














Pastor Mason Betha REVELATIONS I’m grateful for all the blessings bestowed on me.
Now it’s time for me to serve God in His way.
The Lord sends messages when He’s ready and not necessarily when we are.
No longer Saul, now I’m Paul.
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To Jesus. I love Jesus for all He’s done for me.
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I think my most distinct quality even to this day is my voice. When I was in school people used to say, “He’s slow.” They would laugh. “Let him read,” they would beg the teacher. The teacher would say, “You don’t put any emphasis on what you say. Your reading is boring.” And then everybody would laugh. Most girls would make jokes at me saying, “spit it out, spit it out.” I would say always, “I ain’t slow. I’m just calm.”


I put time into what I say. I don’t just speak. Some people say whatever’s on their mind. But I put thought into what I say. Then I became famous for it. Today I don’t speak slow when I’m preaching the word of God. And they ain’t laughing anymore….





CONTENTS


Prologue


PART ONE   Old Testament: The Lime


ONE   God’s Going to Do a New Thing


TWO   In the Beginning


THREE   The Magic Dragon


FOUR   Notoriety


FIVE   Let My People Go!


SIX   My Job Is Working for Jesus


SEVEN   False Prophets


EIGHT   Lost and Found


PART TWO   New Testament: The Light


NINE   Flesh of My Flesh


TEN   God-made Man


ELEVEN   Pastor Jonathan Carter


TWELVE   S.A.N.E. Ministries


THIRTEEN   The Root of All Evil


FOURTEEN   Steps to Staying Faithful











PROLOGUE


On April 9, 1999 at approximately 8:05 P.M., Ma$e, noted rapper who sold more than three million copies of his first album Harlem World, was pronounced dead. He left behind four cars—one Range Rover, a silver BMW, a black Tahoe, a black Mercedes SL convertible, and jewelry worth more than $200,000, a multimillion dollar recording deal with Bad Boy Records, dozens of women from the west coast to the east coast and a few unnamed countries outside the United States, and a host of other fans and groupies. His cause of death: Jesus Christ. Elder Gus, the senior statesman of Salvation Deliverance Church on 116th Street in Harlem, was the preacher on this particular Sunday. He stood there in his white robe that hung loose over his body, gripping both sides of the pulpit with a courageous conviction and he said words I will never forget. “God is about to do a new thing,” he said. “I know y’all hear that all the time. But I’m telling you, God is about to do a new thing. He said something to the effect of: God is not waitin’ for you Christians. He will go into the gutters, into the crack houses, into entertainment and find men and women who are willing to preach the gospel!” And he looked up as if he was staring right at me. I was sitting in the balcony with a skull cap on and a hoodie over that. But it was like he picked me out of the crowd. And I’m thinking, “What is he talking about? And what’s this got to do with me?” I had not been to church since Easter or Christmas—you know one of them holidays when people who ain’t been to church all year make an appearance. And I had no idea why I went that day. I had spent the night before sexing and drinking. I woke up that morning looking for some weed to smoke when my girl asked me totally out of the blue if I wanted to go to church. Church? My mind was saying, “I don’t think so!” But my mouth said, “Yeah.” So I put on some jeans that hung off my behind and I threw on a hoodie, finished my joint, and went to church probably smelling like weed. As I came into the door I walked past an old lady who grabbed my arm and said, “God’s gonna bless you today, young man, I see it already.” I was like, “Whatever!” and made my way to the balcony. I didn’t want to see anybody and I didn’t want anybody seeing me. I got a seat in a corner of the balcony and Elder Gus was doing the altar call. “By the end of the service God is going to do something that eyes haven’t seen, ears haven’t heard, or the mind hasn’t thought,” he said. “Watch it happen today. God’s gonna do a new thing. God’s gonna do a new thing!” I’m thinking, “Alright, you said God’s gonna do a new thing already! When’s he gonna do it?” Never did I think for once that I was a part of the new thing. Elder Gus kept preaching and by the time he got to the actual altar call, I felt something move inside me. It was like God was saying to me, “Get up out that seat, Mason! You’re tired of being Ma$e, tired of complaining about what comes with the industry, tired of being in the industry. Tired of record labels. Tired of having people around you only because you have money.” God said, “Are you tired of lying to yourself about being happy? Get up out the seat. Do you want to know what kind of man you are? Get out the seat. Do you want to know how powerful you are without an iced-out chain? Get out of that seat. Does the money make you? Do the cars make you? Stay in that seat. But if you want the answers to the questions you have about your life, get up, Mason. Get up!” And I did.


—from Revelations, Chapter One







Old Testament The Lime
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He brought me also out of a horrible pit, out of the miry clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and established my goings And he hath put a new song in my mouth, even praise unto our God: many shall see it, and fear, and shall trust in the LORD.


—PSALM 40:2-3




ONE
God’s Going to Do a New Thing



Elder Gus, one of the preachers at the Salvation Deliverance Church on 116th Street in Harlem, was leading the altar call on this particular Sunday. He was short and stocky with slicked-back hair. He was one of them hummin’-and-moanin’ preachers. He stood at the altar in his white robe, gripping both sides of the pulpit with a conviction that I’d never seen before.


And he spoke these words that I will never forget:


“God is about to do a new thing,” he said. “I know y’all hear that all the time. But I’m telling you, God is about to do a new thing. He is not going to wait for you Christians. He will go into the gutters, into the crack houses, into entertainment, and find men and women who are willing to preach the gospel!”


And he looked up as if he was staring right at me. I was sitting in the balcony with a fitted hat on and a hoodie over that. But it was like he picked me out of the crowd. And I’m thinking, “What is he talking about? And what’s this got to do with me?”


I had not been in church since Easter or Christmas—one them holidays when people who ain’t been to church all year make their grand appearance. And I had no idea why I went that day. I had spent the night before sexing and drinking. I woke up that morning smoking weed when my girl asked me totally out of the blue if I wanted to go to church. Church?


I don’t think so!


But my mouth said, “Yeah.” So I put on some jeans that hung off my behind and I threw on a hoodie, finished my joint, and went to church smelling like weed.


As I came to the door, I walked passed an old lady who grabbed my arm and said, “God’s gonna bless you today, young man, I see it already.”


Whatever …


I wanted to be in the front of the church, but I didn’t want to see anybody and I didn’t want anybody seeing me. So I grabbed a front row seat in the balcony. Elder Gus was doing the altar call.


“By the end of the service God is going to do something that eyes haven’t seen, ears haven’t heard, or the mind hasn’t thought,” he said. “Watch it happen today. God’s gonna do a new thing. God’s gonna do a new thing!”


I’m thinking, All, you said God’s gonna do a new thing already! When’s he gonna do it?


Elder Gus kept preaching, and by the time he got to the actual altar call, I felt something move inside me. It was like God was saying to me, “Get up out of that seat, Mason! You’re tired of being Ma$e, tired of complaining about what comes with the industry, tired of being in the industry. Tired of doing shows. Tired of allowing the radio to pimp you so they would play your music. Tired of the record labels. Tired of having people around you only because you have money.”


God said, “Are you tired of lying to yourself about being happy? Get out the seat. Do you want to know what kind of man you really are? Get out the seat. Do you want to know how powerful you are without an iced-out chain? Get out of that seat. Does the money make you? Do the cars make you? If they do, stay in that seat. But if you want the answers to the questions you have about your life, get up, Mason. Get up!”


And I did. Because I really wanted an answer.


I got up, with my fitted hat in my hand and my hoodie. I had on my baggy jeans and my Timberland boots and I walked down the stairs to the sanctuary. My girl was in shock. She couldn’t believe how I got up and walked there.


I walked through the sanctuary with my hat balled up in my hand and started down the aisle toward the altar. I could hear people were going crazy as I continued down the aisle. I think a few people even pulled out their cell phones and two-ways and were like, “Yo! Ma$e is at the altar!”


I don’t know what came over me. The Holy Ghost just snatched me up and I was at that altar crying. I don’t even know why I was crying, I was just crying. And when I finished, Ma$e was gone. God was doing a new thing. Hallelujah!


Another elder asked me what I did for a living. He couldn’t understand why the young people in the church were so excited. I said, “I’m a rapper.” He said, “No, you used to be a rapper.”


“Mister, you might not want to say-that,” I said.


“God is not a man,” he replied. “What God says is what’s going to happen even if you don’t want it to happen.”


He’s crazy. That’s why I don’t come to church.


“God is going to use you in a miraculous way,” he said.


Here they go again. Every time I come to church people are trying to tell me how God is going to use me.


But this time did feel different. It felt real.


I met Elder Paul Lloyd downstairs. He was in charge of counseling after salvation. Elder Paul continued where Elder Gus left off.


I asked him, “Do I have to give up rap?”


He just said, “God wants you to leave your old life behind and start a new thing.”


“Does that mean I have to give up rap?” I asked again.


“God wants you to start a new life,” he said.


“I can’t gospel-rap or nothing?” I asked.


“It’s not for me to tell you yes or no,” he said. “But what you’re doing now is not of God. I’m going to let God tell you where you need to take it and what you’re supposed to do.”


I’m supposed to get all this money from Bad Boy. If I quit now, I ain’t gonna get this money. So I’m sitting there, stressed out. Bad Boy and I were renegotiating for a couple of million dollars. I was heading to Los Angeles the next week to meet with my manager. I figured I would talk to him about it and he would find a way for me to stay in the game, get that money, and still serve God.


As soon as I got off the plane, in the airport, I bumped into this white man who asked me if I was a preacher. I was like, “Do I look like a preacher?!” I got tattoos showing and the whole nine. “I ain’t no pastor,” I said.


I hooked up with my manager, Phil Robinson, who worked for Magic Johnson. As we were getting into the car he asked me if I wanted to go with him to church. I couldn’t believe it.


“Nah, man,” I said. “Let’s go to the movies, to the Magic Johnson Theaters.”


I figured a movie would take my mind off my troubles. After the movies my cell phone rings and it was Michelle, this girl I used to go to school with. She told me that in her church they asked each member to pray for a celebrity for a whole year and watch God move. Since she knew me personally she had been praying for me all year.


“I don’t know why I’m telling you this, but God told me to tell you to get out while you still can,” she said.


These people are scaring me!


I don’t know what’s going on at this point. I called my mother and she said, “If that’s what God is saying to you, you better listen.” She told me it was scaring her to hear what I was telling her, especially seeing what had been happening to rappers at that time. Tupac had been killed. Biggie had just been killed.


“Why are you even entertaining this after what you know?” she asked. “What more do you need to happen?”


I went to church later that day with Phil Robinson—Faithful Central in Los Angeles. It’s a church where some celebrities go. Bishop Ulmer was preaching. During the altar call, there I was again, up there crying. L.L. Cool J was sitting in the front pew.


When I got to the altar, Bishop Ulmer asked me, “What are you willing to give up for the kingdom?” He was holding the mic to my mouth and I said, “I’m going to give up rap for the kingdom.”


It was the first time I had said it out loud. I looked out and my eyes connected with L’s and I could tell he was moved. He could see in my face, that me, Mason Betha, the jokester, was dead serious.


The night before I came out to Los Angeles, I was in Trump Plaza Hotel in Manhattan with a young lady doing what used to be one of my favorite hobbies—sex. During that time, I was having sex about four times a day and even when there wasn’t a girl around, I would watch pornographic videos.


I had spent all night in the studio working on my second album. I came back to my room on the forty-fifth floor, over-looking Central Park. On top of the world. I went through my electronic organizer and decided to call Melinda. She lived close enough to get there quickly. Melinda was a dark-skinned young lady with a banging body. She was beautiful.


She came over. I smoked my blunt and proceeded to get busy. No kissing, no foreplay. Midway through, this feeling came over me. It was not the usual feeling. I was getting sick to my stomach. It felt like I was having sex with my sister. I just got up and said, “I can’t do this no more!”


I walked around the room, with the condom still on, saying, “I can’t do this. I can’t do this no more.” She couldn’t understand what was happening. I couldn’t even understand what was happening, but I knew I couldn’t do it anymore.


I put on my clothes, dropped cab fare on the bed, and left. I had to get out of there. I walked around outside and ended up in a Barnes and Noble’s on Sixty-sixth Street. I bought a Living Word Bible. I was walking around with it under my arm. I was trying to read it without anybody seeing me. I sat down at a table in the corner of the store and opened it. “No man can serve God and money. He will love one and hate the other.” That’s the first scripture I saw.


I closed the Bible and opened it again. “What does it profit a man if he gains the whole world and loses his very soul?”


After I saw that I closed that joint. It was too scary. Every time I opened the Bible it was like God was talking directly to me.


I hooked up with my man Hud. We were sitting in my Jeep and I had my Bible with me.


“Open it up, man,” I said. “Just open it up and tell me what you see.”


He opened it and the Scripture wasn’t clearly speaking to him. He did it again. Nothing. Why when I did it was there a powerful message? Why me? ’Cause God was doing a new thing.


It didn’t start in that church in Los Angeles. That was just the first time I said out loud what I had to do. Before then, I was wondering: What did that church have to do with the church in New York? And why was that white guy in the airport asking if I was a preacher? That young girl, Michelle, who said God told her to tell me to get out while I still can? This was all within the span of two days. That was no coincidence.


Everywhere I went people were walking up, saying, “Yo, I’m praying for you.” Tia and Tamara (the twins from the Sister/Sister TV show) were saying, “We’re praying for you.” Why are all these people praying for me? And then it became so clear.


When I left that church in Los Angeles, this guy ran up to me before I got out of the door. He said, “Yo, I hope what you said you’re doing, you’re serious about. A couple of days before Tupac got killed he was in this church talking about doing the same thing.”


It was all too much for me. When I got back to New York I was still leery for a whole day. I didn’t want to believe what was happening to me. But after a day, I picked up that Bible again and opened it up and it opened to the Book of Luke. Jesus was talking to the rich young ruler and he said, “You still lack one thing. Sell everything you have and give to the poor, and you will gain a treasure in heaven. Then come follow me.”


Yeah, it was clear what I had to do. I was not going to run anymore.


“Get rid of everything and humble yourself so I can use you the way I need to,” He said.


The first moment I started talking to God, it was clear what He was saying back to me.


Why wasn’t I talking to Him all this time’?


He knew I was seriously seeking Him.


And I said, “God, if you don’t show me, I’m not going to make it. If you ain’t serious, God, let me just stay over here. If you don’t tell me exactly what I need to do, I can’t do it. Just tell me what to do, God. And I promise you I’ll do it.”


I got on a plane and went to Atlanta. I don’t even know why. When I got there, God told me to get rid of the Mercedes.


No, God, not the Mercedes!


God wouldn’t be telling me to get rid of that. I just prayed about that one. And I kept getting the same answer—get rid of the car. I brought the title to the church that I started going to and just gave it to a person in the church. They couldn’t believe it. They were so happy and it felt good to see that. There was a young lady in the church struggling in college. I gave her the diamonds out of my ears. I put them in her hands and said, “Be blessed.”


But God was like, “You still didn’t get rid of that chain, that ring, and that watch.” I had given away one of my trucks and I held on to the other one. It ended up getting stolen and crashed. I lost the chain and the ring.


“Okay, God, I’m getting the message,” I said.


I gave away the platinum bracelet and everything else. Everything I didn’t give away, God somehow took from me. He sure knows how to get your attention.


When people saw me, I even looked different. They could see it.


“Ma$e, what’s up?!” they would say. I couldn’t answer them. I wasn’t Ma$e anymore. They would see me without the jewelry and would say, “I think he’s broke,” or “Ma$e done sold out.” But I wasn’t broke. Shortly after I gave everything away God blessed me with everything. But what I thought was everything was nothing. And what I thought was nothing was everything. Everything to Ma$e was materialistic and that meant nothing to God. What I thought was nothing was peace. I thought happiness was nothing because you can’t be happy without money. Nothing to Ma$e is freedom. And now I know that’s everything.


Ma$e and Mason are two different people—two entirely different people. Mason is very intelligent. Mason can do anything he wants without the money. Ma$e needs the money, the jewelry, the clothes, the girls. Satan gave Ma$e all the things Mason would have gotten eventually anyway with God. Satan just gave it to Ma$e upfront.


Satan feared what Ma$e would change into if he learned the truth. Satan wanted to put up distractions and give a detour. And Ma$e took the road Satan offered. Ma$e didn’t wait for God. So I had to get rid of everything Satan gave Ma$e. I had to cleanse myself of that. And God said, “Since you’ve done that for me, let me show you what I can do.”


And what He’s shown me is greater and bigger than anything Ma$e ever got.


Today I have my own ministry, my own church, S.A.N.E.—Saving A Nation Endangered Ministries. I want to reach people no one else can reach. I want to help people see God. Because God is definitely doing a new thing.
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If ye endure chastening, God dealeth with you as with sons; for what son is he whom the father chasteneth not? But if ye be without chastisement, where of all are partakers, then are ye bastards, and not sons.


—HEBREWS 12:7-8





Sermon


Today what we’re going to talk about is a message that God has placed in my heart for a very long time. The message is, “Hell is not full.” I think a lot of people need to know that hell is never full in order for us to cross rivers and make transitions and take cities. Most of us who are living correctly need an incentive to keep doing so. The incentive is—Hell is not full. Just as God can do anything with a little bit, and God can do it with nothing. You need to know that hell is not full.


When I say hell is not full, it means there are some people who are empty spiritually. They are living a lifestyle that shows no spirituality. That’s the time when you’re most attacked—when you feel empty, when you feel like you have nothing. When you feel like a father’s not there, so you have no emotion there, you have no financial stability there, no physical ability there. That’s when Satan comes in and does his best work.


The Book of Proverbs was written by Solomon. Solomon was one of the wisest men of Israel. Solomon wasn’t just a man who was a prophet, he also came from a prophet.


God wanted Solomon to teach the people the value of hard work. Through Solomon, he also wanted to teach people the value of obedience. He wanted to teach them the value of treating people right. He wanted to teach people to have compassion for the poor. He wanted to teach us the importance of family bonds. These are things today that we don’t take too seriously.


(sermon continued on page 33)




TWO
In the Beginning



I was born early, almost two months early, on August 27, 1975. I guess from the very beginning I was coming onto the scene before people were ready for me.


I have a twin sister, Stason, and we are the youngest of six children—there’s Sabrina, Michael, Anthony, Yolanda, Stason and me, Mason. My mother brought us up well. We always had. We knew it was a struggle for my mother, but she made sure we always had. We left Jacksonville, Florida, when Stason and I were three or four years old. We had to leave; my biological father wasn’t right.


I would have to say I have the best mother in the world. My mother has a really big heart and she puts up with things she doesn’t have to for a long time. You know how some people are so generous and so sweet, they just give you the benefit of the doubt hoping one day you’ll do better. When I got older I would tell her, “People are trying to burn you out and use you up and when they don’t have any more use for you they won’t deal with you anymore.” After seeing it for herself one too many times, she finally caught on.


And my biological father was one of those people who tried to burn her out and use her up.


We had to leave Jacksonville because my biological father was a little crazy. He was a wild dude. He would try to lock my moms in the house and tell her she couldn’t talk to nobody. He would beat her for real, for real—with his fists. He was too crazy. My moms couldn’t put him out—he was too much—so she had to leave. With certain people you just have to pack your stuff and go.


We took a train from Florida to New York. I don’t remember much about what happened before we left, but I remember that train ride was real quiet and real long. Nobody was talking and we didn’t know where we were going. My mother left with no money, just us kids and some clothes. We ended up staying with her brother, my uncle Leamon, who took care of us until my mother was able to get on her feet.


And she got on her feet quickly.


My mother taught me about perseverance and fighting through adversity. She says I get some of my expressions and my stubbornness from my father. When I decide to do something, that’s it, there’s no changing my mind. And she says my father was like that, too. But I never experienced that first-hand.


But I know I’m stubborn. No matter what anyone would tell me, if I was determined, they had to get out of the way. When I decided I wanted to be a rapper, I meant it. No matter how many people told me I was crazy, I kept trying. And I did make it. After that my mother said, “I see so much in you. I think you’re going to be able to break the curse.” There’s a curse in being the way my father was. There’s a curse in being so willful that you can’t do right. My mother said that I would be able to use that strong personality for good things. “Instead of leaving your kids, you’re going to be good,” she said. “You’re going to do good things.”
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