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CHAPTER 1
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What They See

Before I even opened my mouth, I was already defined.

Not by who I am—but by what people think I am.

A threat.

A stereotype.

A headline waiting to happen.

That’s what it means to be a Black man in a world that sees you before it hears you.

You don’t get the luxury of being neutral. You don’t get to just exist. Every move is watched, interpreted, judged.

And the truth is—most people will never admit it.

This book isn’t here to make you comfortable.

It’s here to tell the truth.

––––––––
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They see size before they see humanity.

They see skin before they see character.

They see danger where there is none—and confidence where they think there shouldn’t be.

Being a Black man means living in a constant state of interpretation.

You’re not just walking—you’re “approaching.”

You’re not just speaking—you’re “aggressive.”

You’re not just confident—you’re “intimidating.”

And the weight of that doesn’t come from one moment.

It comes from a lifetime of moments.

Small ones. Quiet ones. The kind people pretend don’t exist.

A look that lingers too long.

A hand that tightens around a bag.

A silence that says everything without saying a word.

And after a while, you start to understand something—

You are not being seen.

You are being projected onto.

––––––––
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They didn’t just judge me by what they saw.

They judged me by who I used to be.

And the truth is... they weren’t completely wrong.

I was angry.

Not the loud, shouting kind all the time—but the kind that sits in your chest and poisons everything around you.

I lost someone I wasn’t supposed to lose.

Not that early. Not like that.

Twenty-one is too young to be learning how to carry death like it’s normal.

And nobody teaches you what to do with that pain.
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