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Pain Raised Me, God Saved Me

I was born into a life of lack. Not just the kind of lack you feel when your favorite toy breaks or your allowance runs out—but the kind that lives in your bones. The kind that teaches you early on that survival isn’t guaranteed, and comfort is a luxury.

My father wore a uniform and served his country, but that didn’t mean much in the walls of our home. He was stationed overseas, a distant figure who sent money sometimes, letters less often, and love... rarely. His absence echoed in every corner of the house, and the burden of raising a family fell squarely on my mother—unemployed, under-supported, and overwhelmed.

She tried. Lord knows she did. But trying doesn't always stretch a dollar. I remember the power being shut off in the middle of winter, huddling under blankets in the dark. I remember opening the refrigerator and seeing light but no food. I remember showing up to school with old, torn clothes and no supplies, pretending like it didn’t bother me when other kids laughed or stared. They saw a poor kid. I felt invisible.

There was no spiritual guidance in that house. No one prayed over us, no one told us we were chosen or loved or capable. Emotionally, we were bankrupt. Mentally, we were just trying to hold it together. Spiritually, there was a void. And as a kid, I didn't understand why life felt so heavy—I just knew that it did.

Poverty didn’t just shape my circumstances. It shaped my identity. I didn’t just feel poor—I believed I was poverty like it was tattooed on my soul before I had a say.

But looking back now, I see that pain didn’t just press down on me. It raised me. It built muscles in places most people don’t even know exist. It made me alert. Watchful. Determined. And though I couldn’t see it then, it prepared me for everything that was coming next.

Early Responsibility and Survival

By the time I turned thirteen, childhood had already packed its bags and left. There was no room for innocence when survival was on the line. I wasn’t thinking about school dances or video games—I was thinking about how to keep the lights on, how to put food in the cabinets, how to carry a family that was already falling apart.

Thirteen years old, and I was the man of the house.

Not because I wanted to be, but because I had to be.

Frustration became my daily fuel. Anger burned hotter than hunger. And desperation? It whispered louder than hope ever did. The streets weren’t some exciting adventure for me—they were a last resort. I didn’t go out there chasing dreams. I went out there trying to escape a nightmare.

I stepped into a world that didn’t care about my age, my fear, or my reasons. It only cared about results. I made choices I’m not proud of—illegal ones. But back then, right and wrong didn’t feel like two separate roads. It felt like one narrow path with no exits and no lights, and I was just trying not to fall off the edge.

I didn’t sell drugs to impress anybody. I did it because eviction notices don’t care how young you are. I did it because my little siblings needed something to eat. I did it because the weight of watching my mother cry herself to sleep was too heavy for my heart to bear.

That season of my life wasn’t built on ambition. It was built on survival.

I learned how to hustle not for sneakers, but for school supplies. I wasn’t chasing status—I was chasing stability. And even though I was lost, deep in a world I didn’t belong in, I still had some kind of moral compass buried inside. I wasn’t proud, but I was present. And sometimes, presence was all we had.

Young Love, Loss, and Pressure

I moved out before I ever truly moved in—to life, to manhood, to understanding what either of those really meant. I thought I was grown because life had forced me to act like it. So when the chance came to leave the chaos of my childhood home behind, I jumped at it. I moved in with a woman much older than me, thinking I’d found stability. What I really found was more responsibility than I was ready for.

Overnight, I wasn’t just taking care of myself. I was juggling four households: mine, my mother’s, my grandmother’s, and now my girlfriend’s. Each place had its own needs, its own pain, its own weight—and somehow, I carried them all. I didn’t know it then, but I was a young man slowly being crushed under expectations no one my age should’ve ever known.

And then came the deepest blow of all—losing my first child.

SIDS. Three letters that ripped a hole through my soul.

One moment, I was holding hope in my hands. The next, I was holding my silence. I didn’t understand how something so small could change your entire life—and then be gone without a sound. There’s no manual for grief, no words that make sense when you're staring at a crib that will never be filled again.

That pain? It broke me in places I didn’t even know existed.

I questioned everything—my choices, my purpose, even God. I was angry, not just at the world but at myself. As if somehow, I should’ve protected my baby from something I couldn’t even see coming. Guilt wrapped itself around me like chains, and I walked through every day feeling like I’d failed at life’s most sacred role: being a father.

But I still kept going. I didn’t have the luxury of stopping. Too many people depended on me. Too many homes still needed the lights on, the bills paid, and the groceries bought. So I buried my grief deep, pretending I was okay when I wasn’t. Pretending to be strong when I was barely holding on.

I was a young man playing a grown man’s game, and life wasn’t dealing me any favors.

Trouble with the Law

When you grow up fighting to survive, survival becomes your instinct—even when it means breaking the law.

I didn’t wake up one day and decide to be a criminal. I woke up every day trying to keep the lights on, trying to make sure my people had something to eat. But the streets don’t care about your reasons. Survival doesn’t make you exempt from consequences.

The first time I was locked up, I was still just a teenager. 1.5 years behind bars—but time feels different when you're that young. Every day felt like a year. At first, I was angry—angry at the system, at the world, and most of all, at myself. But prison has a way of quieting the noise. When the walls close in and the distractions are stripped away, you’re left with one thing: yourself.

That’s when the reflection began.

I started reading—anything I could get my hands on. Novels, biographies, scripture. Words became my escape. They helped me see a world outside the one I had come from. I hit the prison yard too—working out not just to stay fit, but to release the anger I didn’t know how to express. The physical discipline gave me mental clarity.

I even started praying—not because I had some deep revelation, but because I had nowhere else to turn. I wasn’t religious, but I was searching. Searching for peace, for purpose, for something bigger than the pain.

After I got out, I swore I’d never go back. But life on the outside wasn’t forgiving. With a record and no real guidance, the opportunities were slim. I fell back into old habits, thinking I could hustle my way into a better life. All I really did was buy myself another prison sentence—this time, three years.

Three years to think. Three years to feel the weight of every decision. Three years of missing birthdays, funerals, and ordinary days that you never realize you’ll miss until they’re gone.

Crisis, Faith, and Near-Death Experience

It’s one thing to feel like you're living on the edge—it’s another to come face-to-face with death and realize you might not make it back.

The night of the car accident is still burned into my memory. One moment I was moving through the streets like I always did—fast, restless, reckless—and the next, I was surrounded by broken glass, twisted metal, and the taste of blood. I remember the silence right after the crash. No sirens, no shouts. Just me, still and bleeding, trying to figure out if I was alive.

Sixty stitches across my face. My skin split open, but that wasn’t the worst of it. What cut the deepest was the truth I couldn't escape anymore: I was wasting my life. I was supposed to die that night. But I didn’t. And I had no idea why.

Family had been praying for me for years. My grandmother, especially—her faith was unshakable, even when mine didn’t exist. She used to say, “God’s got His hand on you, even when you’re running from Him.” I didn’t want to hear it then. But after the accident, I started to wonder if she was right.

That’s when I started going to church—not because I was suddenly holy, but because I was searching. I needed answers. I needed peace. I needed to believe that maybe, just maybe, there was still hope for me.

I’d sit in the back, quiet, arms folded, not trusting anybody. But something about being in that space—the music, the Word, the prayers—started to break through the walls I’d spent years building. It was like the voice of God was whispering through all the noise: “You’re still here for a reason.”

Reflection and Realization

Prison can break a man—or build him, if he lets it. For me, it was both.

Behind those walls, life slowed down. Every day looked the same: the same cell, the same food, the same routine. At first, it felt like punishment—like life was making me pay for everything I’d done. But somewhere in that stillness, something unexpected started to happen. I began to think. Really think.

Without the noise of the streets or the pressure of survival, I started asking myself questions I had always been too distracted—or too afraid—to face:

Who am I without the hustle? What do I believe in? What am I running from? Why do I feel like I’m not enough unless I’m struggling?

I read everything I could get my hands on—books about history, spirituality, psychology. I worked out daily, trying to discipline my body the same way I was trying to discipline my mind. I journaled, prayed, and reflected. I listened to older men who spoke with wisdom that came from scars. And I started to see how many of us were trapped—not just in a physical prison, but in mental ones too.
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