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Preface

This book was born out of fire — the fire of remembrance, the fire of wounds left by empire, and the fire of a calling that refused to be silent. For too long, Africa was told she was last. For too long, we were told that our ancestors were demons, our rituals were curses, our songs were noise, and our wisdom was folly. For too long, the Bible was weaponized not as a book of light, but as a tool of conquest.

I do not write to declare war on faith. I write to declare war on ignorance. For the Bible is not the enemy. Ignorance of its origins is. We were taught a distorted version of scripture, one stripped of context, chained by councils, translated by politics, and used to justify slavery, apartheid, colonization, and control. What we inherited was not truth, but an edited god — a god who demanded suffering as holiness, chosenness as supremacy, and silence as obedience.

But the Spirit I know is not a colonizer. The God I revere is not a spiritual politician. The ancestors I honor do not play favorites. They whisper balance. They roar remembrance. They summon us back to circles, to rivers, to drums, to dreams, to family, to community. They remind us that we were never the afterthought of creation — we were always the root.

This book is both wound and medicine. It names the lie of chosenness, it unmasks empire’s god, and it restores ancestral memory alongside scripture’s silenced voices. It is not an attempt to destroy belief, but to re-root it. Not to hate their God, but to remember our own. Not to blaspheme, but to restore balance.

As you read, you will walk through thirty chapters of fire, water, silence, and roar. You will hear from prophets and ancestors, from rivers and stars, from mothers and fathers, from children and elders. This is not just history. It is prophecy. It is not only a book. It is a torch.

My hope is that when you reach the end, you will not only have read a book, but you will have remembered yourself. That you will rise carrying the fire forward, for the way forward is not written only in these pages — it is written in you.

Introduction

The Bible Is Not the Enemy

This book begins with a simple but dangerous truth: the Bible is not the enemy. Ignorance of its origins is.

For generations, we were taught to fear our ancestors and to worship a God rebranded by empire. We were told that to be holy was to suffer, to be chosen was to dominate, and to be saved was to erase ourselves. We were handed scripture wrapped in chains and told to call it freedom.

But when we peel away the layers of translation, politics, and colonization, something remarkable happens. The prophets begin to sound like our ancestors. The silenced gospels begin to echo our stories. The rituals of scripture begin to harmonize with the rituals of the land. And suddenly, the Bible ceases to be a weapon of division and becomes once more what it always was — a witness to the covenant of balance.

This journey is not about hating their God. It is about remembering our own. It is not about destroying faith. It is about re-rooting it. It is not about blasphemy. It is about restoration.

In the chapters ahead, we will uncover how the Bible was shaped by councils and empires, how it was married to colonial conquest, and how it was weaponized against Africa. But we will also remember the God who walked with us before missionaries came, the ancestors who carried wisdom in silence, and the Spirit who whispers still in rivers, drums, dreams, and bones.

You will hear lament, testimony, and prophecy. You will see how lies are unmasked and how remembrance restores dignity. You will learn that we are not afterthoughts in creation, but its root. We are not cursed. We are carriers of balance. We are not silenced. We are roaring again.

So I invite you: read with courage. Read with memory. Read with open eyes and open spirit. Let the chapters burn, heal, and guide you. And when you reach the summit, know this — the way forward is not just in this book. It is in you.

The Bible is not the enemy Ignorance of its origins is. We do not hate their God We simply remember our own.––––––––Chapter 1

The Bible Is Not the Enemy. Ignorance of Its Origins Is.

For centuries the Bible has been lifted high, carried to war, preached from pulpits, and read in silence by those seeking comfort in its pages. It is a book that has touched millions of souls and influenced the shaping of nations. Yet what wounds humanity most is not the Bible itself, but the ignorance surrounding its origins. The sword has never been the paper and ink, but the misuse and misunderstanding of what the text truly represents.

The Bible, in its purest sense, is a collection of writings born from the struggles, visions, and faith of ancient peoples. It is poetry and law, prophecy and lamentation, letters and testimonies. It is not the enemy. But when men stripped these writings from their cultural wombs, translated them without memory of the ancestors who first spoke the words, and repurposed them for political conquest, the Bible became a weapon. Not because of what it is, but because of how it was used.

Ignorance of the Bible’s origins has created a world where many believe the text fell from the heavens untouched, a ready-made manual of divine law. Few ask: Who chose these books? Who discarded others? Who translated, and why did they translate in that way? What was lost when Hebrew became Greek, when Greek became Latin, when Latin became English, and when English was imposed upon the tongues of Africa?

It is here that the enemy is revealed — not in the text itself, but in the amnesia forced upon generations. When Africans were told that their God was no longer the God of their fathers and mothers, but a foreign deity who spoke only in colonial tongues, ignorance was seeded like poison in the soil of memory. That ignorance taught our people to hate their own ways of worship, their mountains, rivers, drums, and ancestral prayers.

This book is not written to despise the Bible, nor to mock those who believe in its message. It is written to expose the lie that faith can only be valid when it is dressed in the clothing of another people’s memory. It is written to remind us that God has never abandoned His children, whether they call Him by the names of the desert or by the names whispered on African hillsides.

To know the origins of the Bible is to reclaim balance. It is to see the text as testimony, not tyranny. It is to honor the wisdom contained in its pages while also remembering that long before missionaries carried their Bibles, we were already in communion with the Divine. We already had sacred fires, sacred waters, sacred songs, and sacred mountains.

Therefore, let it be understood from the beginning:


	The Bible is not the enemy.

	Ignorance of its origins is.

	And memory — the memory of who we were and who we still are — is the medicine that heals.



Chapter 1

The Bible Is Not the Enemy. Ignorance of Its Origins Is.

...
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The Hidden Hands That Shaped the Book
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When we speak of ignorance of origins, we point to the very fact that the Bible we hold today is not a single scroll that fell from the skies, but a compilation of many voices. At first, stories were spoken around fires, sung in temples, and preserved in the memories of elders. Only much later did scribes begin to write them down. Over centuries, councils of men — not angels, not spirits, but men with their own politics, fears, and ambitions — sat down to decide which writings were sacred and which should be cast away.

The Council of Nicaea, the Synod of Hippo, and later gatherings in Rome and elsewhere carved the Bible into what it is now. Books like the Gospel of Thomas, the Book of Enoch, and other ancient writings were excluded, silenced, or branded heretical. Why? Not because they lacked spirit, but because they did not serve the empire’s vision of unity under one creed, one rule, and one authority. Thus, the Bible became not only a book of faith but a tool of power.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Translations and Transformations
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Even after its canon was sealed, the Bible did not remain still. It was translated from Hebrew to Greek, from Greek to Latin, from Latin to German, English, and then into hundreds of tongues. With every translation, something was gained and something was lost. Meanings shifted. Words that once sang in one culture became rigid in another. Sacred poetry turned into strict law. A story told to inspire freedom was reshaped to justify slavery.

When Africa was forced to kneel at the edge of the colonial whip, missionaries arrived with Bibles in their hands. But these were not the same living stories of the Hebrew prophets or the psalms sung beside rivers of exile. These were filtered words, interpreted by men who believed they had the right to dominate. Our people were told: Forget your God, forget your ancestors, forget the light of your mountains. Only this God matters, and He is theirs, not yours.
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Remembering Before Forgetting
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But the truth cannot be erased so easily. Long before the first Bible arrived, Africa was already walking in the light. We had sacred mountains that served as temples. We had rivers that healed, drums that called spirits, and prayers that rose like smoke into the heavens. We did not need parchment to know that God is alive. We carried Him in our bones, our dreams, our rituals, and our songs.

Ignorance blinded us to this memory. It made many of us believe that to honor our ancestors was to dishonor God, and to honor God we must despise our ancestors. That lie cut deep into the soul of our people. It is that ignorance — not the Bible — that enslaved us.
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