
Unmasking Patriotism 

How Voices of Americans of African Descent Are Redefining the Concept of American

kiney©

kiney© Publishing

Houston, Texas


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Unmasking Patriotism  How Voices of Americans of African Descent Are Redefining the Concept of American (The African American Experience, #2)

Foreword

Prologue

Chapter One-The Evolving Landscape of African American Identity

Chapter Two-The Rise of the New American in Modern Society

Chapter Three: America’s Evolving Definition of “Un-American”

Chapter Four- When Conquest Became Holy

Chapter Five-Beyond the Melting Pot

Chapter Six -The Architecture of Black Family

Chapter Seven- The Architecture of Disadvantage

Chapter Eight -The Blueprint for Human Destruction

Chapter Nine-How Blackness Became Probable Cause

Chapter Ten-When Genocide Is Synonymous with Civilization

Chapter Eleven-The Holy Architecture of Bondage

Chapter Twelve-How Black Wealth Was (Is) Blocked

Chapter Thirteen-When the Neighborhood Gets Profiled

Chapter Fourteen-The Crops That Fed an Empire

© 2026 by kiney©.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

kiney©

10419 Red Cardinal Drive

Cleveland, Texas 77328

www.kiney.co

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

Book Layout ©2017 BookDesignTemplates.com

Ordering Information:

Quantity sales. Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the “Special Sales Department” at the address above.

Unmasking Patriotism: How Voices of Americans of African Descent Are Redefining the Concept of American/ kiney©—2nd ed

ISBN​

Dedication-

This book is dedicated to those like me who were once lost, but have been found again.

To those whom others believed would never come out of the darkness, yet here you stand.

To those who were doubted, dismissed, abandoned, or counted out by family, friends, or the world around them, yet still rose with dignity, strength, and pride.

This work honors the survivors of the long nightmare called abuse.

I am you, and you are me.

Acknowledgments

My deepest gratitude goes to Pamela, who believed in me even when I struggled to believe in myself. Her encouragement helped sustain my spirit and strengthen my resolve during moments when I might otherwise have given up.

For my daughter, April — with love, and with gratitude for your patience, your strength, and your presence in my life.

––––––––
[image: ]


―kiney

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword
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Patriotism is one of the most misunderstood words in American life.

For too long, it has been treated as a performance: a flag waved, a slogan repeated, a loyalty declared in ways that often say more about power than principle. But for Americans of African descent, patriotism has rarely been that simple. It has been lived as service, sacrifice, critique, endurance, and an unrelenting insistence that this nation become worthy of its own promises.

This book argues that Black Americans have not stood outside the idea of America—they have helped define it, test it, and expand it. Through labor, military service, family structure, cultural creation, political struggle, and moral clarity, African Americans have repeatedly done the work of nation-building while being told, in too many forms, that they did not fully belong. That contradiction lies at the heart of this book.

Unmasking Patriotism is not a celebration of blind allegiance. It is a challenge to a narrow and often selective definition of what it means to love a country. It asks what patriotism looks like when it is measured not by noise, but by responsibility; not by symbolism, but by sacrifice; not by exclusion, but by the willingness to confront injustice in the name of something larger than comfort.

The voices in these pages speak from memory, from inheritance, from pain, from pride, and from experience. They reveal a truth America has often resisted: that Black patriotism has never been passive. It has been demanding. It has insisted that democracy be more than a promise reserved for the few. It has asked the nation to remember who built it, who defended it, who challenged it, and who kept believing it could still be better.

This is, at its core, a book about redefinition. Not of Blackness alone, but of Americanness itself. It invites readers to look beyond inherited myths and to consider a more honest civic identity—one rooted in truth, memory, and shared responsibility.

If America is to become more democratic, it must first become more truthful.

That is the work of this book.

— kiney
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Prologue
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This is the story of a people who were never meant to survive the world that was built around them.

Before the United States became a symbol of liberty, it was a land enriched by bondage. Before its promises of justice and equality were spoken with conviction, millions of Africans and their descendants had already paid the price of its rise with their labor, their suffering, and their lives. To be African American is to inherit that history—not as distant memory, but as living truth.

It is a history written in contradiction.

A nation founded on freedom denied freedom to those whose hands helped build it. A democracy spoke of equality while enforcing segregation, racial terror, exclusion, and silence. Generation after generation, Black Americans were asked to believe in the dream of a country that too often refused to believe in them.

And yet, this is not only a story of oppression.

It is also a story of endurance. Of creation. Of an unyielding determination to transform suffering into something no system of power could contain. Out of captivity came culture. Out of displacement came identity. Out of injustice came movements, music, language, faith, brilliance, and beauty that would shape not only America, but the world.

To name this people has never been simple.

African American. Black. American. Each term carries its own history, its own politics, its own claim to belonging. Some names reach back to ancestry. Others speak to solidarity, resistance, and pride. Some reject division altogether, insisting on a citizenship that should never have required qualification in the first place. But names alone cannot erase the realities that made them necessary.

Because the African American experience has never existed outside the reach of history.

It lives in the memory of slavery and Jim Crow. In the shadow of lynching and segregation. In the persistence of profiling, inequality, and institutional suspicion. It lives in the daily negotiation between how Black people see themselves and how they are seen by the nation around them.

Even language becomes part of the struggle.

Words have been used to degrade, to divide, to define, and, at times, to reclaim. Some are spoken within the community as expressions of familiarity or resistance. The same words, spoken from outside it, can carry the full weight of violence and contempt. In America, even identity is contested terrain.

And still, the story continues.

To be African American is to stand in the presence of pain and possibility at once. It is to come from a people who endured the unimaginable and still created joy, meaning, excellence, and future in the face of it. It is to belong to a history that is not separate from the American story, but essential to it.

This is not a side note to the nation’s history.

This is the heart of it.
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Chapter One-The Evolving Landscape of African American Identity
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African American identity has never been fixed, singular, or easily contained. It has been shaped by history, but never fully defined by oppression alone. From slavery to emancipation, from Reconstruction to Jim Crow, from the Harlem Renaissance to the civil rights era and beyond, Black identity in America has been forged in the tension between imposed definition and self-creation. It carries the memory of displacement, the burden of exclusion, and the enduring struggle to claim dignity in a nation that has too often demanded proof of Black humanity while benefiting from Black labor, Black culture, and Black endurance. To understand African American identity is to understand not only what has been done to a people, but also what that people have made of themselves in response.

That identity has evolved through pain, resistance, migration, faith, family, political struggle, artistic expression, and intellectual vision. It has been shaped in church pews and classrooms, in cotton fields and city streets, in protest movements and poetry, in military service and in the quiet rituals of everyday survival. Each generation has inherited unfinished work, carrying forward both the wounds of historical injustice and the cultural genius born from confronting it. What has emerged from that long struggle is not a single Black experience, but a layered and dynamic tradition of self-definition—one that refuses reduction, resists erasure, and insists on complexity in a nation often more comfortable with stereotype than truth.

In the present day, African American identity continues to shift as new generations engage questions of ancestry, citizenship, belonging, representation, gender, class, and power. The landscape is changing, but its foundations remain deeply historical. The past is not gone; it lives in institutions, in memory, in neighborhood boundaries, in family stories, and in the unequal distribution of opportunity. Yet alongside that weight of history stands a remarkable continuity of resilience, creativity, and moral imagination. African American identity is therefore not only a record of survival under pressure. It is also an ongoing act of transformation—of a people continually redefining themselves while forcing the nation to confront what democracy, freedom, and belonging are supposed to mean.

To trace that evolution honestly, however, we must begin with the forces that first sought to define Black life from the outside—through captivity, law, religion, labor, and the racial myths that would shape America long before African Americans were ever permitted to speak fully in their own name.

I did not begin this journey in a classroom, a library, or even in the safety of familiar surroundings. I began it abroad, far from home, in places where language changed from border to border, where faces carried histories different from mine, and where every conversation seemed to return me to the same question: What does it mean to be an American of African descent?

At first, the question seemed simple. It sounded like something that could be answered with a census category, a historical label, or a confident declaration of belonging. But the farther I traveled and the more people I encountered, the more I realized that African American identity is not a fixed definition. It is a living inheritance—historical, cultural, political, emotional, and deeply personal. It is shaped by memory, by geography, by struggle, by survival, and by the stories we tell ourselves about who we are and who we have been allowed to become.

Overseas, I often found myself staring into faces that felt strangely familiar. More than once, I saw someone in a crowd whose features reminded me of an aunt, a cousin, an elder from my community. Those moments unsettled me. They stirred something deeper than curiosity. They forced me to reckon with the brutal reach of the transatlantic slave trade and the generations of separation it imposed on Black families across continents. It was impossible not to wonder how many bloodlines had been scattered, how many names had been erased, how many branches of our family trees had been broken and replanted in foreign soil by violence.

That grief stayed with me. So did the questions.

In conversations with other Americans of African descent, I heard no single answer to the question of identity. Instead, I heard a chorus. Some spoke with pride about ancestry, tradition, and the cultural genius of Black people in America. Others spoke about exhaustion—the burden of being seen through stereotype before being seen as human. Some framed their identity through art, music, faith, food, ritual, and family memory. Others described it through confrontation: with racism, exclusion, surveillance, and the constant pressure to explain their belonging in the only country they have ever known.

What became clear is that African American identity does not move in one direction. It is not singular, and it is not static. It contains contradiction. It holds joy and mourning at once. It is rooted in a people whose culture has transformed the United States while whose humanity has so often been questioned by it.

Again and again, I heard people speak about heritage not as nostalgia, but as necessity. Cultural memory was not ornamental. It was survival. Music was more than entertainment; it was archive, witness, and testimony. Dance was more than movement; it was continuity. Storytelling was more than remembrance; it was resistance against erasure. Across generations, Black Americans have preserved fragments of a stolen past and fashioned them into a living identity powerful enough to endure what history placed in its path.

Many of those I spoke with described a yearning to remain connected to Africa, not as abstraction, but as origin. They attended festivals, studied history, explored language, and embraced ritual as ways of restoring what enslavement attempted to sever. For some, that connection was immediate and specific, tied to ancestral regions, nations, and traditions. For others, it was broader, a diasporic consciousness—a sense of kinship with Black people everywhere, bound not by sameness but by a shared history of displacement, resistance, and reinvention.

Just as powerful was the theme of resilience. Nearly every conversation returned to it in one form or another. People spoke of ancestors who survived slavery, Jim Crow, racial terror, disenfranchisement, and exclusion. They spoke not as distant admirers of the dead, but as heirs to unfinished work. Pride in ancestry was inseparable from duty: duty to remember, duty to resist, duty to build, duty to leave behind something stronger than what was inherited.

That understanding of resilience is not theoretical for me. It lives in my family.

During the Vietnam War, my uncles and my cousin answered the nation’s call. Some never made it home. Others returned carrying wounds that could not be neatly folded into uniforms and medals. They came back altered by combat, haunted by sacrifice, yet still clinging to belief in the American promise. Years later, when Kuwait was invaded, my brother and many of my cousins stepped forward in another hour of national need. Again, my family bled for a country that had not always bled for us.

Then came September 11.

Like so many Americans, my family answered once more. And so did I. At fifty-two years old, I took up arms beside fellow citizens on foreign soil in defense of a nation and its stated values. We wore the same uniforms, followed the same orders, saluted the same flag, and risked our lives under the same sky. We served as soldiers, sailors, airmen, and Marines. We defended the country not as spectators to democracy, but as participants in its preservation.

That is patriotism.

And yet patriotism in America has too often been measured unevenly.

My family has consistently responded when this nation called. We have served, sacrificed, mourned, and endured. We have produced patriots in the truest sense of the word. But for Americans of African descent, patriotism has never guaranteed belonging. Service has not erased suspicion. Sacrifice has not eliminated second-class treatment. We have died for freedoms we were denied, defended institutions that failed to defend us, and invested faith in a republic that too often treated Black loyalty as conditional and Black citizenship as negotiable.

That contradiction came into sharp focus on January 6, 2021.

The images from the United States Capitol were more than shocking. They were revealing. A violent mob stormed one of the central symbols of American democracy in an effort to overturn a presidential election. They smashed windows, assaulted law enforcement, vandalized public property, and attacked the seat of government itself. Yet what stunned many Americans—especially Black Americans—was not only the violence, but the contrast. Had that crowd been Black, had it been composed of people marching under the banner of racial justice, few believe the response would have been so restrained.

That moment stripped something bare.

It exposed, once again, the racial double standard embedded in public life, law enforcement, and the national imagination. It reminded Black Americans that there are still two scripts in this country: one for those presumed innocent, and another for those presumed dangerous. One for those granted the latitude of grievance, and another for those punished for the mere appearance of anger. The Capitol attack was not an interruption of American history. It was a revelation of it.

And what followed deepened the wound. When those connected to the insurrection were later granted sweeping clemency and political sympathy, the message was unmistakable: in America, accountability can still be negotiated through race, power, and affiliation. For Black Americans, who have endured generations of over-policing, under-protection, and unequal justice, this was not merely political theater. It was another chapter in an old national story.

To understand that story fully, however, we must go farther back than the founding of the United States. We must confront the theological and imperial logic that shaped the modern racial order before America ever existed in its present form.

Long before slavery became an American institution, Europe had already begun constructing the moral justifications for conquest. In 1493, the papal bull Inter Caetera granted Christian empires spiritual cover to claim lands inhabited by non-Christians. What became known as the Doctrine of Discovery helped legitimize seizure, domination, forced conversion, and the destruction of Indigenous worlds. It established a worldview in which Christian power and European expansion could cloak themselves in divine purpose while stripping others of land, freedom, and humanity.

This logic did not stop with Indigenous dispossession. It expanded into the broader machinery of colonialism and the transatlantic slave trade. The bodies of Africans and the lands of Indigenous peoples were folded into the same system of extraction—economic, political, and spiritual. Religion, in the hands of empire, became not simply belief, but weapon. The language of salvation walked alongside the practice of subjugation.

That history matters because race in America did not appear by accident. It was constructed. It was sanctified, legislated, enforced, and normalized over centuries. The categories that now feel entrenched were built through systems designed to rank human worth and distribute power accordingly. To be African American, then, is to live inside an identity forged at the collision point of resistance and invention—an identity born from violence, but never reducible to it.

This is why the question of who we are remains so charged.

African American. Black. American. Descendant of slaves. Member of the diaspora. Patriot. Dissenter. Survivor. Citizen. Each term reveals something and conceals something. Each carries history. Each carries struggle. Each carries a negotiation with belonging in a country that has often demanded Black allegiance while resisting Black equality.

And yet we remain.

We remain as descendants of the enslaved and the undefeated. We remain as bearers of memory and makers of culture. We remain as people whose labor helped build the nation, whose ideas helped challenge it, and whose vision continues to redefine it. African American identity is not a problem to be solved. It is a living testimony to the complexity of America itself.

To ask what it means to be an American of African descent is to ask what America has been, what it has refused to become, and what it still might be.

This book begins there.
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Chapter Two-The Rise of the New American in Modern Society
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The rise of a new African American identity in modern society is not a break from the past, but an evolution shaped by it. It emerges from a long history of struggle, survival, self-definition, and cultural reinvention. African American identity has never been static. It has always adapted to changing political realities, social pressures, economic conditions, and cultural movements. What is new in this moment is not the existence of Black self-determination, but the expanding ways in which African Americans are naming themselves, expressing themselves, and asserting their place within a nation that has so often tried to confine them to older meanings.

This new identity is being shaped by several forces at once. It is influenced by ancestral memory and historical trauma, but also by migration, education, technology, global Black consciousness, and the growing visibility of diverse Black experiences. It includes descendants of enslaved Africans whose families have been rooted in the United States for centuries, as well as more recent Black immigrants and their children, whose experiences complicate and enrich the meaning of Blackness in America. It is also being shaped by younger generations who are less willing to inherit narrow definitions of race, masculinity, femininity, class, faith, politics, or belonging without question. In this sense, African American identity is becoming more layered, more self-aware, and more resistant to simplification.

At the same time, this evolution is happening within a society still marked by old racial structures. The rise of a new African American identity does not mean the disappearance of racism, exclusion, or historical inequality. Rather, it means that Black life continues to develop in conversation with those realities while refusing to be wholly defined by them. What is taking shape is not merely a revised label, but a broader intellectual and cultural claim: that African American identity is not a fixed inheritance handed down unchanged from one generation to the next, but an ongoing act of interpretation, resistance, creativity, and democratic presence. To understand this new identity, we must examine not only how African Americans have been seen, but how they have chosen to see themselves in a changing America.

––––––––
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We were told to wait our turn. Some of us built the table instead.

As my conversations continued, a subtle but powerful shift began to take shape. More and more, I encountered people who identified themselves simply as American. Not African American. Not Americans with African roots. Not with a hyphen, a qualifier, or an explanation attached. Just American.

That choice was not always an act of forgetting. It was often an act of insistence.

For generations, Black identity in the United States has carried the weight of history—slavery, segregation, exclusion, struggle, survival, and triumph. Those realities do not disappear because someone chooses a broader national label. But for many people I met, claiming the word American without modification was a way of rejecting the old logic that treated Black people as permanent outsiders in the country their labor built, their blood defended, and their
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