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This book is lovingly dedicated, with honor, recognition, and appreciation to (God first), Glowdene, Dora, and Carlos Thomas.

Humans drew a circle and kept me out but Lord, you drew a circle and let me in.* You loved me, despite me,* because not as man sees, do you see. Man sees the appearance but you dear Lord, look into the heart.* You move mountains Lord God, and you moved my sin-sick soul and made me whole ...thank you for the transforming power of your love, from the highest heavens, to the quiet in my soul. You are the antithesis of hope, my clarity, my strength ...my guiding light, my moral compass ...you are the rhyme and the reason ...of my existence

I love you, Lord.

Mama, everything I am is because of you, not only did you give me the gift of life, you gave me strength and courage and the glow of your love. Let all my tomorrows have you in it.

Big Mama, your calm patience, steady presence and profound wisdom, balanced with age and unwavering love ...opened doors for me to move through impossible situations.

Los man, together, you and I have been up the rough side of the mountain and down the other side ...but praise God, we survived! 

Happiness can be found in the darkness of time

...if only one remembers to turn on the light

Albus Dumbledore

Born into poverty, surrounded by violence, and tested by betrayal, Lamar Thomas Sr. faced challenges that could have broken him long before adulthood. From the streets of Michigan to a near-fatal shooting that left him fighting for his life, his journey is one marked by pain, perseverance, and an unwavering search for purpose.

Redrum: Must Die is a powerful true story of survival, faith, forgiveness, and transformation. Through heartbreaking losses, spiritual encounters, and hard-earned lessons, Lamar discovers that redemption is possible even in life's darkest moments. This deeply personal memoir is a testament to the strength of the human spirit and the healing power of God’s grace.

Forward

––––––––
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This is not a novel but rather, a true story as astounding as any fantasy! It grabs the reader by the hand and takes them on a vividly revealing journey through the past and present complexities, of the authors desperate battle between good and evil, love and loss, and family angst, so moving it tugs at the heartstrings. It is a captivating and emotional coming of age recounting of the trials and tribulation visited upon a young child, forced to become a man before he even had a chance to be a boy. It is a deeply moving portrait of survival and rediscovery that takes the reader on a powerful, raw, emotional roller-coaster ride, through the ups and downs, and twists and turns of the unpredictable realities of life.

It is a true testimonial of forgiveness, redemption, and the sheer resilience of a man gifted with the grace of God to transcend those obstacles’ and transform his past into a message of hope.

...it is the extraordinary journey of an ordinary man who endeavored to embrace ‘the power of one.’ 
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Some people prefer anonymity to being noticed and risking ridicule, but I choose to leave my mark on the world, without apology nor fear, an’ jus’ like Kilroy, let it shout out to the world that I was here. Everybody has a life story. Their very own ‘Once Upon a Time’ mixed with the multiplicities and possibilities of a life wrought with many stories and many lifetimes, separate and together, all in one. Everybody has their own ‘remember when’s’ and their own ‘did you ever here tell-of-a?’ Well this is mine—and ‘Once Upon a Time’...it was helluva.

My name is Lamar Thomas Sr., and this is my story. A story tempered by tragedy and loss, both challenging and humbling. A story filled with faith and second chances and memories, translated into words, that exalt the glory and tell the story of sunshine and shadow that speak all the tongues of Babel.

I was born in the early seventies in one of the many public housing projects scattered around the southside of Ypsilanti, Michigan. One thing about being born in ‘the projects’ is that it conditions you to be one of the toughest people on the Isle of man. Think about it for a moment, the projects got its name via being a ‘project or an experiment.’ For those of you who like to search the origin of people, places, and things, research the origins of the public housing projects and the who, what and why they were created.

Regardless of what some people might think and contrary to popular belief, I’m much wiser than most people realize. I was born with many spiritual gifts because of my anointing with God. One of those gifts, is the gift of discernment. People don’t realize it but when I’m around them, my spirit can feel their energy and pick-up on their good and/or bad vibes and intentions. Somehow, in a space without words or language, I have the innate ability to sense the undertones of negativity in the words they speak, directly to my face or those quietly whispered behind my back. 

My family comes from a long legacy of missionaries, preachers, and saints, but that doesn’t mean that we don’t have demon’s and heathens in the family. My mom’s singing in church and my grandmother’s prayers kept God’s grace around me as I walked wickedly through this wicked earth. God sent me to this place on a mission and when God sets something into motion, no man, no unclean entity, no nothing can waylay its course. It’s unstoppable!

1995 was the year that divided my life into ‘before-and-after.’ I’m not now, nor will I ever be the me I was before. I’m now, the me that I was destined to be, the anointed me. It’s funny, how you can live side-by-side by a person and never even realize there’s a room in them that you never even knew existed, because the door to that room was locked from the inside. A door to a room, that even the person it dwells within, can’t open until it’s time.

In 1995, I was shot (multiple times) and left lying on a stretch of frozen-hard ground for dead. I remember it as if it happened just this morning. This diabolical attack that was leveled against my person, was neither coincidence nor providence, but rather a quiet methodically planned violation of trust. Trust once fractured and broken is nonrenewable, it can never rebuild itself. 

I just want to say to the Judas who allied with my enemies and signed my death warrant, masquerading as a friend; ‘the cruelest wounds don’t come from strangers, they come from those we think we know’ ...like I thought I knew you. 

There’s an old axiom that goes something like this; ‘Never trouble, trouble unless trouble troubles you - for if you trouble, trouble it will certainly trouble you.’* Well, I did that. I troubled, trouble and I knew that trouble was out to trouble me. I could feel it brewing and percolating all around me, like a volcano about to blow. My Spidey senses put out a BOLO, only I wasn’t looking at you. But God was. He saw that my eyes were clouded and through the spirit of discernment, he allowed me to see through the dark glass clearly, and I saw you. 

If ever I’d been asked, if I believed that you could’ve played me the way you did. I would’ve answered without the slightest hesitation, ‘That’s the biggest crock of B.S. I’ve ever heard.’ You see, I’d been looking at you through distorted eyes until the shape of the things I didn’t (want to) see were stripped of emotions and reduced to facts. And the fact of the matter was, it was too unreal to be real, but in reality, it really happened. In reality, our friendship was more concept than real. 

I allowed myself to be mind-f—ked by somebody I thought I knew. Somebody I fantasized I could let my guard down around. The notion that I couldn’t, was never even a remote thought in my mind. The very idea that you, not will, not would, but could...and did, participate in coordinating my demise, seemed so unlikely to me at the time as to almost be impossible. But reality has a way of intruding on fantasy and making you realize real lies, thus, bringing certain lessons home to roost. ‘A dog will lower its head when it does something wrong, but a snake will look you dead in the eyes. Trust no one. Friends today. Enemies tomorrow!’ 

Later, after realizing your treacherous act hadn’t yielded its expected results, you became semi-apologetic and antsy, like a man caught in his own trap. Not due to any shame or remorse for committing the actual act—but because your exposure made you fearful of the moment of reckoning with the reaction’s your actions caused. I saw it sitting there behind your eyes t—and I knew with a certainty that had no uncertainty to it...you were the proverbial snake who bit me after I took you in (my confidence).

I was furious at myself for letting it happen, but life is a circle and what goes around comes around. Not only is that the law of nature. It’s also the code of the streets. That caliber of deceit can never be swept under the rug and forgotten with a simple ‘Hee hee, haw haw, I’m sorry.’ Niguh naw. That’s the kind of betrayal that has a way of coming back around full circle and biting you right dead smack in the ass. ‘Oh, what a tangled web we weave, when first we learn to deceive.’ A true betrayal of trust cuts deeper than anything else. It hits harder. Just suffice it to say, that’s when it became personal to me. Born out of righteous fury and indignation, my emotions raged! An unrelenting sense of revenge permeated every cell of my being. My mind was inundated with ways of putting a hurting on you—and them. Visions of sweet payback danced through my head. I was obsessed with it and determined to do whatever needed to be done to make it happen. 

So, with the careful staging of normalcy, I devised a sinister plot to throw a ‘for members only’ casket-sharp, lavish event. Ladened with all the bells and whistles; strippers, good music, good soul food, expensive drinks, the best smoke—and lacing it all with exceedingly high levels of pure, uncut heroin, or grade ‘A’ street fentanyl. I reveled in the thought of inviting all the perpetrators, that either knew about and/or corroborated with its horrifying lead-up to and follow through. 

Then laying back chilling in the peripheral, watching as the grim-reaper picked you all off, one by one. Then strolling out into the sunset, once it was done. The plan was locked, loaded, and ready for Freddy, but in the wake of all those diabolical thoughts that were churning around in my mind..., God, God stayed me with his hand! He said, ‘Stand down my son, I need you to forgive them so that your eyes can see the path that I’ve laid out for you.’ This proved to be the catalyst for my spiritual awakening. It broke up something tight I’d been holding in my chest. It lifted a heaviness off my heart and settled something deep within my soul. 

Sometimes in life, you have to bend. If you don’t learn to bend, you’ll break. 

It was when I was at my breaking point that God spoke to me. ‘Vengeance is mine, sayeth the Lord.’ Harm none, even for good reason. This softened my resolve—and even though my enemies rejoiced when my blood was spilled on the streets. God tempered my anger and I bent down in submissive obeyance to his word—and I let go and let God—and he is coming for you. Of that, you may be certain. 

Upon hearing Gods voice strumming through my being, my whole everything inhaled the majesty of his love. And a version of myself, that had been lying dormant, way down deep in the basement of my soul, was driven by a heightened sense of awakening. A lock was released and a door was opened. An ancient door, that housed a divinity fashioned long before I was even a seed in the tubules of my father’s testicles. Long before the fusion with the egg cells of my mother’s womb. The time had come and just like the biblical Saul,* God redeemed me and changed my whole life’s course!

On the night I was shot, the first bullet that ripped through my body struck me in the spine and left me paralyzed. Later, following my surgery, I was informed that due to the extent of the paralysis, I would be wheelchair dependent for life. But I begged to differ. Put plain and simply; rattlesnakes don’t commit suicide, bears don’t fly and God didn’t bring me all this way just to have me vegetate in a wheelchair. Almighty God holds the Mastercard! He has his eyes on the sparrow, and I know he watches me! He miraculously made a way for me to pull through the physical and internal damage I was drowning in—and he blessed me to walk again! All I can do now, is raise my voice in hallelujah praise of him and his amazing grace. I thank him for everyday that he blesses me to wake up and continue to do his will. 

I was hungry and he fed me something that tasted like hope. 

Slowly but surely, he is using me as a conduit to accentuate the positive attributes in my people by inspiring in them that same ‘hope.’ ‘Hope enough to strengthen the fortitude needed to overcome the complex challenges, textbook intimidations and the psychological threats (both subtle and overt), that we as melanated people are forced to navigate through on a daily. Hope, so that we might have the strength and endurance to keep on pushing, spreading his holy word and living for him.’ 

It is written in Scripture over and again; ‘Through the power of your example and the spoken word, you will be a blessing to all those with whom you come into contact with.’* It is a badge of honor to be anointed by almighty God to be one such example. I thank him for his abiding trust in me, and I am fully committed, dedicated and focused on this divine ministry. God wants us all to have faith in the fact that he is real and to know for a surety that through him; ‘ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE’. 
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