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To my beautiful family. 

You’ve been such a blessing to me

I love you all!

✦ ✦ ✦

The Illusion of “Good”

Let me start by saying no one is good but Jesus. As much as I would love to be called good, I know that I am just one bad decision away from sin. When I was growing up, people may have looked at me as kind of a goodie-two-shoes, because I didn’t join the crowd on most things that were going on. For instance, If a bunch of us went into a store I didn’t steal anything. If we were in a group around adults, I didn’t use profanity. I didn’t smoke, I wasn’t a drinker, I respected women, I respected my elders. Put it this way, if I was in a group of people, I would quicker choose the right thing to do before the wrong. That doesn’t mean that I never made mistakes.

When I was old enough to go to the clubs–because we all go through stages of growing up–I would see the same thing over and over again–sin. And what I found is that I was willfully participating in something that I would feel horrible about afterward. Oh, I forgot to mention that I have a huge conscience. People would be in there smoking, drinking, dancing provocatively, and I participated without my arm being twisted. Some, believe it or not, were in there forgetting their vows to their spouses. Not passing judgment because we all have a place where the Lord finds us and calls us out from. But yes, that was not my scene. 

One night, I did wonder to myself why I kept coming to a place where the surroundings and the people were not my jam. This lifestyle went against everything I claimed to be as a Christian man.  Just trying to fit in, I suppose–like forcing a square peg into a round hole. I thought I was a “good” person, but my actions would beg to differ. My flesh and my spirit were at war, and transparently, my flesh was winning most battles. 

But that’s just it. We can’t run or hide from sin because we were born into it. No fault of our own, but because of the “Fall of Man” in the time of Adam and Eve. Jesus is the only one wrapped in flesh that could ever be called good. There are two things that come with that. First, He never said that we wouldn’t suffer bad things. Two, if Jesus is the only one wrapped in flesh who could be called good–look at how much He suffered for us. Look at the bad things that happened to such a good man. This man that would lay down His life for a sinner like me.

No one is good but Jesus. 

✦ ✦ ✦
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Chapter 1
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I Think I’m a Good Person

I considered myself to be a good person. I came from a family that loved me unconditionally, and a mom and dad that raised me with strong morals and values. In fact, our family is close-knit–full of love and a strong sense of right and wrong. This is a family that would give you the shirt from their backs. A loving and compassionate, God-fearing people. I thank God for the support system that I have in my family which has allowed me to walk into who God has called me to be with confidence.

I always wanted to be married because I was more of a one-woman type of man. Now, don’t get me wrong, I had to grow up as well. Yes, I’ve had my fair share of fornicating–not proud of it but it was what it was. But when I got married, I knew for sure I would be happy forever, because after all, what woman doesn’t want a man that’s madly in love with them, right? Well, that didn’t happen right away, but I’ll tell you about that later. 

Having been baptized at a very early age, I thought I knew God very well but had no idea that our relationship would grow so much as I got older. That being said, there was a time when I used profanity heavily and another where I didn’t use it at all. While on my heavy use of it, I was still believing that I was representing God the right way even with a mouth I wouldn’t kiss my own mother with. Somehow, all my friends still knew that I was a Christian and that Jesus meant the world to me. Only God can shine His light through a wretched man. 


The Blunt



When I was about 19 years old, I smoked weed for the first time simply because my mother had accused me of being on drugs. She didn’t actually accuse me, but more like, just asked the question. To be honest, she had every right to ask. See what had happened was... I was supposed to pick my beautiful mother up from work one day and I totally forgot. That doesn’t sound like too much of a big deal, right? Well, there was something else that I had forgotten just the day prior, but I forgot what that was–Oh yeah! I was supposed to pick her up then too. So, when I forgot to pick my mom up from work two days in a row, she was upset and naturally asked me if I was on drugs. I said, “No Ma, it’s me. I just forgot and I’m sorry.” 

I was really offended though, because it was me, but at that point in my life I think even I was unsure of what I could do that was outside of my norm. My mother had never had a problem from me. In fact, I was somewhat of a Momma’s boy but not the way you think. My momma loved her son, and everyone knew it. I was the baby boy up until my baby brother. More to come on the beloved subject of him. But the fact that she even had to ask that question really offended me. And it was my fault. Petty. 

The next night I was out with my brother. We had just gotten off work from a recycling plant. We were as dirty as two pigs freshly rolled in mud, but I made a quick stop to take him home. At this time, he lived in the northwest section of Washington, DC in an apartment building on a specific corner. The streets were still glistening from the early rain. I was diggin’ one of the girls in the building, but she was not feelin’ your boy! 

Anyway, that girl’s sister is the one that got me caught up. We were standing in the alley in the back of the apartment building. It was her, her friend (another girl), and me. We were just standing there talking and laughing when all of a sudden, she pulled out this fat blunt and lit it up. Just think, “eyeballs looking to the right” emoji!  The orangey lit ring–around the ashed tip of the blunt–in the dark alley looked like a beacon of light, or a location sensor for anyone who enjoyed getting high. The smoke smelled like a very specific black and white creature that lives in the wild, who every now and then, finds its way into the city. 

She started smoking and then she passes it to the other girl. When the girl passed the smoke, I skipped it because I said, “I’ve never done this before.” Then I got hit with the oldest trick in the book. You know the one question that is the foundation of all peer pressure? The young lady who lit the blunt said to me, “You scared?” In which I replied, “No! Gimmie that thing!” 

In my mind I was replaying how my mom “accused” me of being on drugs and how it offended me. I thought to myself, “Well, if she already accused me, I may as well go for it.” Being totally led by the flesh, pride spoke before wisdom. I proceeded to smoke that smoke so good that the girl asked in astonishment, “I thought you said you never smoked before?” “I haven’t,” I said. “But you’re smoking like you’re a pro!” What I didn’t tell her is that when I was young, I saw my dad smoke weed for years, and he was a pro. I was just imitating him. What affects did his actions–when I was small–have on me psychologically that I didn’t know about? Was I going to be another link in an unbroken chain of drug addiction or was I going to be able to rise above historical demons that didn’t belong to me? 
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My Father’s Redemption

My dad is an awesome man. Very strong minded, full of morals and values, loves to laugh, loves his family, and loves God. A real genuine type of person who calls a spade a spade. His favorite sport when I was growing up was basketball–I’m more than sure that’s where I get it from. He battled with drug addiction in his early years, but somehow the Lord always brought him home every night. This is a true testament to Immanuel being with us in our valleys. Even in the lowest and darkest of places, He won’t leave you.

He tells the story of one night being out with his friends free-basing cocaine, the TV was on and there was a Televangelist on saying, “Look at you, you’re backsliding! Out there free-basing cocaine!” At that time one of my dad’s friends said, “Look RG,” (that’s short for Robert Gene), “He’s talking to you.” My dad said, “Yeah, I believe he is. Y’all don’t call me anymore for this $#@%!” That night when he got home, he fell to his knees and asked God to deliver him completely from his addiction. The way he described the deliverance was as if someone pulled out something from the inside of him. Just like that he was delivered and set free from drugs. There was no 12-step program or cold turkey sweats. He was fully delivered from his addiction when he got home and gave it to the Lord. 

I had only smoked three times in my entire life, and it was all before the age of twenty-one. The other two times that I smoked where solely based on who I was hanging with at the time. I made a conscious effort to stop smoking. One, because I started to like it, and two, because of the career path I was about to take going into the military.
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The Choir Lesson



I love music and I love to sing. Now, I never said I was great at it, but I love to do it. Music has been a part of my life since I was very young. I remember growing up, The Jackson 5, The Jacksons, and Michael Jackson was pretty much all I used to listen to. I used to sit in front of the stereo system listening to the Michael Jackson Off the Wall album. Quick side note, this album was an extremely well put together album that didn’t get the recognition it truly deserved! It did well, but not like it should have. You still hear them play songs from that album to this day. 

I would be singing along with the album cover open reading the words that were tattooed on the inside of it. I would also have my gray hand-held tape recorder in front of the speaker just so I can have the music on cassette and listen to it later. By this point, I’m sure I have dated myself very well using words like stereo system, album, tape recorder, and cassette. My mom and dad used to see me all the time imitating Michael as I performed around the house. Fast-forward a bunch of years, my mom thought it would be the way to go putting me in the choir at church. Thanks Ma, and I really mean it. 
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