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“This work reminds us that few reach success without the support of immediate and extended family. From the first uncertain steps of childhood to the winding roads of adulthood, this memoir is a tapestry woven from moments of laughter, heartbreak, and discovery. With candor and wit, the author invites you into her world—where ordinary days turn extraordinary and every setback carries the seed of renewal. Through family tales, personal triumphs, and unexpected detours, these pages offer a deep human exploration of resilience and hope.


“Deepak Chopra’s concept of ‘synchrodestiny,’ is evident in every chapter.


“Tender, unflinching, and moving, this memoir reminds us that the path to understanding oneself is rarely straight and never dull. Step inside and discover a life honestly lived and one which verifies we must lift as we climb.”


—Harriet L. Elam-Thomas,


US Ambassador (Ret.)


“Reading Made for This feels like sitting down with a trusted friend who’s willing to share the real story—the victories, the doubts, and the moments in between. DeAngela Burns-Wallace writes with honesty, humor, and grace, offering lessons that resonate far beyond the page. This book isn’t just for leaders—it’s for anyone ready to embrace their full, authentic self.”


—Rich Bracken,


Founder, Unstoppable Solutions


“It’s a rare day when someone can share so honestly the depths and peaks of struggles while also recognizing how to harness the power of your underlying ecosystem of contributors for meaningful personal and professional success. Using direct and simple storytelling, DeAngela provides a masterclass in learning lessons from the past to chart your best journey forward. Or more simply put: Because I believe no one wins alone, this is one of the most inspiring books I’ve ever read.”


—Julie Lorenz,


Former leader of the Kansas Department of Transportation
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To my son, Xavier.


You are my joy, motivation, and inspiration, always. Continue to shine brightly and walk your own path. In your eyes, I see the future, and it is bright.


With love and pride.




 


“Perhaps you were born for such a time as this.” —Esther 4:14


“When I stand before God at the end of my life, I would hope that I would not have a single bit of talent left but could say I’ve used everything you gave me.” —Erma Bombeck


Esther and Erma set the stage …
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FOREWORD


Made for This is a memoir by DeAngela Burns-Wallace that captures the life story of a determined, success-bound, female African American who overcame many unpredictable obstacles along the way that might have stymied anyone else. Not DeAngela. She is a powerhouse, and her story is an instructive, alluring must-read for the young who are finding their way in today’s complicated and rapidly changing professional world and for older generations who will glean insight into the depth of influence they can and should exert on succeeding generations. Throughout this riveting manuscript, DeAngela’s character shines through as an impressive leader who is devoted to mentoring, bringing about systemic improvements, and generally making the world a better place.


Born in the center of America’s heartland, DeAngela was brought up by unforgettable relatives, including the indomitable Aunt Peaches; a hard-charging, impeccably honest father; and an industrious, creative mother, all of whom instilled in her a sense of self-confidence that would serve her well as she embarked on her professional life, beginning with her assignments in the Foreign Service. It was during her first overseas assignment to China that she learned fundamental lessons of leadership that would serve her well throughout her career. I met DeAngela while serving as director of the US State Department’s Foreign Service Institute (FSI), which trains diplomats for overseas duty. Her enthusiasm and commitment to FSI’s training and her obvious intelligence made her a standout who attracted my attention. Consequently, it was my pleasure to become her mentor and to follow her career in the Foreign Service, academia, state government, the private sector, and now philanthropy.


Readers will be mesmerized by her very successful and exciting time in the Foreign Service, where she learned to speak Chinese, experienced post-apartheid South Africa, and was advised by luminaries such as Ambassador Susan Rice. Then she stepped out on faith into the world of academia. There, she excelled at Stanford University, the University of Missouri, and the University of Kansas. Readers will be inspired by her passion for improving student success and expanding educational access to students of color. DeAngela’s experiences shed light on the fact that without diverse voices at the leadership table, organizations are not equipped to deal with the issues of race, equity, and inclusion. DeAngela always claimed a seat at the table, bringing creative, workable solutions to intractable problems.


I was proud to watch as DeAngela assumed her duties as secretary of administration for the state of Kansas, where she adeptly changed the perception of the Department of Administration from a convenient entity for other government departments to blame for their own shortcomings to one that was perceived as a solution finder, not a hindrance. DeAngela’s handling of the divisiveness and other work-related problems that arose during COVID-19 demonstrated true leadership worthy of emulation.


Throughout the story of her life, DeAngela placed emphasis on family and friends—her son, Xavier, is the pride of her life. Her parents are an integral part of her support system, and the friends, mentors, and professional colleagues who have helped her along the way all come together to provide her with the strength to succeed and to become an unforgettable force of nature whose positive influence on those she interacts with makes an indelible impression. This book leaves the reader inspired, with many useful ideas on how to approach life successfully while helping others do the same.


—Ambassador Ruth A. Davis


About Ambassador Davis


Ruth A. Davis was a distinguished American diplomat who broke barriers throughout her forty-year career. She was the first woman to serve as senior watch officer in the Operations Center (1982–1984), the first African American to lead the Foreign Service Institute (1997–2001), and the first African American woman to become director general of the Foreign Service (2001–2003). Ambassador Davis also achieved the rank of career ambassador, being the only African American woman to do so, and held this title longer than any other officer. In 2016, she was honored with the American Foreign Service Association’s Lifetime Contributions to American Diplomacy award.


Upon retirement, Ambassador Davis was the highest-ranking Foreign Service officer. Even in retirement, she remained active, holding leadership roles in various organizations that advocated for women’s economic empowerment and promoted the recruitment and retention of individuals of color in the Foreign Service. She passed away on May 3, 2025, eight months after reading this manuscript and writing this foreword. I am most thankful for her contribution.




 


INTRODUCTION


THE CHAMPION











“The Champion”


I was made for this


I was born to win


I am the champion


—Carrie Underwood, featuring Ludacris











For the first time in my life, I took a pause.


As a good friend of mine has termed it, an intentional pause. A time to step away from work and various responsibilities and to focus on the future me and mine. And what did I do during this pause? I decided to write a book. Doesn’t sound like much of a pause, does it?


Made for This has been a true labor of love. A labor of love that has invoked deep joy and residual pain (and maybe just a bit of therapy). My journey is one of love, loss, triumph, and remembrance. Over the years, I have chosen to openly share pieces of my journey in conversations and keynotes. Then there are other pieces that I have chosen to only share with family and friends closest to me because opening yourself up to share beyond what people see in a quick post on social media is not an easy task.


I began the writing of this book in much the same way. When I first sat down with my editor, I told her, “This book is going to be a series of lessons in leadership.” I had outlined chapters and ten clear leadership tenets that would drive the narrative. The whole book was centered around those tenets, from the chapter titles to how we organized the stories to the research. It was going to be a leadership-inspired memoir driven by my leadership lessons, first and foremost, and my personal stories as backdrops to the lessons. But as the stories unfolded, I realized that I was using the leadership tenets as a mask to hold back and to only share what fit nicely with my public image.


But as a leader, I have come to understand that it is imperative that we share not only the triumphs but also the vulnerabilities, doubts, challenges, and failures that bring us to those triumphs, for they are necessary pieces of everyone’s journey.


As those personal stories came to life, so too did the individuals involved, along with the realization that some parts of my journey were also other people’s stories and that not all the stories were mine to tell. I worked hard to ensure that it was my perspective, my understanding, and my lived experiences that were written on the pages that follow. I did my best to keep everyone as whole as possible, allowing them to hold their own stories and tell their truths.


The process of writing this book invoked its own doubts, challenges, and, yes, triumphs (my book has made it into your hands!). When I took a step back early in the process, I doubted if anyone would even want to read my story. My story doesn’t feel remarkable or special to me; I’m not a famous household name or celebrity. My godsister helped me cast those doubts aside when she said, “You are an inspiration. It is an honor to know you and be a part of your journey. You have so much to share; never doubt that.”


Further along in the writing process, when my editor and early readers uncovered my masks, I was challenged to dig deeper and reveal myself more fully. It was not easy, but I pushed myself to meet those challenges.


So, who am I? I am a leader. I am a woman. I am a Black woman. I am a mother. I am a sister. I am a daughter. I am an aunt. I am a cousin. I am a friend. I am a partner. I am a mentor. I am a mentee. I am an educator. I am a policymaker. I am a philanthropist. I am an author. I am just me. We are each unique, multifaceted, and powerful beings that move through this life trying to learn, connect, love, and dream. I am honored and humbled to share my unique journey with you. One that I hope inspires you, makes you think, and validates not only who you are but who you want to be.


My story is grounded in leadership, legacy, and living unapologetically. If you are a newly emerging leader or one looking for renewal and inspiration, I hope you enjoy the ride!


About the Music …


I walk through life with a soundtrack always playing in my head. Music touches people in the purest way. The intro, the first lyrics, or the string of a particular instrument takes you back to childhood memories, high school dances, college friends, family events, and moments of a lifetime. Each chapter is titled with a song, and each chapter opens with a few lines from that song. I hope you hear my soundtrack as you walk with me through my story, and I hope you create your own soundtrack to inspire you along the way. Enjoy!




 


CHAPTER 1


FAMILY FIRST











“Family First”


Nothing’s better than family,


For the ones who love you so


—Whitney Houston, Cissy Houston, Dionne Warwick, and family











One of my earliest memories is helping pick tomatoes from my granny’s garden out back as a small child and setting them on the windowsill to watch them turn from green to red. Red meant we could shake a little salt on them and eat them like apples. That was the best. Everyone was welcome to Granny’s tomatoes, along with all the other food she grew or made. When you walked into her dining room, the white roaster oven was always filled with chicken and dumplings or turkey and dressing, sitting there warm and ready, and under her glass cake holder was always a homemade German chocolate cake or sweet potato pie. There was always something cooking and something to eat for everyone at Granny’s.


Granny’s kind smile and deep, full laugh were as welcoming as the delicious aromas that wafted through the kitchen. Her skin was the color and smoothness of caramel, and when she’d tell us to go “warsh your hands in the zinc,” her Dumas, Arkansas, drawl was unmistakable. Granny was my dad’s mom. Her name was Fannie Mae Ford, but everyone called her Aunt Peaches. She was the person everyone in the family, the church, and the neighborhood went to if they were in need.


When family members came in from out of town, it was time to take care of them. That meant Granny cooked nonstop. Fish of all types—whiting, buffalo, and catfish—would always be in the sink or the fryer beside large pots of spaghetti. On every available surface in the house or on the porch, adults played backgammon, spades, bid whist, or dominoes. We kids took turns cranking the homemade ice cream maker, and when it wasn’t our turn, we were back playing freeze tag in the yard. For some families, this may only happen on a holiday or a special occasion. For my family, this is how Granny taught us to welcome those we loved—our family and friends—every day.


If Granny couldn’t offer help herself, she called on others to help. When my dad transferred home to a local college, trying to finish his degree, he was working a full-time job, but he could not afford his schoolbooks. With me on the way, Granny told Dad’s older brother, “Go pay for that boy’s books.” And he did. Several years later, my aunt’s car broke down, and she needed help making car payments on a new vehicle. Granny called Dad and said, “Jerome, help your sister with her payments.” And he did, even while working overtime to provide for his own family.


My dad said he learned to treat people with dignity, respect, and care because of Granny. It was just her way; it became his way and my way.


My dad, Jerome, or JB as many called him on the job, worked long hours as a telephone repairman. He was the one who came into your home and fixed the phone jack and climbed the poles outside of your house to make sure you could communicate with your family and friends. The telephone was a utility back then in a way that is different now. Before cell phones, when phone lines went down, it meant people could only connect in person. There were no alternatives to calling on the phone—no email or social media. No means to call in case of an emergency meant the telephone was a critical utility that required my dad to sometimes work nights, weekends, and holidays. My granny lived in the city, right around the corner from where my dad worked, and I remember my dad would work the morning of a holiday and then come over to my granny’s house, and all the family would be there. He’d go upstairs and take a shower and change into the clean clothes my mom brought him. Then he’d come down and eat. Being in the service industry meant you had to get your job done; you had to take care of the people. For my dad, that meant the people he worked with too.


Back then, the crew my dad worked with was predominately white and male, yet they served a predominately Black inner-city neighborhood. It was the neighborhood my father grew up in and my granny still lived in. I remember in my early teens, the late eighties, being introduced to a new colleague of my dad’s, Kim. She had transferred to the crew with some trepidation—about the crew demographics and new, unfamiliar neighborhoods to navigate. She immediately gravitated to my dad, asking him for assistance and information and going out to lunch with him to learn more. My dad later learned that, before transferring, Kim had asked around about whom she should connect with to ease her transition. She had been told time and time again, “Start with Burns. He’s a good guy.” When my dad shares this story, he quickly adds, “I was raised to be a helpful person. If I can help you, I will.”


My mom, Mary, is as giving as my dad. She started her higher education at what was then called Central Missouri College, but in the early 1970s, a young Black woman studying art was not encouraged. She returned home after her freshman year and enrolled in a premier interior design school in Kansas City. She completed the program, which guaranteed a job in the interior design field, but my mom, the only Black student, was also the only graduate who was never placed and who never received her certification. Soon enough, she had a family to help support and bills to pay, and she found work as an accounting clerk. My mom excelled at her job, and she worked for some major corporations during her career.


My mom never gave up on her real dreams or lost her creativity or passion for art. When she was in her forties, she started her own event planning business that delivered spectacular events for more than six hundred guests at venues as large as the Chiefs’ Arrowhead Stadium in Kansas City, Missouri. An amazing artist who freely shares her gifts, my mom has used her talents to create and sell crafts throughout the years. But mostly, she uses them to celebrate and acknowledge important milestones in the lives of those she loves. For years, she has created and sent handcrafted cards to family and friends. During the pandemic, she created more than two hundred cards and just as many masks for me to send out to staff and colleagues to help encourage them during those challenging times.


I grew up watching my parents work hard every day, and they instilled that work ethic in me and my brother, Jason. They also instilled an acknowledgment and understanding that everyone is important and that everyone has value and should be treated as such. Our extended families on both sides lived those same values. If a family member, friend, or neighbor needed help, we helped. It’s just what we did.


I remember helping my mom pack up food to bring to family or friends. My mom and dad purchased a cow each year, and each year they shared half of that cow with my mom’s sister’s family, never worrying about the cost and only helping to meet family members’ needs. When I was around twelve, one of my cousins was in a life-threatening situation halfway across the country, and her mother did not have the means to get to her quickly. My parents took money out of their savings to fly my aunt there to pick up her child and fly them both back home. I remember thinking, “My daddy can help save everyone.” I can hear my dad say, as he so often does, “That’s just how I was raised.”


My parents didn’t have to tell me how to treat people; they lived it for me to see every day, and my parents and my granny made sure my brother and I were surrounded by people who shared those same values—values that were born of and nourished by our faith.


So much of how our family moves through the world is rooted in our faith. Being a proud, Black, God-fearing woman, Granny was passionate in her commitment to treating everyone with kindness. She was a founding member of Paradise Missionary Baptist Church in Kansas City, Missouri. My dad came up in that church, and my mom, once they got married, joined that church. They would bring my brother and me up in that church. I would get married in that church. Paradise was my granny’s everything, and the community she built within her church would impact my life in so many ways, including providing me with my first taste of what it felt like to lead.




 


CHAPTER 2


GRATEFUL











“Grateful”


Grateful, grateful, grateful, grateful


Grateful, grateful, grateful, grateful


Grateful, grateful, grateful, gratefulness is flowing from my heart


—Hezekiah Walker and the Love Fellowship Choir











I felt so much pride as I stood in the center of Paradise’s sanctuary in my crisp black suit, black shoes, white shirt, name tag, and white gloves. When I held up my white-gloved hand, people stopped until I directed them where to go. When the pastor was ready to receive the offering or to pray over the congregation, it was the ushers whom he signaled to pass the offering baskets or shut down the aisle. I was one of those ushers. Ushers controlled the flow of the sanctuary, and the adults had to listen to them, no matter how little or young they were. Many of my friends sang in the choir. I would say, “Y’all can go sing up in the choir if y’all want to.” I didn’t care that I couldn’t sing because being an usher—being in charge—was so much better.


Pulling on my pristine white gloves just before taking my post on Youth Sundays filled me with so much confidence and joy. Those gloves were the final touch to my usher uniform. A uniform of authority. A uniform that commanded respect.


It was heavy stuff for a kid, and it was not a game. It was a serious responsibility that came with high expectations. As a youth usher, I watched the adult ushers closely. I wanted to look as crisp and clean as they did, to stand as straight as they did, and to perform my duties in exactly the way they did. I made sure my offering tray was ready with neatly stacked envelopes and that the folds in my programs were just so. Ushers didn’t just hand out the programs; we were also in charge of putting the programs together. I remember collecting the freshly printed pages from the secretary’s office in the back of the church and then laying the pages one on top of the other before putting one staple exactly in the middle to hold them all together. We would then take great pains to fold along that staple and crease the programs just the right way. The lead usher’s folds were on point, and I was determined that mine would be too.


On Youth Sundays, which were the fourth Sunday of every month, all aspects of the church services were run by us kids. We read scriptures, did the announcements, led prayers, and, of course, ushered and sang in the choir. It was a natural expectation at Paradise that, as a member of the community, no matter your age, you had to be a responsible and engaged member. You had to show up in a certain way, and we were encouraged and empowered to do so at every turn.


My mom was very active in coordinating the youth program, and so, my brother and I would spend our summers at Paradise with my mom. Jason is five years younger than me. That meant I was an only child for the first five years of my life. I’ll be honest; gaining a sibling was an adjustment for me. While I don’t have any memory of this, my mom says I dropped Jason on his head a lot when he was little. Because of our age difference, our time in school, our friends, and our interests never really overlapped. But church was different because it was about family and community, and regardless of age, we were all immersed together in one way or another. In those spaces together, Jason felt it was his job to report to my mother any small infraction I may have made—even something as small as talking to a boy for “too long.” At home, he was the typical little brother who would stand in the hallway, with his toes perfectly lined up at the edge of my door, goading me to yell, “Get out of my room!” (which I always did) so he could then point at his feet and say, “I’m not in your room.”


During those growing-up years, I thought of Jason in the same way that most of my friends thought of their younger siblings: They were pests to be barely tolerated. When we grew into adulthood, that five-year gap became insignificant, and I came to appreciate the caring, strong, and intelligent human being my brother had always been. But until then, I made little time for him. And of course, I always tried to sneak away from him during those fun, hot summers.


The summer youth program that my mom and other youth leaders put together was much broader than a typical summer vacation Bible school. We had all kinds of activities at the church, including mini sports tournaments, game nights, meal preparations, and so much more.


We also had the opportunity, as members of the youth ministry at Paradise, to attend Baptist youth conferences across the country. It’s challenging for me to fully explain the breadth of the lessons I learned at those youth conferences and the power those lessons still hold for me today, but I will do my best to share what I now understand is the very foundation of all that I have done and continue to do.


That said, this may sound crazy, but when I recollect that time, the memory that jumps most vividly to my mind is acting upon my first crush.


My girlfriends (many of whom were my cousins I grew up with) and I were excited for our first youth conference. The expectation of decorum and responsibility had been embedded in us, and we rose to the challenge, putting on our Sunday best clothes, making sure our hair was just right, and, most importantly, steadfastly listening to our elders and following the rules they had established. Standing in front of the church, next to a mountain of suitcases waiting to be loaded, we struggled to balance our urge to laugh and shout with excitement and our desire to act more grown up than we were as the large, gleaming charter buses pulled up in front of us and opened their doors, beckoning us in.


Standing just beyond the top of those steps, air conditioning swirling around me, and feeling the soft, cushy material as I placed my hand on top of a seat to steady myself and turn around to smile at my friends, I was breathless. I had never been on a bus that luxurious before. I’m not sure which one of us noticed first, but we were all stunned to find an actual bathroom in the back of the bus. A bathroom on a bus!


Once we made our way further down the aisle, we began giggling and whispering about which girls were going to sit next to which boys and which boys were smiling at us—all that awkward adolescent relationship dancing teenagers do. Down the aisle, all the way in the back, there sat my crush—alone. That set off a new round of giggles, and my girlfriends nudged me on, “Go sit with Shawn.”


I could hardly contain my smile as I mustered up my courage and then threaded my way between the kids still standing in the aisle negotiating their own seating arrangements, hoping and praying all the way that no one would snatch that seat from me. I was a freshman in high school, and Shawn was a junior. At that age, a two-year gap is wide, and I’m sure Shawn thought of me as a younger sister type. But before I lost my nerve, I plopped myself down next to him, and he smiled at me and said, “Hi, Dee.” I remember squealing to my girlfriends afterward, “He knew who I was!” Now, of course, with hindsight, I know that it would have been impossible for him not to know who I was. We all knew each other because we all spent every Sunday in church together and every Wednesday—and sometimes Saturdays—at youth activities together. Given the size of our church, you would have had to be invisible for everyone not to know who you were. But in that moment, on that bus, with hours of sitting side by side stretching ahead of us, Shawn’s knowing who I was felt special and amazing. Over the next couple of days, I smiled at him and talked to him every chance I had, and that was enough of a connection for my naive thirteen-year-old self.


That was a big part of the beauty of those youth conferences: They provided us kids with a little bit of independence in an environment where we felt safe and supported and where our parents felt safe sending us. Yes, there were always adults present, many of whom I was related to, whether they were parents, aunts, uncles, or godparents. All of us had family connections that ran deep. And those who weren’t family became an extension of our family through our shared experiences with and love for Paradise and our religious faith. But even within the confines of the bus, the chaperoning adults provided us space. They all sat up front together, giving us kids the rest of the bus to explore relationships with our peers in a different environment.


As amazing as riding the fancy bus and sitting next to my crush were, stepping into that first plenary session of the conference left me awestruck. It was in a huge, noisy space with rows upon rows of tables and a couple of thousand people huddling in small groups, chatting, lining up for their name tags and conference packages, or weaving in and out of the tables in search of a seat. At the front of the room was a large dais, and on top of it was a blur of motion as chairs, tables, microphones, and people were being adjusted for the opening session. I could feel my friend tugging on my arm to go, but I stood firmly planted, reveling in the wonder of it all: What is this, how does this work, and who are these people? I wanted answers to all of it.


All these years later, I couldn’t tell you what the content of those plenary sessions or the many breakout workshops I attended was. What I can recall is the incredible sense of empowerment. The awe of the opportunity to serve at that important conference as a delegate for my church and as a participant in that gathering of teenagers from Baptist churches across the country and to do so in an environment that, again, felt so safe and supportive of who I was and what I could accomplish.


The conferences were run as professionally as any conference I’ve participated in as an adult. While it was tailored to teenagers, it was not trivialized for us in any way. We followed proper parliamentary procedures. We learned how to run a meeting, how to network, and how to confidently navigate a conference of magnitude. It was the start of feeling like we were part of something much bigger than ourselves, our families, and our own churches. Most of the churches represented at the conference were Black churches, but I don’t know if we even thought about that at the time. What we understood was that we were all part of an association of churches and we were representing the youth of that association.


These experiences that my parents and my church exposed me to not only laid the foundation for how I carry myself in the professional world today; they also fueled the strategy nerd I was destined to become.


When I left that first conference, I was energized and full of ideas, and lucky for me, so was my friend, Sherice. Within minutes of the bus departing from the conference center for our return trip home, Sherice and I had our heads bent together, whispering and glancing from side to side as if we were sharing national secrets that no one else should hear. What do we do with all this information? was at the heart of our impassioned impromptu strategy session. Sherice was an usher like me, and at that conference, we had heard from ushers at other churches about how their systems worked—and we liked some of their ways better than the way our usher program worked. Some of them didn’t wear gloves, and some of them had cool name tags. “How can we get our usher board to agree to do things differently?” we asked as we continued to strategize in hushed tones. If no one overheard us, we thought, no one could tell us no before we even hatched a plan.


The Sunday after we returned from the youth conference, all the kids who had attended it were called to the front of the congregation. One or two of the older youth were tasked with sharing a little bit about our experience and lessons from the conference, and all the adults cheered and clapped for us.


The following week, Sherice and I had our strategy mapped out, and we presented our requests to the usher board. We were denied. My granny and the other founding members, who oversaw the usher board, were very traditional, and they saw the changing of our gloves or our name tags as too drastic, and that was that. But I continued to ask questions, bring new ideas, and challenge the status quo based on what I learned and heard, and we were exhilarated by the few small wins we managed to garner along the way. This process would serve to teach me that it was more about the how than the what. How do you lead, grow, and change?


Growing up, I felt that Paradise was home to me. It was the first place I led. It was the first place I loved. Just as it was Granny’s everything, it became my everything.


It wasn’t until I became an adult that I understood the bigger role that churches play in the Black community and the impact they have on how I continue to move through the world. As I look back and think about some of the women and men who were in various leadership roles in the church, I now understand they were leaders outside of the church too—in their jobs and in political and community roles. They modeled commitment, responsibility, and leadership and encouraged us to do the same. Black churches serve as political entities. They are often the core and the heartbeat of our communities. Black community, state, and national leaders visit churches like Paradise to inform their members of the issues inside and outside of their own communities and show them how to mobilize for a cause. Our churches provide the foundation on which faith, family, and community are built. My family was raised on that foundation.


It was a foundation that taught me that everyone matters and that everyone should have equal access to opportunities. It is that foundation upon which I have built my leadership career.
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