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Peace and Love

Thank You,

Oliviero Migneco
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From a king's son sold into slavery to a decorated Civil War soldier and, ultimately, to a successful U.S. Congressman—this is the epic, true-to-life saga of a family that defied every obstacle. Born into a world that denied their humanity, they built a dynasty of dignity and resilience. Through brutal bondage, the Jim Crow South, and two World Wars, each generation found new ways to fight for a freedom that was their birthright. This isn't just a history lesson; it's a heart-wrenching, inspiring testament to the power of unyielding hope.

What makes this story so powerful is its focus on the human spirit's ability to triumph over unimaginable adversity. You'll witness the quiet rebellion of a father teaching his son a lost language, the fierce determination of a mother who walked miles to protest injustice, and the spiritual armor of a family whose faith kept them strong when all else was lost. This book is a rare and intimate look at the true cost of freedom and the extraordinary people who paid it. It will challenge you, move you, and change the way you see American history.

As the final descendant stands on the floor of Congress, you'll feel the weight of every sacrifice, every secret whispered, and every prayer said in a small, crowded church. This book is the culmination of a family's dream, a story that proves the American promise is not a fantasy, but a hard-won victory. It’s a story of how a lineage of kings and warriors, through centuries of struggle, finally claimed their rightful place in the world. Don't just read history—experience it through the eyes of the family who lived it.
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Generation 1: Johan

	Born: 1780

	Ancestry: Son of a tribal chief in West Africa.

	1801: Captured in a tribal battle and sold into slavery.

	1802: Arrived in Charleston, South Carolina, on a British slave ship.

	1802: Sold to plantation owner Mr. Benjamin Smith.

	1814: Met Molly (b. 1786).

	1848: Died at age 68.


Generation 2: John

	Born: 1815

	Parents: Johan (35) and Molly (29).

	1817: Brother, Obina (1817-1820), was born.

	1840: Met Harriet (b. 1819).

	1859: Died at age 44.


Generation 3: Joe

	Born: 1842

	Parents: John (27) and Harriet (23).

	1859: At age 17, escaped slavery and enlisted in the Northern Army.

	1861-1865: Served in the Civil War.

	1862: Emancipation Proclamation issued.

	1865: 13th Amendment abolishing slavery passed.

	1868: Met Olivia (b. 1850).

	1899: Died at age 57.


Generation 4: Joseph

	Born: 1875

	Parents: Joe (33) and Olivia (25).

	1894: Met Kisse (b. 1876).

	1920: Died at age 45.


Generation 5: Jim & Jackson

	Jim: Born 1895. Died 1918 (age 23) in World War I.

	Jackson: Born 1902. Died 1968 (age 66).

	Parents: Joseph (20, 27) and Kisse (19, 26).

	1931: Jackson (29) met Chloe (b. 1913).

	1941-1945: Jackson served in World War II.


Generation 6: James & Jacob

	James: Born 1933. Died 1992 (age 59).

	Jacob: Born 1939. Died 1965 (age 26) in the Vietnam War.

	Parents: Jackson (31, 37) and Chloe (20, 26).

	1950-1953: James served in the Korean War.

	1954: James met Johanna (b. 1932).

	1954-1985: American Civil Rights Movement.


Generation 7: Joe

	Born: 1955

	Parents: James (22) and Johanna (23).

	1964: Civil Rights Act passed.

	1980: Son Nicolas was born.

	2000: At age 45, elected to Congress.


Generation 8: Nicolas

	Born: 1980

	Parents: Joe (25) and Margaret (b. 1955).
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Chapter 1 The Beginning 
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The Village of Harmony
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The village of Ibana was not just a place on the map; it was a living, breathing entity carved from the red earth of West Africa. Its circular layout symbolized the interconnected lives of its people. The scent of woodsmoke mingled with the sweet aroma of drying cassava, while the constant drumming of pestles against mortars created a rhythmic heartbeat that pulsed from dawn until dusk. Here, every sound, every movement, had a purpose. Children, their giggles like scattered pebbles, chased one another through narrow pathways, their feet kicking up fine dust as they played a game passed down for centuries.

At the heart of this world stood King Obina, a ruler defined not by a crown of gold, but by a presence as solid as the ancient baobab tree under which he held court. His face, etched with the lines of time and wisdom, held eyes that had seen both the fierce drought and the life-giving rains. He wore a simple, hand-dyed tunic, and his hands, though calloused from a life of labor, moved with a quiet grace. Obina was a king who governed with his heart as much as his head. When a dispute arose, he would not simply issue a decree; he would listen, his silence as powerful as his words, ensuring that justice was not only served but felt. He was the village’s anchor, a man whose quiet strength held the community together.

Daily life in Ibana was a dance of purpose and tradition. As the sun climbed the sky, the men of the village, armed with hoes and machetes, would march to the communal fields, their voices rising in work songs that honored the soil. The women, with infants strapped to their backs, gathered at the river to wash clothes and fill gourds with water, their conversations a soft murmur of shared stories and laughter. Weavers sat in the shade, their nimble fingers transforming threads into vibrant tapestries of geometric patterns that told stories of their clan. In the evenings, as the stars came out, the griot—the village’s historian and poet—would gather the people around a crackling fire. He would use his kora and his voice to recount tales of their ancestors, imbuing the children with a sense of identity and pride, a history that stretched back to the beginning of time. It was a life of harmony, deeply rooted in the land and in each other.
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The Prince of a New Age
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The day was a furnace. The sun, a brutal eye in the cloudless sky, baked the red earth until it shimmered with heat. Even the shade of the baobab tree offered little relief, but a new kind of energy —a tense and hopeful anticipation —hung in the air. All work had stopped. The village held its collective breath as news spread from the royal compound: the queen was in labor. The usual sounds of daily life were replaced by the quiet, nervous murmurs of the people, their faces turned toward the king’s hut.

Then, a single cry—high-pitched and defiant—pierced the silence. A roar of relief and jubilation erupted from the crowd. Drums, which had been silent all day, suddenly burst into a thunderous rhythm. Women ululated with joy, and men danced, their feet kicking up celebratory dust. King Obina, who had been pacing outside, felt a weight lift from his shoulders. He was a king of a people, but now, he was a father of a son. A griot emerged from the hut, his face a mask of solemn happiness, and announced the birth of a healthy boy.

That evening, by the light of a grand bonfire, the naming ceremony took place. The young prince was presented to the village. King Obina held his son in his arms, his heart swelling with a fierce love. “He is to be called Johan,” the king declared, his voice cutting through the celebratory din. Murmurs rippled through the crowd, for this was not a traditional name. Obina explained that it was a name from an ancient story told by their griot, a tale of a wise European traveler who had come to their land long ago, a man who saw no difference between people and who possessed a great and gentle spirit.

As he looked at his son, nestled in his arms, the king’s thoughts turned to the future. He did not wish for his son to be a fierce warrior like the kings of their rival tribes. He prayed that the boy would grow to be as wise and just as the man in the story, a leader who could guide their people not with force, but with understanding. He hoped that Prince Johan would be the one to usher in a new era of peace, a time when rivalries were replaced by cooperation and the harmony of their village extended to all lands.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Shadow of War
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The peace of Ibana was not to last. The seeds of conflict had been sown years ago in a distant land where the rival tribe, the Akachi, had long harbored a deep-seated grievance over a contested water source. While Ibana thrived through careful cultivation and peaceful trade, the Akachi, a tribe of fierce warriors, saw their land slowly turn to dust. Their leader, a warlord named Ekene, convinced his people that their suffering was the fault of King Obina’s tribe, whose prosperity he claimed was built on stolen resources. This long-simmering resentment, fueled by Ekene's ambition and his people's desperation, finally boiled over into a full-scale assault.

The first sign of the attack was not the sound of war drums, but an unnatural silence. The morning birds were hushed, and the wind, which usually rustled through the palm trees, seemed to hold its breath. Then, a single, piercing cry from a watchtower shattered the stillness, a cry that was quickly followed by a guttural war horn that echoed from the hills. The village, so accustomed to the harmony of daily life, was unprepared for the sudden surge of violence. Akachi warriors, their faces painted in streaks of red and black, descended from the surrounding forests like a plague of locusts, their machetes and spears glinting in the morning light.

The air was instantly filled with the terrible sounds of war. The joyous songs of the field workers were replaced by the clang of iron on iron, the panicked shouts of villagers, and the horrifying, final screams of the wounded. The clean, earthy scent of Ibana gave way to the metallic tang of blood and the acrid smoke of burning huts. Women and children ran for cover, their small figures swallowed by the chaos. The once beautiful village, a place of life and art, was transformed into a landscape of terror.

King Obina, with a bravery that belied his peaceful nature, rushed to the front lines. He was a king who preferred diplomacy, but he was also a protector of his people. He wielded his spear with the skill of a seasoned warrior, fighting to create a path for his family to escape. He saw his people falling around him, their faces etched with shock and betrayal, and he felt the immense sorrow of a leader who could not save his flock. He fought not for glory, but for every man, woman, and child who looked to him for safety.

The battle raged for hours. Though the Ibana people fought with desperate courage, their numbers and training were no match for the ruthless efficiency of the Akachi warriors. King Obina, surrounded by the enemy, fought with a ferocity that stunned even his adversaries. He took down warrior after warrior, but the sheer numbers overwhelmed him. He fell, a final, heroic figure of resistance, his life draining into the very soil he had so lovingly protected. His death was a devastating blow, a symbol that all hope was lost.

With their king fallen, the remaining Ibana fighters surrendered, their weapons clattering to the ground in a chorus of defeat. The aftermath was a scene of utter devastation. The beautiful homes were smoking ruins, the fields were trampled, and the silence that returned was heavy with the weight of grief. The triumphant Akachi warriors, their victory secured, began the gruesome task of rounding up the survivors.

The families of Ibana, once a proud and sovereign people, were now reduced to captives. They were stripped of their dignity, their traditions, and their freedom. The joyous faces of the children were replaced by looks of wide-eyed terror, and the confident stride of the men was now a shuffling gait under the watchful eyes of their captors. All that remained of their once-thriving village was a testament to the bitter end of a peaceful kingdom.

The Akachi tribe, having exacted their vengeance and expanded their power, herded the enslaved villagers to their own lands. They saw their captives not as people, but as spoils of war, a new source of labor to rebuild their own failing kingdom. For Prince Johan, still just a boy, this was the end of one life and the horrifying, uncertain beginning of another. His journey had not just taken a dark turn; it had plunged into a new, terrifying world of bondage.
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Life in Bondage
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The first weeks of Prince Johan's new life were a living nightmare. The victorious Akachi tribe, once his rivals, now his masters, treated their new slaves with brutal indifference. Stripped of their tribal identity, they were forced into relentless labor, their days a monotonous cycle of working from sun-up to sun-down. Johan, once a prince, had promised a life of peace, but now he carried water jugs and toiled in the fields, his body aching, his spirit crushed. Each morning, as he woke to the harsh shouts of his captors, he would see the defeated faces of his people, their eyes mirroring his own despair.

In the midst of this dehumanizing existence, Johan found a quiet strength in the memory of his father. He would close his eyes and see King Obina, not in the moment of his heroic death, but as the wise and gentle ruler he had known. He remembered his father’s steady gaze, his fair judgments, and the way he would listen to every person, regardless of their status. This memory was his only sanctuary, a small flicker of light in the overwhelming darkness. He held onto it as a reminder of who he was and who he was meant to be, a son of a king who ruled with compassion, not cruelty.
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The British Raid
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The misery of the Akachi village was about to be compounded. One morning, just as the sun was beginning to warm the earth, a sound like no other ripped through the air—the loud report of muskets, not the familiar shouts of tribal warfare. A new force, a contingent of British slave traders, had descended upon the village. Their uniform and strange, powerful weapons were an alien and terrifying sight. The Akachi warriors, who had been so sure of their own strength, were no match for this cold, organized power. They fought fiercely but were quickly overwhelmed, their spears useless against the British guns.

The British slave traders moved with ruthless efficiency, rounding up not only the defeated Akachi warriors but also their recently enslaved captives from Ibana. For a moment, a flicker of hope passed through Johan and his people. Perhaps these new arrivals were liberators? But that hope was quickly extinguished. The slave traders saw no distinction between the captor and the captive; to them, everyone was a commodity. They were gathering a new shipment for the growing trade in human lives.

The British moved with a chilling, detached professionalism. They didn't shout with rage or gloat over their victory; they organized and counted their human cargo. The Ibana people watched with a grim mixture of terror and disbelief as their former masters, the mighty Akachi warriors, were now treated with the same brutal contempt. Their proud faces were streaked with a new kind of fear—the fear of being powerless. For the first time, Ibana and Akachi stood together in their shared misery, a silent, unwilling brotherhood forged in the crucible of a greater, more sinister power.

The final act of their capture was the chaining. Heavy iron shackles were clasped around their wrists and ankles, clanking with a sound that seemed to seal their fate. The cold metal was a stark reminder of their new reality, a physical link to the person beside them, and a symbol of the freedom they had lost. Johan, his heart a leaden weight in his chest, felt the bite of the iron as it was fastened around his own limbs. He looked at the faces of his people, then at the defeated Akachi, all equally bound, and understood that their journey had just begun. The chains were a promise of the long and harrowing road ahead, a path that would lead them far from home and to a destiny they could not comprehend.
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The Long March
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The next stage of the journey was a brutal, forced march to the coast. Chained together with both his own people and the former Akachi warriors, Johan began the long, agonizing trek. The chains chafed at his ankles and wrists, and the sun beat down on them relentlessly. Dehydration and exhaustion took a terrible toll. The road was littered with the bodies of those who could not keep up—the elderly, the sick, and the young children. Death was a constant, looming companion.

Johan, despite his own suffering, found a new kind of purpose. He would quietly offer a hand to a fallen elder from his own tribe. He would share a small sip of his meager water with a terrified child. But in a move that shocked even himself, he found himself helping a young Akachi boy who had stumbled, his foot a bloody mess. The boy, who had been an enemy only weeks ago, looked at him with surprise and a flicker of gratitude. This simple act of compassion, in the midst of such inhumanity, showed Johan that his father's teachings were still alive within him.

His endurance was remarkable. He refused to give in to despair, drawing strength from his father's memory. He knew he had to survive, not just for himself, but for the sake of his people's memory. He had to be a witness to this injustice, to bear the weight of their suffering so it would not be forgotten. The march was a trial by fire, but with each agonizing step, Prince Johan was forged into something more than a prince—he was becoming a survivor, a leader in chains.

The journey seemed endless. The once-familiar landscape of his homeland became a blur of infinite dust and pain. The coastal air, heavy with salt, promised a new kind of suffering, a final separation from the land of his ancestors. They were no longer a people; they were a cargo, moving inexorably toward a destination that was as terrifying as it was unknown.
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The Arrival at the Port
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When they finally arrived at the coast, the sight was overwhelming—a bustling, chaotic port filled with ships of unimaginable size. The air was thick with the smell of the sea, human waste, and unwashed bodies. They were herded like animals into a holding pen, where they were inspected and prodded by European slave traders with a cold detachment that stripped them of their last vestiges of humanity.

Then came the final horror: the ships. They were large, dark vessels with no sails and a sinister appearance. They were herded onto a ramp that led into the belly of the boat, a darkness more profound than any Johan had ever known. The cries and moans of the people echoed in the cramped, airless hold, a symphony of terror and grief. They were forced into rows, chained to one another, so close that every breath of the person next to them was a shared experience of suffocation.

The hatch was closed, plunging them into a suffocating darkness. The rocking of the waves began a gentle motion that was a cruel counterpoint to the absolute terror within. Prince Johan, now simply Johan, a number in a ship of strangers, felt the final, soul-crushing loss of his homeland. He had survived the war, the capture, and the march, but this was a new kind of death—the death of hope. The ship's creaking and groaning were the only sounds now, a mournful song of the final journey to an unknown land.
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