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OPENING QUOTE (POSSIBILITY ):

> “They said I must see for myself. But what if the eyes I use were forged by those who came before me?”

PROLOGUE

Eyes Cannot Be Borrowed

They say I attracted everything in my life.

But what if I didn’t?

What if the pain in my chest...

the betrayals...

the blockages...

the way doors close just before I reach them —

what if they were placed there... before I knew what desire was?

What if I inherited cages I never agreed to?

They told me to cleanse, to pray, to fast.

They told me to break generational curses with incense and oil, with chants and silence.

But no one ever told me how the curse got there in the first place.

They said “The law of attraction.”

They said “You called this into your life.”

But how do you call something you didn’t know existed?

How does a child attract spiritual warfare?

How does love attract betrayal?

How does light attract spells?

And who taught the witches where to find me?

I began to ask questions that made the air heavy.

Why does the spiritual world feel like a courtroom with no judge, just old contracts signed in blood and silence?

Why do the wicked inherit power...

...while the innocent inherit debt?

And if I was truly chosen —

Why does it feel like I’ve been chosen to suffer?

This is not a book of answers.

It’s a book of reflections that cracked my soul open.

Because eyes cannot be borrowed.

Not your grandmother’s eyes.

Not your pastor’s.

Not your prophet’s.

Only mine.

And now, I choose to see.
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The Eyes I Was Given

(And the Ones I Had to Build Myself)

I was born into a world that already had a story waiting for me.

Before I opened my mouth to cry, a name was given.

Before I could understand words, I had already inherited wounds.

The elders said, “He is gifted.”

The healers whispered, “He will fight battles we cannot see.”

And so, the world looked at me... like I was something more.

But no one asked me if I wanted to be anything at all.

They dressed me in dreams I didn’t dream,

Wrapped me in prayers I didn’t understand,

And placed a light on my back that wasn’t mine.

So I walked blind —

Wearing borrowed eyes.

I saw the world through my mother’s hurt,

Through my father’s absence,

Through my ancestors’ silence and screams.

They called it vision.

I call it inheritance.

Because when I tried to see for myself —

To ask, what is love, what is peace, what is mine —

The voices said: “We’ve already answered that for you.”

But their answers didn’t fit my questions.

I started asking,

What if these eyes they gave me were never built for my path?

What if what they called a blessing was actually a leash?

What if everything I knew about power was wrapped in fear?

What if I’ve never truly seen?

So I began the painful journey of returning borrowed eyes.

Of plucking out old beliefs like thorns.

Of washing my vision clean from inherited guilt.

I realized:

Clarity doesn’t come from others.

It comes when the soul finally screams, “I want to see for myself.”

And in that moment — not in prayer, not in prophecy —

But in pain, I opened a new pair of eyes.

The ones I built myself.
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The War Between What Found Me and What I Chose

(Because not everything I carry belongs to me.)

Some things, I picked.

But most things... they found me.

Pain was already waiting when I arrived.

Silence greeted me like a familiar friend.

And fear—

Fear did not introduce itself.

It lived here long before I was born.

I used to believe I was the reason things broke.

That maybe my hands were too soft to hold what was passed down to me.

That maybe I failed to carry the weight.

But the truth is—

That weight was never mine to carry.

It belonged to generations that never healed.

No one taught me how to return what doesn’t belong.

So I wore it.

Like skin.

Like identity.

The broken love I received,

The way I apologized for existing,

The way I tried to become small enough

To make others feel big—

These were not my choices.

They were my responses.

Responses to what found me.

But I began to ask:

Who am I outside of survival?

What do I sound like when I’m not begging to be understood?

What does love feel like

When I am not performing for it?

The answers didn’t come quickly.

They came through nights I couldn’t sleep,

Through thoughts that wouldn’t rest,

Through tears that wouldn’t fall.

And still—

A voice inside whispered,

“This is not your ending.”

I began to choose differently.

Not loudly.

Not perfectly.

But intentionally.

I began to say no.

I began to let go.

I began to release my grip on people who only held me to control me.

It felt like losing everything.

But what I lost was what was never really mine.

What I found...

Was me.
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Who’s Really Pulling the Strings?

(Belief systems, spell-work & the paradox of “attraction.”)

––––––––
[image: ]


1  |  The Collision of Two Gospels

I grew up hearing two very different sermons:

Sermon A: “You create your reality. Your thoughts are magnets. Think lack—get lack. Think love—get love.”

Sermon B: “Someone can bury a charm under your doorstep and collapse your future—no permission required.”
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Both can’t be entirely right, yet neither will go away.

So I started mapping the contradictions:

Question Law of Attraction Spell-Casting / Witchcraft

Source of events My inner vibration /An external agent’s intention

Permission needed?  Mine only /Often none—just opportunity

Cure Change mindset / “raise frequency” Counter-ritual / spiritual warfare

Blame Myself (I “attracted” it)  /The caster (they “projected” it)

The table looks tidy, but real life is messier:

– Good people suffer nightmares they never “ordered.”

– Self-destructive people somehow skate by untouched.

Either the universe is badly coded, or we’re missing a hidden rulebook.

2  |  Invisible APIs — How Any System Gets Hijacked

1. Attention is broadcast.

Every belief—prayer, mantra, complaint—emits a signal.
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2. Entities (seen & unseen) tune in.

Just as algorithms exploit your clicks, metaphysical actors exploit your focus.
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3. Open loops invite malware.

Unresolved envy, shame, or desperation act like unsecured Wi-Fi: anyone can jump on the network and reroute your data.

A spell often piggybacks on what’s already circulating inside you:

> “Lord, protect my relationship.”

(sub-signal: I’m afraid of losing it.)

A jealous cousin doesn’t need to break down your front door—she just slides her intention into that fear-frequency you keep broadcasting.

Is that attraction? Possession? Maybe both. The malware uses your bandwidth but installs its software.

3  |  Consent, Loopholes & “Spiritual Fine Print”

Explicit consent is rare in occult warfare; implicit consent is everywhere.

Every time I rehearse an old grievance or daydream a worst-case scenario, I sign a blank spiritual cheque.

Envy aimed at me can’t land unless it finds a compatible port—usually my own buried resentment or guilt.
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So the real battlefield isn’t “out there.” It’s the un-policed territory inside where external intentions dock.

4  |  Audit Checklist – Closing the Ports

Port   Common Symptom   Patch

Chronic comparison : /Feeling hexed by others’ success /Digital fasting, gratitude reps

Unaddressed guilt:/ Recurring “back-to-square-one” cycles /Radical confession (journal / therapist / altar)

Inherited fear-scripts:/ Dreams of being chased / strangled :/ Rewrite family narratives, ritual release

Undefined boundaries:/ Drained after every social visit :/ Energetic “office hours,” salt-water baths, decisive no’s

Closing a port doesn’t mean denying evil exists; it means revoking its access token.

5  |  A Working Hypothesis

> Reality = Personal Frequency × ( Collective Intentions ÷ Boundaries )

If frequency is high but boundaries are absent → you’re an open buffet.

If boundaries are steel but frequency is fear → you fortify a haunted house.

Both sliders must be managed.

6  |  So... Who’s Prophecy Is This?

Maybe the universe isn’t a vending machine or a battleground—maybe it’s an operating system.

My thoughts write code.

Other people’s rituals send phishing links.

What runs is the script I click.
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The moment
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