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To the Unborn Ones

whose faces I cannot see

but whose skin will shine

like all the sunlit peoples

and none at all.

And to the Wounded Ones

who were hated for their hue,

who bore the burden,

who survived long enough

to dream of Tan.

You walked so the world could mix.

You suffered so the soul could rise.

You are not forgotten.

You are the prophecy.
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I did not set out to write this book. I arrived at it the way one arrives at a confession—slowly, unwillingly, and with a sense that silence had become a form of complicity. For many years I watched the world fracture itself along lines it pretended were natural, inevitable, even sacred. I listened as skin was made into scripture, pigment into prophecy, and difference into destiny. I observed how we learned to defend these divisions with law, with science, with history selectively remembered and conveniently forgotten. And I wondered, with growing unease, whether humanity had mistaken the surface of the body for the substance of the soul.

This book is not born of optimism. It is born of witness. I have seen suffering pressed into flesh because of its shade. I have seen love outlawed, children confused, mothers blamed, fathers erased, and entire peoples taught to despise their own reflection. I have also seen how, paradoxically, pain has forced closeness where comfort would never dare to tread. History’s cruelties have mingled bloodlines long before love was permitted to do so freely. Out of violence came children. Out of hatred came unions that law could not prevent forever. Out of ruin came a future no tyrant could fully control.

BEFORE TAN is written in the belief that history is not only a record of what happened, but a revelation of what must change. It is not a political treatise, though it will trouble politics. It is not a scientific manual, though it will speak of bodies and inheritance. It is not a religious text, though it will echo the oldest spiritual truths known to humankind. It is, instead, a moral testimony—an attempt to name what we have done to one another, and what we are becoming despite ourselves.

The word Tan in these pages is not a cosmetic fantasy, nor a simplistic erasure of identity. It is a symbol and a trajectory. It represents the slow, inevitable convergence of humanity—biological, cultural, and spiritual—driven by migration, love, catastrophe, and time itself. It is the quiet rebellion of life against the cages we built for it. It is the reminder that nature has never honored our hierarchies, even when civilizations died defending them.

This book asks much of its reader. It asks for patience in the face of discomfort, for humility where certainty once reigned, and for compassion where judgment feels easier. It will speak of rape, war, trafficking, disaster, and despair—not to sensationalize suffering, but to honor the truth that healing cannot begin where wounds are denied. It will also speak of hope, not as a sentimental promise, but as a discipline—a vow humanity must choose to keep.

I write as neither prophet nor judge, but as an observer standing at the threshold of an age that is ending. The old myths of racial purity are collapsing under their own contradictions. The old borders of identity are eroding, not because we planned it so, but because life itself refuses to remain segregated. What comes next will not be perfect. It will not be painless. But it may be more honest.

If you seek comfort, this book may unsettle you. If you seek arguments, it may frustrate you. But if you seek understanding—if you are willing to look beyond skin into the deeper architecture of the human story—then read on, slowly. Read as one who listens, not as one who prepares to reply.
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