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Prologue
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The Lie That Became God

They told us God was somewhere above the clouds.

That to reach Him, we must fear Him.

To please Him, we must suffer.

To be chosen, we must obey.

But what if I told you:

God was never lost.

Only hidden  beneath systems, scriptures, and stories.

Beneath guilt, fear, punishment, and control.

They taught us to kneel.

Not to remember.

They built churches but buried the soul.

They fed us stories to forget our own.

But in the silence...

In the storms...

In the loneliness that tried to kill me 

I remembered.

Not the God in books.

But the one who breathed through me when no one else could hear me.

This book is not a rebellion.

It is a resurrection.

Of the divine voice within.

Of the God you carry.

Of the soul that refused to die.
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Chapter One: When They Stole God and Sold Him Back to Us
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Before we could speak our first words, we were already told who God is.

What He likes.

What He hates.

Who He punishes.

And where He lives.

But what they never told us...

Was that we were born with Him already inside us.

They created a middleman between us and our own breath.

A system.

A structure.

A scripture.

They wrote books to replace instinct.

They built temples and turned them into banks.

They told the poor to wait for heaven...

While they built theirs here on earth.

And in this construction of false holiness,

we lost our own sacredness.

We were taught that our ancestors were demons.

That our dreams were lies.

That our intuition was dangerous.

That our bodies were sin.

They colonized not just our land,

but our spirits.

And they told us that obedience was salvation.

Not healing.

Not self-knowledge.

Not truth.

So we feared what was in us.

We ran from our own power.

We bowed to voices outside of us,

while the voice within us died in silence.

But the kingdom...

The true kingdom...

Was never in their books.

It was in the wounded child they told to be quiet.

In the dreams you were afraid to believe.

In the fire they tried to put out in you

with fear, guilt, and shame.

The system failed because it needed you to forget.

To forget your worth.

To forget your gift.

To forget your God.

But this chapter  this life 

is the return.

The return to your own throne.

To the altar within your chest.

To the temple that is your body.

To the voice they tried to silence.

The kingdom is not coming.

It is not above you.

It is not beyond you.

It is within you.

And no one has the right to sell you what you already are.
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Chapter Two: The Invention of Sin and the Death of Innocence
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Before they taught us how to read their holy books,

they taught us how to feel ashamed.

Ashamed of our bodies.

Ashamed of our desires.

Ashamed of our ancestors.

Ashamed of our questions.

They said we were born in sin 

but how can a baby’s first cry be sinful?

How can a child’s laughter need saving?

They created sin to control innocence.

See, before "sin,"

there was instinct.

There was rhythm.

There was harmony between man and spirit,

earth and sky,

child and elder.

But sin became a weapon.

A leash.

A system of guilt that made us kneel

even when we had not done anything wrong.

They said Eve caused the fall 

but she was only curious.

She just wanted to know.

And since then, anyone who wants to know more

has been called dangerous.

So what did they do?

They gave us shame.

They gave us fear.

They gave us hell.

And they told us to be holy

by denying who we are.

But what they couldn’t kill 

was the whisper inside.

The part of you that knows you were born to feel deeply,

to make love, not just survive,

to question,

to unfold,

to awaken.

The truth is...

You were never broken.

You were lied to.

You were never sinful.

You were silenced.

You were never lost.

You were led astray.

The death of innocence didn’t happen because we disobeyed.

It happened because we trusted the wrong voices.

But now, your voice is returning.

And with it,

so is your power.

This is the part of the journey

where the truth no longer scares you.

Where you reclaim your body.

Where your emotions become sacred.

Where your questions are no longer sins

but seeds.

You are not here to be saved.

You are here to remember.
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Chapter Three: The God Within — Beyond the Fear of Fire and Thunder
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Before the Bible, before the churches,

before kneeling in temples built by strangers,

we knew where God lived...

Inside us.

Not in the clouds.

Not in a book.

Not behind a curtain in a building with gates.

But in the breath.

In the heartbeat.

In the dreams we couldn’t explain

but felt deep in our bones.

Then came fear.

Fear disguised as holiness.

Fear that said:

"God is angry."

"God is watching."

"God will punish you."

And we forgot that God was never the voice that shouted 

God was the whisper within.

They made God too big and too far.

Too white.

Too male.

Too violent.

But the true God is quiet power.

The true God is presence, not performance.

The true God does not need to be worshipped 

He only wishes to be remembered.

You don’t need a pulpit to speak to Him.

You don’t need offerings to be loved by Him.

You don’t need to confess to a stranger.

You need only to return home 

to the temple of your body,

to the altar of your silence.

Because your soul is His signature.

They tried to separate us from Him

to own us through guilt.

But you can’t colonize what is eternal.

You can’t rewrite the fire that burns in the spirit of a child

searching for truth in a broken world.

They showed us a god of punishment.

But we knew a God of patience.

They made us fear the thunder.

But we knew the thunder was a greeting from the skies.

Let this chapter be a return.

A resurrection of the real.

Say it with your chest:

“God is in me. God is me remembering.”

This is why the system fears your awakening.

Because when you realize you don’t need permission

to connect to the divine,

you become ungovernable.

Not lawless  but limitless.
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Chapter Four: Memory as Resistance — Reclaiming the Stories They Buried
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They told us to forget.

Forget who we were before their language,

before their borders,

before their churches.

But we carry memory in more than just the mind 

it lives in our skin,

in our names,

in the ache we feel when the world calls us lost

but we know we come from fire.

They buried our stories

under missions,

under schools,

under books that never mentioned our names

unless we were the villain

or the slave

or the sinner.

But silence is a lie too.

And what they didn’t write

we remembered in song,

in drumbeat,

in the eyes of a grandmother who knew

without saying a word.

Our history is not gone.

It was just hidden.

Every time you dream and the ancestors visit,

you’re touching that buried truth.

Every time you resist being tamed,

you’re waking up the parts of you

they were afraid you’d remember.

We are not broken people.

We are a people who were broken open.

And now we see.

Now we speak.

Now we write what they never thought we would dare.

This book is not just a book.

It’s a return.

To sit at the fire again.

To hear the stories they thought they erased.

To say to the world:

“We are not starting from scratch.

We are continuing what was interrupted.”

So write your pain.

Write your pride.

Write your healing.

Because memory is resistance.

And when we remember who we are,

we can never be
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