.

Be$afe isn't paranoia—it's pattern recognition.

It's mission-critical intuition

that says "wait" when everyone says "go,"

that says "no" when politeness says "yes,"

that says "I need to think about it"

When pressure says, "decide now."

It's the vow I made to myself:

Nobody gets access to my peace

without proving they come in peace,

without showing me receipts

of their character over time,

without aligning their actions with their words,

without me using my mind,

without earning—not demanding—my trust.

The must-haves are:

Consistency. Transparency. Reciprocity.

No hidden fees. No sudden shifts in energy

when I assert a boundary or question a motive.

No explosive reactions to my "no."

No weaponizing their generosity later,

no ledger they're keeping that I didn't agree to,

No debt I'm accumulating by breathing here too.

I'm learning that protection

isn't always aggression or rejection—

sometimes it's selection,

choosing carefully who gets close,

who gets to propose their help,

Who gets to know my struggles enough

to offer solutions that might be intrusions,

Who can get a piece of my mental wealth.

The illusions of safety they sell

are cells with comfortable beds,

prisons with three meals and a television,

cages with golden bars that still keep you contained,

restrained, unable to fly and be risen,

even though they swear the sky is yours

as long as you don't actually try to reach for it.

But I'm reaching anyway,

stretching beyond their wingspan,

flying with my own plan,

fueled by my own will,

building my own skill,

trusting my own discernment—

even when they call it arrogance,

even when they say I'm burning bridges

by not crossing back to where they want me.

I'm trusting in God. It is what it is.

Let them burn.

Some bridges need to turn to ash

So you can't be tempted to run back

to what wasn't working,

to those who weren't worthy of your energy,

to the identity they assigned you

That was really just a job description

In the company, they were building

on your back.

I'm not a foundation for someone else's empire.

I'm not a wire transfer for someone else's dreams.

I'm not a means to anyone's end

unless that end includes my freedom, my peace, my growth,

without strings, without clauses, without a hoax

That says I'm renting space in my own life.

Be$afe is the manifesto,

The memo I send to myself daily:

Your safety is your responsibility,

Your peace is your priority,

Your freedom is your sobriety—

don't trade it for the illusion of security

that someone else controls.

The goals aren't grand anymore,

They're grounded:

Wake up without dread.

Move through the day unburdened.

Sleep without owing anyone explanations.

Build without someone else's foundation.

Love without obligation masquerading as devotion.

Give without the notion that it's a loan.

Receive without the fear of what it means to not own.

These seem simple, but they're schemes

to live freely in a world that profits

from your dependency, from your need

to be validated, supported, and seen

by anyone but yourself.

But the wealth I'm building now

is measured in autonomy,

in the economy of my energy—

who gets it, how much, for how long,

and whether I'm strong enough to take it back

When the transaction turns into an extraction.
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